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THE    LIFE    OF   BONNE. 


John  D«nne  was  born  In  London,  in  the  year  1573.  His  father  was  an  eminent  merchant,  de- 
fcended  from  a  very  ancient  family  in  Wales ;  and  his  mother  was  defcended  from  the  family  of  Sir 
Thomas  More,  Chancellor  of  England.  His  grandfather,  by  the  mother's  fide,  according  to  Jonfon, 
in  his  "  Converfation  with  Drummond,"  was  Hey  wood  the  Epigrammatifl ;  fo  that,  as  he  obferves, 
"  he  was  originally  a  poet." 

He  was  educated  at  home  till  the  eleventh  year  of  his  age,  when  he  was  fent  to  the  Univerlity  of 
Oxford,  and  entered  a  Commoner  of  Hart-Hall,  where,  it  was  obferved  of  him,  as  of  John  Picus  Mi- 
randula,  that  "  he  was  rather  born  wife,  than  made  fo  by  ftudy." 

He  continued  three  years  at  Oxford,  but  declined  taking  his  firft  degree,  by  the  advice  of  his  re- 
lations, who,  being  of  the  Ro.milh  religion,  difliked  the  oath  required  to  be  taken  upon  that  oc- 
cailon. 

He  afterwards  removed  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  and  from  thence,  about  three  years  after, 
to  Lincoln's  Inn,  London,  where  he  profecuted  the  ftudy  of  the  common  law,  wi  th  fufficlent  appear- 
ance of  application  and  fuccefs. 

He  feems,  however,  to  have  divided  his  ftudies  between  law  and  poetry  ;  for,  about  this  time,  he 
compofed  moft  of  his  love  poems,  and  other  levities  and  pieces  of  humour,  which  fufficiently  efta- 
bliflied  his  poetical  reputation,  and  procured  him  the  acquaintance  of  all  thofe  of  his  own  age,  who 
were  moft  diftinguilhed  for  acutenefs  of  wit,  and  gaiety  of  temper. 

His  father  dying  when  he  was  about  nineteen  years  of  age,  and  leaving  him  3000 1.  he  relinquilh- 
€d  the  ftudy  of  the  law,  and  devoted  himfelf  to  a  diligent  examination  of  the  controverfy  between  the 
Proteftants  and  Roman  Catholics,  which  ended  in  a  full  conviction  of  the  truths  of  the  reformed 
religion,  and  his  converfion  to  Proteftantifm. 

About  the  twenty-firft  year  of  his  age,  he  refolved  to  gratify  his  defire  of  travelling  ;  and  in  the 
years  1596  and  1597,  he  accompanied  the  Earl  of  Effex  in  the  expedition  againft  Cadiz,  and  ftald. 
time  years  in  Spain  and  Itjaly,  where  he  improved  himfelf  by  converfmg  with  men  of  learning,  and 
gained  a  perfedt  knowledge  of  the  Spanifti  and  Italian  languages. 

Soon  after  his  return  to  England,  he  was  made  fecretary  to  Sir  Thomas  Egerton,  Lord  Keeper  of 
the  Great  Seal,  in  whofe  fervice  he  continued  five  years,  and  who  had  fo  high  an  opinion  of  his  abi-; 
litles,  as  to  declare  that  "  he  was  fitter  to  ferve  a  king  than  a  fubjeil." 

In  1602,  he  married  privately,  without  the  confent  of  her  father,  Anne,  daughter  of  Sir  George 
Moore,  Chancellor  of  the  Garter,  and  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  who  then  lived  in  the  Lord  Keep- 
er's family,  and  was  neice  to  his  lady. 

Sir  George  Moore  refented  his  marrying  his  daughter,  without  his  confent,  fo  highly,  that  he 
procured  his  difmiflion  from  the  Lord  Keeper's  fervice,  and  had  him  committed  to  prifon. 

He  foon  obtained  his  liberty  ;  but  was  obliged  to  be  at  the  expence  of  a  tedious  law-fuit,  to  reco- 
ver the  poffqflioo  of  his  vfik,  Vi^bich  involv€4  hipi  ip  great  digJcuUies. 
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His  wants,  however,  were  in  a  great  meafure  prevented  by  the  kindnefs  of  his  relation,  Sir  Frati- 
ei»  Wooley,  who  entertained  him  and  his  family  fevcral  years  in  his  houfc,  at  Pilford  in  Surrey,  and 
at  laft  cfFcded  a  reconciliation  between  him  and  his  father-in-law,  who  engaged  to  pay  him  8go  I. 
as  a  portion  with  his  wife,  and  2ol.  quarterly  till  it  was  paid. 

After  the  death  of  Sir  Francis  Wooley,  he  took  a  houfe  for  his  wife  and  children  at  Mitcham 
in  Surrey,  and  lodgings  for  himfelf  near  Whitehall,  where  he  was  much  vifited  and  carefled  by  the 
nobility,  foreign  minifters,  and  other  perfons  of  diflintftion. 

Some  time  after,  he  removed  his  family  to  apartments  in  the  hopfe  of  his  friend,  Sir  p.obert  Drury, 
In  Drury-lanc. 

In  ir'iio,  he  w<s  incorporated  Mafter  of  Arts  at  Oxford,  having  before  taken  the  fame  degree  at 
Camb  idge. 

About  two  years  afterwards,  he  accompanied  Sir  Robert  Dn;ry  to  Paris;  and  not  long  after  his 
return  he  entered  into  holy  orders,  by  the  perfuaDon  of  King  James,  who  had  a  high  opinion  of  his 
abilities,  and  often  expreffed  great  fatisfaftion  in  having  been  the  means  of  introducing  fo  worthy  » 
perfnn  into  the  church. 

He  was  ordained  by  his  friend.  Dr.  King,  Bifliop  of  London,  who  had  been  chaplain  to  the  Lord 
Keeper  Egerton,  at  the  fame  time  that  he  was  his  fecretary.  He  Was  immediately  after  made  one 
of  the  Chaplains  in  Ordinary  to  his  Majefty,  and,  about  the  fame  time,  attending  the  King  to  Cam- 
bridge, he  was  created  Dodtor  in  Divinity  by  the  Univcrfity,  on  the  particular  recommendation  ef 
his  Majefty. 

On  his  return  from  Cambridge,  he  had  the  afHicftion  to  lofe  his  wife, who  died  on  the  feventh  day 
after  the  birth  of  her  twelfth  child,  Auguft  15.  1617.  Scon  after  the  death  of  his  wife,  he  was 
chofen  Preacher  of  the  Society  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  and  two  years  after,  by  his  Majefty 's  appointment, 
attended  the  i.arl  of  Doncafter  in  his  embalTy  to  Germany.  In  1621,  he  was  advanced  10  the 
Deanery  of  St.  P^l's.  |^<  on  after,  the  vicarage  of  St.  Dunftan  in  tho.  Weft,  was  given  to  him  by 
the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  and  another  benefice,  by  the  Earl  of  Kent. 
J  In  1623  4,  he  was  chofen  prolocutor  of  the  Convocation,  and  appointed  by  the  King  to  preach 
feveral  occalional  fesnionb  at  Paul's  crofs. 

In  1630,  he  was  feized  with  a  fever  at  the  houfe  of  his  eldeft  daughter,  Mrs.  Harvey,  at  Abery 
Hatch,  in  ElTex,  which  brought  on  a  confumption,  of  which  he  died  on  the  31ft  of  March  1631, 
and  was  buried  in  the  cathedral  church  of  St.  Paul,  where  ^^  monument  was  credled  to  his  me- 
mory. 

Some  time  before  his  death,  when  he  was  emaciated  with  ftudy  and  ficknefs,he  caufed  himfelf  to 
be  wrapped  up  in  a  Iheet,  which  was  gathered  over  his  head  in  the  manner  of  a  (broud  ;  and  having 
clofed  his  eyes,  he  had  his  portrait  |;aken,  which  was  kept  by  his  bedfide  as  long  as  he  lived,  to  re- 
mind him  of  mortality.  Dugdale  fays,  that  the  effigy  on  his  monunaent  in  St.  Paul's  church  was 
done  after  this  portrait. 

Donne  is  better  known  as  a  popt,  than  as  a  divine;  though  in  the  latter  charafler  he  had  great 
merit.  His  prole  writings,  which  a^-e  chiefly  theological,  are  enupierated  by  Walton,  who  has  writ- 
ten his  life,  with  a  juft  admiration  of  his  talents  and  yirtues,  but  with  unceceffary  proHxity  and  am- 
j-lification,  and  in  a  flrain  of  vulgar  credulity  and  entbufiafnn,  peculiar  to  the  produftions  of  the  laft 
century. 

HJ»  "  Pfeudo  Martyr,"  in  which  he  has  cffeftually  confuted  the  dodrine  of  the  papal  fupremacy, 
is  the  nioft  valuable  of  his  profc  writings.  His  Sermons  abound  too  much  with  the  pedantry  cf  the 
times  in  which  they  were  written,  to  be  at  all  eftcemed  in  the  prefent  age. 

HisPocmSjConfifting  of  "  Songs  and  Sonnets,  Epigrams,  Elegies,Epithal.»mion»,  Satires, Letter s.Fu- 
aeral  Eclgies,  Holy  Sonnet-,"  &c.  publifhed  at  different  times,  were  printed  together  in  one  volume 
li.mo.  by  Tonf<  n,  1719,  and  repiinted  by  Bell,  in  3  vols.  i2nio.  1781,  with  the  addition  of  Ele- 
Icgics  on  his  Death,  by  Jonfon,  Carcw,King,  Corbet,  and  other  contemporary  wits,  a  fpecimen  of 
which  is  given  in  the  prefent  edition. 

All  his  contemjroraries  are  lavifh  in  his  praife.  Prejudiced,  perhaps,  by  the  ftyle  of  writing 
Tfhich  was  then  faJhionabJe,  tbcy  fsea  to  have  rated  his  peifwniances  beyond  their  juft  value.    To 
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the  praife  of  wit  and  fubtility  his  tide  is  unqueftionable.  In  all  his  piece*  he  difplays  a  prodigious 
richnefs  of  fancy,  and  an  elaborate  i^inutenefs  of  defcription  ;  but  his  thoughts  are  fcldom  natural, 
obvious,  or  juft,  and  much  debafcd  by  the  carelefTnefs  of  his  verfification. 

Dryden  has  very  juflly  given  him  the  chara>fler  of  "  the  greateft  wit,  though  not  the  greateft 
poet  of  our  nation."  In  his  dedication  of  Juvenal  to  the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  he  fays:  "  Donne,  aloffe, 
of  all  our  countrymen,  had  your  talent,  but  was  not  happy  enough  to  arrive  at  your  verfification ;  and 
were  he  tranflated  into  numbers  and  Englifh,  he  would  yet  be  wanting  In  the  dignity  of  expreflion. 
You  equal  Donne  in  the  variety,  multiplicity^  and  choice  of  thoughts;  you  excel  him  in  the  manner 
and  the  words.  I  read  you  both  with  the  fame  admiration,  but  not  with  the  fame  delight.  He 
afFe(fts  the  metaphyfics,  not  only  in  his  fatires,  but  in  his  amorous  verfes,  where  nature  only  Ihoiild 
jeign,  and  perplexes  the  minds  of  the  fair  fex  with  fpeculations  of  philofophy,  where  he  fhould  en- 
gage their  hearts,  and  entertain  them  with  the  fofinefs  of  love." 

Pope,  probably  taking  the  hint  from  this  paffage,  has  (hewn  that  Donne's  fatires,  which  abound 
with  fo  mdch  wit,  aflume  more  dignity,  and  appear  more  charming,  when  "  tranflated  into  num- 
fcers  and  Englifli." 

Dr.  Johnfon»  in  his  "  Life  of  Cowley,"  has  difplayed  his  prodigious  genius  and  extenfive  learnv 
ing,  to  great  advantage,  in  charadterifing  the  metaphyfical  poetry  of  Donne,  and  his  imitators. 

"  This  kind  of  writing,  which  was,  I  believe,  borrowed  from  Marino  and  his  followers,  had 
keen  recommended  by  the  example  of  Donne,  a  man  of  very  extenfive  and  various  knowledge. 

"  The  metaphyfical  poets  were  men  of  learning,  and  to  fliew  their  learning  was  their  whole  en- 
deavour; but,  unluckily,  refolving  to  ftiew  it  in  rhyme,  inflead  of  writing  poetry,  they  only  wrote 
Verfes,  and  very  often  fuch  verfes  as  flood  the  trial  of  the  finger  better  than  of  the  ear,  for  the  mo- 
«lulation  was  fo  imperfedl,  that  they  wefe  only  found  to  be  verfes  by  counting  the  fyllables. 

♦*  In  perufing  the  works  of  this  race  of  authors,  the  rnind  is.  exercifcd  either  by  recolledlion  or 
inquiry ;  either  fomething  already  learned  is  to  be  retrieved,  or  fomething  new  is  to  be  examined. 
If  their  greatnefs  elevates,  their  afutenefs  often  furprifes;  if  the  imagination  is  not  always  gratified, 
at  leaft,  the  powers  of  refletftion  and  comparifon  are  employed,  and  in  the  mafs  of  materials  which 
ingenious  abfurdity  has  thrown  together,  genuine  wit  and  ufeful  knowledge  may  be  fometime* 
found,  buried,  perhaps,  in  grofljRefs  of  exprcflion,  but  ufeful  to  thofe  who  know  their  value,  and  fuch 
as,  when  they  are  expanded  to  perfpicuity,  and  polifhed  to  elegance,  may  give  luftre  to  works  whic^ 
have  more  propriety,  thpugh  left  copioufnefs  of  fentimeot." 

A  iij 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

WILLIAM   LORD    CRAVEN, 

BARON  OF  HAMSTED-MARSHAM. 


My  Lord, 

JNTany  of  thefeFoem?have,  for  feveralimprefllons, 
wanderedupanddown,trufting(aswell  theymight, 
upon  tlie  Author's  reputation :  neither  do  they  now 
romplain  of  any  injury  butwhat  may  prbeeed  either 
from  the  kindnefs  of  the  printer,  or  the  courtefy  of 
the  reader;  the  one  by  adding  fomething  too  much, 
Jed  any  fpark  of  this  facred  fire  might  perilli  un- 
clifcerned ;  the  other  by  putting  fuch  an  eflimation 
upon  the  wit  and  fancy  they  find  here,  that  they 
are  content  to  ufe  it  as  their  own ;  as  if  a  man 
ihould  dig  out  the  flones  of  a  royal  amphitheatre 
to  build  a  flage  for  a  country  fhow.  Amongft  all 
the  monftcrs  this  unlucky  age  has  teemed  with,  1 
find  none  fo  prodigious  as  the  poets  of  thefe  latter 
times,  wherein  men,  as  if  they  would  level  under- 
flandings  too  as  well  as  efiates,  acknowledging  no 
inequality  of  parts  and  judgments,  pretend  as  in- 
differently to  the  chair  of  wit  as  to  the  pulpit,  and 
conceive  themfelves  no  lefs  infpired  with  the  fpirit 
of  poetry  than  with  that  of  religion  :  fo  it  is  not 
only  the  noife  of  drums  and  trumpets  which  have 
drowned  the  Mufe's  harmony,  or  the  fear  that  the 
church's  ruin  will  dcflroy  the  priefts  likewife,  that 
now  frights  them  from  this  country,  where  they 


have  been  fo  ingenloufly  receivei!  ;  but  thefe  rude 
pretenders  to  excellenciestheyfounjuftlyown.who, 
profanely  r  alhing  into  Minerva's  temple,  with  noi- 
fome  airs  blaft  the  laurel  which  thunder  cannot  hurt. 
In  this  fad  condition  thefe  leained  Siftfrs  are  fled 
over  to  beg  your  Lordfhip's  proteiSlIon,  who  have 
been  fo  certain  a  patron  Loth  to  arts  and  arms ; 
and  who,  in  this  general  confufion,  have  fo  entirely 
preferved  your  honour,  that  in  your  Lordfliip  we 
may  ftill  read  a  molt  perfed  charafter  of  what 
England  was  in  all  her  pomp  and  greatnefs  :  fo 
that  ahhough  thefe  poems  were  formerly  written 
upon  feveral  occafionsto  feveral  peifons,  they  now 
unite  themfelves,  and  are  become  one  pyramid  to 
fet  your  Lordfhip's  fl;atue  upon,  where  you  may 
fland,  like  armed  Apollo,  the  defender  of  theMufes, 
encouraging  the  poets  now  alive  to  celebrate  y'our 
great  adls,  by  affording  your  countenance  to  his 
Poems  that  wanted  only  fo  noble  a  fubjed;. 

My  Loid,  your  moil;  humble  fervant, 

John  Donne. 


UPON  MR.  J.  DONNE  AND  HIS  POEMS. 


AVho  dares  fay  thou  art  dead,  when  he  doth  fee 
tinburied  yet  this  living  part  of  thee; 
This  part,  that  to  thy  being  gives  frelh  flame. 
And,  though  thou'rt  Donne,  yet  will  preferve  thy 

name  ? 
Thy  fle&i  (whofe  channels  left  their  crimfon  hue, 
And  whey-like  ran  at  laft  in  a  pale  blue) 
May  (hew  thee  mortal;  a  dead  paify  may 
Seife  on't,  and  quickly  turn  it  into  clay, 
Which,  like  the  Indian  earth,  Ihall  rife  refin'd  ; 
But  this  great  fpirit  thou  haft  left  behind. 


This  foul  of  Verfe,  in  its  firft  pure  eflate 
Shall  live,  for  all  the  world  to  imitate. 
But  not  come  near  ;  for  in  thy  fancy's  flighS 
Thou  doft  not  ftoop  unto  the  vulgar  fight. 
But  hovering  highly  in  the  air  of  Wit, 
Holdft  fuch  a  pitch  that  few  can  follow  it ; 
Admire  they  may.  Each  objecfl  that  the  fpring 
(Or  a  more  piercing  influence)  doth  bring 
T'  adorn   earth's  face,  thou  fweetly  didft  con- 
trive 
To  beautj-'s  elements,  and  thence  derive 


tJnfpotte J  lllly's  white ;  which  thou  didft  fet 
Hand  in  hand  with  the.  vein- hke  violet. 
Making  them  foft  and  v/arm,  and  by  thy  power 
Couldft  give  both  life  and  fenfe  unto  a  flower. 
The  cherries  thou  haft  made  to  fpeak  will  be 
Sweeter  unto  the  tafte  than  from  the  tree  ; 
And,  fpite  of  winter-ftorms,  amidft  the  fnow 
Thou  oft'  haft  made  the  blufhing  rofe  to  grow. 
T^he  fea-nymphs,  that  the  vlratry  caverns  keep, 
Have  fent  their  pearls  and  rubies  from  the  deep 
To  deck  thy  love,  and,  plac'd  by  thee,  thev  drew 
More  lullre  to  them  than  where  firft  they  grew, 
All  minerals  that  earth's  full  womb  doth  hold 
Promifcuoufly  thou  couldft  convert  to  gold, 
And  with  thy  flaming  raptures  fo  refine. 
That  it  was  much  more  pure  than  in  the  mine. 
The  lights  that  gild  the  night,  if  thou  didft  fay 
They  look  like  eyes,  thofe  did  oiitlhine  the  day ; 
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For  there  would  be  more  virtue  m  lucii  fpells 


Than  in  meridions  or  crofs  pprailels. 
Whatever  was  of  worth  in  this  great  frame, 
That  art  could  comprehend  or  wit  could  name. 
It  was  thy  theme  for  beauty  :  thou  didlt  fee 
Woman  was  this  fair  world's  epitorhe. 
Thy  nimble  Satires,  too,  and  cv'ry  ftrain 
With  ncivy  ftrength  that  iflu'd  from  thv  bralUj 
Will  lofe  the  glory  of  their  own  clear  bays, 
If  they  admit  of  any  other's  praifc. 
But  thy  diviner  poems,  whofe  clear  fire 
Purges  all  drofs  aWay,  ftiall  by  a  choir 
Of  cherubims  with  heav'nly  notes  be  fet : 
(Where  flefh  and  blood  could  ne'er  attain  to  yet) 
There  pureft  fpirits  fung  fuch  facrcd  lays 
In  panegyric  hallelujahs. 

Arth.  WitsorT, 


EPITAPH  ON  DR.  DONNE, 


Br  DR.  CORBET,  BISHOP  OF  OXFORD. 


He  that  would  write  an  epitaph  for  thee, 
And  do  it  well,  muft  firft  begin  to  be 
Such  as  thou  wert ;  for  none  can  truly  know 
Thy  worth,  thy  life,  but  he  that  hath  liv'd  fo  : 
He  muft  have  wit  to  fpare  and  to  hurl  down, 
Enough  to  keep  the  gallants  of  the  Town  : 
He  muft  have  learning  plenty ;  both  the  laws, 
Civil  and  Common,  to  judge  anycaufe; 
t)lvinity  great  ftore  above  the  reft, 
Not  of  the  laft  edition,  but  the  beft. 


He  muft  have  language,  travel,  all  the  arts; 
Judgment  to  ufe,  or  elfe  he  wants  thy  parts  3 
He  muft  have  friends  the  higheft,  able  to  do. 
Such  as  Mecffinas,  and  Auguftus  too  : 
He  muft  have  fuch  a  ficknefs,  fuch  a  deathj 
Or  elft-  his  vain  defcriptions  come  beneath. 
Who  then  ftiall  write  an  epitaph  for  thee 
He  muft  be  dead  firft  ;  let  it  alone  for  me. 

A  iii] 


SATIRES. 


SATIRE    I. 


Away  !  tTiou  changeling  niotely  humourifl; 

Leave  me,  and  in  this  (landing  wooden  cheft, 

Conforted  with  thefe  few  books,  let  me  lie 

In  prifon,  and  here  be  coffin'd  when  I  die. 

Here  are  God's  conduits,  grave  divines ;  and  here 

Is  nature's  fecretary,  the  philofopher ; 

And  wily  ftatefinen,  which  teach  how  to  tye 

The  finews  of  a  city's  myftic  body  ; 

Here  gathering  chroniclers,  an;')  by  them  {land 

Gid'.'y  fantaftic  poets  of  each  land. 

Shall  I  leave  all  this  conftant  company, 

And  follow  headlong  wild  uncertain  thee  .' 

Firft  fwear  by  thy  beft  love,  here  in  earncft, 

(If  thou  which  lov'ft  all  canft;  love  any  beft) 

Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  the  middle  Oreet, 

Though  fome  more  fpruce  companion  thou  doft 

meet ; 
Not  though  a  captain  do  come  in  thy  way 
Briglit  parcel  gilt,  with  forty  dead  men's  pay; 
Not  though  a  bnlk  perfum'd  pert  courtier 
3)eign  with  a  nod  thy  courtcfie  to  anfwcr ; 
Kor  come  a  velvet  juflice  with  a  long 
Great  train  of  blew-coats,  twelve  or  fourteen  flrong. 
Wilt  thou  grin  or  fawn  on  Mm,  or  prej)ire 
A  fpeech  to  court  his.  beauttous  fon  and  heir  ? 
For  better  or  worfe  take  me  or  leave  me  ; 
To  take  and  leave  me  is  adultery. 
Oh,  nionftrous  I  fuperflitiou^  Furrtan, 
Of  refin'd  manners,  yet  ctremoninl  nian! 
Thiit  when  thou  meet'ft  one  witli  i  ijuirir'g  eyes 
Doth  fearch,  and,  like  a  needy  broker,  pn>  c 
The  filkand  gold  he  wears,  and  to  that  rate, 
So  high  or  low,  doll  laife  thy  formal  hat ; 
That  wilt  confort  none  till  thou  h,.vc  known 
"What  lands  he  hath  in  hojje,  or  of  his  o-vn; 
A-  though  ail  thy  comp  nions  fhould  make  thee 
J'   ntur.  s,  and  marry  thy  dear  company  *, 
Why  Ihouldft  thou  (that  doft  not  only  approve, 
3vit  in  rank  itchy  luil  dcllre  and  love, 
Tht  r.akcchiefs  and  barrenn^-fs  t'  enjoy 
Of  thy  plump  muddy  whore  or  prollitute  boy) 


Hate  Virtue,  though  flie  naked  be  and  bare  ? 
At  birth  and  death  our  bodies  naked  are ; 
And  till  our  fouls  be  unapparelled 
Of  bodies  they  frotn  blifs  arc  baniflied. 
Man's  firft  bleft  ftate  was  naked;  when  by  fin 
He  loft  that,  he  was  cloth'd  but  in  beaft's  Ikin, 
And  in  thi<  coarfe  attire,  which  I  now  wear, 
With  God  and  with  the  Mufes  I  confer. 
But  fince  thou,  like  a  contrite  penitent, 
Charitably  warn'd  of  thy  fins,  doft  repent 
Thefe  vanities  and  giddiiiefles,  lo 
I  Ihut  my  chamber  door,  and  come,  let's  go.    ' 
But  fooner  may  a  cheap  whore,  who  hath  been 
Worn  oat  by  as  many  feveral  men  in  fin 
As  are  black  feathers  or  mulk-colour'd  hofe, 
Name  her  child's  right  true  father   'mongft   all 

thofe ; 
Sooner  may  one  guefs  who  fliall  bear  away 
The  infantry  of  London  hence  to  India ; 
And  fooner  may  a  gulling  weather-fpy. 
By  drawing  forth  hcav'n's  fcheme,  tell  certain' 
What  fafiiion'd  hats,  or  ruffs,  or  fuits,  next  year 
Our  giddy-headtd  antick  youth  will  wear, 
1  han  .  houvwhcn  thou  dcpart'ft  from  me,  can  Ihow 
Whither,  why,  when,  or  with  whom,  thou  wouldl: 

go- 
But  how  ftiall  f  be  pardon'd  my  offence, 
I  hat  thus  have  finii'd  againft  my  confcience  i 
Now  we  are  in  the  ftrcet ;  ht  firft  of  all, 
I:iipri-vidently  proud,  creeps  to  the  wall. 
And  fo  imprif'jn'd  and  hemm'd  in  by  me,  ', 

Sells  for  a  little  ftaie  his  liberty; 
Yet  though  he  cannot  fkip  forth  now  to  greet 
Every  fine  filken  painted  lool  we  meet, 
He  them  co  him  with  amorous  Imiles  allures. 
And  grins,  fmacks,  fiirugs,  and  fuch  an  itch  en- 
dures 
As  'prentices  or  fchool-boys,  which  do  know 
Of  fome  gay  fport  abroad,  yet  dare  not  go  ; 
And  as  fiddlers  ftoop  loweft  at  higheft  found, 
So  to  the  moft  brave  flocps  he  righ'ft  the  groi^nd  ? 


SATIRES, 


Jut  to  a  grave  man  he  doth  move  no  ftioi^ 
Than  the  wife  politic  horfe  would  heretofore ; 
Or  thou,  O  elephant  or  ape  !  wilt  do, 
When  any  names  the  King  of  Spain  to  you. 
Now  leaps  he  upright,  jogs  me,  and  cries,  Do  you 

fee 
Yonder  well-favour'd  youth  ?  Which  ?  Oh  I  'tis  he 
That  dances  fo  divinely.  Oh  I  faid  I, 
Stand  ftill ;  muft  you  dance  here  for  company  ? 
He  droop'd,  we  went,  till  one  (which  did  excel 
Th'  Indians  in  drinking  his  tobacco  well) 
Met  us  :  they  talk'd ;  1  whifper'd,  Let  us  go ; 
It  may  be  you  fmell  him  not ;  truly  I  do. 
He  hears  not  me  ;  but  on  the  other  fide 
A  many-colour'd  peacock  having  fpy'd, 
JLeaves  him  and  me  :  I  for  my  loft  flieep  flay  ; 
He  follows,  overtakes,  goes  on  the  way. 
Saying,  Him  whom  1  laft  left  all  repute 
For  his  device  in  handfoming  a  fuit ; 
To  judge  of  lace,  pink,  panes,  print,  cut  and  plait, 
Of  all  the  court  to  have  the  beft  conceit : 
Our  dull  commedians  want  him ;  let  him  go  : 
But,  oh  I  God  ftrengthen  thee ;  why  ftoop'ft  thou 

fo? 
Why,  he  hath  travail'd  long ;  no,  but  to  me 
Which  underftood  none,  he  doth  feem  to  be 
Perfedl  French  and  Italian.  I  reply'd. 
So  is  the  pox.  He  anfwer'd  not,  but  fpy'd 
More  men  of  fort,  of  parts  and  qualities. 
At  laft  his  love  he  in  a  window  fpies, 
And  like  light  dew  exhal'd  he  flings  from  me. 
Violently  ravifli'd  to  his  lechery. 
Many  there  were  he  could  command  no  more ; 
He  quarrell'd,  fought,  bled ;  and,  turn'd  out  of 

door, 
Diredtly  came  to  me,  hanging  the  head, 
Andconftantly  a  while  muft  keep  his  bed. 


SATIRE    II. 

Sir,  though  (I  thank  God  for  it)  T  do  hate 
Perfedly  all  this  town,  yet  there's  one  ftate 
In  all  il!  things  fo  excellently  beft, 
That  hate  towards  them  breeds  pity  towards  the 

reft. 
Though  poetry  indeed  be  fuch  a  fin 
Asl  think  that  brings  dearth  and  Spaniards  in; 
Though,  like  the  peftilence  and  old-iafliion'd  love, 
Ridlingly  it  catch  men,  and  dath  remove 
Never  till  it  be  ftarv'd  out ;  yet  their  flate 
Is  poor,  difarm'd,  like  Papifts,  not  worth  hate  : 
One  (like  a  wretch,  which  at  bar  judg'd  as  dead. 
Yet  prompts  him  which  ftands  next,  and  cannot 

read. 
And  faves  his  life)  gives  idiot  adors  means, 
(Starving  himfelf)  to  live  by's  labour'd  fcenes; 
As  in  fome  organs  puppits  dance  above. 
And  bellows  pant  b«lowv/hidi  them  do  move. 
One  would  move  love  by  rliymes;  but  witchcraft's 

charms 
Bring  not  now  their  old  fears  nor  their  old  harms. 
Rams  and  {lings  now^re  lilly  battery  ; 
Pillolets  are  the  beft  artillerv ; 


And  they  who  write  to  lords,  Rewards  to  get, 
Aie  they  not  like  fingers  at  doors  for  meat  ? 
And  they  who  write,  becaufe  all  write,  have  ftill 
Th*  excufe  for  writing,  and  for  writing  ill. 
But  he  is  worft  who  (beggarly)  doth  chaw 
Others'  wit's  fruits,  and  in  his  ravenous  maw 
Rankly  digefted,  doth  thofc  things  out-fpue 
As  his  own  things  :  and  they're  his  own,  'tis  true, 
For  if  one  eat  my  meat,  though  it  be  known 
The  meat  was  mine,  th'  excrement  is  his  own. 
But  thefe  do  me  no  harm,  nor  they  which  ufe 
To  out-do  dildoes  and  out-ufure  Jews, 
T'  out-drink  the  fea,  t'  out-fwear  the  Litany, 
Who  with  fins  all  kinds  as  familiar  be 
As  confeffors,  and  for  whofe  finful  fake 
Schoolmen  new  tenements  in  hell  muft  make  ; 
Whofe  ftrange  fins  canonifts  could  hardly  tell 
In  which  commandment's  large  rcceit  they  dweU. 
But  thefe  punifli  themfelves.  The  infolence 
Of  Cofcus  only  breeds  my  juft  offence, 
Whom  time  (which  rots  all,and  makes  botches  porj 
And  plodding  on  muft  make  a  calf  an  ox) 
Hath  made  a  lawryer,  which  (alas !)  of  late 
But  fcarce  a  poet,  jollier  of  this  ftate 
Than  are  new  benefic'd  minifters ;  he  throws. 
Like  nets  or  lime-twigs,  wherefoe'er  he  goes. 
His  title  of  Barrifter  on  every  weneh, 
And  woos  in  language  of  the  Pleas  and  Bench, 
A  motion,  Lady  I  Speak,  Cofcus.  I  hav?  beea 
In  love  e'er  fmce  triceftmo  of  the  Queen. 
Continual  claims  I've  made,  injuniitions  got 
To  ftay  my  rival's  fuit,  that  he  fliould  not 
Proceed  ;  fpare  me,  in  Hillary  term  I  went ; 
You  faid,  if  I  return'd  next  'fize  in  Lent, 
I  fiiould  be  in  remitter  of  your  grace ; 
In  th'  interim  my  letters  fhould  take  place 
Of  affidavits.  Words,  words,  which  would  tear 
The  tender  labyrinth  of  a  maid's  foft  ear 
More,  more  than  ten  Sclavoniansfcoldings,morS 
Than  when  winds  in  our  ruin'd  abbys  rore. 
When  fick  with  poetry,  and  pofieft  with  Mufe 
Thou  waft,  and  mad,  I  hop'd ;  but  men  which  choofc 
Law-pradlice  for  mere  gain,  bold  fouls  repute 
Worfe  than  imbrothell'd  ftrumpets  proftitute. 
Now  like  an  owl-like  watchman  he  muft  walk, 
His  hand  ftill  at  a  bill ;  now  he  muft  talk 
Idly,  like  prifoners,  which  whole  months  will 

fwear 
That  only  furetyfliip  hath  brought  them  there. 
And  to  every  fuitor  lie  in  every  thing. 
Like  a  king's  favourite,  or  like  a  king  ; 
Like  a  wedge  in  a  block  wring  to  the  bar. 
Bearing  like  affes,  and  more  ftiamelefs  far 
Than  carted  whores,  lie  to  the  grave  judge;  fw 
Baftardy  abounds  not  in  kings'  titles,  nor 
Simony  and  Sodomy  in  churchmen's  lives, 
As  thefe  things  do  in  him  ;  by  thefe  he  thrives. 
Shortly  (as  th'  fea)  he'll  compafs  all  the  land. 
From  Scots  to  Wight,  froniMounttoDover^trand, 
A'nd  fpying  heirs  melting  with  luxury, 
Satan  will  not  joy  at  their  fins  as  he  : 
For  (as  a  thrifty  wench  fcrapes  kitching-ftuff, 
And  barrelling  the  droppings,  and  the  fnufF 
Of  wafting  candles  which  ijj  thirty  year 
(Reliquely  kept)  percha.Tce  buys  wedding  cheat) 


Jb 

Piecemeal  he  (^cts  lafiJs,  and  fficnds  as  much  time 
■WrinQjing  each  acre  as  maids  pulling;  prime. 
In  parchment  then,  large  as  the  fields,  he  draws 
Affuranccs  big  as  glofs'd  Civil  laws  ; 
So  huge,  that  men  (in  om-  time's  forwardnefs) 
Are  fathers  of  the  church  for  writing  lefs. 
Thefe  he  writes  not,  nor  for  thefe  written  pays,^ 
Therefore  fpares  no  length,  (as  in  thofe  firft  days, 
"When  Luther  was  profeft,  he  did  defire 
Short  Pater-nofters,  faying,  as  a  friar. 
Each  day  his  [jeads  :  but  having  left  thofe  laws, 
Adds  to   Chrift's  prayer  the  power  and   glory 

claufe) 
But  whfn  he  fells  or  changes  land,  h'  impairs 
His  writings,  and  (unwatch'd)  leaves  outy^^  hcires, 
And  flily,  as  any  commcnter,  goes  by 
Hard  words  or  fenfe  ;  or  in  divinity 
As  controverters  in  vouch'd  texts  leave  out 
Shrewd  words,  which  might  againft.  them  clear 

the  doubt. 
Where  arc  thofe  fpread  woods  which  cloth'd  here- 
tofore [door. 
Thofe  bought  lands  ?  not  built,  nor  burnt  within 
"Where  the  old  landlord's  troops  and  alms?  In  halls 
Carthufian  fafts  and  fulfome  Bacchanals 
Equally  I  hate.  Mean's  bleft.  !n  rich  men's  homes 
1  bid  kill  fome  beafts.but  no  hecatombs  ; 
Hone  ftarve,  none  furfeit  fo.    But  (oh  !)  w'  allow 
Good  worksjas  good,  but  out  of  fafliion  now. 
Like  old  rich  wardrobes.     But  my  words  none 

draws 
"Vfithin  the  vaft  reach  of  th'  huge  flatute-laws. 


THE    WORKS    OF   DONNfi. 


SATIRE    in. 

Kind  pity  checks  my  fpleen  ;  brave  (corn  forbids 
Thofe  tears  to  iffue  which  fwell  my  eye-lids. 
1  mull  not  laugh  nor  weep  fins,  but  be  wife  : 
Can  railing  then  cure  thefe  worn  maladies  ? 
Is  not  cur  miftrefs,  fair  Religion, 
As  worthy  of  our  fouls'  devotion 
As  virtue  was  to  the  firft  blinded  age  ? 
Are  not  heaven's  joys  as  valiant  to  affuage 
IjuHs  as  earth's  honour  was  to  them  ?   Alas  ! 
As  we  do  them  in  means,  (hall  they  furpafs 
Us  in  the  end  ?  and  fhall  thy  father's  fpirit 
Meet  blind  philofophers  in  heav'n,  whofe  meric 
Of  ftrid  life  may  b'  imputed  faith,  and  hear 
Thee,  whom  he  taught  fo  eaCe  ways  and  near 
To  follow,  damn'd  \  Oh  !  if  thou  dar'll,  fear  this  : 
This  fear  great  courage  and  high  valour  is. 
Dar'll  thou  aid  mutinous  Dutch  ?  and  darfl;  thou 

lay 
Thee  in  fliips'  wooden  fepulchres,  a  prey 
To  leader's  rage,  tn  ilorn.s,  to  ihot,  to  dearth  ? 
Dar'ft  thou  dive  feas,  and  dungeons  of  the  earth  f 
Haft  thou  courageous  fire  to  thaw  the  ice 
Of  frozen  north-difcoveries,  and  thrice 
Colder  than  fulamanders  !  like  divine 
Children  in  tli'  oven,  fires  of  Spain  ?nd  the  line, 
■Vhofe  countries  limbecks  to  our  bodies  be, 
Canft  thou  for  gain  bear  ?  and  muft  every  he 


Which  cries  not  Goddefs!  to  thymlflrefs,  dravif 
Or  eat  thy  poifonous  words  ?  courage  of  firaw  ! 
O  defperate  coward  !  wilt  thou  feem  bold,  and 
To  thy  foes  and  his  (who  made  thee  to  ftand 
Centinel  in  this  world's  garrifon)  tlius  yield, 
And  for  forbid  wars  leave  th'  appointed  field  ? 
Know  thy  foes  :  the  foul  devil  (he  wliom  thou 
Striv'ft  to  pleafe)  for  hate,  not  love,  would  allow 
Thee  fain  his  whole  realm  to  be  quit  ;  and  as 
The  world's  all  parts  wither  away  and  pafs, 
So  the  world's  fclf,  thy  other  lov'd  foe,  is 
In  her  decrepit  wane,  and  thou  loving  this 
Doft  love  a  withered  and  worn  flrumpet  lafi  ; 
Flefh  (itfelf '3  death)  and  joys, which  flefh  can  tafte. 
Thou  lov'ft ;  and  thy  fair  goodly  foul,  which  dotli 
Give  this  flefh  power  to  tafte  joy,  thou  doft  loath. 
Seek  true  religion.  O  1  where  r.  Mlrreus, 
Thinking  her  unhous'd  here,  and  fled  from  us. 
Seeks  her  at  kome  ;  there,  becaufe  he  doth  know 
That  (he  was  there  a  thoufand  years  ago. 
He  loves  the  raggs  fo,  as  we  here  obey 
The  ftate-cloch  where  the  prince  fate  yefterday. 
Grants  to  fuch  brave  loves  will  not  be  inthrall'd. 
But  loves  her  only  who  at  Geneva  is  call'd 
Religion,  plain,  fimple,  fuilen,  young. 
Contemptuous,  yet  urihandfome  ;  as  among 
Lecherous  humours  there  is  one  that  judges 
No  wenches  wholefome  but  coarfe  country  drudges. 
Grajus  flays  ftill  at  home  here ;  and  becaufe 
Some  preachers,  vile  ambitious  bawds,  and  laws 
Still  new  hke  fafhions,  bid  him  think  that  {he 
Which  dwells  with  us  is  only  perfc(5t,  he 
Embraceth  her  whom  his  godfathers  will 
Tender  to  him,  being  tender;  as  wards  ftill 
Take  fuch  wires  as  their  guardians  offer,  or 
Pay  values.  Carelefs  Phrygius  doth  abhor 
All,  becaufe  all  cannot  be  good ;  as  one 
Knowing  fome  women  whores  dares  marry  none. 
Gracchus  loves  all  as  one,  and  thinks  that  fo 
As  women  do  in  direrfe  countries  go 
In  diverfe  habits,  yet  are  ftill  one  kind, 
So  doth,  fo  is  Religion  ;  and  this  blind- 
Nefs  too  much  light  breeds.  But  unmoved  tho'i 
Of  force  muft  one,  and  forc'd  but  one,  allow. 
And  the  right;  alk  thy  father  which  isftie;       , 
Let  him  alk  this.  Though  Truth  and  Falfeh'oodbe 
Near  twins,  yet  Truth  a  little  elder  is  : 
Be  bufie  to  feek  her ;  believe  me  this. 
He's  not  of  none,  nor  worft,  that  feeks  the  beft. 
T'  adore  or  fcorn  an  image,  or  proteft. 
May  all  be  bad.  Doubt  wifely.  In  ftrange  way 
lo  ftand  inquiring  right  is  not  to  ftray ; 
To  flecp  or  run  wrong  is.    On  a  huge  hill, 
Cragged  and  fteep,  Truth  ftands;  and  he  that  will 
Reach  her  about  muft,  and  about  it,  go. 
And  what  the  hill's  fuddennefs  refifts  win  fo. 
Yet  ftrive  fo  that  before  age,  death's  twilight. 
Thy  foul  reft  ;  for  none  can  work  in  that  night. 
To  will  implies  delay,  therefore  now  do  : 
Hard  deeds  the  body's  pains;  hard  knowledge  to 
The  mind's  endeavours  reach;  andmyfteries 
Are  like  the  fun,  dazzling,  yet  plain  t'  all  eyes. 
Keep  the  truth  which  thou  haft  found  ;  men  dc 

not  ftand 
In  fo  ill  cafe,  that  God  hath  with  his  hand 
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Sf 


Sign'd  kings'  blank-charters  to  kill  whom  they 

hate, 
Now  are  they  vicars,  hut  hangmen,  to  Fate. 
Fool  and  wretch  I  wilt  thou  let  thy  foul  be  ty'd 
Toman's  laws,  by  which  Ihe  ihall  not  be  try'd 
At  the  laft  day  ?  or  will  it  then  boot  thee 
To  fay  a  Philip  or  a  Gregory, 
A  Harry  or  a  Martin,  taught  me  this  ? 
Is  not  this  excufe  for  mere  contraries 
Equally  ftrong  ?  cannot  both  fides  fay  fo  : 
That  thou  may 'ft  rightly  obey  power,  her  bounds 

know ; 
Thofe  paft  her  nature  and  name's  chang'd  ;  to  be 
Then  humble  to  her  is  idolatry. 
As  ftreams  are,  power  is :  thofe  bleft  flowers  that 

dwell  [well ; 

At  the  rough  ftream's  calm  head  thrive  and  do 
But  having  left  their  roots,  and  themfelves  given 
To  the  ftream's  tyrannous  rage,  alas!  are  driven 
Through  mills,  rocks, and  woods,  and  atlaft,alniofi 
Confum'd  in  going,  in  the  fea  are  loft  : 
So  perilh  fouls  which  more  choofe  men's  unjuft 
Power,  from  God  claim'd,'than  God  himfeif  to 

truft. 
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Well  ;  I  may  now  receive  and  die.     My  fin 

Indeed  is  great,  but  yet  I  have  been  in 

A  purgatory,  fuch  as  fear'd  hell  is 

A  recreation,  and  fcant  map  of  this. 

My  mind  neither  with  pride's  itch,  nor  yet  hath 

been 
Foifon'd  with  love  to  fee  or  to  be  feen. 
1  had  no  fuit  there,  nor  new  fuit  to  Ihew, 
Yet  went  to  court :  hut  as  Glare,  which  did  go 
To  mafs  in  jeft,  catch'd,  was  fain  to  difburfe 
The  hundred  marks,  v.-hich  is  the  ftatute's  curfe, 
Before  he  'fcap'd  ;  fo  't  pleas'd  my  Deftiny 
(Guilty  of  my  fm  of  going)  to  think  me 
As  prone  to  all  ill,  and  of  good  as  forget- 
Ful,  as  proud,  luftful,  and  as  much  m  debt, 
Ab  vain,  as  witlefs,  and  as  falfe  as  they 
Which  dwell  in  court,  for  once  going  that  way, 
Therefore  I  fufier'd  this :  Towards  me  did  run 
A  thing  more  ftrange  than  on  Nile's  flime  the  fun 
E'er  bred,  or  all  which  into  Noah's  ark  came  ; 
A  thing  which  would  have  pos'd  Adam  to  naine  : 
Stranger  thanfevcn  antiquaries'  ftudles. 
Than  Afric's  monfteis,  Guiana's  rarities ; 
Stranger  than  ftrangers;  one  who  for  a  Dane 
In  the  Danes'  maffacre  had  fure  been  flain. 
If  he  had  liv'd  then,  and  without  help  dies 
When  next  the  'prentices  'gainft  ftrangers  rife ; 
One  whom  the  watch  at  noon  lets  fcarce  go  by ; 
One  t'  whom  th'  examining  juftice  fure  would  cry. 
Sir,  by  your  priefthood,  tell  me  what  you  are. 
His  clothes  were  ftrange,  though  coarfe,  and  black, 

though  bare ; 
Slevelefs  his  jerkin  was,  and  it  had  been 
Velvet,  but  'twas  now  (fo  much  ground  was  feen) 
Become  tufFtaffaty  ;  and  our  children  fhall 
See  it  plain  rafti  a  whirle,  then  no;iglit  at  alJ. 


The  thing  hath  traVail'd,  and,  faith,  fpeaks  all 

tongues. 
And  only  knoweth  what  t'  all  ftates  belongs. 
Made  of  th'  accents  and  beft  phrafe  of  all  thefe. 
He  fpeaks  one  language.  If  ftrange  meats  difpleafe, 
Art  can  deceive,  or  hunger  force  my  tafte ; 
But  pedant's  motley  tongue,  foldier's  bombaft. 
Mountebank's  drug-tongue,  nor  the  terms  of  law. 
Are  ftrong  enough  preparatives  to  draw 
Me  to  hear  this,  yet  I  muft  be  content 
With  his  tongue,  in  his  tongue  call'd  Compliment  j 
In  which  he  can  win  widows,  and  pay  fcores. 
Make  men  fpeak  treafon,  cozen  fubtleft  whores., 
Outflatter  favourites,  or  outlie  either 
Jovius  or  Surius,  or  both  together. 
He  names  me,  and  comes  to  me;  I  whifper,  God ! 
How  have  I  finn'd,  that  thy  wrath's  furiou-  rod. 
This  fellow,  choofeth  me  ?  He  faith.  Sir, 
I  love  your  judgment ;  whom  do  you  prefer 
For  the  beft  linguift  ?  and  I  fillily 
Said,  that  I  thought  Ca!epine'sDi<n;iouan-, 
Nay,  but  of  men  ?  Moft  fweet  Sir  !  Beza,  then 
Some  Jefuits,  and  two  reverend  men 
Of  our  two  academies,  I  nam'd.  Here 
He  flopt  me,  and  faid  ;  Nay,  your  apoftles  were 
Good  pretty  linguifts ;  fo  Panurgus  was, 
Yet  a  poor  gentleman  ;  all  thefe  may  pafs 
By  travel.    Then,  as  if  he  would  have  fold 
His  tongue,  he  prais'd  it,  and  fuch  wonders  told, 
That  1  was  fain  to  fay,  If  you  had  liv'd,  Sir, 
Time  enough  to  have  been  interpreter 
To  Babel's  bricklayers,  fure  the  tower  had  ftood. 
He  adds.  If  of  court-life  you  knev.'  the  good. 
You  would  leave  lonenefs.  I  faid,  Not  alone 
My  lonenefs  is,  but  Spartan's  falhion. 
To  teach  by  painting  drunkards,  doth  not  laft 
Now  ;   Aretine's  piituies  have  made  few  chafte  ; 
No  more  can  printes'  courts,  though  there  be  fev? 
Better  pictures  of  vice,  teach  me  virtue. 
He,  like  to  a  high-ftretch'd  lute-ftring,  fqueakt, 

O,  Sir! 
'Tis  fweet  to  talk  of  kings !  At  Weftminfter, 
Said  I,  the  man  that  keeps  the  Abbey-tombs, 
And  for  his  price  doth,  with- who  ever  comes. 
Of  all  our  Harrys  and  our  Edwards  talk. 
From  king  to  king,  and  all  their  kin  can  walk  : 
Your  ears  ftiall  hear  nought  but  kings ;  your  eye^ 

meet 
Kings  only  ;  the  way  to  it  is  King's-ftreet. 
He  fmack'd,  and  cry 'd.  He's  bafe,  mechanic  coarfe  ; 
So  're  all  your  Englifhmen  in  their  difcOurfe. 
Are  not  your  Frenchmen  neat?  Mine,  eyes  you  fee, 
I  have  but  one,  Sir;  look,  he  follows  me. 
Certes,  they're  neatly  cloth'd.  I  of  this  mind  am. 
Your  only  wearing  is  yourgtogaram. 
Not  fo,  Sir;  I  have  more.   Under  this  pitch 
He  would  not  fly.  I  chaf'd  him;  but  as  itch 
Scratch'd  iiito  fmart,  and  as  blunt  iron-ground 
Into  an  cd^e,  hurts  worfe  ;  fo  1  (_fool !)  found 
Croffing  hurt  me.   To  fit  my  fullennefs. 
He  to  another  key  his  ftyle  doth  drefs. 
And  aiks,' What  news  ?  I  tell  him  of  new  plays  : 
He  takes  my  hand,  and,  as  a  ftlil  which  ftays 
A  femibrief  'twixt  each  drop,  he  niggardly 
As  lath  to  enrich  me,  fo  tells  many  a  Ue, 
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More  than  ten  HoUenfheads,  or  Halls,  or  Stows, 
Of  trivial  houfehold  trafh  he  knows.  He  knows 
When  the  queen  frown'd  or  fmil'd;  and  he  knows 

what 
A  fubtile  ftatefman  may  gather  of  that : 
He  knows  who  loves  whom,  and  who  by  poifon 
Haftes  to  an  office's  reverfion ; 
He  knows  who  'hath  fold  his  land,  and  now  doth 

beg 
A  licenfe  old  iron,  boots,  fhoes,  and  egg- 
shells to  tranfport.  Shortly  boys  fhall  not  play 
At  fpan-counter,  or  blow-point,  but  fhall  pay 
Toll  to  fome  courtier ;  and,  wifer  than  all  us. 
He  knows  what  lady  is  not  painted.  Thus 
He  with  home-meats  cloys  me.  1  belch,  fpue,  fpit, 
3Look  pale  and  fickly,  like  a  patient,  yet 
He  thrufls  on  more  ;  and  as  be  'had  undertook 
To  fay  Gallo-Belgicus  without  book, 
Speaks  of  all  flates  and  deeds  that  have  been  fince 
The  Spaniards  came  to  th'  lofs  of  Amyens. 
Like  a  big  wife,  at  fight  of  lothed  meat. 
Ready  to  travel,  fo  I  figh  and  fweat 
To  hear  this  makaron  talk  in  vain ;  for  yet, 
Either  my  humour  or  his  own  to  fit. 
He,  like  a  privileg'd  fpy,  whom  nothing  can 
Difcredit,  libels  now  'gainft  each  great  man  : 
He  names  a  price  for  every  office  paid  : 
He  faith,  Our  wars  thrive  ill,  becaufc  delay'd ; 
That  offices  are  entail'd,  and  that  there  are 
Perpetuities  of  them  lafling  as  far 
At  the  laft  day ;  and  that  great  officers 
J)o  with  the  pirates  fhare  and  Dunkirkers. 
Who  wafles  in  meat,  in  clothes,  in  horfe,  he  notes ; 
Who  loves  whores,  who  boys,  and  who  goats. 
1,  more  amaz'd  than  Circe's  prifoners,  when 
They  felt  themfelves  turn  beafts,  felt  myfelf  then 
Becoming  traitor,  and  methought  I  faw 
One  of  our  giant  ftatues  ope  his  jaw 
To  fuck  me  in  for  hearing  him  :  I  found 
That  as  burnt  venomous  leachers  do  grow  found 
By  giving  others  their  fores,  I  might  grow 
Guilty,  and  be  free  :  therefore  I  did  fhow 
All  figns  of  loathing ;  but  fince  1  am  in, 
I  muft  pay  mine  arid  my  forefathers'  fin 
To  the  laft  farthing  :  therefore  to  my  power 
Toughly  and  ftubbornly  I  bear  this  crofs ;  but  th* 

hour 
Of  mercy  now  was  come  :  he  tries  to  bring 
Me  to  pay  a  fine  to  'fcape  his  torturing, 
And  fays,  bir,  can  you  fpare  me?  I  faid.  Willingly 
Nay,  Sir,  can  you  fpare  me  a  crown  ?  Fhankfuliy  I 
Gave  it  as  ranfoni    But  as  fiddlers  flill, 
Though  they  be  paid  to  be  gone,  yet  needs  will 
Thrult  one  more  jigg  upon  you  ;  fo  did  he 
With  his  long  complimented  thanks  vex  me. 
But  he  is  gone,  thanks  to  his  needy  want. 
And  the  prerogative  of  my  crown.     Scant 
His  thanks  were  ended  when  I  (which  did  fee 
All  the  court  fiU'd  with  fuch  flrange  things  as  he) 
Ran  from  thence  with  fuch  or  more  hafte  than  one 
Who  fears  more  adions  doth  halle  from  prifon. 
At  home  in  whoiefome  folitarinefs 
My  piteous  foul  began  the  wretchednefs 
Of  I'uiters  at  court  to  mourn,  and  a  trance 
Like  his  who  dreamt  be  faw  hell  did  advance 


Itfclfo'er  me:  fuch  men  as  he  faw  there 
I  faw  at  court,  and  worfe,  and  more.  Low  fear 
Becomes  the  guilty,  not  th*  accufer  ;  then 
Shall  I,  nonc's  flave,  of  high  born  or  rais'd  men 
Fear  frowns,  and  my  miflrefs,  Truth !  betray  thee 
To  th'  huffing,  braggart,  puft  nobility  ? 
No,  no;  thou  which  fince  yeflerday  hafl  been 
Almoft  about  the  whole  world,  haft  thou  feen, 
O  Sun  !  in  all  thy  journey  vanity 
Such  as  fwells  the  bladder  of  our  court  ?  I 
Think  he  which  made  your  waxen  garden,  and 
Tranfported  it  from  Italy,  to  ftand 
With  us  at  London,  flouts  our  courtiers;  for 
Juft  fuch  gay  painted  things,  which  no  fap  nor 
Tafte  have  in  them,  our's  are ;  and  natural 
Some  of  the  flocks  are,  their  fruits  baftard  all. 
'  ris  ten  o'clock,  and  paft;  all  whom  the  Meufe, 
Baloun,  tennis,  diet,  or  the  ftews 
Had  all  the  morning  held,  now  the  fecond 
Time  made  ready,  that  day  in  flocks  are  found 
In  the  prefence,  and  I,  (God  pardon  me !) 
As  frefh  and  fweet  their  apparels  be,  as  be 
The  fields  they  fold  to  buy  them.  For  a  king 
Thofe  hofe  are,  cries  the  flatterer  ;  and  bring 
Them  next  week  to  the  theatre  to  fell. 
Wants  reach  ail  dates.  Me  feems  they  do  as  well 
At  flage  as  court.  AH  are  prayers ;  whoe'er  looks 
(For  themfelves  dare  not  go)  o'er  Cheapfide  books, 
Shall  find  their  wardrobe's  inventory.  Now 
The  lady's  come.  As  pirates,  which  do  know 
That  there  came  weak  fhips  fraught  with    co- 

cheneal, 
The  menboard  them,andpraife(astheythink)  well 
Their  beauties;  they  the  men's  wits:  both  arc 

bought. 
Why  good  wits  ne'er  wear  fcarlet  gowns  I  thought 
This  caufe :  thefe  men  men's  wits  for  fpetches  buy, 
And  women  buy  all  reds  which  fcarlecs  dye. 
He  call'd  her  beauty  lime-twigs,  her  hair  net : 
She  fears  her  drugs  ill  laid,  her  hair  loofe  fet. 
Would  n't  Heraclitus  laugh  to  fee  Macrine 
From  hat  to  fhoe  himfelf  at  door  refine. 
As  if  the  prefence  were  a  Mofchite ;  and  lift 
His  fkirts  and  hofe,  and  call  his  clothes  to  Ihrifc, 
Making  them  confefs  not  only  mortal 
Great  ftains  and  holes  in  them,  but  venial 
Feathers  and  duft,  wherewith  they  fornicate  ? 
And  then  by  Durer's  rules  furvey  the  ftate 
Of  his  each  limb,  and  with  firings  the  odds  tries 
Of  his  neck  to  his  leg,  and  wafte  to  thighs. 
So  in  immaculate  clothes  and  fymmetry 
Perfedl  as  circles,  with  fuch  nicety 
As  a  young  preacher  at  his  firft  time  goes 
Fo  preadi,  he  enters,  and  a  lady,  which  owes 
Him  not  lo  much  as  good-will,  he  arrells, 
And  unto  her  pi  ote  .s,  protefts,  protefts  ; 
So  much  as  at  Rome  would  ferve  to  'have  thrown 
fen  cardinals  into  the  hiquifition. 
And  >»hilpers  by  Jefu  lo  oft',  that  a 
Purfuiv-'it  would  have  ravifh'dhim  away 
For  fayip;^  of  our  Lady's  pfaiter.  But   tis  fit 
That  they  each  other  plague  ;  they  merit  it. 
But  here  comes  Glorius,  that  will  plague  thcr. 

both. 
Who  in  tJie  other  extreme  only  doth 


SATIRES, 


Call  a  rough  careleiTncfs  good  fafliion  ; 
Whofe  cloak  his  fpurs  tear,  or  whom  he  fpits  on. 
He  cares  not,  he.  His  ill  words  do  no  harm 
To  him ;  he  rufhes  in,  as  if  Arm,  Arm, 
He  meant  to  cry  ;  and  though  his  face  be  as  ill 
As  theirs  which  in  old  hangings  whip  Chrift,  ftill 
He  ftrives  to  look  worfe  ;  he  keeps  all  in  awe, 
Jefts  like  a  liccns'd  fool,  commands  like  law. 
Tir'd,  now ;  1  leave  this  place,  and  but  pleas'd  fo 
As  men  from  gaols  to  execution  go ; 
Go  through  the  Great  Chamber  (why  is  it  huug 
With  the  feven  deadly  fins? J  being  among 
Thofe  Afeaparts.  men  big  epough  to  throw 
Charing-crofs,  for  a  bar,  men  that  do  know 
No  token  of  worth  but  queen's  man  and  fine 
Living,  barrels  of  beef  and  flagons  of  wine, 
1  Ihook  like  a  fpy'd  fpy    Preachers!  which  are 
Seas  of  wit  and  arts,  you  can,  then  dare 
Drown  the  fins  of  this  place  ;  for,  for  me, 
Which  am  but  a  fcant  brook,  it  enough  fliall  be 
To  wafh  the  ftains  away  ;  although  I  yet 
(With  Maccabee'  modefty)  the  known  merit 
Of  my  work  leiTen,  yet  fome  wife  men  Ciall, 
I  hope,  efteem  my  writs  canonical. 


SATIRP    V. 

Tiiou  flialt  not  laugh,  in  this  leaf,  Mufe  J  nor  they 

Whom  any  pity  vsrarms.  He  which  did  lay 

Rules  to  make  courtier^,  he  being  underftood 

May  make  good  courtiers,  but  who  courtiers  good .' 

Frees  from  the  fting  of  jefts  all  who  in  extreme 

Are  wretched  or  wicked ;  of  thefe  two  a  theme 

Charity  and  Liberty  give  me.  What  is  he 

Who  officers'  rage  and  fuiters'  mifery 

Can  write  in  jeft  ?  If  all  things  be  in  all, 

As  I  think,  fince  all  which  were,  are,  and  fliall 

Be,  be  made  of  the  fame  elements, 

Each  thing,  each  thing  implies  or  reprefents ; 

Then  man  is  a  world,  in  which  officers 

Are  the  vaft  ravifliing  feas,  and  fuiters 

Springs,  now  full,  now  fliallow,  now  dry,  which  to 

That  which  drowns  them  run  :  thefe  felf  rea{i»ns  do 

Prove  the  world  a  man,  in  which  officers 

Are  the  devouring  ftomach,  and  fuitons 

Th'  excrements  which  they  void.  All  men  are  dull ; 

How  much  worfe  are  fuitors,  who  no  men's  luft 

Are  made  preys?  O  worfe  than  dull  or  worms' 

meat ! 
For  they  eat  you  now  whofe  felves  worms  fliall  eat. 
They  are  the  mills  which  grind  you;   yet  you  are 
The  wind  which  drives  them ;  and  a  waftful  war 
Is  fought  againft  you,  and  you  fight  it :  they 
Adulterate  law,  and  you  prepare  the  way. 
Like  wittals;  th'iffue  your  own  ruin  is. 
Greateft  and  faireft  Emprefs  ?  know  you  this  ? 
Alas!  no  more  than  Thames'  calm  head  dotli  know 
Whofe  meads  her  arms  drown,  or  whofe  can  o'er- 

flow. 
You,  Sir,  whofe  righteoufiiefs  flie  loves,  whom  I, 
By  having  leave  to  ferve,  am  moft  richly 
For  fervice  paid  authoriz'd,  now  begin 
To  know  and  -vveed  out  this  enormous  fin. 


O  Age  of  rufly  Iron  I  fome  better  wU 

Call  it  fome  worfe  name,  if  ought  equal  It. 

Th'  Iron  Age  was  when  juftice  was  fold ;  now  , 

Injuftice  is  fold  dearer  far.  Allow 

All  claim'd  fees  and  duties,  gamefters,  anon 

The  money  which  you    fweat  and   fwear    for^e 

gone 
Into'  other  hands.  So  controverted  lands 
'Scape,  like  Angehca,  the  ilriver's  hands. 
If  law  in  the  judge's  heart,  and  he 
Have  no  heart  to  refift  letter  or  fee, 
Where  wilt  thou  appeal?  power  of  the  courts 

below 
Flows  from  the  firft  main  head;  and  thefe  can 

throw 
Thee,  if  they  fuck  thee  in,  to  mifery, 
To  fetters,  halters.  But  if  th'  injury 
Steel  thee  to  dare  complain,  alas !  thou  go'ft; 
Againft  the  ftream,  upwards,  when  thou  art  moft 
Heavy  and  moft  faint ;  and  in  thefe  labours  they, 
'Gainft  whom  thou  ftiouldft  complain,  will  in  thy 

way 
Become  great  feas,  o'er  which,  when  thou  fiialt  be 
Forc'd  to  make  golden  bridges,  thou  (hah  fee 
That  all  thy  gold  was  drown'd  in  them  before. 
All  things  follow  their  like,  only  who  have  may 

'have  more. 
Judges  are  gods ;  and  he  who  made  tbem  fo 
Meant  not  men  fliould  be  forc'd  to  them  to  go 
By  means  of  angels.   When  fupplications 
We  fend  to  God,  to  dominations. 
Powers,  cherubims,  and  all  heaven's  courts,  if  we 
Should  pay  fees,  as  here,  daily  bread  would  be 
Scarce  to  kings  ;  fo  't  is.    M''ould  it  not  anger 
A  ftoic,  a  coward,  yea,  a  martyr, 
To  fee  a  purfuivant  come  in,  and  call 
AU  his  clothes  Copes,  books  Primers,  and  all 
His  plate  Chahces ;  and  mif-take  them  away. 
And  aik  a  fee  for  coming  ?  Oh  !  ne'er  may 
Fair  law's  white  rev'rend  name  be  ftrumpetedj 
To  warrant  thefts  :  fhe  is  eftabliflied 
Recorder  to  Deftiny  on  earth,  and  flie 
Speaks  Fate's  words,  and  tells  who  muft  be 
Rich,  who  poor,  who  in  chairs,  and  who  in  gaols  : 
She  is  all  fair,  but  yet  hath  foul  long  nails, 
With  which  flie  fcratcheth  fuitors.  In  bodies 
Of  men,  fo  in  law,  nails  are  extremities  ; 
So  officers  ftretch  to  more  than  law  can  do. 
As  our  nails  reach  what  no  elfe  part  comes  to. 
Why  bar'ft  thou  to  yon'  officer  ?  Fool,  hath  he 
Got  thofe  goods  for  which  erft  men  bar'd  to  the«? 
Fool  1  twice,  thrice,  thou  haft  bought  wrong  an«l 

now  hungerly 
Begg'ft  right,  but  that  dole  comes  not  till  thefe  die. 
Thou  hadft  much  and  law's  Urim  and  Thummim 

try 
Thou  wouldft  for  more ;  and  for  all  haft  paper 
Enough  to  clothe  all  the  great  Carrick's  pepper. 
Sell  that,  and  by  that  thou  much  more  flialt  leefe 
Than  Hammon,  when  he  fold  's  antiquities. 
O  Wretch!  that  thy  fortunes  fiiould  moralize 
.ffifop's  Fables,  and  make  tales  prophefies. 
Thou  art  the  fwimming  dog,  whom  fhadows  co- 
zened, 
Which  div'ft,  near  drowning, forifirhat  vaniihed. 


»i 
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SATIRE  VI. 


Men  write  that  love  and  reafon  difagree. 
But  I  ne'er  faw't  expreft  as  't  is  in  thee. 
Well,  I  may  lead  thee,  God  muft  make  thee  fee; 
But  thine  eyes  blind  too,  there  's  no  hope  for  thee. 
1'houfay'ft  file's  wife  and  witty,  fair  and  free; 
All  thefe  are  reafons  why  {he  fliould  fcorn  thee. 
Thou  dofl  protcft  thy  love,  and  wouldft  it  fliew 
By  matching  her,  as  flie  would^atch  her  foe; 
And  wouldft  perfwade  her  to  a  worfe  offence 
Than  that  whereof  thoa  didft  accufe  her  wench. 
Reafon  there's  none  for  thee,  but  thou  may'ft  vex 
Her  with  example.  Say,  for  fear  her  fex 
Shun  her,  Ihe  needs  muft  change  :   I  do  not  fee 
How  reafon  e'er  can  bring  that  muft  to  thee. 
Thou  art  a  match  a  juftice  to  rejoice, 
rit  to  be  his,  and  not  his  daughter's  choice. 
Dry'd  with  his  threats  flie'd  fcarcely  ftay  with 

thee. 
And  wouldft  th'  have  this  to  choofe  thee,  being 

free  ? 
Go,  then,  and  punifhfome  foon  gotten  ftuff; 
for  her  dead  hufband  this  hath  mourn'd  enough 


In  hating  thee.  Thou  may'ft  one  like  this  meet ; 
For  fpite  take  her,  prove  kind,  make  thy  breat^ 

fweet : 
Let  her  fee  fhe  'hath  caufe,  and  to  bring  to  thee 
Honeft  children,  let  her  difhoncft  be. 
If  flic  be  a  widow,  I'll  warrant  her 
She'll  thee  before  her  firft  hulband  prefer  ; 
And  will  wifh  thou  hadft  had  her  maidenhead, 
(She'll  love  thee  fo)  for  then  thou  hadft  been  dead. 
But  thou  fuch  ftrong  love  and  weak  reafons  haft, 
Thou  muft  thrive  there,  or  ever  live  difgrac'd. 
Yet  paufe  a  while,  and  thou  may'ft  live  to  fee 
A  time  to  come  wherein  flie  may  beg  thee. 
If  thou'lt  not  paufe  nor  change,  ftie'il  beg  thee  now, 
Do  what  flic  can,  love  for  nothing  allow. 
Befides,  here  were  too  much  gain  and  merchandife, 
And  when  thou  art  rev^arded  defert  dies. 
Now  thou  haft  odds  of  him  flie  loves ;  he  may  doubt 
Her  conftancy,  but  none  can  put  thee  out. 
Again,  be  thy  love  true,  fhe'il  prove  divine, 
And  in  the  end  the  good  on't  will  be  thine ; 
For  though  thou  muft  ne'er  think  of  other  love, 
And  fo  wilt  advance  her  as  high  above 
Virtue  as  caufe  above  efFecSt  can  be, 
'Tis  virtue  to  be  chaltCj  ftie'll  make  thee. 


EFITHALAMIONS 

OR, 

MARRIAGE  SONGS. 


AN  EPITHALAMION 

Qn  Frederick  Count  Palatine  of  the  Shme,  and  Lady  Elizabeth^  iehg  married  ou 

St.  Valentine's  Day, 


JlAiL,  Biiliop  Valentine  I  whofe  day  this  is, 

All  the  air  is  thy  diocefe, 

^nd  all  the  chirping  chorifters 

And  other  birds  are  thy  parilhioners : 

Thou  marry'ft  every  year 

The  lyric  lark  and  the  grave  whifpering  dove ; 

The  fparrow,  that  negleifls  his  life  for  love, 

The  hoi'fehold  bird  with  red  flomacher ; 

Thou  mak'fl;  the  black  bird  fpeed  as  foon 

As  doth  the  goldfinch  or  the  halcyon  ; 

The  hufband  cock  looks  out,  and  ftrait  is  fped. 

And  meets  his  wife,  which  brings  her  feather  bed. 

This  day  more  cheerfully  than  ever  fliine  ; 

This  day,  which  might  inflame  thyfelf,  old  Va- 
lentine ! 

II. 

Till  now  thou  warm'dft  with  multiplying  loves 

Two  larks,  two  fparrows,  or  two  doves  ; 

All  that  is  nothing  unto  this, 

For  thou  this  day  coupleft  two  phcenixes. 

Thou  mak'ft  a  taper  fee 

What  the  fun  never  faw,  and  what  the  ark 

(Which  was  of  fowl  and  beafts  the  cage  and  park) 

pid  not  contain ;  one  bed  contains  through  thee 

Two  phcenixes,  whofe  joined  breads 

Arc  unto  one  another  mutual  ncfls ; 

Where  motion  kindles  fuch  fires  as  (hall  give 

Young  phosnixes,  and  yet  the  old  fliall  live  ; 

Whofe  love  and  courage  never  (hall  decline, 

But  make  the  whole  year  through  thy  day,   O 
Valentine ! 


p  then,  fair  Phoenix  Bride !  fruHrate  the  fun  5 
h^kll  froj»  thine  affe(ition 


Tak'ft  warmth  enough,  and  from  thine  eye 
All  leffer  birds  will  take  their  jollity. 
Up,  up,  fair  Bride !  and  call 
Thy  (lars  from  out  their  feveral  boxes ;  take    - 
Thy  rubies,  pearls,  and  diamonds,  forth,  and  mak^ 
Thyfelf  a  conftellation  of  them  all; 
And  by  their  blazing  fignify 
That  a  great  princefs  falls,  but  doth  not  die  : 
Be  thou  a  new  (lar,  that  to  us  portends 
Ends  of  much  wonder,  and  be  thou  thofe  ends. 
Since  thou  doft  this  day  in  new  glory  (hine, 
May  all  men  date  records  from  this  day,   Va- 
lentine! 

IV. 

Come  forth,  come  forth!    and   as  one   glorious 

flame 
Meeting  another  grows  the  fame, 
So  meet  thy  Frederick,  and  fo 
To  an  unfeparable  union  go  ; 
Sin.ce  feparation 

Falls  not  on  fuch  things  as  are  infinite. 
Nor  things  which  are  but  once  an  difunite ; 
Yoii're  twice  infeparabie,  great,  and  one. 
Go  then  to  where  the  Bilhop  (lays 
To  make  you  one  ;  his  way,  which  divers  ways 
Muft  be  effeded ;  and  when  all  is  paft, 
And  that  y'  are  one,  by  hearts  and  hands  made 

faft. 
You  two  have  one  way  left  yourfelves  t'  entwine, 
Befides  this  Eilhop's  knot  of  Bilhop  Valentine. 

v. 
But,  oh !  what  ails  the  fun,  that  hence  he  flays 
Longer  to-day  than  other  days  ? 
Stays  he  new  light  from  thi  f;  to  get  ? 
AvA  finding  here  fuch  fiars  is  loth  to  fetj 
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And  why  do  you  two  walk 

So  flowly  pac'4  in  this  procefTion  ? 

Is  all  your  care  but  to  be  looVd  upon, 

And  be  to  others  fpeaacle  and  talk  i 

The  feaft  with  gluttonous  delays 

Is  eaten,  and  too  long  their  meat  they  praiL-. 

The  mafquers  come  late,  and  I  think  wil.  ftay, 

Like  Fairies,  till  the  cock  crow  them  away. 

Alas !  did  not  Antiquity  aflign  , 

A  night  as  well  as  day  to  thee,  old  Valentine .' 

VI. 

They  did.  and  night  is  come;  and  yet  we  fee 
Formalities  retarding  thee. 
What  mean  the:i  ladies,  which  fas  though 
They  were  to  take  a  clock  in  pieces}  go 
So  nicely  about  the  bride  ?  , .  ,     ^  . , 

A  bride,  before  r  good-night  could  be  iaid, 
Should  vanifh  from  her  clothes  int^  her  bed. 
As  fouls  from  bodies  fttal,  and  are  not  fpy  d. 
But  now  file's  laid  ■  what  though  Ihe  be  ? 
Yet  there  are  more  delays;  for  where  is  he  ? 
He  ccmes,  and  paffeth  through  fphere  after  Iphere; 
Firft  her  Iheets,  then  her  arms,  then  any  where. 
Let  not  this  day,  then,  but  this  night,  be  thine; 
Thy  day  was  but  the  eve  to  this,  O  Valentine  . 

VII. 

Here  lies  a  fhe  fun,  and  he  a  moon  there ; 

She  gives  the  heft  light  to  his  fphere ; 

Or  each  is  both,  and  all,  and  fo 

They  unto  one  another  nothing  owe  : 

And  yet  they  do  ;  but  are 

So  iuft  and  rich  in  that  coin  which  they  pay 

That  neither  would,  nor  needs,  forbear  nor  ilay; 

Neither  defires  to  be  fpar'd  nor  to  fpare  : 

They  quickly  pay  their  debt,  and  then 

Take  no  acquittances,  but  pay  again  : 

They  pay,  they  give,  they  lend,  and  fo  let  lall 

No  occafion  to  be  liberal.  ,    ,     «• 

More  truth,  more  courage,  in  thefe  tv^oio  fhme 

Than  all  thy  turtles  have,  and  fparrows,  Valentine . 

VIII. 

And  by  this  a6t  of  thefe  two  phcenixcs 

Nature  again  reftored  is  ; 

For  fince  thefe  two  are  two  no  more. 

There's  but  one  phoenix  ftill,  as  was  before. 

Reft  now,  at  laft,  and  we 

(As  Satyrs  watch  the  fun's  upnfe)  will  Uay 

Waiting  when  your  eyes  opened  let  out  day. 

Only  defired,  becaufe  your  face  we  fee; 

Others  near  you  fliall  whifp'ring  fpeak. 

And  wagers  lay,  at  which  fide  day  will  break. 

And  win,  by  obferving  then  whofe  hand  it  is 

That  opens  firft  a  curtain,  hcr's  or  his. 

This  will  be  try'd  to-morrow  after  nine. 

Till  which  hour  we  thy  day  enlarge,  O  Valentine! 


No  more  fliall  you  return  to  It  alone, 
It  nurfeth  fadnefb ;  and  your  body  's  print, 
Like  to  a  grave,  the  yielding  down  doth  dint  •' 
You  and  your  other  you  meet  there  anon ; 
Put  forth,  put  forth,  that  warm  balm-breathing 
thigh,  [fmother 

Which  when  next  time  you  in  thefe  fheets  wili 
There  it  m'ift  meet  another. 
Which  never  was,  but  mufl;  be  oft*  more  nigh. 
Come  glad  from  thence,  go  gladder  than  you  came, 
To-day  put  on  perfeiftion  and  a  woman's  name. 


EPITHALAMION 

Xdads  at  Lincoln  s  Jnn, 


The  fun-beams  in  the  Baft  are  fpread, 
^.eave,  leave,  fair  Bride !  your  fohtary  bed ; 


Daughters  of  London  !  you  which  be 

Our  golden  mines  and  furnilh'd  treafury  ; 

You  which  are  angels,  yet  ftill  bring  with  you 

Thoufands  of  angels  on  your  marriage  days. 

Help  with  your  prefence,  and  devife  to  priife 

Thefe  rites,  which  alfo  unto  you  grow  due  ; 

Conceitedly  drefs  her,  and  be  affign'd  _ 

By  you  fit  place  for  every  flower  and  jewel ; 

Make  her  for  Love  fit  fuel 

As  gay  as  Flora,  and  as  rich  as  Inde  ; 

So  may  (he,  fair  and  rich,  in  nothing  lame, 

To-day  put  on  pcrfedion  and  a  woman's  name. 

111. 
And  you,  frolic  Patricians  ! 
Sons  of  thfife  fcnators,  wealth's  deep  oceans; 
Ye  painted  Courtiers !  barrels  of  others'  wits, 
Ye  Country  men  !  who  but  your  beafts  love  none; 
Ye  of  thofe  fellowftiips,  whereof  he's  one. 
Of  ftudy  and  play  made  ftrange  hermaphrodites. 
Here  fliine  ;  this  bridegroom  to  the  temple  bring, 
Lo  !  in  yon'  path  which  ftore  of  ftrow'd  flow  rs 

graceth. 
The  fober  virgin  paceth  ; 
Except  my  fight  fail 't  is  no  other  thing : 
Weep  not,  nor  blufii,  here  is  no  grief  nor  fliame  ; 
To.day  put  on  perfe6lion  and  a  woman's  name. 

IV. 

Thy  two-leav'd  gates,  fair  Temple  !  unfold. 
And  thefe  two  in  thy  facrld  bofom  hold, 
Till  myftically  join'd  but  one  they  be  ; 
Then  may  thy  lean  and  hunger-ftarved  wonib 
Long  time  eicped  their  bodies  and  their  tomb. 
Long  after  their  own  parents  fatten  thee. 
All  elder  claims,  and  all  c(dd  barrcnnefs, 

All  yielding  to  new  loves  be  far  lor  ever. 

Which  might  thefe  two  difl"ever. 

Always  all  th'  other  may  each  one  poffels; 

For  the  heft  bride,  beft  worthy  of  praife  and  iam£. 

To-day  puts  on  perfcdion  and  a  woman  s  name. 
v. 

Winter  days  bring  much  delight, 

None  for  tbemfelves,    but  for  they  foon  bring 

night;  n-      r 

Other  fweets  wait  thee  than  thefe  diverfe  meat». 
Other  difports  than  dancing  jollities, 
Other  love-tricks  than  glancing  with  the  eyes; 
But  that  the  fun  ftill  in  our  half  fphere  fwcats; 
He  flies  in  winter,  but  he  nowftands  ftill,   _ 
Yet  ftiadows  turn  ;  noon-point  he  hath  attain  d,. 
His  fteeds  will  be  reftrain'd. 
But  gallop  lively  down  the  weftern  hill ;     [f""^^| 
Thou  ftialt,  when  he  hath  run  the  heav  ns  haft 
To-night  put  on  perfeaion  and  a  woman  s  came. 
3 


EPITHALAMION  MADE  AT  LINCOLN'S  INN. 


I? 


The  amorous  evening-ftar  is  rofe, 
"Why  then  (hould  not  our  amorous  ftar  incIoXe 
Herfelf  in  her  wiTh'd  bed  ?  Releafe  your  firings, 
Muficians  !  and,  Dancers!   take  fome  truce 
With  thefe  your  pleafing  labours ;  for  great  ufe 
As  much  wearinefs  as  perfedtion  brings. 
You,  and  not  only  you  but  all  toil'd  bead 
Reft  duly ;  at  night  all  their  toils  are   difpenf 'd  ; 
But  in  their  beds  conimenc'd 
Arc  other  labours,  and  more  dainty  feafts. 
She  goes  a  maid  who,  left  ftie  turn  the  fame, 
To-night    puts    on    perfe6tion  and    a    woman's 
name. 

VII. 

Thy  virgin's  girdle  now  untie, 
And  in  thy  nuptial  bed  (Love's  altar)  lie 
A  pleafing facrifice;   now  difpoffefs 
Thee  of  thefe  chains  and  robes  which  were  put  on 
T'  adorn  the  day,  not  thee;  for  thou  alone. 
Like  Virtue  and  Truth,  are  beft  in  nakednefs : 
Vol.  IV. 


This  bed  Is  only  to  virginity 

A  grave,  but  to  a  better  ftate  a  cradle ; 

Till  now  thou  waft  but  able 

To  be  what  nov/  thou  art ;  then  that  by  thee 

No  more  be  faid  I  may  be,  but  I  am, 

To-night  put  on  perf -6lion  and  a  woman's  name. 

VIII. 

Ev'n  like  a  faithful  man,  content 
That  this  life  for  a  better  Ihould  be  fpent, 
So  flie  a  mother's  rich  ftyle  doth  prefer,  [lie. 

And  at  the  bridegroom's  wifli'd  approach  doth 
Like  an  appointed  lamb,  when  tenderly 
rhe  prieft  comes  on  his  knees  t'  imbowel  her. 
Now  fleep  or   watch   with  more  joy;  and,- oki 

light 
Of  heav'n  !  to-morrow  rife  thou  hot  and  early, 
This  fun  will  love  fo  dearly 

Her  reft,  that  long   long,  we  iliall  want  her  fight. 
Wonders  are   wrought;  for   {he   which    had  no 

name 
To-night  puts  on  perfe<5tion  ^nd  a  woman's  name.- 
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ECLOGUE. 


DECEMBER  36.  i6lj. 


Allophanes  finclinp;  Idios  in  the  country  in  Chriftrnas-time,  repreliends  bis  abfeiice  from  Court  at 
the  marriage  of  the  Earl  of  Somerfet :  Idics  gives  an  account  of  his  purpofe  therein,  and  of  his 
adtions  there. 


Allcphanes. 

Unseasonable  man  I   ftatue  of  ice  ! 
"What  coiild  to  country's  folitude  entice 
Thee  in  this  year's  cold  and  decrepit  time  ? 
Nature's  inftin(51;  draws  to  the  warmer  clime 
Ev'n  fmaller  birds  who  by  that  courage  dare 
In  numerous  fleets  fail  through  their  fea,  the  air. 
What  delicacy  can  in  fields  appear, 
■Whilli:  flora  herfelf  doth  a  i'rieze  jerkin  wear  ? 
Whiifl;  winds  do  all  the  trees  and  hedges  ftrip 
Of  leaves,  to  furnifii  rods  enoug'n  to  whip 
Thy  madnefs  from  thee,  and  all  fprings  by  frofl 
Having  lak'n  cold  and  their  fweet  murmurs  loft  ? 
If  thou  tliy  faults  or  fortunes  wculdll  lament 
With  juft  folen)uity,do  it  in  Lent. 
,At  court  the  fpring  already  advanced  is, 
The  fun.ftays  longer  up;  and  yet  not  his 
The  glory  is ;  far  other,  other  fires  : 
Firil  zeal  to  prince  and  fiate,  then  love's  defires, 
Burn  in  one  breall,  and,  like  heav'ns  two  great 

■  lights,  ■ 
The  firfl.  doth  govern  days,  the  other  nights  : 
And  then  that  early  light  which  did  appear 
Before  the  fun  and  moon  created  were,  ■ 
The  prince's  iavour,  is  diffus'd  o'er  all. 
Prom  which  all  fortunes,  names,  and  natures,  faH; 
'Jheii  from  thofe  wombs  of  ftars,  the  bride's  bright 

■  ■"■  '■^'  eyes,  '  ' 

At  ev'ry  glance  a  conflellation  flies, 
And  fows  the  court  with  ftars,  and  doth  prevent 
In  light  and  power  the  all-ey'd  firmament. 
Firft  her  eyes  kindle  other  ladies'  eves, 
Ihen  from  their  beams,  their  jewels,  lucres  rife, 
And  from  their  jewels  torches  do  tnke  fire. 
And  all  is  v/armth,  and  light,  and  g  od  dtfire. 


Moft  other  courts,  alas!  are  like  to  hell, 

^Fhere    in   diirk     plots   fire   without  light    doth 

dwell ; 
Or  but  like  floves,  for  lufl  and  envy  get 
Continual  but  artificial  heat 

Here  zeal  and  love,  grown  one,  all  clouds  digefl,' 
And  make  our  couit  an  everlafting  Eait ; 
And  canfl  thou  be  from  thence  .■' 

laws.  No,  1  am  there  : 
As  heav'n  to  men  diipcs'd,  is  ev'ry  where; 
So  are  thofe  courts  whofe  princes  animate 
Not  oily  all  their  houfe  but  all  their  ilate. 
Let  no  man  think,  becaufe  he's  full,  he  'hath  all  : 
Kings  (as  their  pattern,  Gsd)  are  liberal 
Not  only  in  fulnefs  but  capacity, 
Enlarging  narrow  men  to  feel  and  fee. 
And  comprehend  the  b'effings  they  bellow. 
So  reclus'd  hermits  oftentimes  do  know 
More  of  heav'n's  glory  than  a  worJling  can. 
As  man  is  of  the  world,  the  heart  of  man 
Is  an  epitome  of  God's  great  book 
Cf  creatures,  and  men  need  no  farther  look  ; 
So's  file  couiitry  of  courts,  where  fweet  peace  doth 
As  their  own  common  foul,  give  life  to  both  : 
And  am  I  then  from  court .'' 

Allophjncs.  Dreamer  !  thou  art ; 
Think'll  thou,  fantallic  !  that  thou  haft  a  part 
In  the  Indian  fleet,  becaufe  thou  haft 
A  little  fpice  or  amber  in  thy  taftc  ? 
Becaufe  thou  art  not  frozen,  art  thou  warm  ? 
Seeft  thou  all  good,  becaufe  thou  iee.'l  no  harm  ? 
rhe  eartii  doth  "n  her  inner  bowels  hold 
otutT  v/ell  dilpoa'd,  and  wliicli  would  fain  be  gold, 
But  never  (hall  except  it  ch.-.nce  to  lie 
;'c  urv.-ard,  that  Heav'n  gild  it  v. ith  his  eye. 
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As  for  divine  things,  faith  comes  from  above, 
So,  for  beft  civil  ufe  all  tindures  move 
From  higher  powers;  from  God  religion  fprings, 
Wifdom  and  honour  from  the  ufe  of  kings  ; 
Then  unbeguile  thyfelf,  and  know  with  me, 
That  angels,  though  on  earth  employ'd  they  be, 
Are  ftill  in  heav'n  ;  fo  is  he  fti!l  at  home 
That  doth  abroad  to  honed  asflions  come. 
Chide  thyfelf  then,  O  fool !  which  yefterday 
Might'ft  have  read  more  than  all  thy  books  be- 
wray. 
Kafl:  thou  a  hiftory  which  doth  prefent 
A  court  where  all  affedions  do  aflent 
Unto  the  king's,  and  that  king's  are  juft  ? 
And  where  it  is  no  levity  to  trull, 
Where  there  is  no  ambition  but  t'obey. 
Where  men  need  whifper  nothing  and  yet  may  ; 
Where  the  king's  favours  are  fo  plac'd,  tliat  all 
Find  that  the  king  therein  is  liberal 
To  them,  in  him,  becaufe  his  favours  bend 
To  virtue,  to  the  v^^hich  they  all  pretend  ? 
Thou  haft  no  fuch,  yet  here  was  this,  and  more; 
An  earneft;  lover,  wife  then,  and  before. 
Our  little  Cupid  hath  fued  livery. 
And  is  no  more  in  his  minority  ; 
He  is  admitted  now  into  that  breaft 
Where  the  king's  counfels  and  his  fecrets  reft. 
What  haft  thou  loft  ?  O  ignorant  man  ! 

Jdios.  I  knew 
All  this,  and  only  therefore  I  withdrew. 
To  know  and  feel  all  this,  and  not  tojiave 
Words  to  exprefs  it,  makes  a  man  a  grave 
Of  his  own  thoughts  :   I  would  not  therefore  ftay 
At  a  great  feaft,  having  no  grace  to  fay  ; 
And  yet  I  'fcap'd  not  here  ;  for  being  come 
Full  of  the  comrnon  joy,  1  utter'd  fome. 
Read  then  this  nuptial-fong,  which  was  not  made 
Eitlier  the  court  or  men's  hearts  to  invade  ; 
B'Jt  fmce  I'm  dead  and  buried  [  could  frame. 
No  epitaph  which  migl.t  advance  my  fame 
So  much  as  thi^  poor  fong,  whicli  teftifies 
I  did  unto  that  day  fome  facrifice. 

I.    The  i'tme  of  the  Marriage. 
Thou  art  repriev'd,  old  Year!  thou  Ihalt  not  die, 
Though  thfiu  upon  thy  death-bed  lie. 
And  ibouldft  within  five  days  expire  ; 
Yet  thou  art  refcu'd  from  a  mightier  fire 
Than  thy  old  foul,  the  fun. 
When  he  doth  in  his  largeft  circle  run. 
The  paffage  of  the  Well  or  Eaft  would  tliaw, 
And  open  vv'ide  their  eafy  liquid  'pxi 
To  all  our  Ihips,  could  a  Promethean  art 
Either  unto  the  northern  pole  imf  art  [heart. 

The  fire  of  thefe  inHaming  eyes,  or  of  this  loving 

II.    Equal] ty  cf  Perjlns. 
EuT,i;ndifceniing  Mufe  !  v.'hich  heart,  which  eyes, 
In  tl.isnew  couple  doft  thou  prize, 
When  his  eye  as  inflaming  is 
As  her's,  and  her  heart  Inves  as  well  as  his  } 
Be  try'd  by  beauty,  and  tlien 
'j"he  bridegroom  is  a  maid,  and  not  a  man  ; 
If  by  that  manly  courage  they  be  try'd 
Which  fconis  unjuH  op;nicn,  then  the  brids   . 


Bcomes  a  man  :  fliould  chance  or  envy's  art 
Divide  thefe  two,  whom  nature  fcarce  did  part. 
Since  both  have  the  inflaming  eye,  and  both  the 
loving  heart  ? 

III.   Raifing  of  the  Bridegro.om. 
Though  it  be  fome  divorce  to  think  of  you 
Single  fo  much  one  are  you  two. 
Let  me  here  contemplate  thee 
f  irft,  cheerful  Bridegroom  1   and  firft  let  me  fee 
How  thou  prevent'tt  the  fun. 
And  his  red  foaming  horfes  doft  outrun  ; 
How,  having  laid  dov/n  in  thy  fovereign's  breaft 
All  bufineffes,  from  thence  to  reinveft 
Them,  when  thefe  triumphs  ceafe,  thou  forward 

art 
To  fhew  to  her,  v/ho  doth  the  like  impart. 
The  fire  of  thy  inflaming  eyes,  and  of  thy  loving 

heart. 

IV.  Ra'fwgofthe  Bride. 
EoT  now  to  thee,  fair  Bride  '.  it  is  fome  wrong 
To  think  thou  wert  in  bed  fo  long ; 
Since  foon  thou  lieft  down  firft,  'tis  fit 
Thou  in  firft  rifing  fhould  allow  for  it. 
Powder  thy  radian\hair, 

Which  if  without  fuch  afties  thou  wouldft  wear, 
]  hou  who,  to  all  which  ccme  to  look  upon, 
Wert  ijieant  for  Phcebus,  wouldft  be  Phaeton. 
For  our  eafe  give  thine  eyes  th'  unufual  part 
Of  joy,  a  tear  !  io  quenclit,  thou  may'ft  impart 
To  us  that  come  thy  'nflaming  eyes,  to  him  tliy 
loving  heart 

V.    Her  Apparelling. 
Thus  thou  defcend'ft  to  our  infirmity, 
Who  can  the  fun  in  water  fee ; 
So  doft  thou  when  in  fiik  and  gold 
TIiou  cloud'ft  thyfelf ;  iince  we  which  do  behold 
Are  duft  and  worm',  'tis  juft 
Our  objetSs  be  the  fruits  of  worms  and  duft. 
Let  ev'ry  jewel  be  a  glorious  ftar. 
Yet  Oars  are  not  fo  pure  as  their  fpheres  are; 
And  though  thou  ftoop  t'  appear  to  us  in  part, 
Stiil  in  thatpifiure  thou  entirely  art, 
Wlrich  thy  inflaming  eyes  have  made  within  hl3 
loving  heart. 

VI.   Geiitg  to  the  Chapel. 
Now  from  your  eaft  you  iflue  forth,  and  we, 
As  men  which  through  a  cyprtfs  fee 
The  rifing  fun,  do  tliink  it  two ; 
.So  as  you  go  to  church  do  think  of  you  : 
But  that  vail  being  gone, 

By  the  church  rites  you  are  from  thenceforth  one. 
The  church  triumphant  made  this  match  'uefore, 
And  now  the  militant  doth  ftrive  no  more. 
Then,  reverend  Prieft  1  who  God's  recorder  art. 
Do  from  hisdidlates  to  thele  two  impart 
^!1  blcffings  which  are   feen,  or  thought,  by  an* 
gels  eye  or  heart. 

VII.    rhe  Penediaitn. 
Elest  pair  of  Swans !  oh  !  may  you  intcrbring 
Daily  iitw  joys,  F.rd  never  fing  ; 
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Live  tHl  all  ground?  of  wifhes  fail,  i 

Till  honour,  yea,  till  wifdom,  grow  fo  flale,  | 

That  new  great  heights  to  try,  I 

It  muft  ferve  your  ambition  to  die,  I 

Raife  heirs,  and  may  here  to  the  world's  end  live  | 

Heirs  from  this  king  to  take  thanks,  you  to  give.  ; 

Nature  and  grace  do  all,  and  nothing  art.  t 

May  never  age  or  error  overthwart  j 

With  any  weft  thefe  radiant  eyes,  with  any  north  ^ 
t  ds  heart. 

VIII.   Feafts  and  Re-uds. 
Bdt  you  are  over-bleft  :  plenty  this  day 
Injures;  it  caufethtime  to  ftay  : 
The  tahles groan,  as  though  thisfeaft 
Would,  as  the  flood,  deftroy  all  fowl  and  beaft. 
And  were  the  docSrine  new 

That  the  earth  niov'd,  this  day  would  make  it  true; 
For  every  part  to  dance  and  revel  goes;  ■ 

They  tread  the  air,  and  fall  not  where  they  rofe.  I 
Though  fix  hours  flnce  the  fun  to  bed  did  part,  I 
The  nvafks  and  banquets  will  not  yet  impa-rt  ) 

A  funfet  to  thefe  weary  eyes,    a  centre    to  this  \ 
heart.-  '  | 

IX.    The  Bride's  going  io  Bed.  \ 

What  mean'll  thou, Bride  !  this  company  to  keep  ? 
To  fit  up  till  thou  fain  would  fleep  ? 
Thou  may'll  not  when  thou'rt  laid  do  fo  : 
Thyfelf  muft  to  him  a  new  banquet  grow. 
And  you  muft  entertain, 
And  do  all  thfs  day's  dances  o'er  again. 
Know,  that  if  fun  and  moon  together  do 
Rife  in  one  point,  they  do  not  iet  fo  too  ; 
Therefore  thou  may 'ft  fair  Bride  !   to  bed  depart  ! 
Thou  art  not  gone  being  gone  ;  wliere'er  thou  art 
Thou  leav'ft  in  him  thy  watchful  eyes,  in  him  thy 
loving  heart. 


X.    Tlie  BriJe-rrooin  s  Coming. 
Ashe  thst  lees  a  ftar  fall  runs  apace. 
And  finds  a  gelly  in  the  place  ; 
So  doth  the  bridegroom  haftc  as  much, 
Being  lold  this  ftar  is  fdU'n,  and  finds  her  fuch. 
And  as  friends  may  look  ftrange 
By  a  new  falhion  or  apparel's  change. 
Their  fouls,  though  long  acquainted  they  had  been, 
Thefe  clothes  their  b;'dies  never  yet  had  feen  : 
Therefore  at  firft  fhe  modeftly  might  ftart, 
Bnt  mu  i:  forthwith  furrtnder  every  part 
As  freely  as  each  to  each  before  gave  either  h?nd 
or  heart. 

XI.   Thi  Good- Night. 
Npw,  as  in  Tullia's  tomb  one  lamp  burnt  clear, 
Unchang'd  for  fifteen  hundred  year. 
May  thefe  love-lamps  we  here  enlhrine 
In  warm.th,  light,  lafting  equal  the  divine  I 
Fire  ever  doth  afpirs. 
And  makes  aU  like  itfelf,  turns  all  to  fire,] 
But  ends  in  aiTies ;  which  thefe  cannot  do. 
For  none  of  thefe  is  fuel,  but  fire  too. 
This  is  joy's  bonfire  then,  where  love's  ftrong  arts 
Tvlake  of  fo  noble  individual  parts, 
One  fire  of  four  inSamjng  eyes  ^nd  of  two  loving 
hearts. 

Jdioi^  As  I  have  brought  this  fong,  that  I  may 
do' 
A  perfedl  facrifice,  I'll  burn  it  too. 

Allobl.  No,  Sir,  this  paper  I  have  juf^ly  gotj 
For  ih  burnt  inccnfe  the  perfume  is  not 
}iis  only  that  prefents  it,  but  of  all. 
Whatever  celebrates  this  feftival 
Is  common,  fince  the  joy  thereof  is  fo. 
Nor  may  yourfeif  be  prieft  ;  but  let  me  go 
Back  to  the  court,  and  !  will  lay  't  upon 
S'ich  altars  as  prize  your  devotion. 
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Thou  haft  made  me,  and  ftiall  thy  work  decay? 
Repair  me  now,  for  now  mine  end  doth  hafte  ; 
I  run  to  death,  and  death  meets  me  as  faft, 
And  all  my  pleafures  are  like  ycllerday. 
1  dare  not  move  my  dim  eyes  any  way  ; 
Defpair  behind,  and  death  before,  doth  caft 
Such  terror,  and  my  feeble  flefti  doth  wafte 
By  fm  in  it,  which  it  t'wards  hell  doth  weigh, 
Only  thou  art  above,  and  when  t'wards  thee 
By  thy  leave  I  can  look,  I  rife  again ; 
But  our  old  fubtile  foe  fo  tcmpteth  me, 
That  not  one  hour  myfelf  I  can  fuftain  : 
Thy  grace  may  wing  me  to  prevent  his  art. 
And  thou,  like  adamant,  draw  mine  iion  heart. 

II. 

As  due  by  many  titles,  I  refi<^n 

Myfelf  to  thee,  O  God  I   Firft  I  was  ma.de 

By  thee,  and  for  thee  ;  and  when  1  was  decay'd 

Thy  blood  bought  that,  the  which  before  was 

thine. 
1  am  thy  fon,  made  with  thyfelf  to  fliirte, 
Thy  fervant,  whofe  pains  thou  hafl  ftill  repay 'd, 
Thy  fiieep,  thine  image ;  and,  till  I  betray'd 
Myfelf,  a  temple  of  thy  Spirit  divine. 
Why  doth  the  devil  then  ufurp  on  me  ? 
Why  doth  he  fteal,  nay,  ravifli,  that's  thy  ri*ht  ? 
Except  thou  rife,  and  for  thine  own  work  fight ^ 
Oh  !   I  fhall  foon  defpair,  when  1  fhall  fee 
I'hat  thou    lov'fl  mankind    well,    yet  wilt  not 

choofc  me, 
And  Satan  hates  me,  yet  is  loth  to  lofe  me. 

III. 
Oh!   might  thefe  fighs  and  tears  return  again 
Into  my  breaft  and  eyc«  which  I  have  fpent, 
That  I  might,  in  this  holy  difcontent, 
Mourn  with  fome   fruit,  as  I   have  mourn'd  in 

vain ! 
In  mine  idolatry  what  fhow'rs'of  rain 
Mine  eyes  did  wafie  ?  what  griefs  my  heart  did 

rent  ? 
That  fufferance  was  my  fm  I  now  repent ; 
'Caufe  i  did  fuffcr,  I  muft  fuffer  pain. 


Th'hydroptick  drunkard,and  night-fcoutingthief, 
The  itchy  lecher,  and  felf-tickling  proud. 
Have  th'  remembrance  of  paft  joys  for  relief 
i  Of  coming  ills.     To  (poor)  me  is  allow'd 
!  No  eafe ;  for  long  yet  vehement  grief  hath  been 
Th'  effcd  and  caufe,  the  puniihment  and  fm. 

IV. 

Oh  !  rhy  black  foul',  now  thou  art  fummoned 
By  ficknefs,  death's  herald  and  champion. 
Thou  'rt  like  a  pilgrim  which  abroad  hath  done 
Treafon,  and  durft  not  turn  to  whence  he  is  fled; 
Or  like  a  thief,  which,  till  death's  doom  be  read, 
Wifheth  himfelf  delivei  ed  from  prifon  ; 
But  damn'd,  and  hawl'd  to  execution, 
Wifheth  that  ftill  he  might  b'  imprifoned  : 
Yet  grace,  if  thou  repent,  thou  canft  not  lack  ) 
But  who  fhall  give  thee  that  grace  to  begin  ? 
Oh  1  make  thyfelf  with  holy  mourning  black, 
And  red  with  blufliing,  as  thou  art  with  fin  ; 
Or  wa{htheeinChriIl'sblood,which  hath  this  might, 
That,  being  red,  it  dies  red  fouls  to  white. 

V. 

I  am  a  little  world,  made  cunningly 
Of  elements  and  an  angelic  fprite  ; 
But  black  fin  hath  betray'd  to  endlefs  night 
My  world's  both  parts,  and  (oh  I)  both  parts  muft 
die.  [high, 

You,  which  beyond  that  heav'n,  which  v/as  moft 
Havefound  new  fpheres,and  of  new  land  can  write. 
Pour  new  feas  in  mine  eyes,  that  fo  I  might 
Drown  my  world  with  my  weeping  earneftly. 
Or  wafh  it,  if  it  muft  be  drown'd  no  more  : 
But  oh  :  it  muft  be  burnt ;  alas !  the  fire 
Of  liift  and  envy  burnt  it  iieretofore, 
And  made  it  fouler  ;  let  their  flames  retire, 
And  burn  me,  O  Lord  '  with  a  fiery  zeal 
Of  thee  and  thy  houfe,  which  doth  in  eating  eal. 

VI. 

This  is  my  play's  laftfcene;  here  Heavens  appoint 
My  pilgrimage's  laft  mile ;  and  my  race, 
Idly  yet  quickly  run,  hath  this  laft  pace. 
My  fpan's  laft  inch,  my  minute's  lateft  point. 
And  gluttoijous  death  WJJJ  inftantly  unjiunt 
Biij 


it 
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My  body  tind  foul,  and  I  fliall  flccp  a  fpace  : 
But  my'  ever-wikinj;  part  ftiall  fee  that  face 
"Wlioic  fear  already  fhakes  my  every  joint. 
Then  as  my  foul  to  heav'n,  her  firft  feat,  takes 

flight 
And  earth-borne  body  in  the  eartli  fliall  dwell, 
So  fall  my  fins,  that  all  may  have  their  right, 
To  \vl;e?e  they  'le   bred,  and  would  prefs  me  to 

hell. 
Impute  me  righteous;  thus  purg'd  of  evil, 
For  thus  I  leave  the  worlds  the  flefli,  the  devil. 

VII. 

At  the  round  earth's  imagin'd  corners  blow 

Your  trumpets,  Ancrels     and  a  rife,  arife 

IVini  death,  you  numberlefs  infinities 

Oi  fcuis,  and  to  your  fcattered  bodies  go, 

All  whom  th'  flood  did,  and  f  re  fliall,  overthrovi'; 

All  whom  war,  death,  age,  ague's  tyrannies, 

])efpair,  law,  chance,  hath  flain  ;  and  you  whofe 

eyes 
Shall  behold  God,  and  never  tafle  death'awoe. 
But  let  them  fieep.  Lord  '.  and  me  mourn  a  fpace; 
Frr  if  above  all  thefe  my  fins  abound, 
'  lii  late  to  afk  abundance  of  thy  grace 
When  we  are  there.  Here  on  this  holy  ground 
Teach  me  how  to  repent,  for  that's  as  good 
As  if  thou  'hadfl  feai'd  my  pardon  with  thy  blood. 

VIII. 

If  faithful  fouls  be  alike  glorify'd  , 

As  angels,  then  my  father's  foul  doth  fee, 

And  adds  this  ev'n  to  full  felicity. 

That  valiantly  1  hell's  wide  mouth  o'erflrlde ; 

But  if  our  minds  to  thefe  foul's  be  defcry'd 

By  circumflances  and  by  fignsthat  be 

Apparent  in  us  not  immediately, 

HoA  fhall  my   mind's  white   truth  by  them  be 

try'd.' 
They  fee  idolatrous  lovers  weep  and  mourn, 
And  flyle  blafphemous  conjurers  to  call 
On  J  lus'  name,  and  Pharifaical 
Diifmblers  feign  devotion.  Then  turn, 
O  penfive  foul !  to  God,  for  he  knows  beft 
Thy  grief,  for  he  put  it  into  my  breafl. 

IX. 
If  poifoncns  minerals,  and  if  that  tree 
Whofe  fruit  threw  death  on  (clfe  immortal)  us; 
\i  lecherous  goats,  if  ferpents  envious, 
Cannot  be  damn'd,  alas!  why  fhould  1  be  ? 
Why  fiumld  iiiteut  or  reafon,  born  in  me. 
Make  fins,  elfe  equal,  in  me  more  heinous  ? 
And  mercy  being  c-afy  and  glorious 
To  Gild,  ia  liis  ftern  wrath  why  threatens  he  ? 
But  who  am  1  tint  dare  difpuLe  vvitli  thee  ! 

0  God  !  oh  I   of  thine  only  v/orthy  blood. 
And  my  tears,  make  a  lu  av'nly  Lethean  flood, 
And  drown  in  it  my  fin's  Mack  memory  ; 

'1  hat  ihou  iciiicmbtr  them  fbme  claim  as  debt, 

1  think  it  mercy  if  thou  wilt  forget. 

X. 

Tenth  )  be  not  proud,  though  fome  have  called  thee 
iMighty  a;id  dreadU;!,  for  thou  art  not  f o ; 
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For  thofe  whom  thou  think'ft  thou  doft  over- 
throw 
Die  not,  voor  Death  !   nor  yet  canft  thou  kill  me. 
From  reft  and  fleep,  which  but  thy  pidure  be, 
Much  pleafure,  then,  from  thee  much  more  muft 

flow ; 
And  fooneft  our  beft  men  with  thee  do  go. 
Reft  of  their  bones,  and  foul's  delivery. 
Thou'rt  flave  to  fate,  chance,  kings,   and  defpe- 

rate  men. 
And  doft  with  poifon,  war,  and  ficknefs,  dwell. 
And  poppy  or  charms  can  make  us  fleep  as  well, 
And  better  than  thy  ftroke.'     Why  fwell'ft  thou, 

then  ' 
One  fhort  fleep  paft  we  wake  eternally ; 
A  nd  Death  fhall  be  no  more  ;  Death,  thou  fhalt  die. 

XI. 

Spit  in  my  face,  you  Jews,  and  pierce  my  fidCj- 
liufFet  and  feoff,  fcourge  and  crucify  me, 
For  I  have  fmu'd,  and  finn'd,  and  only  he 
Who  could  do  no  iniquity  hath  dy'd, 
But  by  my  death  cannot  be  fatisfy'd 
My  fins,  which  pafs  the  Jew^'  impiety  : 
They  kiU'd  once  an  inglorious  man,  but  I 
Crucify  him  daily, being  now  glorify'd. 

0  let  me  then  his  ftrange  love  ftill  admire. 
King's  pardon,  but  he  bore  our  punifhment; 
As  Jacob  came,  cloth'd  in  vile  harfh  attire, 
But  to  fupplant,  and  with  gainful  intent  : 
God  cloth'd  himfelf  in  vile  man's  flefh,  that  fo 
He  might  be  weak  enough  to  fuffer  woe, 

XII. 

Why  are  we  by  all  creatures  waited  on  ? 

Why  do  the  prodigal  elements  fupply 

Life  and  food  to  me,  being  more  pure  than  I, 

Simpler,  and  further  from  corruption  ? 

Why  brook'ft  thou,  ignorant  horfe  !  fubjetStion  I 

Why  do  you,  bull  and  boar,  fo  fillily 

Diffemble  weaknefs,  and  by  one  man's  ftroke  die, 

Whofe  whole  kind  you  might  fwallow'  and  feed 

upon  ? 
Weaker  I  am,  woe's  me  ?  and  worfe  than  you  : 
You  have  not  finn'd,  nor  need  be  timorous, 
But  wonder  at  a  greater,  for  to  us 
Creatc^l  nature  doth  thefe  things  fubdue; 
But  their  Creator,  whom  fin  nor  nature  ty'd. 
For  us,  his  creatures  and  his  foes,  hath  dy'd, 

XIII. 

What  if  this  prefent  were  the  world's  laft  night  ? 
Alark  in  my  heart,  O  Soul!  where  thou  doft  dwell. 
The  piclure  of  Chrift  crucify 'd,  and  tell 
Whether  his  coutitenance  can  thee  ;  ffrinht ; 
,  Tears  in  his  eyes  quench,  the-amazing  light ; 
Blood  fills  his  frowns,  which  from  his  pierc'd  head 

fell. 
And  can  that  tongue  adjudge  thee  unto  hell 
Which    pray'd    forgivcnefs   for    his   foes'   fierce 

fpite  ? 
No,  no  ;  but  as  in  my  idclafi-y 

1  fald  to  all  my  profane  mifticffes. 
Beauty  of  pity,  foulnefs  only  is 

A  IJgn  of  rigour,  fo  I  fay  to  thee; 


HOLY     SONNETS. 


To  wicked  fpirlts  are  horrid  (hapes  aflign'd  ; 
This  beauteous  form  affumes  a  piteous  mind. 

XIV. 

Batter  my  heart,  three-perfon'd  God,  for  you 
As  yet  but  knocit ;  breathe, fliine, and  f^ek  to  mend, 
That  I  may  rife  and  ftand,  o'erthrow  me,   and 
bend  [new. 

Your  force  to  break,  blow,  burn,   and  make  me 
I,  like  an  ufurpt  town,  to  another  due, 
Labour  t'  admit  you,  but  oh  !  to  no  end  : 
Reafon,  four  viceroy  in  me,  we  fhould  defend, 
Bat  is  captiv'd,and  proves  weak  or  untrue  ; 
Yet  dearly  I  love  you,  and  would  be  lov'd  fain, 
But  am  betroth'd  unto  your  enemy. 
Divorce  me,  untie,  or  break  that  note  again  ; 
Take  me  to  you,  imprifon  me  ;  for  I, 
Except  you'  enthral  me,  never  fhall  be  free, 
Nor  ever  chafte,  except  you  raviih  me. 

XV. 
Wilt  thou  love  God  as  he  thee  ?  then  digeft. 
My  Soul !  this  wholefome  meditation. 
How  God  the  Spirit,  by  angels  waited  on 
In  heav'n,  doth  make  his  temple  in  thy  bread. 
The  Father  having  begot  a  Son  mod  blefl, 
Andftill  begetting,  (for  he  ne'er  begun) 
Hath  deign'd  to  choofe  thee  by  adoption. 


Coheir  to  his  glory,  and  Sjbbath's  endlefs  reft  : 
And  as  a  robb'd  man,  which  by  fearch  doth  find 
His  ftoln  fluff  fold,  mufl;  lofe  or  buy't  again ; 
The  Sun  of  glory  came  down  and  was  flain. 
Us,  whom  he  'had  made,  and   Satan  flole,  t'  un- 
bind. 
'  Twas  much  that  man  was  made  like  God  be» 

fore. 
But  that  God  fhould  be  made    like  man  much 
more. 

XVL 
Father,  part  of  his  double  interefl: 
Unto  thy  kingdom  thy  Son  gives  to  me ; 
His  jointure,  in  the  knotty  Trinity 
He  keeps,  and  gives  to  me  his  death's  conqueft. 
This  Lamb,  whofe  death  with  life  the  world  hath 

blelt, 
Was  from  the  world's  beginning  flain,  and  he 
Hath  made  two  wills  wliich,  with  the  legacy 
Of  his  and  thy  kingdom,  thy  fons  inveft  : 
Yet  fuch  are  thefe  laws,  that  riien  argue  yet 
Whether  a  man  thofe  flatutes  can  fuliil  : 
None  doth ;  but  thy  all-healing  grace  and  Spirit 
Revive  again  what  law  and  letter  kill  : 
Thy  law's  abridgment  and  thy  lafl  command 
Is  ail  but  love  ;  O,  let  this  laft  will  ftand  ! 


ODE, 


Vengeance  will  fit  above'our  faults;  but  till 
She  there  do  fit 

We  fee  her  not  nor  them.     Thus  blind,  yet  flill 
We  lead  her  way ;  and  thus  whilll  we  do  ill 
We  fufifer  it. 

II. 
Unhappy  he  whom  youth  makes  not  beware 
Of  doing  ill  : 

Enough  we  labour  under  age  and  care  : 
In  number  th'  errors  of  the  laff  place  are 
The  greateft  flilh 


Yet  we,  that  fliould  the  ill  we  now  begin 

As  foon  repent,  [feeh; 

(Strange  thing  !)  perceive  not;  our  faults  are  noC 

But  p'afl  us;  neither  felt,  but  only  in 

The  puniihment. 

IV. 

But  we  know  ourfelves  leaft ;  mere  outward  fhew^ 
Our  minds  fo  ftore. 

That  our  fouls,  no  more  than  our  eyes,  difclofe 
But  form  and  colour  :  only  he  who  knows 
Himfeif  knows  more,  '* 
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THE    FLEA. 

JWark  but  this  Flea,  and  mark,  in  this, 

H'-w  little  .that  which  thou  deny'ft  me  is; 

Me  it  fuck'd  firft,  and  now  fucks  thee, 

And  in  this  Flea  oar  two  bloods  mingled  be, 

C'^nfefs  it  ;  this  cann^it  be  faid 

A  fill  or  fliame,  or  iofs  of  maidenhead; 

Yet  this  enjoys  before  it  woo, 

And  i-ampei'd  fwells  with  one  blood  made  of  two : 

And  this,  alas  1  is  more  than  we  could  do. 

Oh  !  flay;  three  lives  in  one  Flea  fpare, 
"Wliere  we  almofl;  nay,  more  than  marry'd  are. 
This  Flea  is  you  and  I,  and  this 
Our  marriage  bed  and  marriage  temple  is. 
Though  parents  grudge,  and  you,  we're  met, 
And  cloiller'd  in  thefe  living  walls  of  jet ; 
Though  ufe  make  you  apt  to  kill  me, 
Let  not  to  that  felf-murder  added  be, 
And  facrilege,  three  fins  in  killing  three. 

Cruel  and  fudden,  haft  thou  fmce 
Purpled  thy  nail  in  blood  of  innocence  ? 
Wherein  could  this  Flea  guilty  be, 
Bxcept  in  that  blood  which  it  fuck'd  from  thee? 
"Yet  thou  triumph'id,  and  fay'ft  that  thou 
Tind'ft  not  thyfelf  nor  me  the  weaker  now  : 
'Tis  true  ;  then  learn  how  falfe  fears  be  : 
■[uft  fo  much  honour,  when  thou.yield'fl  to  me, 
Will  wafte,  as  this  Flea's  death  took  life  from 
thee. 


THE  GOOD-MORROW. 

1  WDKDER,  by  my  troth  !  what  thou  and  I 

Did  till  we  lov'd  ?   Were  we  not  wean'd  till  then. 

But  fuck'd  oji  childifh  pleafures  fillyly  ? 

Or  flumber'd  we  in  the  fevcn-fleeper's  den  ? 

'Twas  fo  ;  but  as  all  pleafures  fancies  be, 

If  ever  any  beauty  I  did  fee, 

Which  I  defir'd  and  got,  'twas  but  a  cream  of  thee. 

And  now  good-morrow  to  our  waking  fouls, 
Which  watch  not  one  another  out  of  fear ; 
For  love  nil  Icve  of  other  fights  controuls, 
And  makes  one  little  room  an  cvtjy-wliere. 


Let  fea-difcoverers  to  new  worlds  have  gone. 
Let  maps  to  other  worlds  our  world  have  (hown. 
Let  us  poffefs  one  world ;  each  hath  one,  and  is 
one. 

My  face  in  thine  eye,  thine  in  mine  appears. 
And  true  plain  hearts  do  in  the  faces  reft  : 
Where  can  we  find  two  fitter  hemifpheres 
Without  fharp  North,  without  declining  Weft  ? 
Whatever  dies  was  not  mixt  equally. 
If  our  two  loves  be  one,  both  thou  and! 
Love  juft  alike  in  all;  ^one  of  thefe  loves  can 
die. 


SONG. 

Go,  and  catch  a  falling  ftar, 
Get  with  child  a  mandrake  root, 
Tell  me  where  all  times  paft  are, 
Or  who  cleft  the  devil's  foot  : 
Teach  me  to  hear  mermaids  fmging, 
Or  to  keep  off  envy's  flinging, 
And  find 
What  wind 
Serves  to  advance  an  honeftmind. 

If  thou  be'ft  born  to  flrange  fightc, 

Things  invifible  go  fee. 

Ride  ten  thoufand  days  and  nights, 

Till  age  fnow  white  hairs  on  thee  : 

Thou,  when  thou  rcturn'ft,  wiit  tell  me 

All  ftrange  wonders  that  befell  thee, 

And  fwear 

No  where 

Lives  a  woman  true  and  fair. 

If  thou  find'ft  one  let  me  know, 

Such  a  pilgrimage  were  fwect ; 

Yet  do  not ;  I  would  not  go. 

Though  at  next  door  mc  might  meet. 

Thougli  fne  were  true  when  you  met  her, 

And  laft  till  you  write  your  letter, 

Yet  Ihe 

Will  be 

Falfe  ere- 1  ccme  to  two  or  three. 


POEMS,  SONGS,  SONNETS. 
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WOMAN'S  CONSTANCY. 

Now  thou  haft  lov'd  me  one  whole  day, 

To-morrow  when  thou  leav'ft  wliat  wilt  thou  f:iy? 

Wilt  thou  then  antedate  Ibme  nev/-made  vow  ? 

Or  fay  that  now 

We  are  not  juft  thofe  perfons  which  we  were  ? 

Or  that  oaths,  made  in  reverential  fear 

Of  Love  and  his  wrath,  any  may  forfwear  ? 

Or,  as  true  deaths  true  marriages  untie, 

So  lovers  contradls,  images  of  thofe. 

Bind  but  till  Sleep,  Death's  image,  them  unloofe  ? 

Or.  your  own  end  to  juftify 

For  having  purposed  change  and  falfehood,  you 

Can  have  no  way  but  falfehood  to  be  true  ? 

Vain  lunatic  !  againft  thefe  fcapes  I  could 

Difpute  and  conquer,  if  I  would  ; 

Which  I  abftain  to  do. 

For  by  to-morrow  I  may  think  fo  too. 


THE  UNDERTAKING. 

I  HAVE  done  one  braver  thing 
Than  all  the  Worthies  did, 
And  yet  a  braver  thence  doth  fpring, 
Which  is,  to  keep  that  hid. 

It  were  but  madnefs  now  t'  impart 
The  fkill  of  fpecular  ftone, 
When  he  which  can  have  learn'd  the  aft 
To  cut  it  can  find  none. 

So  if  I  now  (hould  utter  this, 
Others  (becaufe  no  more 
Such  ftufie  to  work  upon  there  is) 
Would  love  but  as  before. 

But  he  who  lovelinefs  within 
Hath  found,  all  outward  lothes ; 
For  he  who  colour  loves  and  fiiin, 
Loves  but  their  oldeft  clothes. 

If,  as  I  have,  you  alfo  do 

Virtue  in  women  fee. 

And  dare  love  that,  and  fay  fo  too, 

And  forget  the  he  and  fhe ; 

And  if  this  love,  thougli  placed  fo, 
From  profane  men  you  hide, 
Which  will  no  faith  on  tliis  beilow, 
Or  if  they  do  deride  : 

Then  you  have  done  a  braver  thing 
Than  all  the  Worthies  did,     ■ 
And  a  braver  thence  will  fpring, 
Which  is,  to  keep  that  hid. 


THE  SUN  RISING. 

Busy  old  fool !  unruly  Sun  ! 

Why  doll  thou  thus 

Through  windows  and  through  curtain'-  IgoI: 

IMufl  to  tliy  motisr.s  lovers  frafoi>s  run  ? 


Sawcy  pedantick  Wretch  1  go,  chide 
Late  fc!iool-boys,  or  fouf  'prentices; 
Go  tell  court-huntfmen  that  the  king  will  ride; 
Call  country  ants  to  harveft  offices; 
Love,  all  alike,  no  feafon  knows  nor  clime. 
Nor  hours,  days,  months,  which  are  the  ra^s  of 
time. 

Thy  beams  fo  reverend  and  ftrong, 

Doft  thou  not  think 

1  could  eclipfe  and  cloud  them  with  a  wink, 

But  that  I  would  not  lofe  her  fight  fo  long  ? 

If  her  eyes  have  not  blinded  thine. 

Look,  and  to-morrow  late  tell  me, 

Whether  both  th'  Indias  of  fpice  and  mine 

Be  where  thou  left  them,  or  lie  here  with  me  : 

Afk  for  thofe  kings  whom  thou  faw'ft  yefterdaj", 

And  thou  {halt  hear,  All  here  in  one  bed  lay. 

She's  all  ftates,  and  all  princes  I, 

Nothing  elfe  is. 

Princes  do  but  play  us ;  compar'd  to  this 

All  honour's  mimic,  all  wealth  alchymy. 

Thou,  Sun  !  art  half  as  happy  as  we 

In  that  the  world's  contradled  thus  : 

Thine  age  aiks  eafe  ;  and  fincc  thy  duties  be 

To  warm  the  world,  that's  done  in  warming  us. 

Shine  here  to  us,  aad  thou  art  every  where  ; 

This  bed  thy  center  is,  thefe  walls  thy  I'phcre. 


[us 


THE  INDIFFERENT. 

I   CALL  love  both  fair  and  brown  ; 

Her  whoni  abundance  melts,  and  her  whom  want 

betrays ; 
Her  who  loves  lonenefs  beft,  and  her  who  fports 

and  plays ; 
Her  whom  the  country  form'd,  and  whom  the 

town  ; 
Her  who  believes,  and  her  who  tries; 
Her  who  ilill  weeps  with  fpongy  eyes. 
And  her  who  is  dry  cork,  and  never  cries  : 
1  can  love  her,  and  her,  and  you,  and  you  ; 
I  can  love  any,  fo  fhc  be  not  true. 

Will  no  other  vice  content  you  ? 

Will  it  not  fcrve  your  turn  to  do  as  did  your 

mothers  ? 
Or  have  you  all  old  vices  worn,  and  now  would 

find  out  others  ? 
Or  doth  a  fear  that  men  are  true  torment  you  ? 
Oh  !  we  are  not,  be  not  you  fo  ; 
I.,et  nie,  and  do  you  twenty  know. 
Rob  me,  but  bind  me  not,  and  let  me  go. 
Mull  (,  who  came  to  travel  thorough  you. 
Grow  your  fist  fubjedl  becaufe  you  are- true  ? 

Venus  heard  me  ling  this  fong. 

And  by  love's  fweeteft  fweet,  variety,  fhe  fwore 

She  heard  not  this  till  now ;   it  fhould  be  fo  no 

more. 
She  went,  examined,  and  return'd  ere  long. 
And  faid,  Alas  !  fome  two  or  three 
Poor  heretic:-  i.i  love  there  be 
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Which  think  to  'ftablifh  dangercjs  co  il^ancy; 
Buc  I  have  told  them,  fince  you  will  be  true, 
You  fhallbe  true  to  them  who' re  talie  to  you. 


LOVE'S  USURY. 

For  every  hour  that  thou  wilt  fpare  me  now 
I  will  allow, 

Ufurious  god  of  Love  !  twenty  to  thee, 
When  with  my  brown  my  gray  hairs  equal  be ; 
Till  then.  Love  !  let  my  body  range,  and  let 
Me  travel,  fojourn,fnatch.  plot,  have,  forget, 
Refume  my  laft  year's  rciidt ;  think  that  yet 
We  had  never  met. 

Let  me  think  any  rival's  letter  mine, 
And  at  next  nine 

Keep  midnight's  promife  ;  miflake  by  the  way 
The  maid,  and  tell  the  lady  of  that  delay  ; 
Only  let  me  love  none,  no,  not  the  fport 
Fromconntry  grafs  to  comfitures  of  court, 
Or  city's  quelnue-chofes ;  let  not  report 
My  mind  tranfport. 

This  bargain's  good ;  if,  when  I'm  old,  I  be 
Inflam'd  by  thee, 

If  thine  own  honour,  or  my  fhame  or  pain 
Thou  covet  mod:,  at  that  age  thou  fhalt  gain  : 
Do  thy  will  then  ;  then  fubje6l  and  degree, 
And  fruit  of  love,  Love  '.  I  lubmit  to  thee  : 
Spare  me  till  then,  I'll  bear  it,  though  fhe  be 
One  that  loves  me. 


CANONIZATION. 

toR  God's  fake  hold  your  tongue,  and  let  me  love. 
Or  chide  my  paify  or  my  gout, 
My  five  gray  nairs  or  ruin'd  fortunes  flout; 
With  wealth  your  flate,  your  mind  with  arts  im- 
prove. 
Take  you  a  courfe,  get  you  a  place, 
Obfervc  Ills  iionour  or  his  Grace, 
Or  the  Kings  real  or  his  {lamped  face 
Contemplate  ;  what  you  v.'ill  approve. 
So  you  will  let  me  love. 

Alas !  alas  !  who's  injur'd  by  my  love  ? 
What  merchants'  Ihips  have  my  fighs  drown'd  ? 
Who  fays  my  tears  have  overflow'd  his  ground  ? 
When  did  my  colds  a  forward  fpring  remove  ? 
When  did  the  heats  which  my  reins  fill 
Add  one  more  to  the  plaguy  bill  ? 
Soldiers  find  wars,  and  lawyers  find  out  Hill 
Litigious  men  whom  quarrels  move. 
Though  fhe  and  I  do  love. 

eall's  what  you  will,  we  are  made  fuch  by  love  ; 
Call  her  one,  me  another  fly; 
We  are  tapers  too,  and  at  our  own  coft  die ; 
And  v,'£  in  us  find  t'n'  eaole  and  the  dove  ; 


The  phoenix  riddle  hath  more  wit 
By  us  ;  we  two,  being  one,  are  it ; 
So  to  one  neutral  thing  both  fexes  fit. 
We  die  and  rife  the  fame,  and  prove 
Myfterious  by  this  love. 

Wc  can  die  by  it,  if  not  live  by  love. 
And  if  unfit  for  tomb  or  hearfe 
Our  legend  be,  it  will  be  fit  for  verfe  j 
And  if  no  piece  of  chronicle  we  prove. 
We'll  build  in  fonnets  pretty  rooms. 
As  well  a  well-wrought  urn  becomes 
The  greateft  allies  as  half-acre  tombs ; 
And  by  thofe  hymns  all  fhall  approve 
Us  canoniz'd  for  love  : 

And  thus  invoke  us,  you  whom  reverend  love 
Made  one  another's  hermitage ; 
You  to  whom  love  was  peace,  that  now  is  rage. 
Who  did  the  whole  world's  foul  contra(5l^  and 

drove 
Into  the  glafles  of  your  eyes. 
So  made  fuch  mirrors  and  fuch  fpies, 
That  they  did  all  to  you  epitomife. 
Countries,  towns,  courts,  beg  from  above 
A  pattern  of  our  love. 


THE  TRIPLE  FOOL. 

I  AM  two  fools,  T  know. 

For  loving,  and  for  faying  fo 

In  whining  poetry  : 

But  wherc's  that  wife  man  that  would  not  be  I< 

If  fhe  would  not  deny  ? 

I'hen  as  th'  earth's  inward  narrow  crooked  lancf 

Do  purge  fea  water's  fretful  fait  away, 

I  thought  if  I  could  draw  my  pains 

Through  rhime's  vexation  I  fhould  them  allay. 

Grief  brought  to  number  cannot  be  fo  fierce. 

For  he  tames  it  that  fetters  it  in  verfe  : 

But  when  I  have  done  fa, 

Some  man,  his  arf  or  voice  to  fliow, 

Doth  fet  and  fingmypain. 

And,  by  delighting  many,  frees  again 

Grief,  which  verfe  did  refirain. 

To  love  and  grief  tribute  of  verfe  belCngs, 

But  not  of  fuch  as  pleafes  when  'tis  read ; 

Both  are  increafed  by  fuch  fongs  ; 

For  both  their  triumphs  fo  arepubliflied, 

And  1,  which  was  two  fools  do  fo  grow  three  ; 

Who  are  a  little  wife  the  bell  fools  be. 


LOVER'S   INFlNIiENESS. 

If  yet  I  have  not  all  thy  love, 

Dear !   I  (Kail  never  hiive  it  all  ; 

I  cannot  breathe  one  other  figh  to  move, 

Nor  can  entreat  one  ether  tear  to  lall ; 

And  all  my  treafure.  which  fhould  purchafc  thee, 

Sighs,  tears,  and  oaths,  and  letters,  I  have  fpent ; 

Yet  no  rnrc  can  be  due  to  me 

1  han  at  the  bargain  made  was  meant, 
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If  then  thy  gift  of  love  was  partial, 

That  fome  for  me,  fome  ihould  to  others  fall, 

Dear  !  I  fliall  never  have  it  all. 

Or,  if  then  thou  giv'ft  me  all, 

All  was  but  all,  which  thou  hadft  then  : 

But  if  in  thy  heart  lince  there  be,  or  fliall, 

New  love  created  be  by  other  men. 

Which  have  their  flocks  entire,  and  can  in  tears, 

In  fighs,  in  oaths,  in  letters,  outbid  me, 

This  new  love  may  begcc  new  fears, 

For  this  love  was  not  vow'd  by  thee; 

And  yet  it  was  thy  gift,  being  genera). 

The  ground,  thy  heart,  is  mine;  whatever  fhall 

Grow  there,  Dear  !  J  fhould  have  it  all. 

Yet  I  would  not  have  all  yet ; 

He  that  hath  all  tan  have  no  more  : 

And  fmce  my  love  doth  every  day  admit 

New  growth,  thou  ftiouldft  have  new  rewards  in 

ftore. 
Thou  canft  not  every  day  give  me  thy  heart ; 
If  thou  canft  give  it,  then  thou  never  gav'ft  it. 
Lovers  riddles  are,  that  though  thy  heart  depart. 
It  flays  at  home,  and  thou  with  lofing  fav'ft  it : 
But  we  will  love  a  way  more  liberal 
Than  changing  hearts  to  join  us !  fo  we  fhall 
Be  one,  and  one  another's  all. 


SONG. 

Sweetest  Love  !  I  do  not  go 

For  wearinefs  of  thee. 

Nor  in  hope  the  world  can  fhcw 

A  fitter  love  for  me  ; 

But  fince  that  I 

Muft  die  at  laft,  *t  is  heft 

Thus  to  ufe  myfelf  in  jell 

By  feigned  death  to  die. 

Yefternight  the  fun  went  hence, 
And  yet  is  here  to-day  ; 
He  hath  no  defire  nor  fenfe. 
Nor  half  fo  fliort  a  way  : 
Then  fear  not  me, 
But  believe  that  I  fhall  make 
Haftier  journies,  fmce  I  take 
More  wings  and  fpurs  than  he. 

O  how  feeble  is  man's  power. 
That  if  good  fortune  fall, 
Cannot  add  another  hour, 
Nor  a  loft  hour  recall ! 
But  come  bad  chance. 
And  we  join  to  't  our  ftrength, 
And  we  teach  it  art  and  length, 
Itfclf  o'er'us  t'  advance. 

When  thou  Cgh'ft,  thou  Hgh'ft  no  wind, 
But  figh'ft  my  foul  away; 
When  thou  wcep'ft,  unkindly  kindj. 
My  life's  blood  doth  decay. 


It  cannot  be 

That  thou  lov'ft  me  as  thou  fay'ft; 
If  in  thine  my  life  thou  wafte. 
That  art  the  life  of  me. 

Let  not  thy  divining  heart 
Forethink  me  any  ill, 
Deftiny  may  take  thy  part. 
And  may  thy  fears  fulfil ; 
But  think  that  we 
Ate  but  laid  afide  to  lleep ! 
They  who  one  another  keep 
Alive  ne'er  parted  be. 


THE  LEGACY. 

When  laft  I  dy'd  (and,  Dear!  I  die 

As  often  as  from  thee  I  go, 

Though  it  be  but  an  hour  ago. 

And  lovers  hours  be  full  eternity) 

I  can  remember  yet  that  I 

Something  did  fay,  and  fomething  did  beftow; 

Though  I  be  dead,  which  fent  me,  I  might  be 

Mine  own  executor  and  legacy. 

1  heard  me  fay,  Tell  her  anon 

That  myfelf,  that  is  you,  not  I, 

Did  kill  me  ;  and  when  I  felt  me  die, 

I  bid  me  fend  my  lieart  when  I  was  gone, 

But  I,  alas!  could  find  there  none.  [ly. 

When  I  had  rip'd  andfearch'd  where  hearts  fhould 

It  klll'd  me  again  that  I,  who  ftill  was  true 

In  life,  in  my  laft  will  fhould  cozen  you. 

Yet  I  found  fomething  like  a  heart, 

For  colours  it  and  corners  had ; 

It  was  not  goi-d,  it  was  not  bad, 

It  was  entire  to  none,  and  few  had  part : 

A?  good  as  could  be  made  by  art 

It  feem'd,  and  therefore  for  our  lofs  be  fad. 

I  meant  to  fend  that  heart  inftcad  of  mine ; 

But,  oh!  no  man  could  hold  it,  for  't  was  thine. 


A  FEVER. 

Oh  I  do  not  die,  for  I  fhall  hate 
All  women  fo,  when  thou  art  gone, 
1  hat  thee  I  fliall  nor  celebrate, 
When  1  remember  thou  waft  one. 

But  yet  thou  canft  not  die,  1  knew  : 
l  o  leave  this  world  behind  is  death; 
But  when  thou  from  this  world  wilt  ^o. 
The  whole  world  vapours  in  thy  breath. 

Or  if  when  thou,  the  world's  foul,  goefl:, 
It  flay,  't  is  but  thy  carcafe  then, 
ri  e  faireft  woman  but  thy  ghol^, 
But  corrupt  vvotm*  the  worthieft  men. 


a« 
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O  wrangling  Schools  I  that  fearch  what  fire 
Shall  hurn  this  world  :  had  none  the  wit 
Unto  this  knowledge  to  afpire. 
That  this  her  Fever  might  be  it  ? 

And  yet  fhe  cannot  wafte  by  this, 
Nor  long  endure  this  torturing  wrong, 
For  more  corruption  needful  is 
To  fuel  fuch  a  fever  long. 

Thefe  burning  fits  but  meteors  be, 
"Whofe  matter  in  thee  foon  is  fpent ; 
Thy  beauty,  and  all  pskrts  which  are  thee, 
Are  an  unchangeable  firmamenc : 

Yet 't  was  of  my  mind,  feizing  thee, 
Though  it  in  thee  cannot  perfevere ; 
For  I  had  rather  owner  be 
Of  thee  one  hour  than  all  elfe  ever. 


AIR  AND  ANGELS. 

Twice  or  thrice  had  I  lov'd  thee 

Before  1  knew  thy  face  or  name  ; 

So  in  a  voice,  fo  in  a  fhapelefs  flame, 

Angels  affc^  us  oft',  and  worfhipp'd  be  : 

Still  when  to  where  thou  wert  I  came, 

Some  lovely  glorious  nothing  did  I  fee  : 

But  Cnce  my  foul,  whofe  child  love  is, 

Takes  limbs  of  flelh,  and  elfe  could  nothiBg  do, 

More  fubtile  than  the  parent  is 

Love  muft  not  be,  but  take  a  body  too  ; 

And  therefore  what  thou  wert,  and  who, 

1  bid  Love  alk,  and  now 

That  it  affume  thy  body  I  allow, 

And  fix  itfelf  in  thy  lips,  eyes,  and  brow. 

Whilft  thus  to  ballad  Love  I  thought, 

And  fo  more  fteadily  to  'have  gone 

With  wares  which  would  fink  admiration, 

I  faw  I  had  Love's  pinnace  over-fraught ; 

Thy  every  hah:  for  Love  to  work  upon 

Is  much  too  much,  fome  fitter  muft  be  fought ; 

For  nor  in  nothing,  nor  in  things 

Extreme  and  fcattering  bright,  can  love  inhere  ; 

Then  as  an  angel  face,  and  wings 

Of  air,  not  pure  as  it,  yet  pure  doth  wear. 

So  thy  love  may  be  my  love's  fphere. 

Juft  fuch  difparity 

As  is  'twixt  Air's  and  Angel's  purity, 

'Twixt  womeo's  love  and  men's  will  ever  be. 


BREAK  OF  DAY. 


Stay,  O  Sweet !  and  do  not  rife. 

The  light  that  ftines  comes  from  thine  eyes ; 

The  day  breaks  not,  it  is  my  heart, 

Becaufe  that  you  and  I  muft  part. 

Stay,  or  elfe  my  joys  will  die. 

And  perifti  in  their  inf^pcy. 


'Tis  true,  't  is  day ;  what  though  it  be  J 

O  !  wilt  thou  therefore  rife  from  me  ? 

Why  fhould  we  rife  becaufe  't  is  light  ? 

Did  we  lie  down  becaufe  't  was  night  ' 

Love  which,  in  fpite   of  darknefs,  brought  us  " 

hither, 
Should,  in  defpite  of  light,  keep  us  together.  - 

111. 
Light  hath  no  tongue,  but  is  all  eye  : 
If  it  could  fpeak  as  well  as  fpy. 
This  were  the  worft  that  it  could  fay, 
That  being  well,  I  fain  would  flay. 
And  that  I  lov'd  my  heart  and  honour  fo, 
That  I  would  not  from  her  that  had  them  go. 

IV. 

Muft  bus'nefs  thee  from  hence  remove  ? 

Oh !   that  's  the  worft  difeafe  of  love  ; 

The  poor,  the  foul,  the  falfe,  love  can 

Admit,  but  not  the  bufied  man. 

He  which  hath  bus'nefs,  and  makes  love,  doth  do 

Such  wrong  as  when  a  married  man  doth  woo. 


THE  ANNIVERSARY. 

All  kings,  and  all  their  favourites. 

All  glory  of  honours,  beauties,  wits. 

The  fun  itfelf  (which  makes  tinaes  as  they  pafs) 

Is  elder  by  a  year  now  than  it  was 

When  thou  and  I  firft  one  another  faw : 

All  other  things  to  their  deftrudlion  draw. 

Only  our  love  hath  no  decay  ; 

This  no  to-morrow  hath,  nor  yefterday ; 

Running,  it  never  runs  from  us  away. 

But  truly  keeps  his  firft,  laft,  everlalling  day. 

Two  graves  muft  hide  thine  and  my  corfe  : 

If  one  might,  death  were  no  divorce. 

Alas  !  as  well  as  other  princes,  we 

(Who  prince  enough  in  one  another  be) 

Muft  leave  at  laft  in  death  thefe  eyes  and  ears, 

Oft'  fed  with  true  oaths  and  with  fweet  fait  tears : 

But  fouls  where  nothing  dwells  but  love, 

(All other  thoughtsbeing  inmates) then  ftiall  prove 

This,  or  a  love  increafed  there  above, 

When   bodies  to   their  graves,  fouls  from  their 

graves  remove. 
Ajid  then  we  fhall  be  th'roughly  bleft, 
But  now  no  more  than  all  the  reft. 
Here  upon  earth  were  kings,  and  none  but  we 
Can  be  fuch  kings,  nor  of  fuch  fuhjecfls  be. 
Who  is  fo  fafe  as  we  ?  where  none  can  do 
Treafon  to  us,  except  one  of  u,s  two. 
True  and  falfe  fears  let  us  refrain  : 
Let  us  love  nobly,  and  live,  and  add  again 
Years  and  years  unto  years,  till  we  attain 
To  write  threefcore;  this  is  the  fecond  of  ourreign.j 


A  VALEDICTION 

Of  my  Name  In  the  Windoiv. 

I. 

Mt  name,  cngrav'd  herein, 

,Doth  contribute  my  firmnefs  to. this  glafs. 


Whi 


POEMS,   SON 
ch  ever  fines  that  charm  hath  been 


As  hard  as  that  whxh  grav'd  it  was  : 
Thine  eye  will  give  it  price  enough  to  mock 
The  diamonds  of  either  rock. 

II. 
'Tis  much  that  glafs  fhould  be 
As  all  confefiing  and  through  ihine  as  I  : 
'Tis  more  that  it  fhews  thee  to  thee, 
And'clear  reflects  thee  to  thine  eye. 
But  all  fuch  rules  Love's  magic  can  undo; 
Here  you  fee  me  and  I  fee  you. 

in. 
As  no  one  point  nor  dafh, 
Which  are  but  acceffaries  to  this  name, 
The  fliow'rs  and  tempeils  can  outwafti, 
So  fliall  all  times  find  me  the  fame  : 
You  this  entirenefs  better  may  fulfil, 
Who  have  the  pattern  with  you  ftill. 

IV. 

Or  if  too  hard  and  deep 

This  learning  be  for  a  fcratch'd  name  to  teach. 

It  as  a  given  Death's  head  keep, 

X/Overs  mortality  to  preach, 

Or  think  this  ragged  bony  name  to  be 

My  ruinous  anatomy. 

V. 

Then  as  all  rriy  fouls  be 

Emparadis'd  in  you  (in  whom  alone 

I  underftand,  and  grow,  and  fee) 

The  rafters  of  my  body,  bone. 

Being  ftill  with  you,  the  mufclc,  finew,  and  vein. 

Which  till  this  houfe,  will  come  again. 

VI. 

Till  my  return,  repair, 
And  recompaft  my  fcatter'd  body  fo, 
As  all  the  virtuous  pov/ets  which  are 
Fix'd  in  the  ilars,  are  faid  to  flow 
Into  fuch  charadlers  as  graved  be. 
When  thofe  flars  had  fupremacy. 

VII. 

So  fmce  this  name  v/ajcut 

When  love  and  grief  their  exa'itation  had, 

No  door  'gainft  this  name's  influence  fhut ; 

As  much  more  loving  as  more  fad 

'Twill  make  thee;  and  thou  fhomldft,  till  I  return, 

Since  I  die  daily,  daily  mourn, 

VJIl. 

When  thy  inconfidcrate  hand 

Flings  ope  thi«cafemeiit,  with  my  trembling  name, 

To  look  on  one  whofe  wit  or  land 

New  battery  to  thy  heart  may  frame. 

Then  think  this  name  alive,  and  that  thou  thus 

In  it  oifcnd'ft  my  genius. 

IX. 

And  when  thy  melted  maid. 
Corrupted  by  the  lover's  gold  or  page, 
His  letter  at  thy  pillow'  hath  laid, 
Difputethou  it,  and  tame  thy  rage. 
If  thou  to  him  beginn'ft  to  thaw  for  this, 
May  my  name  ftep  inrand  hide  his. 

X. 

And  if  this  treafon  go 

To  an  overt  ad,  and  that  thou  write  a^^ain, 

In  fuperfcribing  my  name  flow 

l-ito  thy. fancy  from  the  pen, 
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So  in  forgetting  thou  rememb'reft  right. 
And  unaware  to  me  fhall  write. 

XI. 

But  glafs  and  lines  niufi:  be 

No  means  our  firm  fubftantial  love  to  keep  ; 

Near  death  infliils  this  lethargy. 

And  thus  I  murmur  in  my  fleep  : 

Impute  this  idle  talk  to  that  I  go. 

For  dying  men  talk  often  fo. 


TWICKNAM  GARfiEN, 

Blasted  with  fighs,  and  furrounded  with  tears, 

Hither  I  come  to  feek  the  fpring. 

And  at  mine  eyes,  and  at  mine  ears. 

Receive  fuch  balm  as  elfe  cures  every  thing  : 

But,  O  !  felf-traitor,  I  do  bring 

The  fpider  Love,  which  tranfubftantiates  all, 

And  can  convert  manna  to  gall ; 

And  that  this  place  may  thoronghly  be  thought 

True  Paradife,  I  have  the  ferpent  brought. 

'Twere  wholfomer  for  me  that  winter  did 

Benight  the  glory  of  this  place, 

And  that  a  grave  froft  did  forbid 

Thefe  trees  to  laugh  and  mock  me  to  my  face  : 

But  fince  I  cannot  this  difgrace 

Endure,  nor  leave  this  Garden,  Lovq,  let  me 

Some  fenfelefs  piece  of  this  place  be  ; 

Make  me  a  mandrake,  fo  I  may  grow  here, 

Or  a  flone  fountain  weeping  out  my  year. 

Hither  with  cryilal  vials,  Lovers!  come. 

And  take  my  tears,  which  are  love's  wine. 

And  try  your  miftrefs'  tears  at  home. 

For  all  are  falfe  that  tafte  not  juft  like  mine  ; 

Alas  !  hearts  do  not  in  eyes  fhine. 

Nor  can  you  more  judge  woman's  thoughts  bytears, 

Than  by  her  fliadow  what  £he  wears. 

O  perverfe  fex!  where  none  is  true  but  flie, 

Who's  therefore  true,  becaufc  her  truth  kills  me. 


VALEDICTION  TO  HIS  BOOK. 

I'll  tell  thee  now  (dear  Love)  what  thou  flialt  do 
To  anger  Deftiny,  as  ihe  doth  us; 
How  I  {hall  flay,  though  flie  eloigne  me  thus, 
And  hov/  poflcrity  ihall  know  it  too; 
How  thine  may  out-endure 
Sibyl's  glory,  and  obfcure 
Her  who  from  Pindar  could  allure. 
And  her  through  whofe  help  Lucan  is  not  lame, 
And  her  whofe  book  (they  fay)  Homer  did  find 
and  name. 

Study  our  manufcrlpts,  thofe  myriads 

Of  letters  which  paft  'twixt  thee  and  nae; 

Thence  write  our  annals,  and  in  them  will  be^ 

To  all  whom  love's  fubliming  fire  invades. 

Rule  and  example  found  : 

There  the  faith  of  any  gronnd 

No  fchifmatic  will  dare  to  wound. 
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That  fees  how  Love  this  grace  to  us  affords, 
To  make,  to  keep,  to  ufe,  to  be,  thefe  his  records. 

This  Book,  as  long  liv'd  as  the  elements, 
Or  as  the  world's  form,  this  all-graved  tomb. 
In  cipher  writ,  or  new-made  idiom  ; 
We  for  Love's  clergy  only  are  inilruments. 
When  this  Book  is  made  thus, 
Should  again  the  ravenous 
Vandals  and  Goths  invade  us, 
Learning  v/ere  fafoin  this  Our  univerfe, 
Schools  might  learn  fciences,  fpheres  mulic,  angels 
verle. 

Here  loves  divine  (fince  all  divinity 

Is  love  or  wonder)  may  find  all  they  feek, 

Wiicther  abftrafted  fpiritual  love  they  like, 

Their  fouls  exhal'd  with  what  they  do  not  fee, 

Or  loth  fo  to  am  ufe 

Faith's  infirmities,  they  choofe 

Something  which  they  may  fee  and  ufe;  [fit, 

Por  thougli  mind  be  the  heaven  where  Love  doth 

Beauty  a  convenient  type  may  be  to  figure  it. 

Here,  more  than  in  their  books,  may  lawyers  find. 

Both  by  what  titles  miftrefTes  are  ours. 

And  how  Prerogative  tliefc  ftates  devours, 

Trc;nsferr'd  from  Love  himfelf  to  womankind; 

Who,  though  from  heart  and  eyes 

Tiiey  exact  great  fubfidies, 

Forfake  him  who  on  them  relics, 

And  for  flie  caufe  honour  or  confcience  give  ; 

Chimerits  vain  as  they  or  their  prerogative. 

Here  flatefmen  (or  of  them  they  which  can  read) 

May  of  their  occupation  find  the  grounds. 

Love  and  their  art  alike  it  deadly  wounds. 

If  to  confider  what 't  is  one  proceed ; 

In  both  they  do  excel 

Who  the  prcfent  govern  well, 

Whofe  weaknefs  none  doth  or  dares  tell. 

In  this  my  Book  fuch  will  there  fomething  fee, 

As  in  the  Bible  fome  can  find  out  alchymy. 

Thus  vent  thy  thoughts  ;  abroad  I'll  ftudy  thee. 

As  he  removes  far  off  that  great  hcigtits  takes  : 

How  great  love  is  prefence  beft  trial  makes. 

But  abfence  tries  how  long  this  love  will  be. 

To  take  a  latitude 

Sun  or  (lars  are  fitlieft  view'd 

At  their  brighteil ;  but  to  conclude 

Of  longitudes,  what  other  way  have  we 

But  to  mark  when  and  where  the  dark  eclipfes  be  ? 


COMMUNITY. 

Good  we  mufi  love,  and  mull  hate  ill, 
For  ill  is  ill,  and  good  good  Hill  : 
But  there  arc  things  indifferent, 
Which  -ve  may  neither  hate  nor  love, 
But  .jne  ard  then  another  prove, 
As  we  fiiali  find  our  fancy  bent. 


If  then  at  firft  wife  nature  had 

Made  women  either  good  or  bad, 

Then  fome  we  might  hate,  and  fome  choo/b 

But  fince  fhe  did  them  fo  create. 

That  we  may  neither  love  nor  hate, 

Only  this  reils,  all  all  may  ufe. 

If  they  were  good  it  would  be  feen ;  * 

Good  is  as  vifible  as  green, 

Ai'idto  all  eyes  itfelf  betrayes  : 

If  they  were  bad  they  could  not  laft, 

Bad  doth  itfelf  and  others  wafte  ; 

So  they  deferve  nor  blame  nor  praife. 

But  they  are  ours  as  fruits  are  ours; 
He  that  but  taftes,  he  that  devours, 
And  he  that  leaves  all,  doth  as  well : 
Chang'd  love  are  but  chang'd  forts  of  meatj 
And  when  he  hath  the  kernel  ate, 
Who  doth  not  fling  away  the  fhell  ? 


LOVE'S  GROWTH. 

I  SCARCE  believe  my  love  to  be  fo  pure 

As  I  had  thought  it  was, 

Becaufe  it  doth  endure 

Vicifiitude  and  feafon  as  the  grafs. 

Methitiks  I  lied  all  winter,  when  T  fwore 

My  love  was  infinite,  if  fpringraake  't  more. 

But  if  this  medicine,  Love,  which  cures  all  forrow 

With  more,  not  only  be  no  quintcffence. 

But  mixt  of  all  ftuffs,  vexing  foul  or  fenfe. 

And  of  the  fun  his  acSive  vigour  borrow. 

Love's  not  fo  pure  an  abftraft  as  they  ufe 

To  fay,  which  have  no  mifl;ref»  but  their  Mufe  : 

But,  as  all  elfe,  being  elemented  top. 

Love  fometimes  would  contemplate,  fometimcs 

do. 

# 

And  yet  no  greater,  but  more  eminent. 
Love  by  the  fpring  is  grown ; 

As  in  the  firmament 

Stars  by  the  fun  are  not  enlarg'd,  but  iliown. 
Gentle  love-deeds,  as  bloffoms  on  a  bough, 
From  love's  av/akened  root  do  bud  out  now. 

If,  as  in  water  ftirr'd  more  circles  be 
Produc'd  by  one,  love  fuch  additions  take; 
Thofe,   like   fo  many  fpheres,  but    one  heavcQ^ 

make. 
For  they  are  all  concentric  unto  thee  ; 
And  thouT;h  each  f  prin.j;  do  add  to  love  new  heat, 
As  princes  do  in  times  of  adtion  get 
New  taxes,  and  remit  them  not  in  peace. 
No  winter  faall  abate  this  fpring's  iacreiJr. 


LOVE'S  EXCHANGE. 

Love  !  any  devil  elfe  but  you 

Would  for  a  giv'n  foul  give  fomething  too. 


POEMS,    SON 

At  court  your  fellows  every  clay 

Give  th'  art  of  rhyming,  huntmanfhip,or  play, 

For  them,  which  were  tlieir  own  before  ; 

Only  I've  nothing  which  gave  more, 

13ut  am,  alas !  by  being  lowly  lower. 

I  afk  no  difpenfation  now 

I'o  falfify  a  tear,  a  figh,  a  vow; 

I  do  not  fue  from  thee  to  draw 

A  Non  ahjiante  on  Mcttiue's  law; 

Thefe  are  prerogatives:  tliey  injiere 

In  the'i  and  thine;  none  iliould  forfwear, 

Except  that  he  Love's  minicn  were. 

Give  me  thy  weakncfs,  make  me  blind 

Botl^ways,  as  thou  and  thine,  in  eyes  and  mind  : 

Lov^Pfct  ir.e  never  know  that  this 

Is  love,  or  that  Lve  childifh  is  : 

Let  me  not  know  that  others  know 

That  fhe  knows  my  pains,  left  that  fo 

A  tender  fnaine  make  me  mine  own  new  woe. 

If  thou  give  nothing,  yet  thou'rt  juft, 

JBecaufe  1  would  not  thy  firil  motions  truft. 

Small  towns  which  flatid  ftiff,  till  great  lliot 

Enforce  them,  by  war's  law  coriditioa  not. 

Such  in  love's  warfare  is  my  cafe, 

I  may  not  article  for  grace. 

Having  put  Love  at  iaft  to  fliew  this  face. 

This  face,  by  which  he  could  command 

And  change  th'  idolatry  of  any  land  ; 

This  face,  which,  v/herefoe'er  it  comes. 

Can  call  vow'd  men  from    cloifters,   dead  from 

tombs, 
Aqd  melt  both  poles  at  once,  and  ftore 
Defcrts  with  cities,  and  make  more 
Alines  in  the  earth  than  quarries  were  before. 

For  this  love  is  enrag'd  with  me, 

Yet  kills  not.     If  I  mull  example  be 

To  future  rebels ;  if  th'  unborn 

Jvluft  learn,  by  my  being  cut  up  and  torn, 

Kill  and  diffed;  me,  Love  !  for  this 

Torture  againft  thine  own  end  is  : 

Rackt  carcalTes  niake  ill  anatomies. 


G  S,    S  O  N  N  E  T  S.  3B 

Whoe'er  rigg'd  fair  fliips  to  He  in  harbours, 

And  not  to  feek  lands,  or  not  to  deal  with  all  \ 

Or  build  fair  houfes,  fet  trees  and  arbours. 

Only  to  lock  up,  or  elfe  to  let  them  fall.; 

Goo'd.  is  not  good  unlefs  > 

A  thoufand  it  poffefs. 

But  doth  wafte  wth  greedinefs. 


CONFINED  LOVE. 

Some  man,  unworthy  to  be  pofTelTor 

Of  old  or  new  love,  himfelf  being  falfe  or  weak, 

Thought  his  pain  and  fhame  would  be  leffer 

If  on  womankind  he  might  his  anger  wreak, 

And  thence  a  law  did  grov/, 

One  might  but  one  man  know  ; 

But  are  other  creatures  fo  ? 

Are  fun,  moon,  or  liars,  by  law  forbidden 

To  fmile  where  they  lift,  or  lend  away  their  light  ? 

Are  birds  divorc'd,  or  are  they  chidden 

Vt  they  leave  th.eir  mate,  or  lie  abroad  all  night? 

Beafts  do  no  jointures  lofe 

Though  they  new  lovers  choofe ; 

?ut  \YC  are  made  worfe  than  thgfc, 
t   i-.t 


THE  DREAM. 

Dear  Love  I  for  nothing  lefs  than  thee 
Would  I  have  broke  this  happy  Dream  : 
It  was  a  theme 

For  reafon,  much  too  flrong  for  phantafy, 
Therefore  thou  wak'dft  nie  wifely ;  yet 
My  Dream  thou  brok'ft  not,  but  continueft  it. 
1  hou  art  fo  true,  that  thoughts  of  thee  fufBce 
To  make  Dreams  truths,  and  fables  hiflcjries. 
Enter  tiiefe  arms;  for  fince  thou  thought'll  it  beft 
Not  to  dream  all  my  dream,  let's  aiS  the  refi. 

As  lightning  or  a  taper's  light, 

Thine  eyes,  and  not  thy  noife,  wak'd  me; 

Yet  I  thought  thee 

(^For  tiiou  lov'ft  truth)  an  angel  at  firfl  fight ; 

But  when  I  faw  thou  faw'il  my  heart. 

And  knew'ft  my  thoughts  beyund  an  angel's  art, 

When  thou   knew'ft  what  I  dreamt,   then   thou 

kncwTt  when 
Excels  of  joy  would  wake  me,  and  cam'ft  then, 
i  mud  coniefs  it  could  not  choofe  but  be 
Profane  to  thmk  thee  any  thing  but  thee. 

Coming  and  flaying  fhew  d  thee  thee, 

But  rif;ng  makes  me  doubt  that  now 

Thou  art  not  th(ju. 

That  love  is  weak  where  fear's  ftrong  as  he: 

'Tih  not  all  fpirit,  pure  and  brave, 

If  mixture  it  of  fear,  fliame,  honour,  have. 

Perchance  as  torches,  which  mufl  ready  be, 

Men  light  and  put  out,  fo  thou  dcal'll  with  me  ; 

Thou  cam'il  to  kindle,  goefl  to  come  :  then  I 

Will  dream  that  hope  again,  but  elfc  would  die. 


A  VALEDICTION  OF  WEEPING. 

Let  me  pour  forth 

My  tears  before  thy  face  whilll  I  {lay  here, 
For  thy  face  coins  them,  and  thy  flsmp  they  bear ; 
And  by  this  mintage  they  are  Ibmething  worth, 
Fcr  thus  they  be 
Pregnant  of  thee  : 

Fruits  of  much  grief  they  are,  emblems  of  more. 
When  a  tear  falls,  that  thou  fall'll,  which  it  bore; 
So  thoa  and  1  are  nothing  then  when  on  a  di- 
verfe  fhore. 

On  a  round  ball 

A  workman,  that  hath  copies  by,  can  lay 

An  Europe,  Afric,  a.nd  an  Afia, 

And  auickly  rncike  that  whlc]j  was  nothing  all : 


THE    WORKS    OF    tiONNE. 


So  doth  each  tear 
Which  thee  doth  wear 

A  globe,  yea,  world,  by  that  imprefllon  ^row. 
Till  thy  tears  mixt  with  thine  do  overflow 
This  world,  by  waters  fent  from  thee,  my  heav'n 
diffolved  fo. 

O  more  than  moon, 

Draw  not  up  feas  to  drown  me  in  thy  fphere  ; 
Weep  me  not  dead  in  thine  arms, but  forbear 
To  teach  the  fea  what  it  may  do  too  foon  : 
Let  not  the  wind 
Example  find 

To  do  mc  more  harm  than  it  purpofeth  : 
Since  thou  and  I  figh  one  another's  breath. 
Whoe'er    fighs    moft   is  cruelefl;,  and  haftes  the 
other's  death. 


LOVE'S  ALCHYMY. 

Some  that  have  deeper  digg'd  Love's  mine  than  T, 

Gay  where  his  centric  happinefs  doth  lie  : 

I've  lov'^,  and  got,  and  told. 

But  fhould  1  love,  get,  tell,  till  I  were  old, 

1  fliould  not  find  that  hidden  myflery  : 

Oh !  't  is  impofture  all : 

And  as  no  cheniic  yet  th'  elixir  got, 

But  glorifies  his  pregnant  pot. 

If  by  the  way  to  him  befal 

Some  odoriferous  tiling,  or  medicinal. 

So  lovers  dream  a  rich  and  long  delight. 

But  get  a  wiuter-feeming  fumtner's  night. 

Our  eafe,  our  thrift,  our  honour,  and  our  day, 

Shall  we  for  this  vain  bubble's  fhadow  pay  ? 

Ends  love  in  this,  that  my  man 

Can  be  as  happy  as  I  can  ?  If  he  can 

Endure  the  fliort  fcom  of  a  bridegroom's  play, 

That  loving  wretc'nthat  fwears 

'Tis  not  the  bodies  marry,  but  the  minds. 

Which  he  in  her  angelic  finds. 

Would  fwear  asjuflly  that  he  hears. 

In  that  day's  rude  hoarfe  minftrelfey  the  fpheres. 

Hope  not  for  mind  in  women ;  at  their  beft 

Sweetnefs  and  wit  they're  but  mummy  poffefl. 


THE  CURSE. 

Whoever  gueffes,  thinks,  or  dreams,  he  knows 
Who  is  my  mifyefs,  whither  by  this  Curfe  ; 
Hmi  only  for  his  purfe 
May  fome  dull  whore  to  love  difpofe. 
And  then  yield  unto  all  that  are  hk  foes  ; 
May  he  be  fcorn'd  by  one  whom  all  elfe  fcorn, 
Eorfwear  to  others  what  to  her  he  'hath  fworn, 
With  fear  jof  mifTing,  fhame  of  getting,  torn. 

Madnefshis  forrow,  gout  his  cramp,  may  he 
Make,   by  but  thinking  who   hath  made  them 

fuch ; 
And  may  he  feel  no  touch 
Of  confidence,  but  of  fame,  and  hi. 


Anguifh'd,  not  that 't  wat  fin,  but  that 't  vfas  (he  : 
Or  may  he  for  her  virtue  reverence 
One  that  hates  him  only  for  impotence. 
And  equal  traitors  be  fhc  and  his  fenfe. 

May  he  dream  treafon,  and  believe  that  he 

Meant  to  perform  it,  and  confefs  and  die, 

And  no  record  tell  why  : 

His  fun-,  which  none  of  his  may  be. 

Inherit  nothing  but  his  infamy  : 

Or  may  he  fo  long  parafites  have  fed. 

That  he  would  fain  be  theirs  whom  he  hath  bred. 

And  at  the  lall  be  circumcis'd  for  bread. 

The  venom  of  all  flepdamcs,  gamefler's  gall. 
What  tyrants  and  their  fubjeds  intefwilh,^ 
What  planti,  mine,  bealls.  fowl,  filh,  ^jJP 

Can  contribute,  all  ill  which  all 
Prophets  or  poets  fpake  ;  and  all  which  fliall 
Be'  annexed  infchedules  unto  this  by  me 
Fall  on  that  man  ;  for  if  it  be  a  flie, 
Nature  before-hand  hath  out-curfcd  me. 


THE  MESSAGE. 

Send  home  my  long-ftray'd  eyes  to  me, 

Which,  oh!   too  long  have  dwelt  on  thee 

But  if  they  there  have  learn'd  fuch  ill, 

Such  forc'd  fafhions 

And  falfe  paffions, 

That  they  be 

Made  by  thee 

Fit  for  n-o  good  light,  keep  them  flill. 

Send  home  my  harmlefs  heart  again. 

Which  no  unworthy  thought  could  ib.in  : 

But  if  it  he  taught  by  thine 

To  make  jeflings 

Of  proteftings. 

And  break  both 

Word  and  oath, 

Keep  it  fcill,  't  is  none  of  mine. 

Yet  fend  me  back  my  heart  and  ey:s. 

That  I  may  know  and  fee  thy  lies. 

And  may  laugh  and  joy  when  thou 

Art  in  anguifhj 

And  doft  languifli 

For  fome  one 

That  will  none. 

Or  prove  as  falfe  as  thou  dofi  now. 


A  NOCTURNAL 

U/MH  S.  Lucid's  day,  being  ihejhoriejl  day. 

'Tis  the  year's  midnight,  and  it  is  the  day's, 
Lucie's,  who  fcarce  feven  hours  herfelf  unmaiks. 
The  fun  is  fpent,  and  now  his  flafks 
Send  forth  light  fcjuibs,  no  conftant  raysj 


POEMS,  SONGS,  SONNETS. 


The  world's  whole  fap  is  funk  : 

The   general    balm   th'    hydroptic    earth    hath 

drunk. 
Whither,  as  to  the  bed's-feet,  life  is  (hrunk. 
Dead  and  interr'd;  yet  all  thefe  feem  to  laugh, 
Compar'd  with  rae,  who  am  their  epitaph. 

Study  me  then,  you  who  Ihall  lovers  be 

At  the  next  world,  that  is,  at  the  next  fpring  ; 

For  I  am  a  very  dead  thing. 

In  whom  love  wrought  new  alchymy ; 

For  his  art  did  exprefs 

A  quintefience  even  from  nothingnefs. 

From  dull  privations  and  lean  emptinefs; 

He  ruin'd  me,  and  I  am  re-begot 

Of  abfence,  darknefs,  death ;  things  which  are  not. 

All  others  from  all  things  draw  all  that's  good, 

Life,  foul,  form,  fpirit,  whence  they  being  have; 

I,  by  Love's  limbec,  am  the  grave 

Of  all,  that's  nothing.     Oft'  a  flood 

Have  we  two  wept,  andfo 

Brown'd  the  whole  world,  us  twe ;  oft  did  We 

grow       ' 
To  be  two  chaofes,  when  he  did  Ihow 
Care  to  ought  elfe;  and  often  abfenccs 
Withdrew  our  fouls,  and  made  us  carcafes. 

But  I  am  by  her  death  (which  word  wrongs  her) 

Of  the  firft  nothing  the  elixir  grown  ; 

Were  I  a  man,  that  I  were  one 

I  needs  mull  know,  I  lliould  prefer, 

If  I  were  any  beaft. 

Some  ends,  fome  means ;  yea  plants,  yea  ftones, 

deteft. 
And  love,  all,  all  fome  properties  inveft. 
If  I  an  ordinary  nothing  were. 
As  ihadow,  a  light  and  body  muft  be  here. 

But  1  am  none  :  nor  will  my  fun  renew. 
You  lovers,  for  whofe  fake  the  ieffer  fun 
At  this  time  to  the  Goat  is  rua 
To  f(^tch  new  lirit,  and  give  it  you, 
Enjoy  your  fummer  all. 
Since  ftie  enjoys  her  long  night's  feiflival : 
Let  me  prepare  towards  her,  and  let  me  call 
This  hour  her  Vigil  and  her  Eve,  fince  this 
Both  the  year's  and  the  day's  deep  midnight  is. 


WITCHCRAFT  BY  A  PICTUP,.E. 

I  FIX  mine  eye  on  thine,  and  there. 

Pity  my  Pidture  burning  in  thine  eye. 

My  PicSurc  drovvn'd  in  a  tranfparent  tear. 

When  1  look  lower,  I  efpy. 

Hadfl;  thou  the  wicked  ildll, 

By  Pitflures  made  and  marr'd  to  kill. 

How  many  ways  might'il  thou  perform  thy  will 

But  now  I've  drunk  thy  fweet  fait  tears, 
And  though  thou  pour  more  I'll  depart ; 
My  PiiSure  vaniflicd,  vanifh  all  fears 
That  I  can  be  enduniag'd  by  that  art« 
Vol.  IV, 


Though  thou  retain  of  me 

One  Pidture  more,  yet  that  will  be. 

Being  in  thine  own  heart,  from  all  malice  free. 


The  BAIT, 

Come,  live  with  me,  and  be  my  love. 
And  we  will  fome  new  pleafures  prove 
Of  golden  fandsand  cryilal  brooks. 
With  filken  lines  and  filver  hooks. 

There  will  the  river  whifp'ring  run, 
Warm'd  by  thine  eyes  niore  than  the  fun* 
And  there  th'  enamour'd  fiih  will  play, 
Begging  themfelves  they  may  betray. 

When  thou  wilt  fwim  in  that  live  bath, 
Each  fifh,  which  every  channel  hath. 
Will  amoroufly  to  thee  fwim. 
Gladder  to  catch  thee  than  thou  him. 

If  thou  to  be  fo  feen  art  loth 
By  fun  or  moon,  thou  dark'neft  both ; 
And  if  myfelf  have  leave  to  fee, 
I  need  not  there  light,  having  thee. 

Let  others  freeze  with  angling  reeds, 
And  cut  their  legs  with  Iheils  and  weeds. 
Or  treacherouily  poor  fiili  bef^t 
With  ftrangling  fnare  or  Vi^inding  net  : 

Let  coarfe  bold  hands  from  flimy  nefl: 
The  bedded  filh  in  banks  out-wrefc, 
Or  curious  traitors  fleave  filk  flies, 
Bev/itch  poor  fiflies'  Wand'ring  eyes : 

For  thee,  thou  need'fl  no  fuch  deceitj 
For  thou  thyfelf  art  thine  own  Bait ; 
That  fiih  that  is  not  caich'd  thereby, 
Alas !  is  v/ifer  far  than  I. 


THE  APPARITION.  .        .      « 

When  by  thy  fcdrn,  O,  Murd'refs !  I  am  deadj 

And  thou  {halt  think  thee  free  . 

Of  all  folicitation  from  me. 

Then  fliali  niy  ghofl:  come  to  thy  bed, 

And  thee,  feign'd  ycflal,  in  worfe  arnK  fliall  fecj 

Then  thy  fic'k  taper  will  begin  to  r.ink, 

And  he,  whofe  thou  art,  being  tir'd  befdre. 

Will,  if  thou  flir,  or  pinch  to  v/ake  hirri,  thint 

Thoa  caii'fl-  for  more,  . 

And  in  a  faife  fleep  even  from  thee  fhrlnk. 

And  then,  poof  afpin  wretch  !  negleAed,  thoM; 

Eath'd  in  a  cold  quickfilver  fweat,  wilt  lie, 

A  veryer  ghofl  thaii  (. 

What  I  will  fay  Iwill  not  tell  thee  now,      ._^ 

I-ell  that  preferve  thee ;  and  fmce  my  love  Is  fpen* 

I'd  rather  thou  ihouldfl  painfully  repeiit 

Than  by  my  thrsat'r.ingsrclt  Itill  innocent, 

-•";,■■■■   q  ■■.    ■ 
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THE  BROKEN  HEART. 


He  is  ftarktnad  whoever  fays 

That  he  hath  been  in  love  an  hour ; 

Yet  not  that  love  fo  foon  deciys, 

But  that  it  can  ten  in  lefs  fpace  devour. 

Who  will  believe  me  if  I  fwear 

That  I  have  had  the  plague  a  year  ? 

Who  would  not  laugh  at  me,  if  I  fliould  fay 

I  faw  a  flafh  of  powder  burn  a  day  ? 

Ah  !  what  a  trifle  is  a  heart 

If  once  into  love's  hands  it  come  ? 

All  other  griefs  allow  a  part 

To  other  griefs,  and  alk  themfelves  but  feme  : 

They  come  to  us,  but  us  love  draws, 

He  fwallows  us  and  never  chaws  : 

By  him,  as  by  chain'd  fliot,  whole  ranks  do  die ; 

He  is  the  tyrant  pike,  and  we  the  fry. 

If  'twere  not  fo,  what  did  become 

Of  my  heart  when  1  firft  faw  thee  ? 

I  brought  a  heart  into  the  room, 

But  from  the  room  1  carried  none  with  me  : 

If  it  had  gone  to  thee  I  knoW 

Mine  would  have  taught  thine  heart  to  fliow 

More  pity  unto  me  ;  but  love,  alas ! 

At  one  firft  blow  did  fhiver  it  as  glafs. 

Yet  nothing  can  to  nothing  fa;ll, 

Nor  any  plaice  be  empty  quite. 

Therefore  I  think  my  breaft  hath  all 

Thofc  pieces  ftill,  though  they  do  not  unite  : 

And  now  as  broken  glaffes  fhow 

A  hundred  leiTer  faces,  fo 

My  rags  of  heart  can  like,  wifh,  and  adore, 

But  after  one  fuch  love  can  luve  no  more. 


A  VALEDICTION, 

Forbidding  Mourning, 

As  virtuous  men  pafs  mildly  away, 
And  whifper  to  their  fouls  to  go, 
Whilft  fome  of  their  fad  friends  do  fay 
Now  his  breath  goes,  and  fome  fay  No  : 

So  let  us  melt,  and  make  no  noife, 
No*  tear-floods  nor  figh-tempefts  move, 
'Twere  profanation  of  our  joys 
To  tell  the  laity  our  love. 

Moving  of  th'  earth  brings  harms  and  fears, 
Men  rtckon  what  it  did  and  meant ; 
But  trepidation  of  the  fpheres, 
'J  hough  greater  far,  is  innocent. 

Dull  fublunary  lovers  love 
(Whofe  foul  is  fenfc)  cannot  admit 
Of  abfence,  'caufe  it  doth  remove 
The  tjjing  which  elemented  it. 


But  we  by  a  love  fo  far  refin'd. 
That  ourfclves  know  not  what  it  i3, 
Inter-aflured  of  the  mind, 
Carelefs  eyes,  lips,  and  hands,  to  mifs, 

Our  two  fouls  therefore,  which  are  one^ 
Though  I  muft  go,  endure  not  yet 
A  breach,  but  an  expanfion, 
Like  gold  to  airy  thinnefs  beat. 

If  they  be  two,  they  are  two  fo 
As  fliif  twin  compaffes  are  two; 
Thy  foul,  the  fixt  foot,  makes  no  fhoW 
To  move,  but  doth  if  th'  other  do. 

And  though  it  in  the  center  fit, 
Yet  when  the  other  far  doth  roam, 
It  leans  and  hearkens  after  it, 
And  grows  eredl  as  that  comes  home. 

Such  wilt  thou  be  to  me  who  muft, 
Like  th'  other  foot,  obliquely  run  : 
Thy  firmnefs  makes  my  circle  juft, 
And  makes  me  end  where  I  besun. 


THE  ECSTASY. 

Where,  like  a  pillow  on  abed, 
A  pregnant  bank  fwell'd  up,  to  reft 
The  violet's  declining  head, 
Sat  v.'e  on  one  another's  breaft. 

Our  hands  were  firmly  cemented 
By  a  faft  balm,  which  thence  did  fpf  ing,' 
Our  eye-beams  twifted,  and  did  thread 
Our  eyes  tlpon  one  double  ftrirg: 

So  to  engraft  our  hands  as  yet 
Was  all  the  means  to  make  us  one. 
And  picftures  in  our  eyes  to  get 
Was  all  our  propagation. 

As  'twixt  two  equal  armies  fate 
Sufpends  uncertain  vitlory, 
Our  fouls  (which,  to  advance  our  ftate. 
Were  gone  out)  hung  'twixt  her  and  me  ; 

And,  whilft  our  fouls  negociate  there, 
We  like  fepulchral  ftatues  lay. 
All  day  the  fame  our  poftures  were, 
And  wc  faid  nothing  all  the  day, 

If  any  fo  by  love  refin'd 
That  he  fouls'  language  underftood, 
And  by  good  love  were  grown  all  mind. 
Within  convenient  diftauce  ftood. 

He  (though  he  knew  not  which  foul  fpalte; 
Becaufeboth  meant,  both  fpahe,the  fame) 
Might  thence  a  new  concotflion  take. 
And  part  far  purer  than  he  came. 

ThisEcftafy  doth  unperplex 

(We  faid)  and  ull  us  what  we  love  j 


tV'e  lee  hj  this  it  was  not  fex, 

We  fee,  we  faw  hot  what  did  move  : 
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But  fince  this  pod  prodiicM  a  deftsny. 
And  that  vice  nature  cuftom  lets  it  be, 
I  muft  love  her  that  loves  not  me  : 
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But  as  all  feveral  fouls  contain 
Mixture  of  things  they  know  not  what, 
Love  thefe  mixt  fouls  doth  mix  again, 
And  makes  both  one,  each  this  and  that, 

A  fingle  violet  tranfplant, 
The  ftrength,  the  colour,  and  the  fize, 
(All  which  before  was  poor  and  fcant) 
Redouble  ilill  and  multiplies. 

When  love  with  one  another  fo 
Inter-animates  two  fouls. 
That  abler  foul,  which  thence  doth  flow, 
Defedis  of  lovelinefs  controuls. 

We  then,  who  are  this  new  foul,  know 
Of  what  we  are  compos'd  and  made; 
For  the  atoms,  of  which  v/e  grow, 
Are  foul,  v/hom  no  change  can  invadco 

But,  O,  alas  !  fo  long,  fo  far, 
Our  bodies  v,-hy  do  we  forbear  ? 
They  are  ours,  though  not  we ;  we  are 
Th'  intelligencies,  they  the  fpheres. 

We  owe  them  thanks,  becaufe  they  thus 
Did  us  to  ITS  at  firft  convey. 
Yielded  their  fonfe's  force  to  us. 
Nor  are  drofs  t  j  us,  but  allay. 

On  man  heaven's  influence  works  not  10; 
But  that  it  firft  imprints  the  air; 
For  foul  into  the  foul  may  flow, 
Though  it  to  body  Srfl  repair. 

As  our  blood  .'abours  to  beget 

Spirits  as  like  fouls  as  it  can, 

Becaufe  fuch  fingers  need  to  knit 

That  fiibtilc  knot  which  makes  U3  man  i 

£0  mtift  pure  lovers'  fouls  defcend 
T'  affeiftions  and  to  faculties. 
Which  fenfe  may  reach  and  apprehend, 
Elfe  a  great  prince  in  prifon  lies. 

T'  our  bodies  turn  we  then,  and  fo 
Weak  men  on  love  reveal'd  may  look  ; 
Ivove's  myfteries  in  fouls  do  grow, 
But  yet  the  body  is  the  book  : 

Arid  if  fonie  lover,  fuch  as  we. 

Have  heard  this  dialogue  of  one, 

J,et  him  ftill  mark  us,  he  (hall  fee 

Small  change  whsn  we're  to  bodies  grown. 


LOVE'S  DEITY. 

I  i.oiJG  to  talk  with  fome  old  lover's  ghoft, 
Who  dy'd  before  the  god  of  love  was  born  : 
1  cannot  think  that  he,  who  then  lov'd  moft, 
Si'sk  fu  ,'ov,'  33  to  loy.  on;  which  did  fccrn  : 


Sure  they  which  made  him  god  meant  not  fot 

much, 
Nor  he  in  his  young  godhead  pracSlis'd  it. 
But  when  an  even  flame  two  hearts  did  toiJch, 
His  office  wafi  indulgently  to  fit 
Adlives  to  pailives;  correfpondency 
Only  his  fubjefi  was;  it  cannot  be 
Love,  till  I  love  her  that  loves  me. 

But  every  modern  god  will  now  extend 
His  vaft  prerogative  as  far  as  jove, 
To  rage,  to  luft,  to  write  to,  to  commend) 
All  is  the  purleau  of  the  god  of  love. 
Oh  !  v/ere  we  waken'd  by  this  tyranny 
T'  ungod  this  child  again,  it  could  not  be 
1  fhould  love  her  who  loves  not  me. 

Rebel  and  Atheift  too,  why  mnrmur  I, 
As  though  I  felt  the  -vVorft  that  love  coidd  do  ? 
Love  may  make  me  lea«e  loving,  or  might  try 
A  deeper  plague,  to  make  her  love  me  too. 
Which,  fince  {he  loves  before,  I'm  loth  to  fee 
Falfehood  is  worfe  than  hate ;  and  that  mufl  ht. 
If  fae  whom  I  love  fhould  love  nie» 


LOVE'S  DIET. 

To  what  a  cumberfome  unwieldinefs 

And  burdenous  corpulence  my  love  had  grown! 

But  that  I  did,  to  make  it  lefs. 

And  keep  it  in  proportion, 

Give  it  a  diet,  made  it  feed  upon 

That  which  love  ^voill  endures,  difcretior.^ 

Above  one  figh  a  day  I  allow'd  him  not. 

Of  which  my  fortune  and  my  faults  had  part  j 

And  if  f  mctimes  by  ftealthhe  got 

A  flie  figh  from  my  miftrefs'  heart, 

And  thought  to  feail  en  that,  I  let  him  fee 

'  Fwas  neither  very  found  nor  meant  to  me. 

If  he  wrung  from  me  a  tear,  I  brxn'd  it  fo 
With  fcorn  or  ihame, that  him  it  iiourifli'd  not; 
If  he  fuck'd  her's  I  let  him  know 
'Twas  not  a  tear  whicli  he  had  got. 
His  drink  was  counterfeit,  as  was  his  riieat ; 
Her  eyes,  which  row!  t'wards  all,  weep  not,  bus 
i'weat. 

Whatever  he  would  didate,  I  writ  that, 

But  burnt  my  ktters'which  fhe  writ  to  me  i 

And  if  that  favour  made  him  fat, 

I  laid,  If  any  title  be 

Convey'd  by  this,  ah  !  what  doth  it  avail 

To  be  the  fortieth  man  in  an  entail  j 

Thus  I  reclaim'd  my  buzzard  love,  to  fly 

At  what,  and  when,  and  how,  andwhere,  Ichofej 

c  ij 
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Now  negligent  of  fport  I  lie, 

And  now,  as  other  I'-ilt'ners  ufe, 

I  fpring  a  miftrcfs,  fwear,  write,  figh.and  weep, 

And  the  game  kill'd,  or  loft,  go  calk  or  flcep. 


THE  WILL. 

IBefore  I  figh  my  laft  gafp,  let  me  breathe 
Great  love  !  Ibme  legacies,  I  here  bequathe 
Mine  eyes  to  Argus,  if  mine  eyes  can  fee  ; 
If  tlicy  be  blind,  then,  1-ove  1  1  give  them  thee  ; 
My  tongue  to  Fame !  t'  ambaffadors  mine  ears  ; 
To  women,  or  the  fea,  my  tears. 
Thou  Love  :  hafl  taught  me  heretofore. 
By  making  me  love  her  who  had  twenty  more. 
That  1  fliould  give  to  none  but  fuch  as  had  too 
much  before. 

3VIy  conflancy  I  to  the  planets  give  ; 

My  truth  to  them  who  at  the  coUi  t  do  live ; 

Mine  ingenuity  and  openneis 

To  Jefuits  ;  to  buffons  my  penfivenefs ; 

My  filence  t'  any  who  abroad  have  been ; 

My  money  to  a  capuchin. 

Thou,  Love  :  taught'fl  me,  by  appointing  me 

To  love  there  where  no  love  receiv'd  can  be» 

Only  to  give  to  fuch  as  have  no  good  capacity. 

My  faith  I  give  to  Roman  Catholics; 
All  my  good  works  unto  the  fchifaiatics 
Of  Amfterdam ;  my  bed  civility 
And  courtftiip  to  an  univerfity  : 
My  modefty  I  give  to  foldiers  bare ; 
My  patience  let  gamefter's  fiiare. 
Thou,  Love  '.  taught'ft  me,  by  making  me 
Love  her  that  holds  my  love  difparity. 
Only  to  give  to  thofe  that  count  my  gifts  indig- 
nity. 

1  give  my  reputation  to  thofc 
"Which  were  my  friends ;  mine  induflry  to  foes : 
To  fchoolmen  1  bequeath  my  doubifulnefs; 
My  ficknefs  to  phyiicians  or  excefs ; 
To  nature  all  that  I  in  rhyme  have  writ; 
And  to  my  company  my  wit. 
Thou,  Love  !  by  making  me  adore 
Her  who  begot  this  love  in  me  before, 
Taught'ft  me  to  make,  as  though  I  gave,  when  I 
do  but  reftore. 

To  Tiim  for  whom  the  pafTing-bell  next  tolls 
I  give  myphyfic  books;  my  written  rolls 
Of  moral  counfels  I  to  bedlam  give; 
My  brazen  medals  unto  them  which  live 
In  waiit  of  bread  ;  to  them  which  pafs  among 
All  foreigners  mine  Englifh  tongue. 
Thou,  I<ove  !  by  making  me  love  one 
Who  thinks  her  fricndfliip  a  fit  portion 
Tor  younger  lovers,  dvil  my  gifts  thtis  difpropor- 
tion. 

»'Therefore  I'll  give  no  more,  but  I'll  undo 
The  world  bj'  dying ;  becaufc  love  dies  too. 


Then  all  your  beauties  will  be  no  more  worth 
Than  gold  in  mines,  where  none  doth  draw  it 

forth ; 
And  all  your  giaces  no  more  ufe  fhall  have 
Then  a  fun-dial  in  a  grave. 
Thou,  Love  !  taught'ft  me,  by  making  me 
Love  her  who  doth  negkii  both  me  and  thee, 
T'  invent  and  pradlife  this  one  way  t'  annihilate 

ail  three. 


THE  FUNERAL. 

Whoever  comes  to  ftiroud  me,  do  not  harm  \ 

Nor  queftioii  much  / 

That  fubtle  wreath  of  hair  about  mine  arm  : 

The  myllery,  the  fign,  you  muft  not  touch. 

For  't  is  my  outward  foul. 

Viceroy  to  that  which  unco  heav'n  being  gone, 

Will  leave  this  to  controul, 

And  keep  thefe  limbs,  her  provinces,  from  diffolu- 

tion. 
For  if  the  finewy  thread  my  biain  lets  fall 
Through  every  pare 

Can  tic  thofe  parts,  and  make  me  one  of  all, 
Thofe  hairs,  which  upward  grow,  and  ftrength 

and  art 
Have  from  a  better  brain, 
Can  better  do't ;   except  flie  meant  that  I 
By  this  fliould  know  my  pain, 
As  prifjners  then  are  manacled  when  they're  con- 

dcmn'd  to  die. 

Whate'er  flie  meant  by't,  bury  it  with  me  j 
For  fince  I  am 

Love's  martyr,  it  might  breed  idolatry, 
If  into  other  hands  thefe  relics  came. 
As  'twas  humihty 

T'  afford  to  it  all  that  a  foul  can  do. 
So  't  i'-  fome  bravery. 

That  lince  you  would  have  none  of  me  I  bury 
fome  of  you. 


THE  BLOSSOM. 

Little  think'ft  thou,  poor  Flow'r ! 

Whom  I  have  watch'd  fix  or  leven  days, 

Andfeen  thy  birth,  and  fccn  what  every  hour 

Gave  to  thy  growth,  thee  to  this  height  to  raife, 

And  now  doll  laugh  and  triumph  on  this  bou^jh'; 

Little  think'ft  thou 

That  it  will  freeze  anon,  and  that  I  fliall 

To-morrow  find  thee  fairn,or  not  at  ail. 

Little  think'ft  thou,  (poor  heart ! 

That  laboureft  yet  to  ueftlc  thee. 

And  think'ft  by  hovering  here  to  get  a  part 

In  a  forbidden  or  forbidding  tree, 

And  hop'ft  her  ftitfnefs  by  long  liege  to  bow)  ; 

Little  think'ft  thou 

That  thou  to-morrow,  ere  the  fun  doth  wake, 

A'iull  with  this  fun  and  nie  a  journey  take. 


POE  MS,    so  N 

But  thou,  which  lov'fl:  to  be 

Subtle  to  plague  thyfelf,  will  fay, 

Alas !  if  you  muft  go,  what's  that  to  me  ? 

Here  lies  my  bus'nefs,  and  here  I  will  flay  : 

You  go  to  friend?,  whofe  love  and  means  prefent 

Various  content 

To  your  eyes,  ears,  and  tafle,  and  ev'ry  part ; 

If  then  your  body  go,  what  need  your  heart  ? 

Well,  then  (lay  here;  hut  know, 

When  thou  hafl  fbaid  and  done  thy  mod, 

A  naked  thinking  heart,  that  makes  no  fliow, 

l<i  to  a  woman  but  a  kind  of  glioft. 

How  fhall  (he  know  my  heart  ?  or,  having  none, 

Know  thee  for  one  ? 

Pradice  may  make  her  know  fome  other  part, 

But  take  my  word  fhe  dpth  not  know  a  heart. 

Meet  me  at  London,  then. 

Twenty  days  hence,  and  thou  fhalt  fee 

Me  frefher  and  mere  fat,  by  being  with  men, 

Than  if  ]  had  flaid  ftill  with  her  and  thee. 

For  God's  fake  [   if  you  can,  be  you  fo  too  : 

1  will  give  you 

There  to  another  friend,  whom  we  fhall  find 

As  glad  to  have  my  body  as  my  mind. 


THE  PRIMROSE, 

BEING  AT  MOUNTGOMERY  CASTIE. 

Upon  the  mi  on  ivhicl  it  ujituatc. 

Upon  this  Primrofe  hill 

(Where,  if  Heav'n  would  diftill 

A  fhowcr  of  rain,  each  fcveral  drop  might  go 

To  his  own  Primrofe,  and  grow  manra  fo  ; 

And  where  their  form  and  their  infinity 

Make  a  terreftrial  Galaxy, 

As  the  fmall  flars  do  in  the  fsy) 

1  walk  to  find  a  true  love,  and  I  fee 

That  't  is  not  a  mere  woman  that  is  flie, 

But  mufi;  or  more  or  lefs  than  woman  be. 

Yet  know  I  not  which  f.ower 

1  vi'ifli,  a  f;x  or  four  : 

For  fliould  my  true-love  lefs  than  woman  he, 

She  were  fcarce  any  thing ;  and  then,  fhonld  fiie 

Be  more  than  woman,  fne  would  get  above 

All  thought  of  fex,  and  think  to  move 

Aiy  heart  to  fludy  her,  and  not  to  love  : 

Boih  thefe  were  monflers.     Since  there  mufl  re- 

fide 
Falfchood  in  woman,  I  could  more  abide 
She  were  by  Art  than  Nature  falfify'd. 

Live,  Primrofe  !  then,  and  thrive 

With  thy  true  number  five; 

And  women,  whom  this  flower  doth  reprefent, 

With  this  myfterioiis  ntvmber  be  content. 

Ten  is  the  fartheft  number  ;  if  half  ten 

Belongs  unto  each  woman,  then 

^^jcli  womar:  may  take  half  us  men  ; 
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Or  if  this  will  not  ferrc  their  tnrn,  ^mct  all 
Numbers  are  odd  or  even,  hnce  they  fall 
Firfl  into  five,  women  may  take  us  all. 


THE  RELIC. 

When  my  grave  is  broke  up  again, 

Some  fecond  guefl  to  entertain, 

(For  graves  have  learn'd  that  woman-head 

To  be  to  more  than  one  a-bed) 

And  he  that  digs  it  fpies 

A  bracelet  of  bright  hair  about  the  bone, 

Will  he  not  let  us  alone. 

And  think  that  there  a  loving  couple  lies,    ' 

Who  thought  that  this  device  might  be  fome  way 

To  make  their  fouls,  at  the  lafk  bufy  day, 

Meet  at  this  grave,  and  make  a  little  flay  I 

If  this  fall  in  a  time  or  land 

Where  mafs-Jevotion  doth  command, 

Then  he  thar  digs  us  up  will  bring 

Us  to  the  bifliop  or  the  king. 

To  make  us  relics ;  then 

Thou /halt  be  a  Mary  Magdalen,  and  I 

A  fomething  elfe  thereby  : 

All  women  ihall  adore  us,  and  foro.e  men  ? 

And  fince  at  luch  time  miracles  are  fought, 

1  would  have  that  aj^e,  by  this  paper,  taught 

What  miracles  we  harmlefs  lovers  wrought.  | 

Fi'ft  we  lov'd  well  and  faithfully, 

Yet  knew  not  what  we  lov'd.  nor  why; 

Diff 'rence  of  fex  we  ne'er  knew 

No  more  than  guardian  angels  do  ; 

Coming  and  going  we 

Perchance   mighi   kifs,  but    yet  between    thofe 

males 
Our  hands  ne'er  toucht  the  feals 
Which  Nature,  injur'd  by  late  law,  fet  free  ; 
'I'hefc  miracles  we  did;  but  now,  alas  ! 
All  meafiire  and  all  language  1  fliould  pafs, 
Should  1  tell  what  a  miracle  i'iXe.  was. 


THE  DAMP. 

Whkn  I  am  dead,  and  dodorsknow  not  why. 
And  my  friends'  curiofity 
Will  have  me  cut  up,  to  ftirvey  each  part. 
And  they  fliall  find  your  pi6lure  in  mine  heart; 
You  think  a  fudden  Damp  of  love 
Will  through  all  their  fenfes  move, 
And  work  on  them  as  me,  and  fo  prefer 
Your  murder  to  the  name  of  raaffacre. 

Poor  vidorles  !  hut  if  you  dare  he  brave, 

And  pleafnre  in  the  conquell  have, 

Firft  kill  th'  enormous  giant,  your  difdain. 

And  let  th'  enchantrefs  Honour  next  be  fiain; 

And,  like  a  Goth  or  Vandal,  rife. 

Deface  records  and  hiftories 

Ciij 
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Of  your  own  aits  and  triumphs  over  men, 
And  \rithout  fuch  advantage  kill  me  then. 

For  I  coujd  mufter  up,  as  well  as  you, 

iViy  giants  and  my  witches  too, 

Which  are  vaft  Coiiftancy  and  Secretnefs: 

But  thefe  I  neither  look  for  nor  profefs. 

Kill  me  as  woman  ;  let  me  die 

As&  mere  man  :  do  you  but  try 

Your  paflive  valour,  and  you  fliall  find  then, 

Kaked  you've  odds  enough  of  any  man. 


THE  DISSOLUTipN. 

pHt's  dead  !  and  all  which  die 

To  their  firil  elements  refolte  ; 

And  we  were  mutual  elements  to  us, 

And  made  of  one  another. 

My  body  then  doth  her's  involve. 

And  thofe  things,  whereof  I  conuft,  hereby 

In  me  abundant  grow  and  burdenous, 

And  nourifii  not,  but  fmother. 

My  fire  of  pafiion,  fighs  of  air. 

Water  pf  tears,  and  earthly  fad  defpair, 

Which  my  materials  be, 

(But  near  worn  out  by  Love's  fecurity) 

biic,  to  my  lofs,  doth  by  her  death  repair; 

And  I  might  live  long  wretched  fo, 

But  that  my  fire  dofh  with  my  fuel  grow. 

Now  as  thofe  sdive  kings, 

Wliofe  foreign  conqueft  treafure  brings. 

Receive  more',  and  fpend  more,  and  fconeft  break; 

This,  (which  I  am  amaz'd  that  I  canfpeak) 

Ihis  death  hath,  with  |xiy  Here, 

My  ufe  increas'd ; 

And  io  my  foul,  more  earneftly  releas'd. 

Will  outflrip  her's  ;  as  bullets  flown  before 

A  later  bullet  may  o'ertake,  the  powder  bcingmore. 


A  JET  RINp  SENT, 

'Taov  art  not  fo  black  as  my  heart, 

;Nor  half  fo  brittle  as  her  heart  thou  art. 

What  wouldft  thou  fay  ?  fliall  both  our  properties 

by  chee  befpoke  ? 
Notfiing  more  endlefs,  nothing  fooner  broke. 

Marriagp  rings  are  not  ef  this  fluff; 

Oh  !  why  fhould  ought  lefs  precious,  or  lefp  toup-h, 

pigurc  our  lovss  ?  except  in  thy  name  thou'  have 

hid  it  fay, 
I'm  cheap,  and  nought  but  fafliipii ;  Sing  mc  away. 

Yet  flay  with  me,  fincc  thou  art  comp  ; 

Circle  this  finger's  top,  which  didft  her  thumb  : 

Be  juftly  proud,  and  gladty  fafe,  that  thou  'dofl 

dwell  with  me, 
gbe  that,  oh !  bro'^c  her  faith  wowld  foon  breaL 
'-■'■'     thsc,  ^,      .       ■  ■: 


NEGATIVE  LQV^, 

I  NEVER  floop'd  fo  low  as  they 
Which  on  an  eye,  cheek,  lip,  can  prey, 
Seldom  to  them  which  fo^r  no  higher 
Than  virtue  or  the  mind  t'  admire ; 
For  fenfe  and  underftanding  may 
Know  what  gives  fuel  to  their  fire  : 
My  love,  though  filly,  is  more  brave; 
For  may  I  mifs  whene'er  I  crave, 
If  I  know  yet  what  I  would  have. 
If  thatte  fimply  pcrfe(5left 
Which  can  by  no  means  be  exprefl 
But  negatives,  my  love  is  fo  ; 
To  all  which  all  love  I  fay  No, 
If  any  who  deciphers  heft. 
What  we  know  not  (ourfelves)  can  knoWj 
Let  him  teach  me  that  nothing  :  this 
As  yet  my  eafe  and  comfort  is. 
Though  I  fpeed  not  I  cannot  mifs. 


THE  PROHIBITION. 

Take  heed  of  loving  me, 
At  leaft  i-emember  I  forbade  it  thee  ; 
Not  that  I  fhall  repair  my  unthrifty  wafle 
Of  breath  and  blood  upon  thy  fighs  and  tearSj 
By  being  to  thee  then  what  to  me  thou  waft  ; 
But  fo  great  joy  our  life  at  once  outwears  : 
Then,  left  thy  love  by  my  death  fruftrate  be, 
If  thou  love  me,  take  heed  of  loving  me. 

Take  heed  of  hating  me, 
Or  too  much  triumph  in  theviflory; 
Not  that  1  ftiall  be  mine  own  oflicer. 
And  hate  with  hate  again  retaliate; 
But  thou  v/ilt  lofe  the  flyle  of  Conqueror 
If  I,  thy  conqueft,  perifli  by  thy  hate  : 
Then,  left  my  being  nothing  kffen  thee, 
If  thou  hate  me,  take  heed  of  hating  me. 

Yet  love  and  hate  me  too, 
So  thefe  ■  xtremes  fliall  ne'er  their  office  do  j 
Love  me,  that  1  may  die  the  gentler  way  ; 
Hate  mc,  becaufe  thy  love's  too  great  for  ine  i 
Or  let  thefe  two  themfelves,  not  ane,  decay  ; 
So  fliall  I  live  thy  ftage,  pot  triumph  be  : 
Then  left  thy  love  thou  hate  and  me  undo, 
0  let  mc  live,  yet  love  and  hate  me  too  ! 


THE  EXPIRATION, 

So,  go  break  off  this  laft  lamenting  kifs, 
Which  fuch  two  fouls,  and  vapours  both  away. 
Turn  thou,  Ghoft!  that  way,  and  let  m.e  turn  this. 
And  let  ourfelves  benight  our  happicft  day  ; 
As  aflc  none  leave  to  love ;  nor  will  we  owe 
Any  fo  cheap  a  de^th  as  faying,  Go, 

Gj  ;  and  if  that  word  have  not  quite  kill'd  theCj 
Eafe  nie  with  death,  by  bidding  :nc  go  too  j 


POEMS,  SONGS,  SONNETS. 

Or  if  it  liave,  let  my  word  work  on  me. 
And  a  juft  office  on  a  murd'rer  do  : 
Except  it  be  too  late  to  kill  me  fo. 
Being  double  dead,  going,  and  bidding  Go. 


THE  COMPUTATION. 

From  my  firfl:  twenty  years,  fince  yefterday, 
i  fcarce  believ'd  thou  couldft  be  gone  away ; 
For  forty  more  I  fed  on  favours  pall. 
And  forty  on  hopes  that  thou  wouldft  they  might 
laft,  [two ; 

Tears  drown'd  ore  hundred,  and  fighs  blew  out 
A  thoufand  I  did  neither  think  nor  do, 
Or  not  divide,  all  being  one  thought  of  you; 
Or  in  a  thoufand  more  forgot  that  too. 
Yet  call  not  this  long  life  ;  but  think  that  I 
J^m,  by  being  dead,  immortal.  Can  gho^s  die  ? 


THE  PARADOX. 

No  lover  faith  I  love,  ror  any  other 

Can  judge  a  perfeil:  lover  ; 

He  thinks  that  elfe  none  can  or  will  agree 

That  any  loves  but  he. 

1  cannot  fay  I  lov'd,  or  who  can  fay 

He  was  kill'd  yefterday  ? 

I^ove  with  exccfs  of  heat  more  young  than  pld ; 

Death  kills  with  too  much  cold. 

We  die  but  once,  and  who  lov'd  laft  did  die  ; 

He  that  faith  twice  dpth  lie  : 

For  though  he  feem  to  move,  and  flir  a  while, 

It  doth  the  fenfe  beguile. 

Such  life  is  like  the  light,  which  bideth  yet, 

When  the  life's  light  is  fet; 

Or  like  the  heat  which  fire  in  folid  matter 

Leaves  behind  two  hours  after. 

Once  I  lov'd  and  dy'd,  and  am  now  become 

Mine  epitaph  and  tomb. 

Here  dead  men  fpeak  their  lafl:,  and  fp  do  I  ] 

tvove-flain,  lo !  here  I  die. 


SONG. 

Foul's  joy,  now  1  am  gone, 

And  you  alone, 

(Which  cannot  be, 

Since  I  mull  leave  myfelf  with  the^, 

And  carry  thee  with  me) 

Yet  when  unto  our  eyes 

Abfence  denies 

Each  other's  fight, 

And  makes  to  us  a  conflant  night, 

When  others  change  to  light; 

•'  O  give  no  way  to  grief, 

"  But  let  belief 

"  Of  mutual  love 

"  This  wonder  to  the  vulgar  prove, 

['  Our  bodies,  not  we,  move." 


Let  not  thy  wit  beweep 

Words,  but  fenfe  deep ; 

For  when  we  mifs, 

By  dillance,  our  hopes-joining  blifs, 

Ev'n  then  our  fouls  ih;.II  kifs  : 

Fools  hdve  no  means  to  meet 

But  by  their  feet : 

Why  Ihould  our  clay 

Over  our  fpirits  fo  much  fway, 

To  tie  us  to  that  way  ? 

"  O  give  no  way  to  grief,"  &C. 


FAREWELi;.  TO  LOVE. 

Whilst  yet  to  pra*e 

I  thought  there  was  fome  deity  in  love, 

So  did  I  reverence,  and  gave 

Worlhip,  as  Atheills  at  their  dying  hour 

Call  what  they  cannot  name  an  unknown  power  5 

As  ignorantly  did  I  crave. 

Thus  when 

Things,  not  yet  known,  are  coveted  by  menj. 

Our  defires  give  them  falliion,  and  fo 

As  they  wax  leffer  fall,  as  they  fize  grow. 

But  from  late  fair 

His  Highnefs  (fitting  in  a  golden  chair) 

Is  not  Icfs  cared  for  after  three  days 

By  children,  than  the  thing  which  lovers  fo 

Blindly  admire,  and  with  fuch  worlhip  woo  ; 

Being  had,  enjoying  it  decays; 

And  thence 

What  before  pleas'd  them  all  takes  but  one  feoijsj 

And  that  fo  lamely,  as  it  leaves  behind 

A  kind  of  forrowing  dulnefs  to  the  mind. 

Ah  !  cannot  we, 

As  well  as  cocks  and  lion?,  jocund  be 

After  fuch  pleafures  ?  unlefs  wife 

Nature  decreed  (fince  each  fuch  adl,  they  fay, 

Diminilheth  the  length  of  life  a  day) 

This,  as  Ihe  would  man  Ihould  defpife 

The  fport, 

Becaufe  that  other  curfe  of  being  Ibort, 

And  only  for  a  minute  made  to  be 

Eager,  defires  to  raife  poflerity. 

Since  fo,  my  mind 

Shall  noc  defire  what  no  man  elfe  can  find ; 

I'll  no  more  doat  and  run 

To  purfue  things  which  had  endamng'd  me ; 

And  when  I  come  where  moving  beauties  be, 

A,s  men  do  when  the  fummer  fun 

Grows  great. 

Though  I  admire  their  greatnefs,  Ihun  their  heat; 

Each  place  can  afford  Ihadows.  If  all  fail, 

'Tis  but  applying  worm-feed  to  the  tail. 


SONG. 

Dear  Love  !  continue  nice  and  chaflcj 
Foe  if  you  yield  you  do  me  wrong  ; 
Ciiij 
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Let  duller  wits  to  Love's  end  hafte, 
I  have  enough  to  woo  tTiee  long. 

All  pain  and  joy  is  in  their  way  ; 
The  things  we  fear  brings  lefs  annoy 
Than  fear  and  hope,  brings  greater  joy  ; 
But  in  themfelves  they  cannot  ftay. 

Small  favours  will  my  prayers  increafe  : 
Granting  my  fuit  you  give  me  all  • 
^nd  then  my  pVayers  mull  needs  furceafe, 
For  I  have  made  your  godhead  fall. 

Beafts  cannot  wit  nor  beauty  fee, 
They  man's  afre<9;ions  only  move  : 
Beafts  other  fports  of  love  do  prove, 
\Vith  better  feeling  far  than  we. 

Then,  Love  !  prolong  my  fuit;  for  thus 
By  lofing  fport  \  fport  do  win  ; 
And  that  doth  virtue  prove  in  us, 
Which  ever  yet  hath  been  a  fin. 

3Vry  coming  near  may  fpy  fome  ill, 
And  now  the  world  is  given  to  feoff: 
To  keep  my  love  (then)  keep  me  off, 
And  fo  I  fhall  admire  thee  ftill. 

Say  I  have  made  a  perfecS:  choice ; 
•SatiSty  ourfelves  may  kill : 
Then  give  me  butthy  face  and  voice. 
Mine  eye  and  ear  thou  canfl  riot  fill. ' 

■To  make  me  rich  (oh  !)  be  not  poor ; 
Give  me;  not  all,  yet  fomething  lend  ; 
So  I  ih'all'ftill  my  fuit  commend. 
And  at  your  will  do  lefs  or  more  : 
But  if  to  all  you  condefcend, 
3VIy  Love,  our  fport,  your  godhead  end. 


A  LECTUP-E  UPON  THE  SHADOW. 

Stand  flill,  and  T  will  read  to  thee 
A  Lcdlure,  Love,  ih  Love's  philofophy, 
Thefe  three  hoUrs  t!hat  we  have  fpent 
Walking  here,  two  Ibadows  went 


Along  with  us,  which  we  ourfelves  produc'd; 

But  now  the  fun  is  juft  above  our  head, 

We  do  thofe  (hadows  tread. 

And  to  brave  clearncfs  all  things  are  reduc'd. 

So  whilfl;  our  infant  loves  did  grow, 

Difguifes  did,  and  (hadows,  flow 

From  us  and  our  cares ;  but  now  't  is  not  fo. 

That  love  hath  not  attain'd  the  high'fl  degree. 

Which  is  flill  diligent  left  others  fee ; 

Except  our  loves  at  this  noon  ftay, 

We  fliall  new  fliadows  make  the  other  way. 

As  the  firft  were  made  to  blind 

Others,  thefe  which  come  behind 

Will  work  upon  ourfelves,  and  blind  our  eyes. 

[f  our  love's  faint,  and  weflwardly  decline, 

To  me  thou  falfely  thine, 

And  I  to  thee  mine  actions  fiiall  difguife. 

The  morning  (hadows  wear  away, 

But  thefe  grow  longer  all  the  day ; 

But,  oh  !  Love's  day  is  (hort,  if  love  decay^ 

Love  is  a  growing  or  full  conftant  light. 
And  his  ihort  minute,  ^fter  noon,  is  night. 


THE  TOKEN. 

Send  me  fome  Tokens  that  my  hope  may  live, 
Or  that  my  eafelefs  thoughts  may  fleep  and  reflj 
Send  me  fome  honey  to  make  fwect  my  hive. 
That  in  my  paflions  I  may  hope  the  beft. 
I  beg  nor  ribband  wrought  with  thy  own  hands, 
To  knit  our  loves  in  the  fantaftic  ftrain 
Of  new-  toucht  youth ;  nor  ring,  to  (hew  the  ftands 
Of  our  affedlion,  that  as  that's  round  and  plain 
So  (hOuld  our  loves  meet  in  fimplicity ; 
No,  nor  the  corals  which  thy  wrift  infold, 
Lac'd  up  together  in  cqngruity, 
To  (hew  our  thoughts  (liould  reft  in  the  fame  hold  ; 
No,' nor  thy  pidure,  though  moft  graciou?. 
And  moft  defired,  'caufe  't  is  like  the  beft ; 
Nor  witty  lines,  which  are  moft  copious, 
Within  the  writings  which  thou  haft  addreft. 
Send  me  nor  this  nor  that  t'  increafe  my  fcore. 
But  fwcar  thou  th'ink'ft  I  love  thee,  and  no  more, 
3 


'divine  fobms. 


I.  LA  CORONA. 

Deign  at  my  hands  this  crov/n  of  prayer  and 

praife, 
Weav'd  in  my  lone  devout  melancholy, 
Thou  which  of  good  hafte,  yea,  art  treafury. 
All  changing  unchang'd.  Ancient  of  days ; 
But  do  not,  with  a  vile  crown  of  frail  bays, 
JReward  my  Mufe's  white  fincerity, 
But  what  thy  thorny  crown  gain'd  that  give  me, 
A  crown  of  glory,  which  doth  flower  always  : 
The  ends  crown  our  works,  but  thou  crown'ft  our 

ends. 
For  at  our  ends  begins  our  endlefs  reft  ; 
The  firft  lad  end  now  zeaioufly  pofleft, 
■With  a  ftrong  fober  thirft  my  foul  attends. 
'Tis  time  that  heart  and  voice  be  lifted  high, 
Salvation  to  all  that  will  is  nigh. 


IT.  ANNUNCIATION. 

"  Salvation  to  all  that  will  is  nigh;" 
That  All,  which  always  is  all  every  where, 
Which  cannot  fin,  and  yet  all  fins  mufi:  bear, 
Which  cannot  die,  yet  cannot  choofe  but  die, 
Lo,  faithful  Virgin  !  yields  himfelf  to  lie 
In  prifon  in  thy  womb  ;  and  though  he  there 
Can  take  no  fin,  nor  thou  give,  yet  he'll  wear, 
Taken   from   thence,  flefh,  which  death's  force 

may  try. 
E'er  by  the  fpheres  time  was  created  thou 
Wafl  in  his  mind,  who  is  thy  fon  and  brother, 
Whom  thou  conceiv'ft  conceived;  yet  thou'rt  now 
Thy  Maker's  maker,  and  thy  Father's  mother ; 
Thou  'haft  light  in  dark,  and  fliutt'fi  in  little  room 
Immenfity,  cloifter'd  in  thy  dear  womb. 


III.  NATIVITY. 

"  Immensity,  cloifter'd  in  thy  dear  womb," 
Now  leaves  his  wcll-bclov'd  imprifonment ; 
There  he  hath  made  himfelf  to  his  intent 
Weak  enough,  now  into  our  world  to  come  : 
]But,  ch!  for  thee,  for  him,  hath  th'  inn  no  room  ? 


Yet  lay  him  in  his  ftall,  and  from  the  orient 
Stars  and  wife  men  will  travel,  to  prevent 
Th'  effed;  of  Herod's  jealous  general  doom. 
Seeft  thou,  my  Soul!  with  thy  faith's  eye,  how  he. 
Which  fills  all  place,  yet  none  holds  him,  doth  lie  I 
Was  not  his  pity  towards  thee  wond'rous  high. 
That  would  have  need  to  be  pitied  by  thee  ? 
Kifs  him,  and  with  him  into  Egypt  go. 
With  his  kind  mother,  who  partakes  thy  woe. 


IV.  TEMPLE. 

"  With  his  kind  mother,  who  partakes  thy  woe," 
Jofeph  I  turn  back  ;  fee  where  your  chiid  dothfic 
Blowing,  yea,  blowing  out  thofe  fparks  of  wit 
Which  himfelf  on  the  Do(ftors  did  beftow  : 
The  Word  but  lately  could  not  fpeak,  and  lo. 
It  fuddenly  fpeaks  wonders.  Whence  conies  it 
That  all  which  was,  and  all  which  fliould  be  writ, 
A  fhallow-feeming  child  fliould  deeply  know  ? 
His  Godhead  was  not  foul  to  his  manhood. 
Nor  had  time  niellow'd  him  to  this  ripenefs : 
But  as  for  one  which  hath  a  long  talk  't  is  good 
With  the  fun  to  begin  his  bufincfs. 
He  in  his  age's  morning  thus  began. 
By  miracles  exceeding  power  of  man. 


V.  MIRACLES. 

"  By  miracles  exceeding  power  of  man" 

He  faith  in  fome,  envy  in  fome  begat ; 

For  what  weak  fpirits  admire  ambitious  hate ; 

In  both  affecflions  many  to  him  ran  : 

But,  oh  I  the  worft  are  moft,  they  will  and  can, 

Alas  1  and  do  unto  th'  immaculate, 

Whofe  creature  Fate  is,  now  prefcribe  a  fate, 

Meafuring  felf-life's  infinite  to  fpan. 

Nay,  to  an  inch.  Lo,  where,  condemned,  he 

Bears  his  own  crofs  with  pain  ;  yet  by  and  by. 

When  it  bears  him,  he  muft  bear  more  and  die. 

Now  thou  art  hfted  up,  draw  me  to  thee. 

And,  at  thy  death  giving  fuch  liberal  dole  ; 

Moift  with  one  drop  of  thy  blood  my  dry  foul. 
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VI.  RESURRECTION. 


''  MoiiT  with  one  drop  of  thy  blood  my  dry  foul," 
Shall  (though  (he  now  be  in  extreme  degree 
Too  flony  hard,  and  yet  too  fielhly)  be         [fovl; 
Freed  by  that  drop  from  being  flarv'd,  hard,  or 
And  life,  by  this  death  abled,  fliall  contruul 
Death,  whom  thy  death  flew;  nor  fhall  tome 
Fear  of  firfl  or  laft  death  bring  mifery, 
If  in  thy  life's-book  my  name  thou  inrol : 
Tlefli  in  that  long  fleep  is  not  putrified, 
But  niade  that  there  of  which,  and  forwhich't  was, 
Nor  can  by  other  means  be  glorified. 
May  then  fin's  fleep,  and  death  foon  from  me  pafs, 
That,  wak'd  from  both,  I  again  rifen  may 
Salute  the  lail  and  everlafting  day. 


VII.  ASCENSION. 

"  Salute  the  laft  and  everlafting  day ;" 

Joy  at  th'  uprifing  of  this  Sun  and  Son 

Ye  whofe  true  tears  or  tribulation 

Have  purely  waftit  or  burnt  your  droffy  clay ; 

Behold  the  higheft,  parting  hence  away, 

Lightens  the  dark  clouds  which  he  treads  upon  ; 

Nor  doth  he  by  afcending  fiiew  alone. 

But  firft  he,  and  he  firft,  enters  the  way. 

O  ftrong  Ram!  which  haft  batter'd  heaven  for  me. 

Mild  Lamb,  which  with  thy  blood  haft;  mark'd 

the  path, 
Bright  torch,  which  fliin'ft,  that  I  the  way  may  fee. 
Oh !  with  thy  own  blood  quench  thy  own  juft  wrath, 
And  if  thy  Holy  Spirit  my  Mufe  did  raife, 
Peign  at  my  hands  this  crown  of  prayer  and  praife. 


ON  THE  BLESSED  VIRGIN  MARY. 

In  that,  O  Queen  of  queens!  thy  birth  was  free 
From  that  which  others  doth  of  grace  bereave, 
When  in  their  mother's  womb  they  life  receive, 
God,  as  his  fole-born  daughter,  loved  thee. 

To  match  thee  like  thy  birth's  nobility 
He  thee  his  Spirit  for  his  fpoufe  did  leave. 
By  whom  thou  didft  his  only  Son  conceive. 
And  fo  waft  link'd  to  all  the  Trinity. 

Ceafe  then,  O  Queens!  that  earthly  crowns  do  wear, 
To  glory  in  the  pomp  of  earthly  things ; 
If  men  fuch  high  refpccSs  unto  you  bear. 
Which  daughters,  wives,  and  mothers,  are  of  kiiigs, 
What  honour  can  unto  that  queen  be  done 
Who  had  y«ur  God  for  father,  fpoufe,  and  fon  ? 


THE  CROSS. 

Since  Cbrift  embrac'd  the  Crofs  itfelf,  dare  1, 
His  image,  th'  image  of  his  Crofs  deny  ? 


Would  I  have  profit  by  the  facrifice, 

And  dari?  the  chofen  altar  to  defpife  ? 

It  bore  all  other  fins,  but  is  it  fit 

That  it  ftiouldbear  the  fin  of  fcorningit  ? 

Who  from  the  piiflure  would  avert  his  eye, 

How  would  he  fly  his  pains  who  there  did  die  ? 

From  me  no  pulpit  nor  mifgrounded  law. 

Nor  fcandal  taken  ftiall  this  Crofs  withdraw  ; 

It  ftiall  not,  for  it  cannot ;  for  the  lofs 

Of  this  Crofs  were  to  mi  another  crofs  ; 

Better  were  worfe,  for  no  affliction. 

No  crofs  is  fo  extreme  as  to  have  none. 

Who  can  blot  out  the  Crofs,  which  th*  inftru- 

ment 
Of  God  dew'd  on  me  in  the  facrament  ? 
Who  can  deny  me  power  and  liberty 
To  ftretch  mine  arms,  and  mine  own  Crofs  to  be? 
Swim,  and  at  every  ftroke  thou  art  thy  Crofs : 
The  maft  and  yard  make  one  where  feas  do  tofs. 
Look  down,   thou   fpy'ft    our   croffes    in   fmaU 

"things ; 
Look   up,    thou  fee'ft   birds   rais'd    on    croffed 

wings. 
All  the  globe's  frame  andfpheres  is  uothing  elfe 
But  the  meridian's  crofling  parallels. 
Material  Croffes  then  good  phyfic  be, 
But  yet  fpiritual  have  chief  dignity. 
Thefe  for  extradled  chemic  mcd'cine  ferve, 
And  cure  much  better,  and  as  well  prcferve ; 
Then  are  you  your  own  phyfic  or  need  none. 
When  ftill'd  or  purg'd  by  tribulation  ; 
For  when  that  crofs  ungtudg'd  unto  you  fticks^ 
Then  are  you  to  yourfelf  a  crucifix. 
As  perchance  carvers  do  not  faces  make, 
But  that  away  which  hid  them  there  do  take  : 
Let  Croffes  fo  take  what  hid  Chrilt  in  riiee. 
And  be  his  image,  or  not  his,  but  he. 
But  as  oft'  alchymift  do  coiners  prove, 
So  may  a  felf-defpifing  get  felf-love  : 
And  then,  as  worft  furfeite  of  beft  meats  be, 
So  is  pride  ifiued  from  humility; 
For  't  is  no  child  but  monfter  :  therefore  crofa 
Your  joy  in  Crofles,  elfe  't  is  double  lofs ; 
And  crofs  thy  fenfes,  elfe  both  they  and  thou 
Muft  perish  foon,  and  to  deftrucSion  bow  : 
For  if  th'  eye  fee  good  objeifls,  and  will  take 
No  crofs  from  bad,  we  cannot  'fcape  a  fnake. 
So  with  har(h,  hard,  fow'r,  ftinking  crofs  the  reft, 
Make  them  indifferent  all;  nething  beft. 
But  moft  the  eye  needs  crofTing,  that  roam 
And  move  :  to  tli'  "hers  ob]e<5ts  muft  come  home. 
And  crofs  thy  heart ;  for  that  in  man  alone 
Pants  downwa.rds,  and  hath  palpitation. 
Crofs  thofe  dctorfions  when  it  downward  tends, 
And  when  it  to  forbidden  heights  pretends. 
And  as  the  brain,  though  bcuy,  walls  doth  vent 
By  futures,  which  a  crofs's  form  prefent, 
So  when  thy  brain  works,  e'er  thou  utter  it, 
Crofs  and  corred:  concupifcence  of  wit. 
Be  covetous  of  Crofles,  let  none  fall ; 
Crofs  no  man  elfe,  but  crofs  thyfelf  in  all. 
Then  doth  the  Crofs  of  Chrift  work  faithfully 
Within  our  hearts  when  we  love  harmlefsly 
The  Crofs's  pitSures  much,  and  with  more  carq 
That  Crofs's  children  which  our  croflTes  are. 
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SSALM  CXXXVII, 

I. 

^7  Eiiplirate's  flew'ry  fide 

We  did  'hide, 

from  dear  Jnda  far  abfented, 

Tearing  the  air  with  our  ones. 

And  our  eyes 

With  their  ftreams  his  ftream  z-dgmeiited. 

^• 
When  poor  Sion's  doleful  ftata, 
Delblate, 

Sacked,  burned,  and  imhraU'd, 
And  the  Temple  fpoil'd,  which  wg 
Ne'er  fiiouid  fee, 
To  our  mi- chiefs  minds  we  call'd ; 

in. 
Our  mute  harps,  untun'd,  unllrung, 
Up  we  hung 

On  greea  willows  near  befideusj 
Where  we,  fitting  all  forlorn, 
Thus  in  fcorn 
Our  proud  fpoilcrs  'gan  deride  us. 

IV. 

Come,  fad  Captives !  leave  your  moans. 

And  your  groans 

Under  Sion's  ruins  bury  ; 

Tune  your  harps,  and  fmg  us  lays 

In  the  praifs 

Of  your  God,  and  let's  be  merry. 

V. 

Can,  ah  !  can  we  leave  our  moans. 

And  our  groans 

Under  Sion's  ruins  bury  f 

Can  we  in  this  land  fing  lays 

In  the  praife 

Of  our  God,  and  here  be  merry  ? 

VI. 

No ;  dear  Sion  !  if  I  yet 

Do  forget 

Thine  afflidion  miferable, 

Let  my  nimble  joints  become 

Stiff  and  numb. 

To  touch  warbling  harp  unable. 

vit. 
Let  my  tongue  lofe  fmging  ikill, 
Let  it  ftill 

To  my  parched  roof  be  glew'd, 
If  in  either  harp  or  voice 
1  rejoice 
Till  thy  joys  (hall  be  renew'd. 

'  VIII. 

Lord,  curfe  Edom's  trait'rous  kind ; 

Bear  in  mind 

in  our  ruins  how  they  revell'd  : 

"  Sack,  kill,  burn,"  they  cry'd  out  ftill, 

"  Sack,  burn,  kill ; 

"  Down  with  all,  let  all  be  kvell'd.'' 

IX. 

And  thou.  Babel  1  when  the  tide 

Of  thy  pride. 

Now  a-flowing,  grows  to  turningj 

Vidlor  now  fhall  then  be  thrall. 

And  ftiall  fall 

To  as  low  an  ebb  of  mcurnine. 


Happy  he  who  fiiall  thee  wafle, 

As  thou  haft 

Us,  without  all  mercy,  wafted; 

And  fnall  make  thee  tafte  and  fee 

What  poor  we,  . 

By  thy  means,  have  feen  and  tafted. 

XI, 

Happy  who  thy  tender  bairns. 

From  the  arnis 

Of  their  wailing  mothers  tearing, 

'Gainft  the  walls  {hall  dafti  their  bones, 

Ruthlefs  ftones  ■        , 

With  their  brains  ami  blood  befmearing^, 


RESURRECTION,  IMPERFECT. 

Sleep,  fleep, old  Sun  !  thou  canft  not  haverepafl; 
As  yet  the  v.'ound  thou  took'Il  on  Friday  iaft; 
Sleep,  then,  and  reft ;  the  world  may  bear  thy  flay. 
A  better  Sun  rofe  before  thee  to-day ; 
Who,  not  content  t'  enlighten  all  that  dw^U 
On  the  earth's  face,  as  thou  enlight'ned  hell. 
And  made  the  dark  fires  languifli  in  that  vale. 
As  at  thy  preftnce  here  our  fires  grow  pale ; 
Whofe  body  having  walk'd  on  earth,  and  now 
Haft'ning  to  heav'n,  would  that  he  might  allow 
Himfelf  unto  all  ftations,  and  fill  all,     ■ 
For  thefe  three  days  become  a  mineral. 
He  was  all  gold  when  he  lay  down,  but  rofe 
All  tindlure,  and  doth  not  alone  difpofe 
Leaden  and  iron  wills  to  good,  but  is 
Of  pow'r  to  make  ev'n  finful  flelh  like  his. 
Had  one  of  thofe,  whofe  credulous  piety 
Thought  that  a  foul  one  might  difccrn  and  fee 
Go  from  a  body,  at  this  fepulchre  been. 
And  iffuing  from  the  flieet  this  body  feen, 
He  would  have  juftly  thought  this  body  a  foul, 
if  not  pf  any  man,  yet  of  the  whole. 


TO  SIR  ROBERT  CARR. 


SIR, 


I  PRESUME  you  rather  try  what  you  can  do  in  me 
than  what  I  can  do  in  verfe  :  you  know  my  ut- 
tcrmoll  when  it  was  beft,  and  even  then  1  did 
beft  when  I  jiad  leaft  truth  for  my  fubjeds.  In 
this  prefent  cafe  there  is  fo  niuch  truth  as  it  de- 
feats all  poetry:  call,  therefore,  this  paper  by 
wJiat  name  you  will,  and  if  it  be  not  worthy  of 
him,  nor  of  you,  nor  of  me,  fraother  it,  and  be 
that  the  facrifice.  If  you  had  commanded  me  to 
have  waited  on  his  body  to  Scotland,  and  preach- 
ed there,  1  would  have  embraced  the  obligation 
with  more  alacrity  ;  but  I  thank  you  that  you 
would  command  nie  that  which  I  was  loth  to 
do,  for  even  that  h;ttli  given  a  tincture  of  merit 
to  the  obedience  of 

Your  poor  friend  :'"^  'jfcrvant  in  Chrift  Jefus, 

A  T.Donne. 


<4 


THE  WORKS 
A   HYMN 


10  THE  SAINTS,  AND  TO  MARQIL'IS  HAMILTON. 

Whether  that  foul,  which  now  comes  up  to  you, 

rill  any  former  rank,  or  make  a  new  ; 

Whether  it  take  a  name  iiam'd  there  before, 

Or  be  a  name  itftlf,  and  order  more 

Than  was  in  hcav'n  till  new  ;  (for  may  not  he 

Be  fo,  if  every  fcvcral  angel  be 

A  kind  alone)  whatever  order  grow 

Greater  by  him  in  heav'.n,  we  do  not  fo. 

One  cf  your  orders  grows  by  his  accefs, 

But  by  his  lofs  grew  all  our  orders  lefs. 

The  name  of  Father,  Mafter,  Friend,  the  name 

Of  SubjeA  and  of  Prince,  in  one  is  lame  ; 

Tair  mirth  is  dampt,  and  converfation  black, 

The  Houfehold  widow'd,  and  the  Garter  ilack  ; 

The  Chapel  Wants  an  ear.  Council  a  tongue  ; 

Story  a  theme,  and  Mufic  lacks  a  fong. 

Bleft  order  !  that  hath  himi   the  lofs  of  him 

Gangren'd  all  orders  here  ;  all  loft  a  limb ! 

Kever  made  body  fuch  hafte  to  confefs 

What  a  foul  was ;  all  former  comelinefs 

Pled  in  a  minute,  when  the  foul  was  gone, 

And  having  loft  that  beauty  would  have  none  : 

So  fell  our  nionafteries,  in  an  inftant  grown 

Not  to  lefs  houfes,  but  to  heaps  of  flone  ; 

So  fent  his  body,  that  fair  form  it  wore, 

Unto  the  fphere  of  forms,  and  doth  (before 

His  foul  fhall  fill  up  his  fepulchral  ftone) 

Anticipate  a  refurrefiion  : 

For  as  it  is  his  fame,  now  his  foul's  here, 

So  in  the  form  thereof  his  body's  there. 

And  if,  fair  Soul  I  not  with  firfl  innocents 

Thy  flation  be,  but  v/ith  the  penitents, 

(And  who  fhall  dare  to  afk  then,  when  I  am 

Dy'd  fcarlet  in  the  blood  of  that  pure  Lamb, 

Whether  that  colour  which  is  fcarlet  then 

"V/ere  black  or  white  before  in  eyes  of  men  ?) 

When  thou  rememb'reft  what  fins  thou  didft  find 

Amongfl:  thofe  many  friends  now  left  behind, 

And  feeft  fuch  finners,  as  they  are,  with  thee 

Got  thither  by  repentance,  let  it  be 

Thy  wifh  to  wifn  all  there,  to  wifh  them  clean ; 

Wilh  him  a  David,  her  a  Magdalane. 


ANNUNCIATION  AND  PASSION. 

Tamely, frail  flefh  !  abftain  to-day;  to-day 
My  fou!  eats  twice,  Chrift  hither  and  away; 
She  fees  him  man,  fo  like  God  made  in  this. 
That  of  them  both  a  circle  emblem  is, 
Whofe  firft  and  laft  concur  :  this  doubtful  day 
Of  feaft  or  faft  Chrift  came  and  v\'ent  away. 
She  fees  him  nothing  twice  at  once,  who's  all ; 
She  fees  a  cedar  plant  itfelf,  and  fall ; 
Her  Maker  put  to  making,  and  the  head 
Of  life,  at  once,  not  yet^Uve,  and  dead  : 
She  fees  at  once  the  Vj/Vin-mother  flay 
Reclus'd  at  home,  publ:c  at  Golgotha. 


OF    DONNE. 

Sad  and  rcjnic'd  file's  feen  at  once,  and  fceij 

At  almoft  fifty,  and  at  fcarce  fifteen  : 

At  once  a  fon  is  promis'd  her,  and  gone  ; 

Gabriel  gives  Chrift  to  her,  he  her  to  John  : 

Not  fully  a  mother,  fhe's  in  orbity, 

At  once  receiver  and  the  legacy. 

All  this,  and  all  between,  this  day  hath  fhown, 

Th'  abridgment  of  Chriil's  ftory,  which  makes  one 

(As  in  plain  maps  the  furtheft  weft  is  eaft) 

Ofth'  angel's  Ave  and  Confummatmn  fjl. 

How  well  the  church,  God's  Court  of  Faculties, 

Deals  in  fometimes  and  feldom  joining  thefe  ! 

As  by  the  felf-fix'd  pole  we  never  do 

Direft  our  courfe,  hut  the  next  ftar  thereto, 

Which  fliews  where  tii'  other  is,  and  which  wc  fay 

(  Becaufe  it  flrays  not  far)  doth  never  ftray  : 

So  God  by  his  church,  neareft  to  him,  we  knowr. 

And  ftand  firm,  if  we  by  her  motion  go ; 

His  Spirit,  as  his  fiery  pillar,  doth 

l^ead,  and  his  church  as  cloud  ;  to  one  end  both. 

This  church,  by  letting  thofe   feafts  join,  hatjj 

fhown 
Death  and  conception  in  mankind  are  one ; 
Or  't  was  in  him  the  fame  humility. 
That  he  would  be  a  man  and  leave  to  be, 
Or  as  creation  he  hath  made,  as  God, 
With  the  laft  judgment  but  one  period; 
His  imitating  fpoufe  would  join  in  one 
Manhood's  extremes;  he  fhall  come,  he  is  gone  ; 
Or  as  though  one  blood  drop,  which  thence  did  fall^ 
Accepted,  would  have  ferv'd,  he  yet  fhed  all : 
So  though  the  leaft  of  his  pains,  deeds  or  words, 
Would  bufy  a  life,  fhe  ail  this  day  affords. 
This  treafurethen  in  grofs,  my  Soul !  up-lay, 
And  in  my  life  retail  it  every  day.  ' 


GOOD- FRIDAY,  1613. 


RIDING  WESTWARD. 


Let  man's  foul  be  a  fphere,  and  then  in  this 
Th'  intelligence  that  moves,  devotion  is; 
And  as  the  other  fpheres,  by  being  grown 
Snbje(5l  to  foreign  motion,  lofe  their  own, 
And  being  by  others  hurried  every  day. 
Scarce  in  a  year  their  natural  form  obey  : 
Pleafure  orbufinefsfo  our  fouls  admit 
For  their  firft  mover,  and  are  whirl'd  by  it. 
Hence  is't  that  I  am  carried  t'wards  the  weft 
This  day,  when  my  foul's  form  bends  to  the  eaft ; 
There  1  fhould  fee  a  fun  by  rifing  fet. 
And  by  that  fetting  endlefs  day  beget. 
But  that  Chrift  on  his  crofs  did  rife  and  fall, 
Sin  had  eternally  benighted  all. 
Yet  dare  I  almoft  be  glad  I  do  not  fee 
That  fpe(9:acle  of  too  much  weight  for  me. 
Who  fees  God's  face,  that  is  felf-hfe,  muft  die ; 
What  a  death  v/erc  it  then  to  fee  God  die  ? 
It  made  his  ov/n  lieutenant,  Nature,  fhrink; 
It  marie  his  fcotilool  crack,  and  the  fun  wink. 
Could  I  behold  thofe  hands  which  fpan  the  poles, 
And  tune  all  fpheres  at  once,  pierc'd^with  thofe 
holes  I 
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Could  I  behold  thatendlcfs  height  which  is 
Zenith  to  us  and  our  antipodes, 
Humbled  below  us  ?  or  that  blood,  which  is 
The  feat  of  all  our  fouls,  if  not  of  his, 
Made  dirt  of  duft  ?  or  that  flefh,  which  was  worn 
By  God  for  his  apparel,  ragg'd  and  torn  ? 
If  on  thefe  things  I  durft  not  look,  durfl  I 
On  his  diftreffed  mother  caft  mine  eye. 
Who  was  GoiJ's  partner  here,  and  furnifh'd  thus 
Half  of  that  facrifice  which  ranfom'd  us  ? 
Though  thefe  things,  as  I  ride,  be  from  mine  eye. 
They're  prefent  yet  unto  my  memory, 
For  that  looks  towards  them,  and  thou  look'fl  to- 
wards me, 

0  Saviour  !  as  thou  hang'fl  upon  the  tree. 

1  turn  my  back  to  thee,  but  to  receive 
Corredlions,  till  thy  mercies  bid  thee  leave. 
O  think  me  worth  thine  anger ;  puuifli  me, 
Burn  off  my  ruft,  and  my  deformity  ; 
Reftore  thine  image  fo  much  by  thy  grace, 
That  thou  may'ft  know  me,  and  I'll  turn  my  face. 


THE    LITANY. 


I.    THE  FATHER. 


Father  of  heav'n,  and  him  by  whom 
It,  and  us  for  it,  and  all  elfe  for  us, 
Thou  mad'ft  and  govern'ft  ever,  come, 
And  re-create  me,  now  grown  ruinous ; 
Aly  heart  is  by  dejeiSion  clay, 
And  by  felf-murder  red. 
From  this  red  earth,  O  Father  I  purge  av/ay 
All  vicious  tindlures,  that,  new  faftiioned, 
1  may  rife  up  from  death  before  I'm  dead. 


II.    THE  SON. 

O  Son  of  God  !  who  feeing  two  things. 

Sin  and  death,  crept  in,  which  were  never  made. 

By  bearing  one,  try'dft  with  what  flings 

The  other  could  thine  heritage  invade, 

O  be  thou  nail'd  unto  my  heart, 

And  crucify'd  again  : 

Part  not  from  it,  though  it  from  thee  would  part, 

But  let  it  be,  by  applying  fo  thy  pain, 

Drown'd  in  thy  blood,  and  in  thy  paflion  fiaia. 


■    III.    THE   HOLY   GHOST. 

O  Holy  Ghost  !  whofe  temple  I 

^m,  but  of  mud  walls  and  condenfeddufi. 

And  being  facrilcgioufly 

Half  wafted  with  youth's  fires,  of  pride  and  lull, 

Mufl  with  new  florms  be  weather-bear. 

Double  in  my  heart  thy  flame, 

Which  let  devout  fad  tears  intend,  and  let 

(Though  this  glafs  lanthcrn,  fiefh,  do  fufF;r  njaim) 

fife,  facriScc,  p ricll,  altar,  be  ths  fa.iie. 


IV.    THE  TRINIT?. 


O  BLESSED,  glorious  Trinity  !  '• 

Bones  to  philoibphy  but  milk  to  faith, 

Which,  as  wife  ferpents  diverfely 

Moft  flipp'rinefs,  yet  moft  entanglings  hath. 

As  you  diftinguifh'd  (undiPrind) 

By  pow'r,  love,  knowledgCj  be. 

Give  me  I'uch  f.lf-diff'rent  inflin<Sb 

Of  thefe  let  all  me  elemented  be, 

Of  pow'r  to  love,  to  know  you  unnumb'red  Threei 


V.    THE  VIRGIN  MARY. 

For  that  fair  bleffed  Mother-maid, 

Whofe  flefh  redeem'd  us.  (that  fhe  chenibsni, 

Which  unlock'd  Paradife,  and  made 

One  claim  for  innocence,  and  diffeiz'd  fin  ; 

Whofe  womb  wa»  a  flrange  heav'n,  for  there 

God  cloth'd  himfelf,  and  grew) 

Our  zea'ous  thanks  we  pour.  As  her  deeds  were 

Our  helps,  fo  are  her  prayers;  nor  can  fhe  fus 

la  vain  who  hath  fuch  titles  unto  you. 


VI.    THE  ANGELS. 

And  fince  this  life  our  nonage  is. 

And  we  in  wardfhip  to  thine  Angels  be. 

Native  in  heav'n's  fair  palaces. 

Where  we  ihali  be  but  denizon'd  by  thee; 

As  th'  earth,  conceiving  by  the  fun, 

Yields  fair  diverfity. 

Yet  never  knows  what  courfe  that  light  doth  run  ; 

So  let  me  iiudy  that  mine  adlions  be 

Worthy  their  fight,  though  blind  in  how  they  fee. 


Vn.    THE  PATRIARCHS. 

And  let  thy  Patriarchs  defirc 

(Thofe  great  grandfathers  of  thy  church,  wliich 

faw 
More  in  t'ls  cloUd  than  we  in  fire, 
Whom  2 ';uu.  e  clear'd  more  than  us  grace  and  law, 
And  no.v  t.  heav'n  flill  pray  that  we 
May  ufcour  nerv  helps  right) 
Be  fatisfy'd,  find  frudlify  in  me  : 
JLet  not  my  mind  be  blinder  by  more  light. 
Nor  faith,  by  reafo*  added,  iofe  her  fight. 


VIII.    THE    PROPHETS. 

Thy  eagle-fighted  Prophets,  too, 

(Which  were  thy  church's  organs,  and  did  foun<3 

That  harmony  which  made  of  two 

One  law,  and  did  unite,  but  not  confound; 

Thofe  heav'nly  Poets,  which  did  fee 

Thy  will,  and  it  exprefs 

In  rithmic  feet)  in  common  pray  for  me,' 

That  I  by  them  excufe  n.  ■hny  excefs 

In  fesking  fec;-ets  or  poetiyiejs. 
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IX.    THE  APOSTLES. 


And  thy  illuflrious  zodiack 

Of  twelve  apoftles,  which  ingirt  this  all, 

(From  whom  whofoe'er  do  not  take 

Their  liylit,  to  dark  deep  pits  thrown  down  do  fall) 

As  through  their  prayers  thou  haft  let  me  know 

That  their  books  arc  divine, 

May  they  pray  {till,  and  be  heard,  that  I  go 

Th'  old  broad  way  in  applying ;  O  decline    [mine. 

Me,  when  my  comment  would  make  thy  word 


I.    THE  MA^TyRS. 

And  fmce  thou  fo  defiroufly 

DidU  long  to  die,  that  long  before  thru  couloft, 

And  long  fince  thou  no  more  couldfl  die. 

Thou  in  thy  fcatter'd  myllic  body  wouldft 

In  Abel  die,  and  ever  fince 

In  thine,  let  their  blood  come 

To  beg  for  us  a  difcreet  patience 

Of  dea^h,  or  of  worfe  Ync  ;  for,  oli. !  to  fome 

l^ot  to  be  martyrs  is  a  martyrdom. 


XI.    THE  CONFESSORS, 

Therefore  with  thee  triumpheth  there 
A  virgin  fquadron  of  v;hite  Confefibrs, 
Whofc  bloods  betroth'd,  not  married,  were 
Teniler'd,  not  taken  by  thofe  ravifhcrs  : 
They  know,  and  pray  that  wc  may  know  : 
In  every  Chriftian 

Hourly  tenipeftubus  perfecutions  grow. 
Temptations  martyr  us  alive.  A  man 
Is  to  himlelf  a  Dioclefian. 


XII.    THE  VIRGINS'. 

The  cold  whitc-fnowy  nunnery, 

(Which,  as' thy  mother,  thtir  high  abbefs,  fent 

Their  bodies  back  again  to  thee. 

As  thou  hadfl  lent  them,  clean  and  innocent) 

Though  they  have  not  obtain'd  of  thee 

That  or  thy  church  or  I 

Should  keep,  as  they,  our  firft  integrity  : 

Divorce  thoU  fin  in  us,  or  bid  it  die. 

And  tall  chafte  widowhood  virginity. 


xm.  the  doctors. 

Titt  facreJ  academ  above 

Of    dodlors,    whofe  pains    have    uhclafp'd    and 

taught. 
Both  books  of  life  to  us  (for  love 
To  know  the  Scripture  tells  us  we  are  wrote 
In  thy  other  book)  p;ay  for  us  there, 
That  what  they  have  mifdone, 
Or  mil-laid,  we  to  thai^-v.ay  not  adhere  ; 
Their  zeal  niay  be  our  tin.  Lord,  let  us  run 
Mean  ways,  and  call  them'  liars,  but  not  the  fur.. 


XIV. 

And  whilft  this  unlverfal  choir, 
(That  church  in  triumph,  this  ia  warfare  hcrC| 
■VVarm'd  with  one  all-partaking  fire 
Of  love,  that  none  be  loft,  which  coft  thee  dear) 
Prays  ceafclefsly,  iind  thou  hearken  too, 
(Since  to  be  gracious 

Our  talk  is  treble,  to  pray,  bear,  and  do) 
Hear  this  pray'r.  Lord  !  O  Lord  !  deliver  us 
Trom  trufting  in  thofe  prayers,  though  pour'd  on" 
thus. 

XV. 

From  being  anxious,  or  fecure, 

Dead  clou di  of  fadnefs,  or  light  fqt^ib?  of  mirth, 

From  thinking  that  great  courts  immure 

All  or  no  happinefs,  or  that  this  earth 

Is  only  for  our  prilon  fram'd, 

Or  that  thou'rt  covetous 

To  them  thou  lov'ft,  or  that  they  are  maim'd. 

From  reaching  this  world's  fweets  :  who  ieekthee 

thus 
With  all  th'eir  might,  good  Lord  I  deliver  us. 

XVI. 
From  needmg  danger  to  be  good, 
From  owing  thee  yefterday's  tears  to-day, 
From  trufting  fo  much  to  thy  blood, 
rhat  in  that  hope  we  wound  our  fouls  away; 
From  bribing  tliee  with  alms  t'  excufe 
Some  fm  more  burdenous  ; 
From  light  affciitingin  religion  news, 
From  tiiinktng  us  all  foul,  negledling  thus 
Our  mutual  duties,  Lord  I  deliver  us. 

XVil. 

From  tempting  Satan  to  tempt  us, 
By  our  connivance  or  flack  company  ; 
From,  meafuring  ill  by  vicious, 
Negledling  to  chok  Sin's  fpawa,  vanity; 
From  indifcreet  humility. 
Which  might  be  fcandalous. 
And  caft  reproach  on  Chrrflianity  ; 
From  being  fpies,  or  to  fpies  peiviouis  ; 
From  thirlt  or  fcorn  of  fame,  deliver  us. 

XVllI. 

Deliver  us  through  thy  defctnt 

Into  the  Virgin,  whofj  womb  was  a  place 

Of  middle  kind,  and  thou  being  fent 

T'  ungracious  us,  ftay'dft  at  her  full  grace  ; 

And  through  thy  poor  birth,  where  fifft  thou 

Glorify'dft  Poverty, 

And  yet  foon  after  riches  didft  allow, 

By  accepting  kings  gilts  in  th'  Epipliany, 

Deliver,  and  make  us  to  both  ways  free. 

XIX. 

And  through  that  bitter  agony,  • 

Which  ftill  is  th*  agony  of  pious  wits, 

Difputing  what  diilorted  thee. 

And  interrupted  evennefs  with  fits; 

And  through  thy  free  confeffion. 

Though  thereby  they  were  then  [gon^j 

Made  blind,  fo  that  thou  might'ft  from  them  have 

Good  Lord !  deliver  us  ;  and  teach  us  when 

We  may  not,  and  we  may,  blind  utijuft  men. 

XX. 

Through  thy  fubmilting  all  to  blows 

Thy  face,  thy  robes  to  fpoi),  thy  fame  to  fcoru 
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All  ways  which  rage  or  juftlce  knows  [born ; 

Anil  by  which  thou  couldft  fhew  that  thou  waft 

And  through  thy  gallant  humblenefs, 

Which  thou  in  death  didft  Ihew, 

Dying  before  thy  foul  they  could  exprefs, 

Deliver  us  from  death,  by  dying  fo 

To  this  worlcL  e'er  this  world  do  bid  us  go. 

XXI. 

When  fenfcs,  which  thy  foldiers  are, 

We  arm  againft  thee,  and  they  fi^ht  for  fin; 

When  Want,  fent  but  to  tame,  doth  war, 

And  work  Defpair  a  breach  to  enter  in  ; 

When  Plenty,  God's  image  and  fcal, 

Makes  us  idolatrous, 

And  love  it,  not  him,  whom  it  fliould  reveal; 

When  we  are  mov'd  to  fcem  religious, 

Only  to  vent  wit,  Lord  !  deliver  us. 

XXII. 

In  churches  when  th'  infirmity 

Of  him  which  fpeaks  diminifhes  the  word ; 

When  Magiftrates  do  mifapply 

To  us,  as  we  judge,  lay  our  ghoftly  fvvord ; 

When  Plague,  which  is  thine  angel,  reigns. 

Or  Wars,  thy  champions,  fway  ; 

When  Hereiy,  thy  fecond  deluge,  gains, 

In  th'  hour  death,  th'  eve  of  laft  judgment-day, 

Deliver  us  from  the  finifter  way. 

xxin. 
Hear  us,  0  hear  us,  Lerd  !  to  thee 
A  finner  is  more  mufic  when  he  prays. 
Than  fpheres  or  angels  praifesbe 
In  panegyric  alleluias; 
Hear  us ;  for  till  thou  hear  us,  Lord  ! 
We  know  not  what  to  fay  : 
Thine  ear  to  our  fighs,  tears,  thoughts,  gives  voi^ e 

and  word. 
O  thou  1  who  Satan  hsardft  in  Job's  fick  day. 
Hear  thyfelf  now,  for  thou  in  us  doft  pray. 

ixiv. 
That  we  may  change  to  evcnnefs 
This  intermitting  anguifh  piety  ; 
That  fnatching  cramps  of  wickednefs, 
And  apoplexies  of  fall  fin  may  die ; 
That  mufic  of  thy  prumifes. 
Not  threats  in  thunder,  may 
Awaken  us  to  our  juil  offices  ; 
What  in  thy  book  thou  doft,  or  creatures,  fay, 
That  we  may  hear.  Lord  I  hear  us,  when  we  pray. 

XXV. 

That  oar  ears  Gcknefs  we  may  cure. 

And  redify  thofe  labyrinths  aright; 

That  we  by  heark'ning  not  procure 

Our  praife,  nor  other's  difpraife  fo  invite  ; 

That  we  get  not  a  flip'rinefs, 

And  fenfelefily  decline. 

From  hearing  bold  wits  jeft  at  kings  excefs, 

T'  admit  the  like  of  Mijefty  divine  ; 

That  we  may  lock  our  ears,  Lord  !  open  thine. 

2:ivi. 
That  living  law,  the  magiHrate, 
Which  to  give  us  and  make  us  phyfic  doth 
Our  vices  often  aggravate  ; 
That  preachers,  taxing  fin  before  her  growth, 
That  Satan,  and  envenom'd  men, 
Which  will,  if  we  ftarve,  dine, 
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When  they  do  moft  accufc  us,  miy  fee  thert 
Us  to  amendment  hear  them,  thee  decline  ; 
That  we  may  open  our  ears,  Lord!  lock  thine, 

xxvit. 
That  Learning,  thine  ambaffador, 
From  thine  allegiance  we  never  tempt ; 
That  beiilty,  Paradife's  flow'r, 
For  phyfic  made,  from  poifon  be  exempt ; 
That  wit,  born  apt  higti  gocd  to  do. 
By  dwelling  lazily 

On  Nature's  nothing,  be  not  nothing  too  ; 
rhat  our  affecSlIons  kill  us  not,  nor  die. 
Hear  us,  weak  echoes,  O  thou  ear  and  cry  ! 

XXVIII. 

Son  of  God  !  hear  us  :  and  fijice  thou. 
By  taking  our  blood,  ow'ft  it  us  again. 
Gain  to  thyfelf  and  Us  allow, 
And  let  not  both  us  and  thyfelf  be  flain. 
O  Lamb  of  God  !  which  took'ft  our  fin. 
Which  could  not  flick  to  thee, 
O  let  it  not  return  to  us  again  ! 
But  patient  and  phyfician  being  free, 
As  fin  is  nothing,  let  it  no  where  be. 


Upon  the  TRANSLATION  of  the  1?SALMSj 
By  Sir  Philip  SiJiiey  and  the  Ceuntefs  of  Pembroke. 

Eternal  God!   (for  whom  whoever  dare 

Seek  new  expreflions  do  the  circle  fcjuare. 

And  thrufl  into  llrait  corners  of  poor  wit 

Thee,  who  art  cornerlefs  and  infiflite) 

I  would  but  blef?  thy  name,  not  uame  thee  now  ; 

(And  thy  gifts  are  as  infinite  as  tiiou  :) 

Fix  we  our  praifes  therefore  on  this  one. 

That  as  thy  hlefied  Spirit  fell  upon 

Thefe  Pfalnis  firft  author  in  a  cloven  tongue, 

(For  't  was  a  double  power  by  which  he  fung:, 

The  h'gheft  matter  in  tlie  nobleft  form) 

So  thou  haft  cleft  that  fpirit,  to  perform 

That  work  again,  and  ftied  it  here  upon 

Two,  by  their  bloods  and  by  thy  Spirit  one; 

A  brother  and  a  fifter,  made  by  thee 

The  organ,  where  thou  art  t!ie  harmoity ; 

Two  that  make  one  John  Eaptift's  holy  voice ; 

And  who  that  pfalm,  "  Now  let  the  ifles  rejoice," 

Have  both  tranflated,  and  apply'd  it  too; 

Both  told  us  what,  and  naught  ks  how  to  do. 

They  fhew  us  ifianders  our  joy,  our  king; 

They  tell  us  why,  and  teach  us  how  to  fing. 

Make  all  this  all,  three  choirsy  heav'n,  earth,  and 

fpheres; 
The  firft,  heav'n,  hath  a  fong,  but  no  man  hears; 
The  fpheres  have  mufic,  but  they  have  no  tongue. 
Their  hatmony  is  rather  danc'd  than  fung; 
But  our  third  choir,  to  which  the  firft  gives  ear, 
(For  angels  iearn  by  what  the  church  does  hear) 
This  choir  hath  all.  The  organillis  he 
Who  hath  tun'd  Cod  and  man,  the  organ  we  : 
Th-e  fongsare  thefewhich  Heav'n's  high  holy  Mufe 
Whifper'd  to  David,  David  to  the  Jews, 
And  David's  fuccefibrs  in  holy  zeal 
In  forms  cf  joy  nr.d  art  do  re-rcveal. 
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To  us  fo  fweetly  and  fmcerely  too, 
That  I  maft  not  rejoice  as  I  would  do, 
When  I  behold  that  thcfe  Pralms  are  become 
So  well  attir'd  abroad,  fo  ill  at  Iiome  ; ,  * 

So  well  in  chambers,  in  thy  church  fo  ill. 
As  1  can  fcarce  call  that  Refurm'd  until 
This  be  reform'd.  Would  a,  whole  ftate  prefent 
A  leffer  gift  than  fome  ons  man  hath  fent  ? 
And  ftall  our  church  unto  our  fpoufeand  Kinc!: 
Morehoarfe,  more  harib,  than  any  other,  fing  ? 
For  that  we  pray,  we  praile  thy  name  for  this, 
"Which  by  this  Mofes  and  this  Miriam  is 
Already  done ;  and,  as  thofe  Pfalms  we  call 
(Though  fome  have  other  authors)  David's  all ; 
So  though  fome  have,  fome  may  fome   Pfalms 

tranflate, 
We  thy  Sidnean  Pfalms  (hall  celebrate ; 
And  till  we  come  th'  extemporal  fong  to  fing, 
(Learned  the  firP:  hour  that  we  fee  the  King, 
Who  bath  tranllated  thofe  tranflators)  may 
Thefe,  their  fweet  learned  labours,  all  the  way 
Be  as  our  tuning,  that  when  hence  we  part. 
We  may  fall  in  with  them,  and  fing  our  part. 


A  HYMN  TO  CHRIST, 

At  tBi  Author's  lajl  going  into   Germany. 

Jr  what  torn  fliip  foever  I  embark, 
That  Ibip  Ihall  be  my  emblem  of  thy  ark  ; 
What  fea  foever  fwallow  me,  that  flood 
Shall  be  to  me  an  emblem  of  thy  blcod. 
Though  thou  with  clouds  of  anger  do  difguife 
Thy  face,  yet  through  that  mafk  I  know  thofe  eyes, 
Which,  though  they  turn  away  fometimes, 
They  never  will  defpife. 

I  facrifice  this  ifland  unto  thee. 

And  all  whom  I  love  here,  and  who  Inve  me  ; 

When  1  have  put  this  flood  'twixt  them  and   me, 

put  thou  thy  blood  betwixt  my  fins  and  thee. 

As  the  tree's  fap  doth  feek  tlie  root  below 

In  winter,  in  my  winter  now  I  go, 

Where  none  but  thee,  th'  Eternal  root 

Of  ttue  love,  I  may  know. 

Nor  thou,  nor  thy  religion,  doft  controul 

The  am'roufnefs  of  an  harmonious  foul ; 

But  thou  wonldft  have  that  love  thyfelf  :   as  thou 

Art  jealous.  Lord!  fo  1  am  jealous  now. 

Thou  lov'ft  not,  till  from  loving  more  thou  free 

My  foul  :  whoever  gives,  takes  liberty. 

Oh  !  if  thou  car'ft  not  whom  1  Ipve, 

Alas  I  tliau  lov'ft  not  me. 

Seal  then  this  bill  of  my  divorce  to  all 
On  whom  thofe  fainter  beams  of  love  did  fall; 
Marry  thofe  loves  which  in  youth  fcatter'd  be 
On  face,  wit,  hopes,  (falie  miftrclTes)  to  thee. 
Churches  are  befi  for  prayer  that  have  leal^  light : 
To  lee  God  only  I  go  out  of  fight ; 
And  to  'iciye  ftormy  d:iys  I  choofc 
An  cvcrlailing  night. 


OF   DONNE. 

ON  THE  SACRAMENT; 

He  was  the  Word  that  fjjake  it, 
He  took  the  bread  and  brake  it ; 
And  what  that  Word  did  nwke  it, 
I  do  believe  and  take  it. 


THE  LAMENTATION  OF  JEREMV, 

Far  the  mojl  part  according  to  Tremellius. 

CHAP.    I. 

1.  How  fits  this  city,  late  moft  populous, 
Thus  folitary,  and  like  a  widow  thus  ? 
Ampleft  of  nations,  queen  of  provinces 
She  was,  who  now  thus  tributary  is. 

2.  Still  in  the  night  flie  weeps,  and  her  tears  fall 
Down  by  her  cheeks  along,  and  none  of  all 

Her  lovers  comfort  her.  I'erfidioufly 

Her  friends  have  dealt,  and  now  are  enemy. 

3.  Unto  great  bondage  and  afllliftions 
Juda  is  captive  led  :  thofe  nations 

With  whom  flie  dwells  no  place  of  reft  afford; 
In  ftraits  (he  meets  her  perfccutor's  fword. 

4.  Empty  are  the  gates  of  Sion,  and  her  ways 
Mourn,  becaufe  none  come  to  her  folemn  days. 
Her  prielis  do  groan,  htr  maids  are  comfortlefs, 
And  flic's  unto  herfelf  a  bitternefs. 

5.  Her  foes  are  grown  her  head,  arid  live  at  peacci 
Becaufe  when  her  tranfgrefiions  did  increafe 
The  Lord  Kruck  her  with  fadnefs.  Th'  enemy- 
Doth  drive  her  children  to  captivity. 

6.  From  Sion's  daughter  is  all  beautf  gone. 
Like  harts,  which  feek  for  pafture  and  find  none, 
Her  princes  are  ;  and  now  before  the  foe,        [go. 
Which  ftill  purfues  them,  \Vithout  ftrength  they 

7.  Now  in  their  day:i  of  tears,  Jerufiilem 

(Her  men  Odin  by  the  foe,  none  fuccouring  them) 
Remembers  what  of  old  flie  efteem'd  moft, 
Whilft  her  foes  laugh  at  her  for  which  ftie  'ath  loft, 

8.  Terufalem  hath  finn'd,  therefore  is  (hs 
Remov'd,  as  women  in  '.«acleannels  be  : 

Who  honour'd,  fcorn  her ;  for  her  foulntfs  they 
Have  fccn  :  herlUf  doth  gioan,  and  turn  away, 

9.  Her  foulnefs  in  her  Ikirts  was  feeri,  yet  ft»e 
Reincmber'd  not  her  end;   miracirfoiifly' 
Therefore  ftie  fell,  none  comforting.  Behold, 

O  Lord !  my  afliidion',  fot  the  foe  grt>ws  bold.  ■  •  ■ 

10.  Upon  all  things,  where  her  delight  hath  been, 
'I'he  foe  hath  ftretch'd  Ms-hand;  for  fne  hath  fcert 
Heathen,  whom  thou  comn-.audlt.ihoulti  not  do  i<i 
Into  her  holy  fan^wy  go.    ■^■■h-Ayt*^ >'A-y.'"  ■  •* 
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Sr,  And  all  her  people  groan  and  feek  for  bread; 
And  they  have  given,  only  to  be  fed, 
All  precious  things,  wherein  their  pleafure  lay. 
How  cheap  I'm  grown,  O  Lord!  behold,  and  weigh. 

12.  All  this  concerns  not  you,  who  pafs  by  me  ; 

0  !  fee,  and  mark  if  any  forrow  be 
Like  to  my  forrow,  which  Jehovah  hath 
Done  to  me  in  the  day  of  his  fierce  wrath. 

13.  That  fire,  which  by  himfelf  is  governed, 

He  hath  caft  from  heav'n  on  my  bones,  and  fpread 
A  net  before  my  feet,  ;ind  me  o'erthrown, 
And  made  me  languifh  all  the  day  alone. 

14.  His  hands  hath  of  my  fins  framed  a  yoke, 
"Which  wreath'd.andcail  uponmy  neck,  hath  broke 
My  ftrength.  The  Lord  unto  thofe  enemies 
Hath  given  me,  from  whom  I  cannot  rife. 

Ij.  He  under  foot  hath  trodden  In  my  fight 
My  ftrong  men ;  he  did  company  excite 
To  break  my  young  men  ;  he  the  wine-prefs  hath 
Trod  upon  Juda's  daughter  in  his  wrath. 

J 6.  For  thefe  things  do  I  weep;  mine  eye,  mine  eye 
Cafts  water  out ;  for  he  which  fliould  be  nigh 
To  comfort  me  is  now  departed  far  ; 
The  foe  prevails,  forlorn  my  children  are. 

1 7.  There's  none,  though  Sion  do  ftretch  oat  her 

hand, 
To  comfort  her :  it  is  the  Lord's  command 
That  Jacob's  foes  girt  him  :  Jerufalem 
Is  as  an  unclean  woman  amongft  them. 

18.  But  yet  the  Lord  is  juft  and  righteous  ftill ; 

1  have  rebell'd  againfl  his  holy  will ; 

©  hear,  all  people  !  and  my  forrow  fee, 
My  maids,  my  young  men,  in  captivity. 

19.  I  called  for  my  lovers  then,  but  they 
Deceiv'd  me,  and  my  priefts  and  elders  lay 
Dead  in  the  c^ty  ;  for  they  fought  for  meat,     [get. 
"iVhich  Ihould  refrefli  their  fouls,  and  none  could 

20.  Becaufe  I  am  in  ftrdits,  Jehovah  1  fee 
My  heart  o'crturn'd,  aiy  bowels  muddy  be; 
Eecaufe  I  have  rebell'd  lb  much,  as  faft 

The  fword,  without  as  death  within  doth  wafte. 

ai.  Of  all  which  here  I  mourn,  none  comforts  me; 
My  foes  have  heard  my  grief,  and  glad  they  be 
That  thou  haft  done  it;  but  thy  promis'd  day 
Will  come,  when,  as  I  fuffer,  fo  fnall  they. 

aa.  Let  all  their  wickednefs  appear  to  thee; 
Do  unto  them  as  thou  haft  done  to  me 
For  all  my  fins.  The  fighs  which  I  have  had 
Are  very  many,  and  my  heart  is  fad. 


CHAP.    II. 

t.  How  over  Sion's  daughter  hath  God  hung 
His  wrath's  thick  doud !  and  from  hcaven  hath  flung 
Yoi..,IV. 


To  earth  the  beauty'  of  Tfrael,  and  hath 
Forgot  his  footftool  in  the  day  of  wrath! 

2.  The  I>ord  unfparingly  hath  fwallowed 
All  Jacob's  dwellings,  and  demolifhed 

To  ground  the  ftrehgth  of  Juda,  and  profan'd 
The  princes  of  the  kingdom  and  the  land. 

3.  In  heat  of  wrath  the  horn  of  Ifrael  he 
Hath  clean  cut  off;  and,  left  the  enemy 
Be  hinder'd,  his  right  hand  he  doth  retire, 
But  is  t' wards  Jacob  all  devouring  fire. 

4.  Like  to  an  enemy  he  bent  his  bow, 
His  right  hand  was  In  pofture  of  a  foe  ; 
To  kill  what  Sion's  daughter  did  defire; 
'Gainft  whom  his  wrath  he  poured  forth  like  fire. 

5.  For  like  an  enemy  Jehovah  is, 
Devouring  Ifrael  and  his  palaces; 
Deftroying  holds,  giving  additions 

To  Juda's  daughters  lamentations.  ' 

6.  Like  to  a  garden  hedge  he  hath  caft  down 
The  )  lace  where  was  his  congregation. 
And  Sion's  feafts  and  Sabbaths  are  forgot ; 

Her  king,  her  prieft,  his  wrath  regarded  not.  \     , 

7.  The  Lord  f  rfakes  his  altar,  and  detefts 

His  fanctuary  ;  and  in  the  foes  hands  refts      .      . 
His  palace,  and  the  walls,  in  which  their  cries 
Are  heard,  as  in  the  true  folemnities. 

8.  The  Lord  hath  eaft  a  line,  fo  to  confound \  ,'  ,  ■ 
And  level  Sion's  walls  unto  the  ground  :  ,  ,  ,  , 
He  dravirs  not  back  his  hand),  which  doth  n'£i:<>- 

turn  >    ' 

The  wall  and  rampart,  which  together  mourn'. 

9.  The  gites  are  funk  unto  the  ground,  and  he ' 
Hath  broke  the  bar;  their  kings  and  princes  bS 
Ahiongft  the  heathen  without  law,  nor  t'nere  "  . 
Unto  the  prophets  doth  the  Lord  appear.       '  ' ,' ' 

ro.  There  Sion's  elders  on  the  ground  are  plac'd, 
And  lilence  keep  ;  dull  on  their  heiids  they  caft  ; 
In  fackcloth  hath  tiiey  girt  themfelves,  and  li3Vv^  ' 
The  virgins  towards  ground  their  heads  do  thrcW* 

II.  My  bowels  are  grown  muddy,  and  mine,  zjep' 
Are  faint  with  wcepmg;   and  my  liver  lies   >  ,  ,   . 
Pour'd  out  upon  the  groiiud,  for  mifery 
That  fucking  children  in  the  ftreets  do  die.  '  ' 

I  a.  When  they  had  cry'd  unto  their  mothers^ 
Where  '  '  '  • . 

Shall  we  have  bread  and  drink?  they  fainted 
there; 

And  in  the  ftreet,  like  wounded  pcrfons,  lay, 

Till  'twixt  their  mothers  breafts  they  went  away. 

13.  Daughter  Jer^alem,  oh  !  what  may  be 
A  witnefs  or  corriparlfon  for  thee  ? 
Sion.  to  eafc  thee,  what  fhall  I  name  like  thee  i 
Thy  breach  is  like  the  fea ;  what  help  ca^  be  i 


«• 


14-  P'""  ^^^  'Vs^iXi  foollfn  tilings  thy  prophets  fought, 
Tlice  thine  iniquities  they  have  not  taught, 
Which  might  dilturn  thy  bondage  ;  but  for  thee 
Falfe  burthens  and  iaU'e  caufes  they  would  fee. 
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It.  He  ftops  my  way,  tears  me,  made  defolate; 
1  a.  And  he  makes  mc  the  mark  he  fhootcth  at. 


15.  The  pafTengers  do  clap  their  hands  and  hifs, 
And  wag  their  head  at  thee,  and  fay,  "  Is  tiiis 

"  That  city  which  fo  many  men  did  call 
"  Joy  01  the  earth,  and  perfedeft  of  all  ?" 

16.  Thy  foes  do  gape  upon  thee,  andthey  hifs, 
And  gnalh  their  teeth,  and  fay,  "  Devour  we  this ; 
"  For  this  is  certainly  the  day  which  we 

"  Expecfled,  and  which  now  we  find  and  fee." 

3  7.  The  Lord  hath  done  that  which  he  purpofed, 
FulfiU'd  his  word,  of  old  determined  ; 
He  hath  thrown  down,  and  not  fpar'd,  and  thy  foe 
Made  glad  above  thee,  andadvanc'd  him  fo. 

18.  But  now  their  hearts  unto  the  Lord  do  call; 
Therefore,  O  walls  of  Sion  !  let  tears  fall 
Down  like  a  river  day  and  night;  take  thee 
No  refl,  but  let  thine  eye  inceffant  be. 

19.  Arife,  cry  in  the  night,  pour  out  thy  fins. 
Thy  heart,  like  water,  when  the  watch  begins ; 
Lift  up  thy  hands  to  God,  left  children  die, 
Which,  faint  for  hunger,  in  the  ftreets  do  lie. 

2».  Behold,  O  Lord !  confider  unto  whom 
T'li'ou  haft  done  this  ;  what,  fhall  the  women  come 
To  eat  their  children  of  a  fpan  ?  fliall  thy 
Ptpphet  and  prieft  be  flain  in  fanduary  ? 

iJ,i,.rOn  gronnd  in  ftreets  the  young  and  old  do  lie; 
My  virgins  and  young  men  byfword  do  die; 
Then  in  the  day  of  thy  wrath  thou  haft  flain, 
JJaihing  did  thee  from  killing  them  contain. 

!l£.'  As  to  afolemn  feaft,  all  whom  1  fear'd 
Thou  call'ft  about  me;  when  thy  wrath  appear'd, 
Ncfiie  did  remain  or  'fcape  ;  for  thofe  which  I 
Bf6trght  up  did  perilh  by  mine  enemy. 


. .  ;  CHAP.  in. 

1/  (.AM  the  man  which  have  afflicSion  feen, 
Un(ier  the  rod  of  God's  wrath  having  been. 
■i.'  He  hath  led  me  to  darknefs,  not  to  light, 
3.*  And  againft  me  all  day  his  hand  doth  light. 

4. "He  hath  broka  my  bones,  worn  out  my  flefli 
'     .''        and  ficin  ; 

5.'  Built  up  againft  me  ;  and  hath  girt  me  in 
"VViih  hemlock,  and  with  labour;  6.  And  fet  me 
In  dark,  as  they  who  dead  for  ever  be. 

7.  He  bath  heug'd  me, left  1  Tcapc,and  added  more 
To  my  fteel  fetters,  heavier  than  before. 

8.  When  1   cry  out,  he  out  fliuts  my  prayer;  9. 

And  hath  [path. 

Stopp'd  with  hewn  ftone  my  way,  and  turn'd  my 

10.  And  like  a  lion  hid  in  fecrecy, 

Cr  bear,  which  lies  in  wait,  he  was  to  me. 


13.  He  made  the  children  of  his  quiver  pafs 
Into  my  reins.  14.  I  with  my  people  was 
All  the  day  long  a  fong  and  mockery. 
15.  He  liath  me  fiU'd  with  bitterncfs,  and  he 

Hath  made  me  drunk  with  wormwood.     16.  He 

hatli  burft 
My  teeth  with  ftones,  and  covered  me  with  duft. 

17.  And  thus  my  foul  far  off  from  peace  was  fet, 
And  my  profperity  I  did  forget. 

18.  My  ftiength.my  hope,  (unto  myfelf  I  faid) 
Which  from  the  Lord  fiiould  come,  is  periftied. 

19.  But  when  my  mournings  1  do  think  upon. 
My  wormwood,  hemlock,  and  affliftion, 

20.  My  foul  is  humbled  in  rememb'ring  this; 
31.  My  heart  confiders;   therefore  hope  there  js. 

22.  'Tis  GodN  great  mercy  we're  not  utterly 
Confum'd,  for  his  compaffions  do  not  die; 

23.  For  every  morning  they  renewed  be ; 
For  great,  O  Lord  !   is  thy  fidelity. 

24.  The  Lord  is,  faith  my  foul,  my  portion, 
And  therefore  in  him  will  I  hope  alone. 

25.  The  Lord  Is  good  to  them  who  on  him  rely, 
And  to  the  foul  that  fceks  him  earneftly. 

26.  It  is  both  good  to  truft,  and  to  attend 
The  Lord's  falvation  unto  the  end. 

27.  'Tis  good  for  one  his  yoke  in  youth  to  bear  : 

28.  He  fits  alone,  and  doth  all  fpcech  forbear, 
Becaufe  he  hath  born  it :    29.  And  his  mouth  he 

lays 
Deep  in  the  duft,  yet  then  in  hope  he  ftays. 

30.  He  gives  his  cheeks  to  whofoever  will 
Strike  him,  and  fo  he  is  reproached  ftill. 

31.  For  not  for  ever  doth  the  Lord  forfake ; 

33.  But   when  he  hath  ftruck  with  fadnefs,  he 
doth  take 

CompafEon,  as  his  mercy's  infinite. 

33.  Nor  is  it  with  his  heart  that  he  doth  fmite, 

34.  That  under  foot  the  prifoners  ftamped  be, 
^^.  That  a  man's  right  the  judge'  himfelf  doth  fee 

[ed  is 
To  be  wrung  from  him  ;  36.  That  he  fubveit- 
In  his  juft  caufe,  the  Lord  allows  not  this.       [pafs 

37.  Who  then  will  fay  tJiat  ought  doth  come  to 
But  that  which  by  the  Lord  commanded  was? 

38.  Both  good  and  evil  from  his  mouth  proceeds; 
31;.  Why  then  grieves  any  man  for  his  mifdeeds? 

40.  Turn  we  to  God,  by  trying  cut  our  ways ; 

41.  To  him  in  heav'u  our  hands  with  hearts  up- 

raife. 

42    We  have  rebell'd,  and  fall'n  away  from  thee  ; 
Thou  pardon'ft  not;  43.  Ufeft  no  clemency; 
Purfu'ft  us,  kill'ft  us,  cover'ft  us  with  wrath; 
44.eover'ftthyfdfwiili  clouds,  thatpurprayerhatl; 
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No  powV  to  pafs;  45.  And  thou  haft  made  us  fall 
As  refufe,  and  ofF-fcouring,  to  them  all. 
46.  All  our  foes  gape  at  us.  47.  Fear  andafnare, 
With  ruin  and  with  wafte,  upon  us  are. 

48.  With  wat'ry  rivers  doth  mine  eye  o'erflow, 
For  ruin  of  my  people's  daughters  fo  : 

49.  Mine  eye  doth  drop  down  tears  inceffantly, 

50.  Until  the  Lord  look  down  from  heav'n  to  fee. 

51.  And  for  my  city,  danghters'  fake,  mine  eye 
Doth  break  mine  heart.  52.  Caufelefs  mine  enemy, 
Like  a  bird,  chas'd  me.  53.  In  a  dungeon 
They've  fiiut  my  life,  and  caft  on  me  a  ftone. 

54.  Waters  flow'd  o'er  my  head ;  then  thought  I,  I'm 
JDeftroy'd  :   5  J.  I  called.  Lord  !  upon  thy  name 
Out  of  the  pit ;  56.  And  thou  my  voice  didft  hear  : 
Oh  :  from  my  fight  and  cry  ftop  not  thine  ear. 

57.  Then  when  I  call'd  upon  thee, thou  drew'ftnear 

Unto  me,  ^nd  faidft  unto  me,  Do  not  fear, 

jS.  Thou,  Lord!  my  foul's  caufe  handled  haft, 

and  thou 
Refcu'ft  my  life.  59.  O  Lord  !  do  thou  judge  now. 

Thou  heard'ft  my  wrong.  60.  Their  vengeance  all 
they've  wrought ; 

61.  How  they  reproach'd  thou'ft  heard,  and  what 

they  thought; 

62.  What  their  lips  utter'd,  which  againft  me  rofe, 
And  what  was  ever  whifper'd  by  my  foes. 

6^.  I  am  their  fong,  whether  they  rife  or  fit. 
64.  Give  them  rewards,  Lord !  for  their  work- 
ing fit,  [thy  might 
64.  Sorrow  of  heart,  thy  curfe :  66.  And  with 
Follow,  andfrom  under  heav'n  deftroy  them  quite. 

CHAP.    IV. 

1.  How  is  the  gold  become  fo  dim  I  how  is 
Pureft  and  fineft  gold  rhus  chang'd  to  this  ! 
The  ftones,  which  were  ftonesof  the  fandluary, 
Scattcr'd  in  corners  of  each  ftreet  do  lie. 

a.  The  precious  fons  of  Sion,  which  (hould  be 
Valu'd  as  pureft  gold,  how  do  we  fee 
Low-rated  now !   as  earthen  pitchers,  fland. 
Which  are  the  work  of  a  poor  potter's  hand. 

3,  Even  the  fea-calves  draw  their  breafts,  and  give 
Suck  to  their  young:  my  people's  daughter's  live, 
By  reafon  of  the  foe's  great  cruelnefs, 

As  do  the  owls  in  the  vaft  wildernefs. 

4,  And  when  jhe  fucking.child  doth  ftrlve  to  draw , 
His  tongue  for  jhirft  cleaves  to  his  upper  jzvf  ; 
And  when  for  bread  the  little  children  cry, 
There  is  no  man  that  doth  them  fatisfy. 

5,  They  which  before  were  delicately  fed, 
Now  in  the  ftreets  forlorn  have  periftied  : 
And  they,  vvhich  ever  were  in  fcarlct  cloth'd. 
Sit  and  embrace  the  dunghills  yvi^jch  tbejr  .Ijtji'^. 


6.  The  daughters  of  my  people  have  fmn'd  more 
Than  did  the  town  of  Sodom  fin  before-. 
Which  being  at  once  deftroy'd,  there  did  remain 
No  hands  amongft  them  to  vex  them  a^ain. 

7.  But  heretofore  purer  her  Nazarite 

V/as  than  the  fnow,  and  milk  was  not  fo  white  i 
As  carbuncles  did  their  pure  bodies  fliine ; 
And  all  their  polifli'dnefs  was  faphirine. 

[know 

8.  They're  darker  now  than  blacknefs ;  none  can 
Them  by  the  face,a"s  through  the  ftreet  they  go  ; 
For  now  their  Ikin  doth  cleave  unto  their  bone, 
And,  withered,  is  like  to  dry  wood  grown. 

9.  Better  by  fword  than  famine  'tis  to  die  ; 

And  better  through  pierc'd  than  through  penury. 

10.  Women,  by  nature  pitiful,  have  ate        [meat. 
Their  children  (dreft  with  their  own  hand)  fop 

11.  Jehovah  here  fully  accomplifti'd  hath 
His  indignation,  and  pour'd  forth  his  wrath  ; 
Kindled  a  fire  in  Sion,  which  hath  pow'r 

To  eat,  and  her  foundations  to  devour. 

13.  Nor  would  the  kings  of  th'  earth,  nor  alj 

which  live 
In  the  inhabitable  world,  believe 
That  any  adverfary,  any  foe, 
Into  Jerufalem  fliould  enter  fo.  [{bed 

13.  For  the  priefts  fins,  and  prophets,  which  have 

Blood  in  the  ftreets,  and  the  juft  murthered  ; 

14.  Which,  when  thofe  men,  whom  they  made 

blind,  did  ftray 
Thorough  the  ftreets,  defiled  by  the  way 

With  blood,  the  which  impoflible  it  was 

Their  garment  fiiould  'fcape  touching  as  they  pafS; 

15.  Would  cry  aloud,"  Depart,  defiled  men, 

"  Depart,  depart,  and  touch  us  not !"  and  then 

They  fled,  and  ftray'd,  and  with   the   Gentiles 

were,  [there : 

Yet  told  their  friends  they  (hould  not  long  dwell 

16.  For  this  they're  fcatter'd  by  Jehovah's  face, 
Who  never  will  regard  liieni  more.  No  gra^e 

Unto  the  old  men  Ihall  their  foe  afford,    [fword: 
For  that  they're  priefts  redeem  them  from  the 
I  7.  And  we  as  yet,  for  all  thefe  miferies 
Defiring  our  vain  help,confume  our  eyes; 

And  fuch  a  nation  as  canriot  fave, 

V/e  in  defire  and  fpeculat/on  have, 

iSiThey  hunt  our  fteps,thatin  the  ftreets  we  fear 

To  go ;  our  end  is  now  approached  near. 

Our  days  accomplifh'd  are,  this  the  laft  day ; 

19.  Eagles  of  heav'n  are  not  fo  fwift  as  they 

,  Which  follow  us ;  o'er  mountains  tops  they  flic 
At  us,  and  for  us  in  the  defert  lie, 

20.  The  Lord's  anointed,  breath  of  our  nvftrlls,  hfj 
Of  whom  W6  Uii,  uoder  his  (ha(i9w  we 

mi 
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Sliall  with  more  cafe  under  the  Heath'-n  dwell, 
Into  the  pit,  which  thefc  men  digged,  fell. 


Rejoice,  O  Edom's  dautrhter !  joyful  be, 
Thou  that  inhabit'!!:  Uz  ;  for  unto  thee 
This  cup  fluill  pafs,  and  thou  with  drunkennefs 
Shall  fill  thyfelf,  uid  Uew  thy  nakednefs. 

42.  And  then  thy  fins,  O  Sion  !  ihall  be  fpent ; 
The  Lord  will  not  leave  thee  in  banifhment : 
Thy  fins,  O  Edotn's  daughter !  he  will  fee, 
And  for  them  pay  thee  with  captivity. 


CHAP.    V. 

I.  Remember,  O  Lord  I  what  is  fall'n  on  us; 
See  and  mark  how  we  are  reproached  thus. 

2..   For  ur.to  Grangers  our  poffeflion 
Is  turn'd,  our  houfes  unto  aliens  gone. 

3.  Our  mothers  are  become  as  widows,  we 
As  orphans  all,  and  without  fathers  be, 

4.  Waters,  which  are  our  own,  we  drink  and  pay, 
And  upon  our  own  word  a  price  they  lay.     . 

5.  Our  perfecutors  on  our  necks  do  fit ; 
They  make  us  travail,  and  not  intermit. 

6.  We  flretch  our  hands  unto  th'  Egyptians 
To  get  us  bread,  and  unto  th*  Aflyrians. 

Our  fathers  did  thefe  fins,  and  are  no  more ; 
But  we  do  bear  thy  fins  they  did  before. 

8.  rhey  are  but  fervants  which  do  rule  us  thus, 
Yet  from  their  hands  none  would  deliver  us. 

9.  With  danger  of  our  life  our  bread  we  gat, 
For  in  the  wildernefs  the  fword  did  wait. 

10.  The  tempefts  of  this  famine  we  liv'd  in 
Bidck  as  an  oven  colour'd  had  our  fkin. 

II.  In  Juda's  cities  they  the  maids  abus'd 

By  force,  aiid  fo  women  in  Sion  us'd.  [grace 

la.  The  princes  with  their  hands  they  hung;  no 
Niit  honour  gave  they  to  the  elder's  face. 

13.  Unto  the  mill  our  young  men  carried  are. 
And  children  fell  under  tl>e  wood  they  bare  : 

14.  Elders  thegates, youth  did  their  foiigs,  forbear; 
O0U2  was  our  joy ;  our  dancings  mournings  were. 

T.?,  Now  is  the  crov,^n  fall'n  from  our  head,  and  wo 
Be  unto  us,  becaufe  we'ave  finned  fo  : 
J 6.  For  this  our  hearts  do  lanj,>uilh,  and  for  this 
Over  our  eyes  a  cloudy  dimnefs  is; 

17.  Bccaufe  ?.^ount  Sion  defolate  doth  lie, 
And  foxes  tliere  do  go  at  liberty. 

18.  But  thou,  O  Lord  !  art  ever;  and  thy  throne 
Trom  generation  to  generation. 

19.  Why  fnouldd  thou  forget  us  eternally, 
Or  Isavc  us  thu- iong  in  this  mifery  i' 

ao.   Reitore  us,  Lord  '.  to  thee  ;  that  fo  wc  lliay 
RiUirn,  and,  uz  of  old,  rsr.ew  our  day. 


21.  For  oughtefl  thou,  0  Lord!  defpife  us  thuS, 

22.  And  to  be  utterly  enrag'd  at  us  ? 


HYMN  TO  GOD,  MY  GOD, 
In  my   Sicknefs. 

Stnce  I  am  coming  to  that  holy  room 
Where  with  the  choir  of  faints  for  evermore 
I  fhall  be  made  thy  mufic,  as  1  come 
I  tune  the  inftrument  here  at  the  door, 
And  what  1  muft  do  then  think  here  before. 

Whilft  my  phyficians,  by  their  love,  are  grown 
Cofmographers  and  I  their  map,  who  lie 
Fiat  on  this  bed,  that  by  them  may  be  (hewa 
That  this  is  my  fouth-weft  difcovery 
Per  /return  febris,  by  thefe  ftraits  to  die. 

I  joy  that  in  thefe  ftraights  I  fee  my  weft; 
For  though  thofe  currents  yield  return  to  none. 
What  fhall  my  weft  hurt  me  .'  as  weft  and  eaft 
In  all  flat  maps  (and  I  am  one)  are  one. 
So  death  doth  touch  the  refurret^ion. 

Is  the  Pacific  Sea  my  home  ?  or  are 

The  eaftern  riches  ?   Is  Jerufalem, 

Anyan,  and  Magellan,  and  Gibraltar  ?         [thems 

All  ftraights,  and  none  but  ftraights  are  ways  to 

Whether  where  Japheth  dwelt,  or  Cham,  or  Sem. 

We  think  that  Paradife  and  Calvary, 
Chrift's  crofs  and  Adam's  tree,  ftood  in  one  place ; 
Look,  Lord  !  and  find  both  Adams  met  in  me  : 
As  the  firft  Adam's  fweat  furrounds  my  face. 
May  the  laft  Adam's  blood  my  foul  embrace. 

So  in  his  purple  wrapp'd  receive  me.  Lord  ! 
By  tliefe  his  thorns  give  me  his  other  crown ; 
And  as  to  otlxrs  fouls  I  preach'd  thy  word, 
Be  this  my  text,  my  fermon  to  mine  own  ;  [down. 
Therefore,  that  he  may  raife,  the  Lord  throws 
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I. 

Wilt  thou  forgive  that  fin  where  I  begun, 
Wiiich  was  my  fin,   though  it  were  done  before  \ 
Wilt  thou  forgive  that  fin  through  which  I  run, 
And  do  run  tlill,  though  ftill  I  do  deplore  ? 
When  thou  hall  done  thou  haft  not  done, 
For  I  have  more. 

II. 
Wilt  thou  forgive  that  fin  which  I  have  won 
i  Hhers  to  fin,  and  made  my  fins  their  door  ? 
Wilt  thou  forgive  that  fin  which  I  did  fhun 
A  year  or  two,  but  wallow'd  in  a  fcore  ? 
When  thou  hail;  done  thou  haft  not  done, 
For  I  have  more. 

III. 
I  have  a  fin  of  fear,  that  when  I  'avc  fpun 
My  laft  thread  I  fliall  perifli  on  the  fhore; 
But  fwear  by  thyfelf  that  at  my  death  thy  Son 
Shall  fhine  as  he  fiiincs  now  and  heretofore ; 
And  having  done  that  thou  haft  done, 
I  fear  iio  more. 
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Others  at  the  porches  and  entries  of  their  build- 
ings fet  their  arms,  I  my  picShure,  if  iny  colours 
can  deliver  a  mind  fo  plain  and  flat,  and  thorough- 
light  as  mine.  Naturally  at  a  new  author  I  doubt 
and  ftick,  and  do  not  fay  quickly  good.  I  cenfurc 
much  and  tax ;  and  this  liberty  colls  me  more  than 
ethers :  yet  I  would  not  be  lb  rebellious  againft 
myfelf  as  not  to  do  it  fmce  I  love  it,  nor  fo  unjuft 
to  others  to  do  \x.fine  talione.  As  long  as  I  give  them 
as  good  hold  upon  me,  they  muft  pardon  me  my 
bitings.  I  forbid  no  reprehender  but  him  that,  like 
the  Trent  Council,  forbids  not  books,  but  authors, 
damning  whatever  fuch  a  name  hath  or  ihall  write. 
None  write  fo  ill  that  he  giifes  not  fomething  ex- 
emplary to  follow  or  fly.  Now,  when  I  begin  this 
book,  1  have  no  purpofe  to  come  into  any  man's 
debt :  how  my  Itock  will  hold  out  I  know  not ; 
perchance  wafte,  perchance  iii^reafe  in  ufe.  If  I  do 
borrow  any  thing  of  antiquity,  bclides  that  1  make 
account  that  I  pay  it  to  poflerity  with  as  much, 
and  as  good,  you  fliall  flill  And  me  to  acknowledge 
jtj  and  to  thank  not  him  o:iIy  that  hath  digged 


out  treafure  for  me,  but  that  hath  lighted  me  a 
candle  to  the  place.  All  which  I  will  bid  you  re- 
member (for  I  will  have  no  fuch  readers  as  I  cari 
teach)  is,  that  the  Pythagorean  dotSlrine  doth  not 
only  carry  one  foul  from  man  to  man,  nor  man  to 
beafl:,  but  indifferently  to  plants  aifo  ;  and,  there-; 
fore,  you  muft  not  grudge  to  find  the  fame  foul  in, 
an  emperor,  in  a  poft-horfe,  and  in  a  maceron,  fince 
no  unreadinefs  in  the  foul,  but  an  indifpofition  ia 
the  organs,  works  this.  And,  therefore,  though 
this  foul  could  not  move  when  it  was  a  melon,  yet 
it  may  remember,  and  can  now  tell  me,  at  what 
lafcivious  banquet  it  was  ferved  :  and  though  it 
could  not  fpeak  when  it  was  a  fpider,  yet  it  can 
remember,  and  now  tell  me,  who  ufed  it  for  poi- 
fon  to  attain  dignity.  However  the  bodies  have 
dulled  her  other  faculties,  her  memory  hath  evei.* 
been  her  own,  which  makes  rne  fo  ferioufly  delivet 
yon,  by  her  relation,  all  her  paflages,  from  her  firlt 
making,  when  flie  was  that  apple  which  Eve  ate, 
to  this  time,  when  flis  is  flae  whofs  life  you  ihalj 

find  ia  the  end  of  this  book. 

D  iij        . 
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t. 

I  SING  the  Proorefs  cf  a  deathlefs  Soul, 

Whom  >'ate,  which  God  made,  but  doth  not  con-i 

troul, 
Plac'd  in  moft  fhapes.  All  times,  before  the  law 
Yok'd  us  and  when,  and  fince,  in  this  I  fiug, 
And  the  great  World  t'  his  ajfed  evening, 
Irom  infant  morn  through  manly  noon  I  draw  : 
What  the  gold  Chaldee  or  filver  Pcrfian  faw, 
Greek  bral's,  cv  Roman  iron,  'tis  in  this  one, 
A  work  t'  out-wear  Seth's  pillar; ,  brick  and  ftone, 
And  (holy  writ  excepted)  made  to  yield  to  none. 

n. 
Thee,  eye  of  heaven,  this  great  Soul  envies  not ; 
By  thy  male  force  is  all  we  have  begot. 
In  the  firft  eaft  thou  now  beginn'ft  to  Ihine, 
Suck'ft  early  balm,  and  ifland  fpices  there, 
And  wilt  anon  in  thy  loofe-rein'd  career 
At  Tagus,  Po,  Seine,  Thames,  and  Danow,  dine, 
And  fee  at  night  thy  weftern  land  of  mine ; 
Yet  haft  thou  not  more  nations  feen  than  Ihe 
That  before  thee  one  day  began  to  be, 
And,  thy  frail  light  being  quench'd,  {hall  long, 
long  outlive  thee. 

lit. 
Kor  holy  Janus,  in  whofc  fovereign  boat 
The  church  and  all  the  monarchies  did  float  5 
That  fwimming  college  and  free  hofpital 
Of  all  mankind,  that  cage  and  vivary 
Of  fowls  and  bealls,  in  whofe  womb  Delliny 
"Us  and  oiir  latell  nephews  did  inftall, 
(From  thence  are  all  deriv'd  that  fill  this  all) 
Did  11  thou  in  that  great  flewardfliip  embark 
So  diverfe  (hapes  into  that  floating  park,     [fpark. 
As  have  been  mov'd  and  inform'd  by  this  heav'nly 

IV. 

Great  Deftiny,  the  commiffary  of  God, 

That  haft  mark'd  out  a  patli  and  period  ^ 

For  every  thjng  ;  who,  where  we  offspring  took, 

Oar  ways  and  ends  feeft  at  one  inftant :  thou 

Kl'.iot  of  all  caufes ;  thou  whofc  changelefs  brow     ' 

Hc'et  fmiles  nor  frowns,  O  !  vouchfafe  thou  Ip 

look, 
And  fhew  my  flory  in  thy  eternal  book. 
That  (if  liiy  prayer  be  fit)  I  may  underftand 
So  much  myfelf  as  to  know  with  what  hand, 
How  fcant  or  liberal  this  my  lifs's  race  is  f|>ann'd. 


To  my  Cx  lufters,  alftioft  now  out-wore. 
Except  thy  book  owe  me  fo  many  more ; 
Except  my  legend  be  free  from  the  lets 
Of  fteep  ambition,  fleepy  poverty. 
Spirit- quenching  ficknefs,  dull  capiivity, 
Diftradting  bufinefs,  and  from  beautie's  nets, 
And  all  that  calls  from  this  and  t'  others  whets ; 

0  1  let  me  not  launch  out,  but  let  me  fave 
Th'  expence  of  brain  and  fpirit,  that  my  grave 
His  right  and  due,  a  whole  unwafted  man,  may 

have. 

VI. 

But  if  my  days  be  long  and  good  enough, 
In  vain  thisfsa  fliall  enlarge  or  enrough 
Itfelf ;  for  I  will  through  the  wave  and  foam. 
And  hold,  in  fad  lone  ways,  a  lively  fprite. 
Make  my  dark  heavy  Poem  light,  and  light : 
For  though  through  many  flraights  and  lands  I 
roam, 

1  launch  at  Paradife,  and  fail  t'wards  home  : 
The  courfe  1  there  began  fhall  here  be  ftay'd  ; 
Ssilshoifted  there  ftruck  here,  and  anchors  laid 
In  Thames  which  were  a:  Fygris  and  Euphrates 

weigh' d. 

vii. 
For  the  great  Sou!  which  here  amongft  us  now 
Doth  dwell,  and  moves  that  hand,  and  tongue,  and 

brow. 
Which  as  the  moon  the  fea  moves  us,  to  hear 
Whofe  ftory  with  long  patience  you  will  long  ; 
(For  'tis  the  crown  and  laft  ftrain  of  my  fong) 
This  Soul,  to  whom  Luther  and  Mahomet  were 
Prifons  of  flefh  ;  this  Soul,  which  oft  did  tear 
And  mend  the  wrecks  of  th*  empire,  and  late 

Rome, 
And  liv'd  when  every  great  'change  did  come. 
Had  firfl  in  Paradife  a  low  but  fatal  room. 

viii. 
Yet  no  low  room,  nor  then  the  greateft,  lefs 
If  (as  devout  and  iharp  men  fitly  guefs) 
"That  crofs,  our  j^y  and  grief,  (where  nails  did  tie 
That  All,  which  always  was  all  every  where. 
Which  could  not  fin,  and  yet  all  fins  did  bear, 
Which  could  not  die,  yet  oould  not  choofe  but 

die) 
Stood  in  the  Llf  liime  room  in  Calvary 
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Where  firll  grew  the  forbidden  learned  tree ; 
For  on  that  tree  hung  in  fecurity 
This  Soul,  made  by  the  Maker's  will  from  pulling 
free. 

IX. 

Prince  of  the  orchard,  fair  as  dawning  morn, 
Fenc'd  with  the  law,  and  ripe  as  foon  as  born, 
That  apple  grew  which  this  foul  did  enlive,^ 
Till  the  then  climbing  ferpent,  that  now  creeps 
For  that  offence  for  which  all  mankind  weeps. 
Took  it,   and   t'   her,  whom   the  firil   man   did 

wive, 
(Whom  and  her  race  only  forbiddings  drive) 
He  gave  it,  (he  t'  her  hufband  ;  both  did  eat  : 
So  periftied  the  eaters  and  the  meat. 
And  we  (for  treafon  taints  the  blood)  thence  die 

and  fvveat. 

X. 

Man  all  at  once  was  there  by  woman  {lain, 

And  one  by  one  we're  here  flain  o'er  again 

By  them.  l"he  mother  poifon'd  the  well-head  ; 

The  daughters  here  corrupt  us  rivulets  ; 

No  fmailnefs  'fcapes,  no  greatnefs  breaks,  their 

nets ; 
She  thruft  us  out,  and  by  them  we  are  led 
Aftray  from  turning  to  whence  we  are  fled. 
Were  prifoners  judges  't  would  feem  rigorous ; 
She  fmn'd,  we  bear  :  part  of  our  pain  is  thus 
To  love  them  whofe  fault  to  this  painful  love 

yok'd  us. 

XI. 

So  faft  in  us  doth  this  corruption  grow, 
That  now  we  dare  afk  why  we  fhould  be  fo. 
Would  God  (difputesthe  curious  re'nel)  make 
A  law,  and  would  not  have  it  kept  .■'  or  can 
His  creatures  will  crofs  his  .?    Of  every  man 
For  one  will  God  (and  be  juft)  vengeance  take  ? 
Who  finn'd  ?  'twas  not  forbidden  to  the  fnake. 
Nor  her,  who  v/as  not  then  made  ?  nor  i-.;'t  wj'it 
That  Adam  cropt  or  knew  the  apple  ;  yet 
The  worm,  and  (he,   and  he,  and  we,  endure 

for  it. 

xn. 
But  fnatch  me,  heav'nly  Spirit !  from  this  vain 
Reck'ning  their  vanity  ;  lefs  is  their  gain 
Than  hazard  {till  to  meditate  on  ill. 
Though    with    good    mind ;    their  reafon's    like 

thole  toys 
Of  glaffy  bubbles  which  the  gamefome  boys 
Stretch  to  fo  nice  a  ihinnefs  through  a  quill, 
That  they  themfelves  break,  and  do  themfclves 

fpiU. 
Arguing  is  heretic's  game,  and  exerclfe. 
As  wrelUers,  pcrfe<3:s  them.  Not  liberties 
Of  fpeech,  but  filence  ;  hands,  not  tongues,  and  he- 

reiips. 

XIII. 

Juft  in  that  inftant,  when  the  ferpent's  gripe 
Broke  the  flight  veins  and  tender  conduit-pipe 
Through  which  this  Soul  from  the  tree's  root  did 

draw 
Life  and  growth  to  this  apple,  fled  away 
This  loofe  Soul,  old,  one  and  another  day. 
As  lightning,  which  one  fcarce  dare  fay  he  faw, 
'Tisjfo  foon  gone  (and  better  proof  the  law 


Of  fenfe  than  faith  requires)  fwiftly  (he  flew 
V  a  dark  and  foggy  plot ;  her  her  fates  threw 
There  through  th'  earth's  pores,  and  in  a  plant 
hous'd  her  anew. 

XIV. 

The  plant,  thus  abled,  to  itfelf  did  force 

A  place  where  no  place  was  by  Nature's  courfe, 

As  air  from  water,  water  fleets  away 

From  thicker  bodies ;  by  this  root  throng'd  fo 

His  fpungy  confines  gave  him  place  to  grow  : 

Juft  as  in  our  ftreets,  when  the  people  flay 

To  fee  the  prince,  and  fo  fill  up  the  way         [near 

That  weafels  fcarce   could  pjfs;  when  he  comes 

They  throng  and  cleave  up,  and  a  pafiage  clear. 

As  if  for  that  time  their  round  bodies  flatten'd 


Hi";  right  arm  he  thruft  out  towards  the  eaft. 
Weft  ward  his  left;  th'  ends  did  themfelves  digefi 
Into  ten  leffer  ftrings,  thefe  fingers  were  : 
And,  as  a  flumb'rer,  ftretching  on  his  bed, 
This  way  he  this  and  that  way  fcattered 
His  other  leg,  which  feet  with  toes  up  bear  ; 
Grew  on  his  middle  part,  the  firft  day,  hair. 
To  fhcw  that  in  love's  hus'nefs  he  fliould  ftiil 
A  dealer  be,  and  be  us'd,  well  or  ill  : 
His  apples  kindle,  his  leaves  force  of  conception 
kill. 

XVI. 

A  mouth,  bat  dumb,  he  hath  ;  blind  eyes,  deaf 

ears, 
And  to  his  flioulders  dangle  fubtle  hairs ; 
A  young  ColofTus  there  he  ftands  upright ; 
And,  as  that  ground  by  him  were  conquered, 
A  lazy  garland  v/ears  he  on  his  head 
Enchas'd  with  little  fruits  fo  red  and  bright, 
I'hat  for  tliem  ye  would  call  your  love's  iips  white ; 
So  of  a  lone  unhauntcd  place  poffeft, 
Didtliis  Soul's  fecoiid  inn,  built  by  the  gueft 
This  living  buried  man,  this  quiet  mandrake,  reft. 

XVII. 
No  luftful  woman  came  this  plant  to  grieve, 
Bat  'twas  becaufe  there  was  none  yet  but  Eve, 
And  Ihe  (with  other  purpofe)  kill'd  it  qaite  : 
Her  fin  had  now  brought  in  infirmities. 
And  fo  her  cradled  child  the  moift-red  eyes 
I-Iad  never  {hut,  nor  fiept,  iince  it  faw  light : 
Poppy  Ihe  knew,  ihe  kn«v/  the  mandrake's  might. 
And  tore  up  both,  and  fo  cool'd  her  child's  blood- 
Unvirtuous  v/eeds  might  long  unvex'dhave  flood. 
But  he's  fhort  liv'd  that  with  his  death  can  do 

moft  good. 

XVUJ. 

To  an  unfetter'd  Soul's  quick  nimble  hafte 

Are  falling  {lavs  and  hearts  thoughts  but  flow 

pac'd, 
Thinner  than  burnt  air  flies  this  Soul,  and  (he. 
Whom  four  new  coming  and  four  parting  funs 
Had  found,  and  left  the  mandrake's  tenant,  runs,- 
Thoughtlefs  of  change,  when  her  firm  deftiny 
Confin'd  and  enjail'd  her  that  feem'd  fo  free 
Into  a  fmall  blew  Ihell,  the  which  a  poor 
Warm  bird  o'erfpread,  and  fat  ftill  evermore. 
Till  her  enclos'd  child  kick'd,  and  pick'd  itfelf  ft 

door» 
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•^ut  crept  a  fparrow,  this  Soul's  movine  inn. 
On  whole  raw  arms  ftiff  feathers  now  begin, 
As  children's  teeth  through  gums,  to  break  with 

pain  : 
His  flefh  is  jelly  yet,  and  his  bones  threads ; 
All  a  new  downy  marile  ov<^rfprearis  : 
A  mouth  he  opts,  which  would  as  much  contain 
As  his  late  houfe,  and  the  firft  hour  l^eaks  plain, 
And  chiips  aloud  for  meat  :  meat  fit  for  men 
His  father  fteals  for  him,  and  fo  feeds  then 
Qne  that  within  a  month  will  beat  him  from  his 

hen. 

XX. 

In  this  world's  youth  wile  Nature  did  make  haftc, 
"i'hings  ripen'd  fooner,  and  did  longer  laft  ; 
Already  this  hot  cock  in  bufti  and  tree. 
In  field  and  tent,  o'erflutters  his  next  hen : 
He  alks  her  not  who  did  fo  talle  nor  when ; 
K'T  if  his  fifter  or  his  niece  fhe  be, 
!Nor  doth  {lie  pule  for  his  inconftancy 
If  in  her  fight  he  change;  nor  doth  refufe 
The  next  that  calls;  both  liberty  do  ufe. 
Where  florc   is  of   both  kinds,  both  kinds  may 
'  freely  choofe. 

XXI. 

Men,  till  they  took  laws  which  made  freedom  lefs, 
Their  daughters  and  tl-.eir  fiders  did  ingrefs  ; 
Till  now  unlawful,  therefore  ill,  'cvvas  not ; 
So  jolly,  that  it  can  move  thi-;  Soul.  Is 
The  body  fo  free  of  his  kindneffes, 
That  felf-preferving  it  hath  now  forgot. 
And  flack'neth  not  the  Soul's  and  body's  knot, 
Which  temp'rance  llraitens  ?  Freely  on  his  fhe- 

fricnds 
He  blood  and  fpirit,  pith  and  marrow,  fpends ; 
lil  fteward  of  himfelf,  himfelf  in  three  years  ends. 

XXII. 

Elfe  might  he  long  have  liv'd ;  man  did  not  know 
Of  gummy  biood  which  doth  in  holly  grow, 
Kow  tn  ni:ikc  Irird-lime.  nor  how  to  deceive, 
With  feigii'd  caiis  hi^  nets  or  enwrar.ping  fnare. 
The, free  inhabitants  of  the  pliant  air. 
r.'Ian  to  beget,  and  woman  to  conceive, 
Aik'd  not  of  roots,  nor  of  cock-fparrcws,  leave ; 
Yet  choofeth  he,  though  none  of  thefc  he  fears, 
Pleafantly  three;  then  llraiten'd  twenty  yeais 
To  live,  and  to  encreale  his  race  himfelf  outwears. 
.  '^...r  .  I  xxiir. 

This  coal  with  over  blowing  quench'd  and  dead, 
The  Soul  from  her  too  adivc  orgaiis  fled 
T'  a  biook.  A  female  filh's  I'aiidy  rOe 
With  the  male's  jelly  newly  leaven'd  wr <:; 
l-or  they  had  intertnuch'd  as  they  did  pal"<;, 
And  one  of  thofe  fmall  bodies,  fitted  fo, 
Thi«i  Soul  inform'd,  and  alile  it  to  row 
Itfeif  Avith  finny  oars,  which  flic  did  fit, 
Her  frales  feem'd  yet  of  parchment,  and  ssyct 
Perchance  a  fiih;but  by  no  name  ycu  ce^uld  call  it. 

'  •  XXIV. 

Wlien  goodly,  like  a  Ihip  in  her  full  trim, 

A  fwan  fo  white ,  that  you  may  unto  him 

(^omj-are  all  whitenel's,  but  himfelf  to  none, 

Glided  along,  and  as  he  glided  watch'd, 

And  witB  his  arched  neck  ibis  poor  Uih  catch'd  : 


It  niov'd  with  ftate,  as  if  to  look  upon 
1,0V/  things  it  fcorn'd  ;  and  yet  before  that  one 
Could  think  he  foughc  it,  he  liad  Iwallow'd  clear 
Thi'^  and  much  fucii,  and  unblam'd  ;  devour'd  there 
All  but  who  too  fwift,  too  great,  or  wcLl-arm'd, 
were.  '  ' 

XXV. 

Now  fwam  a  prifon  in  a  prifon  put. 

And  now  rhis  Snul  in  double  wails  was  fhut, 

J'ili  melted  w;t..  the  fwan's  digcftive  lire 

.She  left  her  hpufe,  tlie  fifn,  and  vapour'd  forth  : 

Fate  not  affording  boilics  of  more  worth 

For  her  as  )  et,  bids  her  again  retire 

T'  another  fifh,  to  any  new  defire 

JVInde  a  new  prey  ;  for  he  that  can  to  none 

Reiiftance  make,  nor  complaint,  is  fure  gone; 

Weakiiefs  invites,  but  filence  feafls  oppreliion. 

xxvi. 
Pace  with  the  native  ftream  this  fifh  doth  keep. 
And  journics  with  liar  towards  the  glalVy  deep. 
But  oft  retarded  ;  once  with  a  liidden  net, 
Though  with  great  windows,  (for  when  need  firft 

taught 
Thefe  tricks  to  catch  food,  then  they  were  not 

wrought 
As  now,  with  curious  greedinefs,  to  let 
None  'fcape,  bu;  few  and  fit  for  ufe  to  get) 
As  in  this  trip  a  rav'nous  pike  was  ta'en, 
M'^ho,  thougli  himfelf  difcrell,  would  fain  have  flain 
This  wretch ;  fo  hardly  are  ill  habits  left  again. 

XXVII. 

Here  by  her  fmallnefs  fhe  two  death's  o'erpafl. 
Once  innocence  'fcap'd,  and  left  th'  oppreflbr  faft.; 
The  net  tljroiigh  fwam,  fhe  keeps  the  liquid  path, 
And  whither  ihc  leap  up  fometimes  to  breath 
And  fuck  in  air,  or  find  it  underneath. 
Or  working  parts  like  mills  or  limbecks  hath, 
To  make  the  water  thin,  and  air  like  faith, 
Cares  not,  but  fafe  the  place  (he's  come  unte, 
Wht're  frefh  with  fair  waves  meec,  and  what  to  do 
She  knows  not,  but  between  both  makes  a  board 

or  two. 

xxvm. 
So  far  froni  hiding  her  ouefts  water  is. 
That  (lie  fhews  them  in  bigger  quantities 
I'han  they  are.  Thus  her,  doubtful  of  her  way, 
Fi<r  game,  and  not  for  hiyiger,  a  fea-pie 
Spy'd  through  his  traiterous  f}>cCfacle  from  high 
'I'hc  filly  fifn,  where  it  difputing  lay. 
And   t'  end  her  doubts  and  her,  bears  her  away  ; 
Exalted,  Uie's  but  to  th'  exalter's  good  ; 
(As  are  by  great  ones  men  which  lowly  flood) 
It's  rais'd  to  be  the  faifci's  inltrumcnt  and  food. 

XXIX. 
Is  any  kind  AibjedJ:  to  rape  li'ce  fifli  ? 
M  u'.ito  man  tiicy  neither  do  nor  wifli ; 
Fifiicrs  they  kill  not,  nor  with  noife  awake  ; 
They  do  not  hunt,  nor  llrlve  to  make  a  prey 
Of  her.fls,  nor  their  young  fons  to  bear  away; 
Fowls  they  purfue  not,  ncr  do  undertake 
To  fpoil  the  ntfts  induflrious  birds  do  make; 
Yet  them  all  thcfe  unkind  kinds  feed  upon  ; 
To  kill  them  is  an  occupation, 
.•\;.;d  I:nvs  m;:ke  fads  aud  hrtsfor  their  deilruc- 

tion. 
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A  fudden  ftiff  land-wind  in  that  felf  hour 

To  fea-ward  i'orc'd  this  bird  that  did  devour 

The  fifh  ;  h;  cares  not,  for  with  eafe  he  flies, 

Fat  trhittony's  beft  orator  :   at  laft, 

So  lone  be  hath  flown,  and  hatti  flown  fo  faft. 

That,  ka2;UL-s  o'erpalk  at  fea,  now  rir'd  he  lies, 

And  with  his  pr«y,  that  till  then  ianguifht,  dies  : 

The  Souis,  no  longer  foes,  two  ways  did  err. 

The  tifli  I  follow,  and  keep  no  calender 

Of  th'  other  :  he  lives  yet  in  fome  great  ofiicer. 

XXXI. 

Into  an  embryon  fifh  our  Soul  is  thrown, 

And  in  due  time  thr^^wn  out  again,  and  grown 

To  luch  vailnefs,  as  if  unmanacled 

Friv!   Greece  Morea  were,  and  that,  by  fome 

Earthquake  unrooted,  loofe  Morea  fwam  ; 

Or  feas  from  Airic's  body  had  fevered 

And  torn  the  Hopeful  Promontory's  head  : 

This  filh  would  feem  thefe,  and,   when  all  hopes 

fail, 
A  great  ftiip  overfet,  or  witliout  fail. 
Hulling,  might  <  when  this  was  a  whelp)  be  like 

this  whale. 

XXXII. 

At  every  ftroke  his  braze-'  fins  do  fake 
More  circles  in  the  broken  fea  they  make 
Than  cannons  voices  when  the  air  they  tear : 
His  ribs  are  pillars,  and  his  high  arch'd  roof 
Of  bark,  that  blunts  befl  fteel,  is  thunder-proof: 
Swim  in  him  fwallow'd  dolphins  without  fear, 
And  feel  no  fides,  as  if  hi-  vaft  womb  were 
Some  inland  fea  ;  and  ever,  as  he  went, 
He  fpouted  rivers  up,  as  if  he  meant 
Ta  join  eur  feas  with  feas  above  the  firmament. 

XXXIII. 

He  hunts  not  fifli,  but,  ;is  an  officer. 
Stays  in  his  court,  at  his  own  net,  and  tliere 
All  fuitors  of  all  forts  themfelves  enthral , 
So  on  his  back  lies  this  whale  wantoning, 
And  in  his  gulf-like  throat  fucks  every  tiling, 
That  pafleth  nebr.     Filli  chafeth  fifh,  and  all, 
Flier  and  foUowiT,  in  this  whirlpool  fall  : 
O  I   might  not  ftatcs  of  more  equality 
Confifl?  and  is  it  of  neceffity 
That  thoufai»d  guiltlefs  fmalls  to  make  one  great 
muft  die  ? 

xxxiv. 
Now  drinks  he  up  feas,  and  he  eats  up  flocks; 
Hejofliles  iflands,  and  he  Ihakcs  firm  rocks: 
Now  in  a  roomful  houfe  this  Soul  doth  float, 
An^^,  like  a  prince,  ftie  fends  her  faculties 
To  all  her  limbs,  diftant  as  provinces. 
The  fun  hath  twenty  times  both  Crab  and  Goat 
Parched,  iince  firillaunch'd  forth  this  living  boat : 
'Tis  greateft  now,  and  to  deilruilion 
Neareft  ;   there's  no  paufe  at  perfe<ftion  ; 
Greatnefsa  period  hath,  but  hath  no  flation. 

XXXV. 

Two  little  fiflies,  whom  he  never  harm'd, 
Nor  fed  on  their  kind,  two,  not  th'roughly  arm'd 
With  hope  that  they  could  kill  him,  nor  could  do 
Good  to  themfeUes  by  his  death,   (they  did  not 

eat 
His  flelh,  nor  fuck  thofe  oiI$  which  thence  out- 
'  ftreat) 


Confpir'd  againft  him  ;  and  it  might  undo 
The  plot  of  all  that  the  plotters  were  two 
But  that  they  fifhes  were,  and  could  not  fpeak. 
How  fliall  a  tyrant  wife  flrong  projedl'  break, 
If  wretches   can   on  them  the    common    ange^ 
wreak  ? 

XXXVI. 

The  flai'.-finn'd  threflier,  and  fteel-beak'd  fword- 

fifli 
Only  attempt  to  do  what  all  do  wilh  : 
The  threflier  backs  him,  and  to  beat  begins; 
The  fluggard  whale  leads  to  oppreflion. 
And,  t'hide  himfclf  from  Ihame  and  danger,  down- 
Begins  to  fink  :  the  fword-fifli  upwards  fpins. 
And  gores  him  with  his  beak ;  his  fl;afF-like  fins 
So  well  the  one,  his  fword  the  other,  plies, 
That,  now  a  feoff"  and  prey,  this  tyrant  dies. 
And  (his  own  dole)  feeds  with  himfelf  all  cata.* 

panics. 

XXXVII. 

Who  will  revenge  his  death  .'  or  who  will  call 
Thole  to  account  that  thought  and  wrought  his 

fall  ? 
The  heirs  of  flain  kings  we  fee  are  often  fo 
Tranfported  with  the  joy  of  what  tliey  get. 
That  they  revenge  and  obfequies  forget ; 
Nor  will  againU  fuch  men  the  people  go, 
Becaufe  he's  now  dead  to  whom  they  Ihould  fhew 
Love   in  that  adl.     Some  kings,  by  vice,  being 

grown 
So  needy  of  fubjeds  love,  that  of  their  own 
They  think  they  iofe  if  love  be  to  the  dead  prince 

fhewn. 

XXXVIIT. 

This  foul,  now  free  from  prifon  and  paffion, 
Hath  yet  a  little  indignation 
That  fo  fmall  hammers  fliould  fo  foon  down  beat 
So  great  a  caftle  ;  and  having  for  her  houfe 
Got  the  ftrait  cloifter  of  a  wretched  moufe, 
( As  bafeft  men,  that  have  not  what  to  eat. 
Nor  enjoy  ought,  do  far  mcjre  hate  the  great 
Than  they  who  good  repos'd  eftates  poflefs) 
This  Seul,  late  taught  that  great  things  might  by 

lefs 
Be  flain,  to  gallant  mifchief  doth  herfelf  addrefs. 

XXXIX. 

Nature's  great  mafter-piece,  an  elephant, 

(The  only  harmlefs  great  thing)  the  giant 

Of  beaft^s,  who  thought  none  had,  to  make  him 

wife, 
But  to  be  juft  and  thankful,  loth  t'  offend, 
(Yet  Nature  hath  giv'n  him  no  knees  to  bend) 
Himfelf  he  up-props,  on  himfelf  relies. 
And,  foe  to  none,  fnfpe(Ss  no  enemies, 
Still  fleeping  flood ;  vext  not  his  fantafy 
Black  dream'  ;  like  an  unbent  bow  carelefly 
His  finewy  probofcis  did  remifsly  lie. 

XL. 

In  which,  as  in  a  gallery,  this  moufe 
Walk'd,  and  furvey'd  the  rooms  of  this  vafl;  houfe, 
And  to  the  brain,  the  Soul's  bed-chamber,  went. 
And  gnaw'd  the   life-cords  there  :  like   a  whole 

town 
Clean  undcrmin'd,  the  flain  beafl;  tumbled  down  : 
With  him  the  murth'rcr  dies,  whom  envy  fent 
To  kill)  not  'fcape,  (for  only  he  that  meant 
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To  die  did  ever  kill  a  man  of  better  room) 
And  thus  he  made  his  foe  his  prey  and  tomb : 
Who  cares  not  to  turn  back  may  any  wither  come. 

XLI. 

Next  hous'd  this  Soul  a  Wolfe's  yet  unborn  whelp, 
Till  the  bell  midwife,  Nature,  gave  it  help 
To  iffue  :  it  could  kill  as  foon  as  go. 
Abel,  as  white  and  mild  as  his  iheep  were, 
(Who,  in  that  trade,  of  church  and  kingdoms  there 
Was  the  firit  type)  was  ftill  infefted  fo 
With  this  wolf,  that  it  bred  his  lofs  and  woe ; 
And  yet  his  bitch,  his  centinel,  attends 
The  flock  fo  near,fo  well  warns  and  defends, 
That  the  wolf  (hopelefs  elfe)  to  corrupt  her  in- 
tends. 

XLII. 

He  took  a  courfe,  which  fince  fuccefsfully 

Great  men  have  often  taken,  to  efpy 

The  counfels,  or  to  break  the  plots,  of  foes ; 

To  Abel's  tent  he  ftealeth  in  the  dark. 

On  whofe  Ikiris  the  bitch  flept :  ere  flie  could 

bark, 
Attach'd  her  with  ftralt  gripes,  yet  he  call'd  thofe 
Imbracements  of  love  :  to  love's  work  he  goes, 
Where  deeds  move  more  than  words ;  nor  doth 

file  (how, 
Kor  much  refift,  no  needs  he  ftreighten  fo 
His  prey,  for  were  Ihe  loofe  ftie  would  not  bark 

nor  go. 

XLin. 
He  hath  engag'd  her ;  his  fhe  wholly  bides ; 
Who  not  her  own^  none  others  fecrers  hides. 
If  to  the  flock  he  come,  and  Abel  there, 
She  feigns  hoarfe  barkings,  but  (he  biteih  not ! 
Her  faith  is  quite,  but  not  her  love  forgot. 
At  laft  a  trap,  of  which  fome  every  where 
Abel  had  plac'd,  ends  all  his  lofs  and  fear 
Sy  the  Wolfe's  death  ;  and  now  juft  time  it  was 
That  a  quick  Soul  fliould  give  life  to  that  mafs 
Of  blood  in  Abel's  bitch,  and  thither  this  did  pafs. 

XilV. 

Some  have  their  wives,  their  fillers  fome  begot. 

But  in  the  lives  of  emp'rors  you  ihall  not 

Read  of  a  luft  the  which  may  equal  this  : 

This  wolf  begot  hinifelf,  and  finifned 

What  he  began  alive  when  he  was  dead. 

Son  to  himfdf,  and  father  too,  he  is 

A  riding  lull, for  which  fcboolmen  would  mifs 

A  proper  name.     The  whelp  of  both  thefe  lay 

In  Abel's  tent,  and  with  foft  Moaba, 

His  filler,  being  young,  it  us'd  to  fport  and  play. 

XLV. 

He  foon  for  her  too  harfh  and  churlifli  grew, 
And  Abel  (the  dam  dead)  would  ufe  this  new 
For  the  field  ;  being  of  two  kinds  thus  made, 
He,  as  his  dam,  from  (heep  drove  wolves  away. 
And,  as  his  fire,  he  made  them  his  own  prey. 
Five  years  he  liv'd,  and  couzened  with  his  trade, 
Then,  hopelefs  that  his  faults  were  hid,  betray'd 
Himfelf  by  flight,  and  by  all  followed. 
From  dogs  a  wolf,  from  wolves  a  dog,  he  fled, 
And,  like  a  fpy,toboth  fides  falfe,  he  perifhed. 

XLVI. 

It  quick'ncd  next  a  toyful  ape,  and  fo 
Camefome  it  was,  that  it  might  freely  go 


From  tent  to  tent,  and  with  the  children  play : 
His  organs  now  fo  like  theirs  he  doth  fincf. 
That  why  he  cannot  laugh  and  fpeak  his  mind 
He  wonders.     Much  with  all,  moft  he  doth  ftay 
With  Adam's  fifth  daughter,  Siphatecia ; 
Doth  gaze  on  her,  and  where  (he  paifeth  pafs, 
Gathers  her  fruits,  and  tumbles  on  the  grafs; 
And,  wifefl  of  that  kind,  the  firfl.  true  lover  was.   - 

'  XLvn. 
He  was  the  firfl:  that  more  defir'd  to  have 
One  than  another ;  firfl  that  e'er  did  crave 
Love  by  mute  figns,  and  had  no  power  to  fpeak  ■; 
Firft  that  could  make  love-faces,  or  could  do 
The  vaulter's  fomberfalts,  or  us'd  to  woo 
With  hoiting  gambols,  his  own  bones  to  break, 
To  make  his  miltrefs  merry,  or  to  wreak 
Her  anger  on  himfelf.  Sins  againft  kind 
They  eas'ly  do  that  can  let  feed  their  mind 
With  outward  beauty  ;  beauty  they  in  boys  and 
beads  do  find. 

XLVIII. 

By  this  milled  too  low  things  men  have  prov'd. 
And  too  high ;  beads  and  angels  have  been  lov'd  : 
This  ape,  though  elfe  th'rough  vain,  in  this  was 

wife ; 
He  reach'd  at  things  too  high,  but  open  vrzy 
There  was,  and  he  knew  not  fiie  would  fay  Nay.  , 
His  toys  prevail  not;  hkelier  means  he  tries; 
He  gaaeth  on  her  face  v/ith  tear-fliot  eyes, 
And  uplifts  fubtilely,  with  his  ruffet  paw. 
Her  kid-lkin  apron  without  fear  or  awe 
Of  Nature ;  Nature  hath  no  gaol,  though  flie  hath 

law. 

XLIX. 

Firfl  fhe  was  filly,  and  knew  not  what  he  meant : 
That  virtue,  by  his  touches  chaft  and  fpent, 
Succeeds  an  itchy  warmth,  that  melts  her  quite  ;  . 
She  knew  not  firfl,  nor  cares  not  what  he  doth  ;  f 
And  willing  half  and  more,  more  than  half  wrath. 
She  neither  pulls  nor  pufhes,  but  out-right 
Now  cries,  and  now  repents ;  when  Thelemite, 
Her  brother,  enter'd,  and  a  great  ftone  threw 
After  the  ape,  who  thus  prevented  flew. 
This  houfe,  thus  batter'd  down,  the  Soul  poffell 

anew. 

I.. 
And  whether  by  this  change  fhe  lofe  or  win. 
She  comes  out  next  where  th'  ape  would  have 

gone  in. 
Adam  and  Eve  had  mingled  bloods,  and  now. 
Like  chemic's  equal  fires,  her  temperate  womb 
Had  flew'd  and  form'd  it ;  and  part  did  become 
A  fpungy  liver,  that  did  richly  allow. 
Like  a  free  conduit  on  a  high  hill's  brow, 
Life-keeping  moifture  unto  every  part ; 
Fart  harden'd  itfelf  to  a  thicker  heart, 
Whofe  bufy  furnaces  life's  fpirits  do  impart. 

LI. 

Another  part  became  the  well  offenfe. 
The  tender  well-arm'd  feeling  brain,  from  whence 
Tkofe  fincw  firings  which  do  our  bodies  tie 
Are  ravell'd  out ;  and  fall  there  by  one  end 
Did  this  Soul  limbs,  thcfe  limbs  a  Soul  attend; 
And  now  they  join'd,  keeping  fome  quality 
Of  every  paft  fhape ;  flie  knew  treachery, 
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Rapine,  deceit,  and  luft,  and  ills  enough 
To  be  a  woman  :  Theniech  fhe  is  now, 
Sifter  and  wife  to  Cain,  Cam  that  firft  did  plough. 

LII. 

Whoe'er  thou  beeft  that  read'ft  this  fuUen  writ, 
"Which  juft  Co  much  courts  thee  as  thou  doft  it. 
Let  me  arrelt  thy  thoughts;  wonder  with  me 
Why  ploughing,  building,  ruling,  and  the  reft. 
Or  moft  of  tliol'e  arts  whence  our  lives  are  bleft, 
By  curfed  Cain's  race  invented  be, 
And  bleft  Seth  vest  us  with  aftronomy. 
There's  nothing  fimply  good  nor  ill  alone ; 
Of  every  quality  Comparifon 
The  only  nieafure  is,  and  judge  Opinion. 


IN  SACRAM  ANCHORAM  FISCATORIS, 

G.  HERBERT. 

Quod  crux  nequibat  fjxa,  clavique  additi, 
(Tcnere  Chriftum  fcilicet,  ne  afcenderet) 
Tuive  Chriftunvdevocans  facundia, 
Ultra  ioquendi  tempus;  addit  Anchora  : 
Islec  hoc  abunde  eft  tibi,  nifi  certse  Anchoras 
Addas  Sigillum  ;  nempe  fymbolum  fuas 
Tibi  debet  unde  et  terra  certitudinis. 

Quondam  feffus  Amor  loquens  amato, 
Tot  et  tanta  loquens  arnica,  fcripfit : 
Tandem  et  ftlia  raanus  dedit  Sigillum, 

Suavis  erat,  qui  fcripta  dolens  lacerando  rccludi, 
Sandtius  in  regno  magni  credebat  Amoris 
^In  quo  fas  nihil  eft  rumpi)  donarc  Sigillum  ! 

Munde,  fluas  fugiaique  licet,  nosnoftraque  fixi; 
Deridet  motus  ian&a,  catena  tuos. 


Although  the  crofs  could  not  Chrift  here  de- 
tain, 
Though  nail'd  unto  't,  but  he  afcends  again, 
Nor  yet  thy  eloquence  here  keep  him  ftiU, 
But  only  while  thou  fpeak'ft,  this  Anchor  will : 
Nor  canft  thou  be  content,  unlefs  thou  to 
This  certain  Anchor  add  a  Seal ;  and  fo 
The  water  and  the  earth  both  unto  thee 
2)o  owe  the  fymbol  of  their  certainty. 

When  Love,  being  weary,  made  an  end 

Of  kind  expreflions  to  his  friend. 

He  writ ;  when  his  hand  could  write  no  more 

He  gave  the  Seal,  and  fo  left  o'er. 

How  fweet  a  friend  was  he  who,  being  griev'd 
His  letters  were  broke  rudely  up,  believ'd 
'Twas  more  fecure  in  great  Love's  common  weal 
(Where  nothing  fliould  be  broke)  to  add  a  Seal! 

Let  the  world  reel,  we  and  all  ours  ftand  fure ; 
This  holy  cable  is  of  all  ftorms  fecure. 


TO  MR.  GEORGE  HERBERT, 


Sent  him  •tviih  one  of  my  Seals  of  the  Anchor  and  Chrifl, 

Qui  prius  afluetus  Serpentum  fafce  tabellas 

Signare  i^hsc  noftrx  fymbola  parva  Domus) 

Adfcitus  domui  Domini,  patrioque  relicfto 

btemmate,  nancifcor  ftcmmata  jure  nova,     [vacro, 

Hinc  mihi   Crux,  primo  qu<x  fronti  impreffa  la- 

Finibus  extenfis,  Anchora  fadla  patet. 

Anchorse  in  effigiem  Crux  tandem  definit  ipfam, 

Anchora  fit  tandem  Crux  tolerata  diu. 

Hoc  tamen  ut  fiat,  Chrifto  vegetatur  ab  ipfo 

Crux,  et  ab  afSxo  eft  Anchora  fadla  Jefu. 

Nee  natalitis  penitus  Serpentibus  orbor; 

Non  ita  dat  Deus.  ut  auferat  ante  data. 

Qua  fapiens,  dos  eft  ;  qua  terram  lambit  et  ambit, 

Peftis;  at  in  noura  fit  medicina  Cruce 

Serpens ;  fixa  Cruci  fi  fit  Natura ;  Crucique 

A  fixo  nobis  gratia  tota  fluat.  [lum 

Omnia  cum  Crux  fint,  Crux  Anchora  fixa,  Sigil- 

Non  tarn  dicendum  hoc,  quam  catechifmus  erit* 

Mitto,  nee  exigua,  exigua  fub  imagine,  dona, 

Pignora  amicitiai,  et  munera,  vota,  preces. 

Plura  tibi  accumulet  fandus  cognominis  ille^ 
Regia  qui  flavo  dona  Sigillat  equo. 


Ajheaf  of  Snaies  ufed  hereiofere  to  be  my  Seal,  tht 

crejl  of  our  poor  family. 

Adopted  in  God's  family,  and  fo 

Our  old  coat  loft,  unto  new  arms  I  go. 

The  Crofs  (my  feal  at  baptifm)  fpread  below. 

Does  by  that  form  into  an  Anchor  grow. 

CtolTes  grow  Anchors  :   bear,  as  thou  fhouldft  dou 

rhy  Crofs,  and  that  Crofs  grows  an  Anchor  too. 

But  he  that  makes  our  Croffes  Anchors  thus 

Is  Chrift,  who  there  is  crucify 'd  for  us. 

Yet  may  I,  with  this,  my  firft  Serpents  hold  ; 

God  gives  Hew  bleflings,  and  yet  leaves  the  old. 

The  herpent  may,  as  wife,  my  pattern  be ; 

My  poifon,  as  he  feeds  on  duft,  that  is  me  : 

And  as  he  rounds  the  earth  to  murder  fure. 

My  death  he  is,  bnt  on  the  Crofs  my  cure. 

Crucify  Nature  then,  and  rhen  implore 

All  grace  from  him  crucify'd  there  before. 

When  all  is  Crofs,  and  that  Crofs  Anchor  grown. 

This  Seal  is  a  catechifm,  not  a  Seal  alone. 

Under  that  little  Seal  great  gifts  I  fend. 

Works,  and  prayers,  pawns,  and  fruits  of  a  friend. 

And  may  that  faint  which  rides  in  our  great  Seal 

To  you  who  bear  his  name  great  bounties  deal. 


TRANSLATED  OUT  OF  GAZ^US. 

Vofa  AmicofaSia.  Fel.  l6o. 

God  grant  thee  thine  own  wifli,  and  grant  thee 

mine,  [fhine : 

Thou  who  doft,  beft  friend,  in  beft  things,  out* 


4» 


THE   WORKS    OF   DONNE. 


Miy  thy  fnu),  ever  cheerful,  ne'er  know  cares  ; 
Nor  thy  life,  ever  lively,  know  gray  hairs: 
Nor  thy  hand,  ever  open,  know  bafc  holds ; 
Nor  thy  puril',  ever  plump,  km^w  plaits  or  folds ; 
Nor  thy  tongue,  ever  true,  know  a  falfe  thing  ; 
Nor  th^   wrordi',  ever  mild,  know  quarrelling  ; 
Nor  thy  works,  ever  equal,  know  difguife; 
>If.r  tny  fame,  ever  pure,  know  contumelies; 
Nor  thy  prayers  know  low  objefts,  fliil  divine  : 
God  grant  thee  thine  own  wilh,  and  grant  thee 
mine. 


He  that  cannot  choofe  but  love. 
And  ilrives  againll  it  ftill. 
Never  fliali  my  fancy  move. 
For  he  loves  againft  his  will : 

Nor  he  which  is  all  h;s  own, 
An-'l  cannot  pleasure  choofe; 
"WTicn  I  am  caught  he  can  be  gone, 
And  when  he  lift  rcfufe  : 

Nor  he  that  loves  none  but  fair, 
For  fuch  by  all  art  fought ; 
Nor  he  that  can  for  foul  ones  care, 
For  his  judgment  then  is  naught : 

Nor  he  that  hath  vi'it,  for  he 
Will  make  me'  his  jpft  or  flave  ; 
Nor  a  fool,  for  when  others — 
He  can  neither — 

Nor  he  that  {1111  his  mlftrefs  prays, 
For  flie  is  thrall'd  therefore  ; 
Nor  he  that  pays  not,  for  he  fays 
Within  (he's  worth  no  more. 

Is  there  then  no  kind  of  men 
"Whom  I  may  freely  prove  ? 
1  will  vent  that  humour  then 
Jn  this  mine  own  fclf-iove. 


The  heavens  rejoice  in  motion;  why  fhould  I 

Abjure  my  fo  much-lov'd  variety, 

And  not  with  many  youth,  and  lov'd,  divide  ? 

Pleafure  is  none  if  rot  diverfuy'd.    , 

"The  fun  that,  fitting  in  the  chair  of  light, 

Shed^  flame  into  what  elfe  foever  dothfeem  bright, 

Ic  not  contented  at  one  fign  to  inn. 

But  ends  his  year,  and  witli  a  new  begins. 

All  ihiugsdo  wiUingly  in  change  delight, 

The  fruitful  mother  of  cur  uppc.ite; 

Rivers  the  clearer  and  more  pleaflng  are. 

Where  their  fair  fpreading  flreams  run  wide  and 

clear; 
And  a  dead  lake,  rhat  no  flrange  bark  dotii  greet. 
Corn  pts  itfelf,  and  what  doth  live  in  it. 
Let  no  man  tell  me  fuch  a  one  is  fair, 
Arid  worthy,  all  alone,  my  love  fo  Ihr.re  : 
Na'iife  in  het  i";'th  done   he  liberal  part 
Oi'  a  kmd  nj»fti'd"s,  and  tiirploy'd  her  art 


To  make  her  loveable  ;  and  I  aver 

Him  not  humane  that  would  turn  back  {roift 

her, 
I  love  her  well,  and  would,  if  need  were,  die 
To  do  her  fervice  :  but  follows  it  that  I 
Muft  ferve  her  only  when  I  may  have  choice  ? 
The  law  is  hard,  and  fhall  not  have  my  voice. 
The  lafl  (  faw  in  all  extremes  is  fair. 
And  holds  me  in  the  fun-beams  of  her  hair; 
Her  nymph-like  features  fuch  agreements  have, 
I  hat  I  could  venture  with  her  to  the  grave  : 
Another's  brov/n,  I  like  her  not  the  worfe  ; 
Her  tongue  is  foft,  and  takes  me  with  difcourfe  : 
Others,  for  that  they  well  defcended  were. 
Do  in  my  love  obtain  as  large  a  fhare ; 
And  though  they  be  not  fair,  't  is  much  with  mc 
To  win  their  love  only  for  their  degree  ; 
And  though  I  fail  of  my  required  ends, 
Th'  attempt  is  glorious,  and  itfelf  commends. 
How  happy  were  our  fires  in  ancient  time. 
Who  held  plurality  of  loves  no  crime  ? 
With  them  it  was  accounted  charity 
To  Itir  up  race  of  all  indifferently  : 
Kindreds  were  not  exempted  from  the  bands, 
Which  with  the  Perfians  flill  in  ufage  ftands. 
Women  were  then  no  fooner  alk'd  than  won. 
And  what  they  did  was  honeft,  and  well  done  : 
But  fince  this  little  honour  hath  been  us'd, 
Our  weak  credulity  hath  been  abus'd  ; 
The  golden  laws  of  Nature  are  repeal'd. 
Which  our  firfi:  fathers  in  fuch  reverence  held  ; 
Our  liberty's  revers'd,  and  charter's  gone, 
And  we  made  fervants  to  Opmion, 
A  monller,  in  no  certain  fhape  attir'd. 
And  whofe  original  is  much  defir'd  ; 
Foimlefs  at  firfl,but  growing  on  itsfafhions. 
And  doth  prefcribe  manners  and  laws  to  nationSj 
.Here  Love  receiv'd  immedicable  harms, 
And  was  defptiled  of  his  daring  arms; 
A  greater  want  than  is  his  daring  eyes, 
He  loft  thofe  awful  wings  with  which  he  flies; 
His  finewy  bow,  and  thofe  immortal  darts 
Wherewith  he's  wont  to  bruife  rcfifting  hearts ;  . 
Only  fome  few,  ftrong  m  thcmfclves,and  free. 
Retain  the  feeds  of  ancient  liberty  ; 
following  thaf  part  of  love,  although  depreft, 
And  make  a  throne  for  him  within  their  breaft; 
In  fpite  of  modern  cenfures  him  avowing 
Their  fovcrtign,all  fervice  him  allowing  : 
Amongft  which  troop,  although  I  am  the  leaft. 
Yet  equal  in  perfetliion  with  thebeft; 
I  glory  iri  fubjedlion  of  his  hand, 
Nor  ever  did  decline  hi.«  leaft  command  ; 
for  in  wjiafever  form  the  meffage  came, 
Aly  heart  did  open  and  receive  the  fame. 
But  time  vi'ill  in  its  courle  a  point  defcry, 
W!ien  I  this  loved  fervice  muft  deny  ; 
i'ormir  allegiance  temporary  is;     ' 
With  firmer  ace  return  our  liberties, 
what  time  in  years  and  judgment  we  repos  d. 
Shall  not  fo  eas'ly  be  to  change  difpos'd, 
Nor  to  the  art  of  leveral  eyes  obeying. 
But  beauty  with  true  worth  fecurely  weighings. 
VS'hich  being  found  affembled  in  fome  one. 
We'll  love  her  ever,  and  love  her  alone» 


EPIGRAMS. 


EPIGRAMS. 


Hero  and  Leander. 

Both  robbM  of  air,  we  both  lie  in  one  ground; 
Both  whom  one  fire  had  burnt,  one  water  drown'd. 


Pyramus  and  Thijbe. 

Two  by  themfelves  each  other  love  and  fear; 
Slain,  cruel  friends  by  parting  harejoin'd  here. 


Niohe. 

Bt  children's  births  and  death  I  am  become 
So  dry,  that  I  am  now  mine  own  fad  tomb. 


A  Burnt  Ship, 

Out  of  a  fired  fliip,  which  by  no  way 
But  drowning  could  be  refcued  from  the  flame, 
Some  men  leap'd  forth,  and  ever  as  they  came 
Near  the  foes'  fhips,  did  by  their  fhot  decay  : 
So  all  were  loft  which  in  the  Ihip  were  found. 
They  in  the  fea  being  burnt,  they  in  the  burnt 
fliip  drown'd. 


Fall  of  a  Wall. 

Under  an  under-min'd  and  fliot-bruis'd  wall 
A  too  bold  captain  perilh'd  by  the  fall, 
Whofe  brave  misfortune  happieft  men  envy'd, 
That  had  a  tower  for  tomb  his  bones  to  hide. 


A  La 


•eggar 


I  AM  unable,  yonder  Beggar  cries. 

To  iland  or  move  ;  if  he  fays  true,  he  lies. 


A  Self  Accufer. 

Your  miftrefs  that  you  follow  whores  ftill  taxeth 

you ; 
,'Tis  ftrange  that  (he  fljould  thus  confefs  it  though 

it  be  true. 


*  A  LkeniUus  Per/on. 

Thy  fins  and  hairs  may  no  man  equal  call; 
For  as  thy  fins  increafe,  thy  hairs  do  fall. 


Antiquary. 

If  in  his  ftudy  he  hath  fo  much  care 

To  hang  old  ftrange  things,  let  his  wife  beware, 


Dijinherlted, 

Thy  father  all  from  thee,  by  his  lafl  will, 
Gave  to  the  poor ;  thou  haft  good  title  ftill. 

Phryne. 

Thy  flattering  picture,  Phryne  is  like  to  thee 
Only  in  this,  that  you  both  painted  be. 


An  Obfcur^  Writer. 

Philo  with  twelve  years'  ftudy  hath  been  griev'd 
To  b'  underftood  :  when  will  he  be  believ'd  ? 

Klockids  fo  deeply  *ath  fworn  ne'er  more   t« 

come 
In  bawdyhoufe,  that  he  dares  not  go  home. 

Raderus, 


Why  this  man  gelded  Martial  I  amufe, 

Except  himfelf  alone  his  tricks  would  ufe, 

As  Kath'rine  for  the  court's  fake  put  down  flews. 


J^ercurius  Gallo-Belgicus. 

Like  iEfop's  fellow-flaves,  O  Mercury  ! 
Which  could  do  all  things,  thy  faith  is  ;  and  I 
Like  iEfop's  felf,  wliich  nothing.     I  confefs 
I  fhould  have  had  more  faith  if  thou  hadft  lefs ; 
Thy  credit  loft  thy  credit ;  it  is  fin  to  do. 
In  this  cafe,  as  thou  wouldft  be  done  unto, 
To  believe  all.  Change  thy  name  ;  thou  art  like 
Mercury  in  ftealing,  but  lieft  like  a  Gieek. 
Compaflion  in  the  world  again  is  bred  : 
Ralphius  is  fick,  the  broker  keeps  his  bed. 


ELEGIES. 


ELEGY  L   JEALOUSY. 

Fond  woman  !  which  wouldft  have  thy  hufbaijd 

die, 
And  yet  complain'fl:  of  his  great  Jealoufy : 
If  fwoln  with  poifon  he  lay  in  his  laft  bed, 
His  b»dy  with  a  fere-cloth  covered, 
Drawing  his  breath  as  thick  and  fhort  as  can 
The  nimbleft  crocheting  mufician, 
Ready  with  loathfomc  vomiting  to  fpue 
His  foul  out  of  one  hell  into  a  new, 
Made  deaf  with  his  poor  kindred's  howling  cries. 
Begging  with  few  feign'd  tears  great  legacies, 
Thou  would'fl  not  weep,  but  jolly  and  frolic  be, 
As  a  flave  which  to-morrow  fhould  be  free ; 
Yet  weep'ft  thou  when  thou  feefl  him  hungerly 
Swallow  his  own  death,  heart's-bane  Jealoufy. 
O  !  give  him  many  thanks,  he's  courteous, 
That  in  fufpefting  kindly  warneth  us  : 
We  mufl  not,  as  we  us'd,  flout  openly 
In  fcofEng  riddles  his  deformity  ; 
Nor,  at  his  board  together  being  fate 
With  words,  nor  touch,  fcarce  looks  adulterate  : 
Nor  when  he,  fwoln  and  pamper'dwith  high  fare. 
Sits  down  and  fnorts,  cag'd  in  his  balket  chair, 
Muft  we  ufurp  his  own  bed  any  more, 
Nor  kifs  and  play  in  his  houfe  as  before. 
Now  do  I  fee  my  danger,  f.)r  it  is 
His  realm,  his  caftle,  and  his  diocefe. 
But  if  (as  envious  men,  which  would  revile 
Their  prince,  or  coin  his  gold,themfelves  exile 
Into  another  country,  and  do  it  there) 
We  play  in  another's  houfe,  what  fhould  we  fear? 
There  will  we  fcorn  his  houfehold  policies, 
His  filly  plots  and  penfionary  fpies  ; 
As  the  inhabitants  of  Thames  right  fide 
Do  London's  Mayor,x)r  Germans  the  Pope'spride. 


ELEGY  IL  THE  ANAGRAM. 

Marry  and  love  thy  Flavia,  for  fhe 
Hath  all  things  whereby  others  beauteous  be ; 
For  though  her  eyes  befmall,  her  mouth  is  great ; 
Though  theirs  be  ivory,  yet  her  teeth  be  jet ; 
Though  they  be  dim,  yet  fhe  is  light  enough. 
And  though  her  harfh  hair's  foulj  her  ikiii  is  rough, 


What  though  her  cheeks  be  yellow,  her  hair's 

red; 
Give  her  thine,  and  fhe  hath  a  maidenhead. 
Thefe  things  are  beauty's  elements ;  where  thefe 
Meet  in  one,  that  one  muft,  as  perfetft,  pleafe. 
If  red  and  white,  and  each  good  quality, 
Be  in  thy  wench,  ne'er  alk  where  it  doth  lie. 
In  buying  things  perfum'd,  wc  afk  if  there 
Be  mufk  and  amber  in  it,  but  not  where. 
Though  all  her  parts  be  not  in  th'  ufual  place. 
She  hath  yet  the  Anagrams  of  a  good  face. 
If  we  might  put  the  letters  but  one  way, 
In  that  lean  dearth  of  words  what  could  we  fay  ? 
When  by  the  gamut  fome  muficians  make 
A  perfecSl  fong,  others  will  undertake. 
By  the  fame  gamut  chang'd,  to  equal  it. 
Things  fimply  good  can  never  be  unfit; 
She's  fair  as  any,  if  all  be  like  her ; 
And  if  none  be,  then  fhe  is  Angular. 
All  love  is  wonder  :  if  we  jufliy  do 
Account  her  wonderful,  why  not  lovely  too  I 
Love  built  on  beauty  foon  as  beauty  dies; 
Choofe  this  face,  chang'd  by  no  deformities. 
Women  are  all  like  angels;   the  fair  be 
Like  thofe  which  fell  to  worfe  ;  but  fuch  as  fhe. 
Like  to  good  angels,  nothing  can  impair  : 
'  ris  lefs  grief  to  be  foul  than  to  have  been  fair. 
For  one  night's  revels  iilk  and  gold  we  choofe, 
But  in  longjournies  cloth  and  leather  ufe. 
Beauty  is  barren  oft;  bed  hufbands  fay 
There  is  beft  land  where  there  is  foulefl  way. 
Oh  !  what  a  fovereign  plalfler  will  ilie  be, 
If  thy  paft  fins  have  taught  thee  jealoufy  ! 
Here  needs  no  fpies  nor  eunuchs,  her  commit 
Safe  to  thy  foes,  yea,  to  a  marraofit. 
Like  Belgia's  cities,  when  the  country  drowns, 
That  dirty  foulnefs  guards  and  arms  the  towns  ;• 
So  doth  her  face  guard  her;   and  fo  for  thee 
Who,  forc'd  by  bus'nefs,  abfent  oft  mull  be  : 
She,  whofe  face,  like  clouds,  turns  the  day  to  night. 
Who,  mightier  than  the  fea,  makes  Moors  feeni 

white ; 
Whom,  though  feven  years  fhe  in  the  flews  had  laic^, 
A  nunn?ry  durfl:  receive,  ajid  think  a  maid  ; 
And  though  in  childbirth's  labour  fhe  did  lie, 
Midwives  would  fwear  't  were  but  a  tympany  j 
Whom,  if  flie  accufe  herfclf,  I  credit  lefs 
,  Than  witches,  which  imp ofliblcs  confsfe, 


ELEGIES. 


^i 


One  like  none,  and  life'd  of  none,  fittefl;  were ; 
For  things  in  faftiion  every  man  will  wear. 


ELEGY  III.  CHANGE. 

Although  thyhandand  faith,and  good  works  too, 
Have  leal'd  thy  love,  which  nothing  lliould  undo, 
Yea,  though  thou  fall  back,  that  apollaly 
Confirms  thy  love  ;  yet  much,  much  1  fear  thee. 
Women  are,  like  the  arts,  forc'd  unto  none, 
Open  to  all  fearchers,  unpriz'd  if  unknown. 
If  I  have  caught  a  bird,  and  let  him  Hie, 
Another  fowler,  ufing  thofe  means  as  1, 
May  catch  the  fame  bird  ;  and,  as  thefe  things  be, 
Women  are  made  for  men,  not  him  nor  me. 
Foxes,  goats,  and  all  beafts,  change  when  they 

pleafe, 
Shall  women,  more  hot,  wily,  wild,  than  thefe, 
Be  bound  to  one  man,  and  bid  Nature  then 
Idly  make  them  apter  to  endure  than  men  ? 
They're  our  clogs,  not  their  own ;  if  a  man  be 
Chain'd  to  a  galley,  yet  the  galley's  free. 
Who  hath  a  plow-land  cafts  all  his  feed-corn  there. 
And  yet  allows  his  ground  more  corn  ftiould  bear. 
Though  Danuby  into  the  fea  mufl:  flow, 
The  fea  receives  the  Rhine,  Volga,  and  Po, 
By  Nature,  which  gave  it  this  Hberty. 
Thou  lov'fl,  but,  oh  I  canft  thou  love  it  and  me  ? 
Likenefs  glews  Love  ;  and  if  that  thou  fo  do, 
To  make  us  like  and  love  muft  I  change  too  ? 
More  than  thy  hate  I  hate  it ;  rather  let  me 
Allow  her  change,  than  change  as  oft  as  Ihe  ; 
And  fo  not  teach,  but  force  my  opinion 
To  love  not  any  one  nor  every  one, 
To  live  in  one  land  is  captivity  ; 
To  run  all  countries  a  wild  roguery. 
Waters  ftink  foon  if  in  one  place  they  abide, 
And  in  the  vaft  fea  are  more  purify'd  : 
But  when  they  kifs  one  bank,  and  leaving  this 
Never  look  back,  but  the  next  bank  do  kifs, 
Then  are  they  purelt.  Change  is  the  nurfery 
Of  mufic,  joy,  life,  and  eternity. 


ELEGY  IV.   THE  PERFUME. 

Once,  and  but  once,  found  in  thy  company. 
All  thy  fuppofed  'fcapesare  laid  on  me; 
And  as  a  thief  at  bar  is  queftion'd  there 
By  all  the  men  that  have  been  robb'd  that  year, 
So  am  1  (by  thistraiterous  means  furpris'd) 
By  thy  hydroptic  father  catechis'd. 
Though  he  had  wont  to  fearch  with  glazed  eyes, 
As  though  he  came  to  kill  a  cockatrice  ; 
Though  he  hath  oft  fworn  that  he  would  remove 
Thy  beauty's  beauty,  and  food  of  our  love, 
Hope  of  his  goods,  if  I  with  thee  were  feen. 
Yet  clofe  and  fecret  as  our  fouls  we've  been. 
Though  thy  immortal  mother,  which  doth  lie 
Still  buried  in  her  bed,  yet  will  not  die, 
Takes  this  advantage  to  lleep  out  day  light, 
And  watch  thy  er-trlss  and  leturns  ail  night ; 


And  when  flie  takes  thy  hand,  and  would  feem 

kind. 
Doth  fearch  what  rings  and  armlets  flic  can  find; 
And,  killing,  notes  the  colour  of  thy  face, 
And, fearing  leftthou'rtfwoln, doth  thee  embrace; 
And,  to  try  if  thou  long,  doth  name  flrange  meats. 
And  notes  thy  palenefs,  blufhes,  fighs,  and  fweats. 
And  politicly  will  to  thee  confefs 
The  lins  of  her  own  youth's  rank  luftinefs; 
Yet  love  thefe  forc'ries  did  remove,  and  move 
Thee  to  gull  thine  own  mother  for  my  love. 
Thy  little  brethren  which,  like  fairy  fp'rits, 
Oft  fsip  into  our  chamber  thofe  fweet  nights. 
And,  kifs'd  and  dandled  on  thy  father's  knee, 
Were  brib'd  next  day  to  tell  what  they  did  fee ; 
The  grim  eight-foot  high  iron-bound  ferving  man. 
That  oft  names  God  in  oaths,  and  only  then. 
He  that,  to  bar  the  firft  gate,  doth  as  wide 
As  the  great  Rhodian  Coloffus  flride, 
Which,  if  in  hell  no  other  pains  there  were, 
Makes  me  fear  hell,  becaufehe  muft  be  there; 
Though  by  thy  father  he  were  hir'd  to  this. 
Could  never  witnefs  any  touch  or  kifs. 
But,  oh  !  too  common  ill,  I  brought  with  me 
That  which  betray'd  me  to  mine  enemy ; 
A  loud  Perfume,  which  at  my  entrance  cry'd 
Ev'n  at  thy  father's  nofe,  fo  were  we  fpy'd. 
When,  like  a  tyrant  king,  that  in  his  bed 
Smelt  gunpowder,  the  pale  wretch  fliivered ; 
Had  it  been  fome  bad  lmell,he  would  have  thought 
That  his  own  feet  or  breath  the  fmell  had  wrought ; 
But  as  we  in  our  ifle  imprifoned. 
Where  cattle  only,  and  divers  dogs  are  bred. 
The  precious  anicorns  flrange  monfters  call, 
So  thoughc  he  fweet  flrange  that  had  none  at  all. 
I  taught  my  filks  their  whiflling  to  forbear, 
Ev'n  my  oppreft  (hoes  dumb  and  fpeechlefs  were ; 
Only  thou  bitter  fweet,  whom  I  had  laid 
Next  me,  me  traitorouHy  haft  betray'd, 
And  unfufpedted  haft  inviflbly 
At  once  fled  unto  him  and  ftay'd  with  me. 
Bafe  excrement  of  earth,  which  doft  confound 
Senfe  from  diftinguilhing  the  fick  from  found  ; 
By  thee  the  filly  amorous  fucks  his  death. 
By  drawling  in  a  leprous  harlot's  breath  ; 
By  thee  the  greateft  ftain  to  man's  eftate 
Falls  on  us,  to  be  call'd  effeminate ; 
Though  you  be  much  lov'd  in  the  prince's  hall. 
There  things  that  feem  exceed  fubftantial. 
Gods,  when  ye  f  um'd  on  altars,  were  pleas'd  well, 
Becaufe  you're  burnt,  not  that  they  lik'd  your  fmeli. 
You're  lethfome  all,  being  ta'en  fimply  alone ; 
Shall  we  love  ill  things  join'd,  and  hate  each  one  ? 
If  you  were  good,  your  good  doth  foon  decay. 
And  you  are  rare  that  takes  the  good  away. 
All  my  Perfumes  I  give  moft  willingly 
T'  embalm  thy  father's  corfe.  What !  will  he  die  ? 


ELEGY  V.  HIS  PICTURE. 

Here,  take  my  Pi,5lure  ;  though  1  bid  farewell : 
Thine  in  my  heart,  where  my  foul  dwells,  fhall 
■dwell; 
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'Tis  like  me  now,  but,  T  dfead,  .'tvviil  be  more, 
"When  wj  arc  fh.iu    vs  both,  than  'twas  before. 
"When  weather-beaten  I  come  back,  my  hand, 
Perhaps,  with  rude  oarstorn,  or  fun-beams  tann'd; 
^y  T'.ce  and  breaft  of  hair-cloth,  and  my  head 
"With  Care's  harlh  fudden  hoarinefs  o'erfpread; 
]My  body  a  fade  of  bones,  broken  within. 
And  pi\wdcr's  blue  ftain's  fcatter'd  on  my  fkin ; 
If  rival  fools  tax  thee  t'  have  lov'd  a  man 
So  foul  and  coarfe  as.  oh  !   1  may  feem  then. 
This  fliall  fay  what  1  was;  and  thou  fhalt  fay, 
Df)  his  hurts  reach  me  ?  doth  my  worth  aecay  ? 
Or  do  they  reach  his  j'idging  mind,  that  he 
Should  now  love  lefs  what  he  did  love  to  fee  ? 
That  which  in  him  was  fair  and  delicate, 
■yVas  but  the  milk  which  in  Love's  childilh  Rate 
Did  nurfe  it,  who  now  is  grown  ftrong  enough 
To  feed  on  that  which  to  weak  taftes  feems  tough. 


ELEGY  VL 

©H  !  let  me  not  ferve  fo  as  thofe  men  ferve 

Whom  honour's  fmokes  at  once  flatter  and  ftarve  : 

Poorly  enrich'd  w'ith  great  men's  words  or  looks, 

Nor  fo  write  my  name  in  thy  loving  books, 

As  thofe  idolatrous  flatterers,  which  I. ill 

Theii'  prince's  ftilcs  which  many  names  fulfil, 

Whence  they  no  tribute  have,  and  bear  no  fway. 

Such  fervices  I  offer  as  fliall  pay 

Thenifelves;  I  hate  dead  names  :  oh  !  then  let  me 

jFavourite  in  ordinary,  or  no  favourite,  be. 

When  my  foul  vias  in  her  own  bc.dy  fheath'd, 

Her  yet  by  oaihsbetroth'd,  nor  kiffcs  brcath'd 

Into  my  purgatory,  faitlilefs  thee, 

Thy  heart  feem'd  wax,  and  fteel  thy  conflancy  : 

So  carclefs  flowers,  flrow'd  on  the  water's  face. 

The  curled  whirlpools  fuck,  fmack,  and  embrace^ 

Yet  drown  them  ;  fo  the  taper's  beamy  eye, 

Amoroufly  twinkling,  beckons  the  giddy  flie, 

Yet  burns  h'n  wings;  and  fuch  the  devil  is. 

Scarce  vifiting  them  who're  entirely  his. 

When  1  behold  a  flream,  which  from  the  fpring 

Doth,  with  doubtful  melodious  murmuring, 

Or  in  a  Ipeechlefs  flumbcr,  calmly  ride 

Her  wedded  channel's  bofom,  and  tlicre  chide, 

And  bend  her  brows,  and  fvvell,  if  any  bough 

Do  but  floop  down  to  kifs  her  utmoft  brow ; 

Yet  if  her  often  gnav.  Ing  kiffes  win 

The  traitorous  b.mks  to  gape  and  let  her  in, 

'See  rufhcth  vioUntly,  and  doth  divorce 

Her  from  her  native  and  her  long  kept  courfe, 

And  roars  and  braves  it,  and  in  gallant  fcorn, 

In  flattering  eddies  proniiiing  return. 

She  flouts  hei  char.m;!,  wlich  thencefonh  is  dry  ; 

Then  fay  i  that  is  flie,  and  this  am  I. 

Yet  let  not  thy  deep  b^ttcrnefs  beget 

Carelefs  defpair  in  nu,  ior  that  will  whet 

My  mind  to  fcorn  ;  and,  oh '.  Love  duH'd  with  pain 

Was  ne'er  fo  wife  nor  well  arm'd  as  Difcain. 

Then  with  new  eyes  I  fliall  furvey  and  fpy 

Death  in  thy  cheeks,  and  darknefs  in  thine  eye. 

Though  hope  breed  iaith  and  love,  thus  uuglit,  I 

fliall, 
As  nations  do  from  Ron-.e,  froto  thy  love  fall ; 
a 


My  hate  fliall  outgrow  thine,  and  utterly 
I  will  renounce  thy  dalliance  ;  and  when  I 
Am  the  recufant,  in  that  refolute  ftate 
What  hurts  it  me  to  be  excommunicate  ? 


ELEGY  VIL 

Nat   re's  lay  idiot,  I  taught  thee  to  love, 
And  in  that  fophiftry,  oh  !  how  thou  doft:  prove 
Too  fubtle !   fool,  thou  didft  not  underftand 
The  myftic  language  cf  the  eye  nor  hand; 
Niir  couldft  thou  judge  the  diff'rence  of  the  air 
Of  fighs.  and  fay  this  lies,  this  founds  defpair ; 
Nor  by  th'  eye's  water  know  a  malady 
Defperately  hot,  or  changing  feveroufly. 
I  had  not  taught  thee  then  the  alphabet 
Of  flowers,  how  they   devifelully  being  fet 
And  bound  up,  might,  with  fpeechlefs  fecrecy, 
D  liver  errands  mutely  and  mutually. 
Remember,  fince  all  thy  words  uf.'d  to  be 
To  ev'ry  fuitor,  "  I,  if  my  friends  agree  ;*, 
Since  houfehold  charmsthyhufband'aname  to  teach 
Were  all  the  love-tricks  that  thy  wit  could  reach; 
And  fince  an  hour's  diftourfe  could  fcarce  have 

made 
One  anfwer  in  thee,  and  that  ill  array'd 
In  broken  proverbs  and  torn  fentences, 
Thou  art  not  by  fo  many  duties  his 
(That  from  the  world's  common  having  fever'd 

thee, 
Inlaid  thee,  neither  to  be  feen  nor  fee) 
As  mine;  who  have,  with  amorous  delicacies, 
Refin'd  thee  into  a  blifsfui  Paradife. 
Thy  graces  and  good  works  my  creatures  be ; 
I  planted  knowledge  and  life's  tree  in  thee ; 
Which,  oh  !  fliall  ft  rangers  tafte  ?  mufti,  alas! 
Frame  and  enamel  plate,  and  drink  in  glafs  .' 
Chafe  wax  for  others  fealsr   break  a  colt's  force, 
And  leave  him  then,  being  made  a  ready  horfe  I 


ELEGY  VIII.  THE  COMPARISON. 

As  the  fwcet  fweat  of  rofes  in  a  ftiil, 

As  that  which  from  chaf'd  muflc-cats  pores  dotlj 

trill, 
As  the  almighty  balm  of  th'  early  eafl:, 
Such  are  the  I'weat-drops  of  my  miftrefs'  breafl; 
And  on  her  neck  her  flcin  fuch  luftre  fets, 
They  feem  no  fweat-drops,  but  pearly  coronets. 
Rankfvveaty  frcth  thy  miftrefs'  brow  delUes, 
Lil:c  fpermafic  ilfue  of  ripe  menftruous  boiles. 
Or  like  the  Ikuni  which,  by  need's  lawlefs  law 
Enforc'd,  Sanferra's  ftarved  men  did  draw 
From  parb>  il'd  fiiocs  and  boots,  and  allthe  reft^' 
Which  were  with  any  fuvereign  famefs  blefl ; 
Ai;d  like  vile  Hones  lying  in  fafTiou'u  tin. 
Or  warts,  or  wcales,  it  hangs  upon  her  fkin. 
Round  as  the  world's  her  head,  on  ev'ry  fide 
Like  to  the  fatal  ball  which  ieli  oii  Ide  ; 
Or  that  whereof  God  had  fuch  jealoufy, 
As  for  the  raviflii.ig  th:re:f  \ViJ  die. 


Thy  head  is  like  a  rou^h-hewn  ftatue  of  jet, 
Where  marks  for  eyes,  nofe,  mouth,  are  yet  fcafce 

fet; 
Like  the  firft  chaos,  or  flat-feeming  face 
Of  Cynthia, when  th'  earth's  (hadows  her  embrace ; 
Like  Proferpinc's  white  beauty -keepinj^  chelt. 
Or  Jove's  befl  fortune's  urn,  is  her  fair  breaft. 
Thine's  like  worm'-eaten  trunks  cloth'd    in  feal's 

Ikin, 
Or  grave,  that's  duft  without  and  (link  within'; 
And  like  that  flender  llaik,   at  whofe  end  ftands 
The  wood-bine  quivering  are  her  arms  and  hands; 
Like  rough-bark'd  elm  boughs,  or  the  ruflet  fkin 
or  men  late  fcourg'd  for  madnefs  or  for  fm  ; 
Like  fun-parch'd  quarters  on  the  city  gate, 
Such  is  thy  tann'd  Ikin's  lamentable  (late  ; 
And  like  a  bunch  of  ragged  carrets  ftand 
The  fhort  fwoln  fingers  of  thy  raiftrefs'  hand. 
Then  like  the  chemic's  malculine  equal  fire, 
Which  in  the  limbec's  warm  womb  doth  infpire 
Into  th*  earth's  worthlefs  dirt  a  foul  of  gold, 
Such  cherifhing  heat  her  belt  lov'd  part  doth  hold, 
Thine's  like  the  dread  mouth  <>{  a  fired  gun, 
Or  like  hot  liquid  metals  newly  run 
Into  clay  moulds  !  or  like  to  that  ^tna, 
Where,  round  about,  the  grafs  is  burnt  away. 
Are  not  your  kifles  then  as  filthy,  and  more. 
As  1  worm  fuckmg  an  envenom'd  fore  ? 
Doth  not  thy  fearful  hand  in  feeling  quake, 
As  one  which  gathering  flowers  tlill  fears  a  fnake? 
Is  not  your  laft  ail  harlh  and  violent, 
As  when  a  plough  a  (tony  ground  doth  rent  ? 
So  kifs  good  turtles,  fo  devoutl-,  nice 
A  prieft  is  in  his  handling  facrifice. 
And  nice  in  learching  wounds  the  furgeon  is. 
As  wc  when  we  embrace,  or  touch,  or  kifs. 
Leave  her,  and  1  will  leave  comparing  thus; 
She  and  Compariibns  are  odious. 


ELEGIES.  ^i 

Here  dwells  he  ;  though  hefojourn  ev'ry  where 

In  progrefs,  yet  his  flanding  houfe  is  here ; 

Here  where  (till  evening  is,  not  noon  nor  night. 

Where  no  voluptuoufnefs,yet  all  delight. 

In  all  her  words,  unto  all  hearers  fit, 

You  may  at  revels,  you  at  councils,  fit. 

This  is  Love's  timber,  youth  his  underwood; 

There  he,  as  wine  in  June,  enrages  blood. 

Which  then  comes  feafonablell  v/hen  onr  tafte 

And  appetite  to  other  things  is  pait. 

Xerxes'  ftrange  Lydian  love,  the  platane  tree. 

Was  lov'd  for  age,  none  being  fo  old  as  file. 

Or  elfe  becaufe,  being  young.  Nature  did  blefs 

Her  youth  with  age's  glory,  barrennefat 

If  we  love  things  long  fought,  age  is  a  *hing 

Which  we  are  fifty  years  in  compaffing; 

If  tranfitory  things,  which  foon  decay, 

Age  muft  be  loveliefh  at  the  lateft  day. 

But  name  not  winter-faces,  whofe  Ikin's  flacfc, 

Lank  as  unthrift's  purfe,  but  a  foul's  fack  : 

Whofe  eyes  feek  light  within  ;  for  all  here's  Ihade; 

Whofe  mouths  are  holes,  rather  worn  out  than 

made ; 
Whofe  every  tooth  to  a  feveral  place  is  gone 
To  vex  the  foul  at  re  urredtion  ; 
Name  not  thefe  living  death-heads  unto  mc, 
For  thefe  not  ancient  but  antic  be. 
1  hate  extremes;  yet  I  had  rather  ftay 
With  tombs  than  cradles  to  wear  out  the  day. 
Since  fuch  Love's  natural  ftation  is,  maylbll 
iVIy  love  defcend,  and  journey  down  the  hill ; 
Not  panting  after  growing  beauties;  I'o 
I  fliali  ebb  on  with  them  who  homeward  go. 


ELEGY*  IX. 

Tie  Autumnal. 

No  fprlng  nor  fummer's  beauty  hath  fuch  grace 

As  I  have  feen  in  one  Autumnal  face. 

Young  beauties  force  our  loves,  and  that's  a  rape  ; 

This  doth  but  counfel,  yet  you  cannor  'fcape. 

If  't  were  a  (hame  to  love,  here  't  were  no  fliame; 

Afieftions  here  take  Reverence's  name. 

Were  her  firft  years  the  golden  age ;  that's  true, 

But  now  (he's  gold  oft'  t.'y'd,  and  ever  new  : 

That  was  her  torrid  and  inflaming  time, 

This  is  her  habirable  tropic  clime. 

Fair  eyes  '.   who  aiks  more  heat  than  comes  from 

hence. 
He  In  a  fever  wilhes  peftilence. 
Call  not  thefe  wrinkles  graves ;  if  graves  they 

were, 
They  were  Love's  graves,  or  elfe  he  is  no  where. 
Yet  lies  not  Love  dead  here,  but  here  doth  fit 
Vow'd  to  this  trench,  like  an  anachorite  ; 
And  here,  till  her's,   which   muft  be  his  death, 

come, 
He  doth  not  dig  a  grave,  but  build  a  tomb. 

Vofc,  IV. 


ELEGY  X. 

^he  Dream. 
Image  of  her  whom  t  love  more  than  {he 
Whofe  fair  impreflion  jn  my  faithful  heait 
Makes  me  her  medal,  and  riiakes  her  love  me. 
As  kings  do  coins,  to  which  their  fl;amps  impart 
The  value  ;  go,  and  take  my  heart  from  hence, 
Which  now  is  grown  too  great  and  good  for  me. 
Honours  oppreis  weak  fpirits  and  our  fenfe 
Strong  objcdls  dull ;  the  more,  the  lefs  we  fee. 
When  you  are  gone,  and  Reafon  gone  with  you, 
1  hen  Fantafy  is  queen,  and  foul  and  all ; 
She  can  prefent  joys  meaner  than  you  do. 
Convenient,  and  more  proportional. 
So  if  I  Dream  1  have  you,  [  have  you  ; 
For  all  our  joys  are  but  fantaftical ; 
And  fo  I  'fcape  the  pain,  for  pain  is  true  ; 
And  fleep,  which  locks  up  fenfe,  doth  lock  out  all. 
After  fucha  fruition  I  Ihall  wake, 
And,  but  the  waking, nothing  (hall  repent; 
And  fhall  to  Love  more  thankful  fonnets  make, 
Than  if  more  honour,  tears,  and  pains,  were  fpent. 
But,  deareft  heart  !  and,  dearer  image  I  ftay  ; 
Alas !  true  jo)s  at  befl;  are  Dreams  enough; 
Though  you  ftay  here  you  pafs  too  faft  away. 
For  even  at  firft  life's  taper  is  a  fnuff'. 
Fill'd  with  her  love,  may  1  be  rather  grown 
Mad  with  much  heart  than  idiot  with  none. 
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ELEGY  XF. 

Death.  ' 

JjANGUACe!  thou  art  too  narrow  and  too  weak 
To  tafe  us  now;  ereat  forrows  cannot  fpeak. 
If  --.ve  could  figh  out  accents  and  weep  words, 
Grief  wears  and  lelfens  that  tear's  breath  affords. 
Sad  hearts,  the  lefs  they  feem  the  more  they  are  ; 
(Ho  guiltiell  men  Hand  muteft  at  the  bar) 
j>Ii>t  that  they  know  not,  feel  not,  their  ellate. 
But  extreme  fenfe  hath  made  them  defperate. 
Sorrow   to  whom  we  owe  all  that  we  be. 
Tyrant  i'  the  f.fch  and  greatefl  monarchy, 
Was  't  that  fhe  did  piuTefs  all  hearts  before 
Thou  hall  kill'd  her,  to  make  thy  empire  more  ? 
K-newTc  tl>ou  fome  would,  that  knew  her  not,  la- 
ment. 
As  in  a  de:uge  perifli  th'  innocent  ? 
Was  'i  nbt  Enough  to  have  that  palace  won. 
But  thou  muR  raze  it  too,  that  was  undone  ? 
liddil  thpu  llay'd   there,  and  look'd   out  at  her 

eyes 
AH  had  ador'd  thee  that  now  from  thee  flies; 
For  they  let  out  more  hght  than  they  cook  in. 
They  told  not  when,  but  did  the  day  begin. 
She  w'^s  too  faphirine  and  clear  for  thee ; 
Clay,  flint,  and  jet,  now  thy  fit  dwellings  be. 
Alas  !  fhe  was  too  pure,  but  not  too  weak; 
Whqe'er  faw  cryftal  ordnance  but  would  break  ? 
And  if  we  be  thy  conquefl,  by  her  lail 
Thou  hall  led  thy  end.  in  her  we  perifli  all  : 
Or  if  we  live,  we  live  but  to  rebel. 
That  know  her  better  now  whn  knew  her  well. 
If  we  fhould  vapour  out,  and  pine  and  die. 
Since  fhe  firfl  went,  that  were  not  mifery : 
She  chang'd   oar   wprld  with   her's;  now  fhe  is 

gone, 
Mirth  and  profperity's  opprefTion  : 
Tor  of  all  moral  virtues  Ihe  was  all 
That  ethics  fpeak  of  virtues  Cardinal. 
Her  foul  was  Paradife  ;  the  cherubim 
Ser.  to  keep  it  wai  Grace,  that  kep:  out  Sin  : 
Sli'e  had  no  more  than  let  in  Death,  for  we 
All  reap  confumption  from  on    fruitful  tree. 
God  took  her  hence,  leu  fome  of  u^  fhould  love 
Her,  like  that  plant,  him  and  his  laws  above  : 
And  when  we  tears,  he  mercy  flied  in  this, 
Tofaife  our  minds  to  heav'n,  wliere  no  v  fne  is  ; 
Whom  if  her  virtues  would  have  let  her  flay, 
We'  had  had  a  faint,  have  now  a  holiday. 
Her  heart  was  that  flrange  bufh,  where  facred 

fire, 
Religion,  did  not  confume   hu*-  Infpire 
Such  piety,  fo  chafle  ufe  of  God'-  day, 
That  what  we  turn'd  t-  feaft  fhs  turn'd  to  pray. 
And  did  prcf;;j;ure  here,  in  devout  tade, 
The  r^:ii  of  her  high  Sabbath,  which  fli-iH  lafl. 
Angels  did  hand  her  up,  who  ricxt  God   I  well ; 
(Vor  fh^  was  of  that  order  whence  moH  fell) 
Her  body's  left  with"  us,  led  fome  had  faid 
She  cculd  not  die,  exc>  pt  they  faw  her  dead  : 
For  fr^m  lefs  virtue  tp..'.  lets  Seautenufnefs  ^ 
The  Gentiles  fram'd  tiieui  gods  and  goddeflcs  : 
The  ravenous  earth,  that  '^'W  wo.-s  lier  to  he 
iaith  too,  v.'iil  be  ^  i.emnia";  a'ndthe  tres 


That  wraps  chat  cryllal  in  a  wooden  tomb. 
Shall  be  to  k  up  fpruce,  fill'd  with  diamond, 
And  we  her  fad  glad  friends  all  bear  a  part 
Of  grief,  for  all  would  break  a  Stoic's  heart. 


ELEGY  XII. 

Upon  the  hjs  of  bis  mijlrcfs's  chain,  for  which  he  made 
fatisfaSiion. 

Not  that  in  colour  it  was  like  thy  hair, 
Armelets  of  that  thou  may 'ft  flill  let  me  wear; 
N  r  that  thy  hand  ic  oft  embrac'd  and  kifc. 
For  fo  it  had  that  good  which  oft'  I  niift ; 
Nor  for  tliat  filly  old  morality. 
That  as  thefe  hnks  were  knit  our  loves  fliould  be. 
Mourn  I,  that  I  thy  fevenfolJ  chain  have  lofl; 
Nor  for  the  luck's  fake,  but  the  bitter  coll. 

0  '  fhall  twelve  righteous  angels,  which  as  yet 
No  leaven  of  vile  folder  did  admit ; 

Noi  yet  hy  Eniy  way  have  llray'd  or  gone 
From  the  firft  flate  of  their  creation  ; 
Angels  which  fieaven  commanded  to  provide 
All  things  to  me,  and  be  my  faitiiful  guide ; 
To  gain  new  friends,  t'  appeafe  old  enemies, 
To  comfort  my  foul  when  I  lie  or  rift- : 
Shall  thfcfe  twelve  innocents  by  thy  fevere 
Sentence,  (dread  Judge  : )  my  fiu=  great  burden 

bear  .' 
Shall  they  be  damn'd,  and  in  the  furnace  thrown. 
And  punilht  for  offences  not  their  own  } 
They  fave  not  me,  they  do  not  eafe  my  pains. 
When    in    that   hell    they're   burnt    and  ty'd  in 

chains : 
Were  they  but  crowns  of  France,  I  cared  not, 
For  mot  of  them  their  natural  country  rot 

1  think  poffefTcch  ;  they  come  here  to  us 
So  pale,  fo  lante,  fo  lean,  fo  ruinous  ; 

And  how!  e'er  Frencii  kings  Mod  Chriftian  be, 
Thei-  crowns  are  circumcis'd  mod  Jewithly  ; 
Or  were  chey  bnanifli  damps,  ftiil  travelling, 
That  are  become  a-  catholic  as  their  king,     . 
Tnofe  unlick*  bear-whelps  unfll'd  pift  ilets, 
That  (mo-e  than  cannon-fliotjavails  or  lets, 
Which,  negligently  left  unrounded,  look 
Like  many  angled  figures  in  the  hook 
Of  fome  dread  conjurer  that  would  enforce 
Nature,  as  thefe  do  Judice,  from  her  courfe; 
Which,  as  the  foul  Quickens  head,  feet,  and  heart. 
As  dreams  like  veins  run  through  th'  earth's  ev'ry 

part, 
Vifit  all  countries,  and  have  flily  made 
Gorgeous  France  ruiii'd  ;  ragged  and  decay'd 
Scotland,  which  knew  no  date,  proud  in  one  day, 
A  id  mangled  leveuteen-h-'aded  Be.gia  : 
Of  wore  i    fuch  g'  Id  as  that  v.'herevvithal 
Almighty  chemicsfom  each  mmeral, 
Havmg  by  fubtile  fire  a  foul  out-pull'd 
Arc  dirtily  and  defperately  guU'd; 
I  would  not  fpit  to  quench  the  lire  they're  in, 
Foi  they  ar^  guilty  bi  much  heinous  fin. 
But  fhal'  my  hannlef-^  ar.gels  penfli  '  Ih  ill 
I  lole  my  'gw?.rdj  my  eafe,  my  I'c^d,  my  uU  \ 
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Much  hope,  which  they  fhould  nourifh,   will  be 

dead  ; 
Much  of  my  able  youth  and  luflyheacl 
Will  vanifli,  if  thou,  Love,  let  tliem  alone, 
For  thou  wilt  love  me  lefs  w'hen  they  ere  gone  ; 
And  be  c-  ntent  that  fome  lo.ud  fqueaking  crier, 
Well  pleas'd  with  one  lean  thiead-bare  groat  for 

hire, 
May  like  a  devil  roar  through  every  ftreet, 
And  gall  the  finder's  confcicrice  if  they  meet ; 
Or  let  me  creep  to  fome  dread  conjurer, 
That  with  [Hiantallic  fcenes  fills  full  much  paper; 
Which  hath  divided  heaven  in  tenements, 
And  with  whores,   thieves,  and  murd'rers,  fluft 

his  rents 
So  full,  that  though  he  pafs  them  all  in  fin, 
He  leaves  hinifelf  no  room  to  enter  in. 

3-t  if,  when  all  his  art  and  time  is  fpent, 
He  fiiy  't  will  ne'er  be  found,  yet  be  content, 
Receive  from  him  the  doom  ungrudgingly, 
Becanfe  he  is  the  mouth  of  Deftiny. 

Thou  fay'fh  (alas!)  the  gold  doth  flill  remain. 
Though  it  be  chang'd,  and  put  inio  a  Chain  ; 
So  in  the  firft  fall'n  angels  refleth  ftill 
Wifdom  and  knowledge,  but  't  is  turn'd  to  ill  : 
As  thefe  fhould  do  good  works,  and  iliould  prc^ 

vide 
NecefTities,  but  now  mufi  nurfe  thy  prije ; 
And  they  are  ftill  bad  augels  ;  mine  are  none  ; 
For  form  gives  being,  and  their  form  is  gone  : 
Pity  thefe  angels  yet ;  their  dignities 
Pafs  Virtues,  Powers,  and  Principalities. 

But  thou  art  refolyte ;  thy  v/iil  be  done  ; 
Yet  with  fuch  anguifh  as  her  only  fon 
The  mother  in  the  hungry  grave  doth  lay, 
Unto  the  fire  thefe  martyrs  1  betiay. 
Good  fouls!  (^for  you  give  life  to  every  thing) 
Good  angels  1  (for  good  meffages  you  bring) 
Deftin'd  you  might  have  been  to  fuch  an  one 
As  would  have  lov'd  and  wprfhipp'd  you  alone; 
0^.e  that  would  fufFer  hunger,  nakednefs, 
Yea  death,  ere  he  would  make  your  number  lefs. 
But  I  am  guilty  of  your  fad  decay  : 
May  your  few  fellows  longer  with  me  flay. 

But  oh  !  thou  wretched  tinder,  wJ.om  I  hate 
So,  that  I  almofl  pity  thy  eflate. 
Gold  being  the  heaviefl:  metal  amongft  all, 
May  my  moft  heavy  curfe  upon  the^fail  : 
Here  fetter'd  manacled,  and  hang'd  in  chains, 
Firft  may'ft  thou  be  ;  then  chain'd  to  hellifh  pains 
Or  be  with  foreign  gold  brib'd  to  betray 
Thy  country,  and  fail  both  of  it  and  thy  pay. 
May  the  next  thing  thou  iloop'ft  to   reach  con- 
tain 
Poifon,  whofe  nimble  fume  rot  thy  moift  brain  ; 
Or  libels,  or  fome  interdicted  thing. 
Which,  negligently  kept,  thy  ruin  bring. 
Lufl-bred  difeafes  rot  thee  ;  and  dwell  with  thee 
Itching  defire,  and  no  ability. 
May  all  the  evils  that  gold  ever  wrought, 
All  mifchief  that  all  devils  ever  thought, 
Want  after  plenty,  poor  and  gouty  age, 
The  plague  of  travellers,  love  and  marriage, 
Afflia  thee  ;  and  at  thy  life's  lait  moment 
May  thy  fwoln  fins  themfelvqs  to  thee  prefent. 
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But  I  forgive  ;  repent,  thou  honefl  man  I 
Gold  is  reitorative,  reftore  it  then  ; 
But  if  that  from  it  thou  be'fl  loth  to  part, 
Becaafe  'tis  cordial,  would  'twere  at  thy  heart. 


ELEGY  XIII. 

Come,  Fates!  T  fear  you  not  :  all  whom  f  owe 
Are  paid  but  vou;  then  reft  me  ere  I  go. 
But  Chance  from  you  all  fovereignty  hath  got  ; 
Love  wounded  none  but  thofe  whom  Death  dares 

not : 
True  if  you  were  and  juft  in  equity, 
I  ftould  have  vanquifh'd  her  as  you  did  me, 
Elfe  lovers  fhould  not  brave  Death's  pains  and 

live  : 
But  't  is  a  rule.  Death  comes  not  to  relieve  : 
Or  pale  and  vjan  Death's  terrors,  are  they  laid 
So  deep  in  lovers  they  make  Death  afraid  ? 
Or  (the  Icaft  comfort)  have  T  company? 
Or  can  the  Fares  love  Death  as  v/ell  as  me  ? 

Yes,  Faces  do  filk  unto  her  diftafFpay 
For  ranfom,  which  tax  they  on  us  do  lay, 
Love  gives  her  youth,  which  is  the  reafon  why 
Youths,  for  her  fake,  fome  wither  and  foms  die. 
Pocr  Death  can  nothing  give  ;  yet  for  her  fake 
Still  in  her  turn  he  doth  a  lover  talte; 
And  if  Death  ftould  prove  falfe  fhe  fears  hin^ 

not; 
Our  Mufes  to  redeem  her  file  hath  got. 
That  fatal  night  we  laft  kifs'd  I  thus  pray'd, 
(Or  rather  thus  defpair'd,  I  fhould  have  faid) 
KilTes,  and  yet  dcfpair.     The  forbid  tree 
Did  promife  (and  deceive)  no  more  than  fhe  : 
Like  lambs  that  feed  their  teats  and  muft  eat  hay, 
A  food  whofe  tafce  hath  made  me  pine  away. 
Dives,  when  thou  faw'fl  blifs,  and    crav'dft  too 

touch 
A  drop  of  water,  thy  great  pains  were  fuch. 
Here  grief  wants  a  frefii   wit,   for  mine  being 

fpent, 
And  my  fighs  weary,  groans  are  all  my  rent. 
Unable  longer  to  endure  the  pain. 
They  break  like  thunder,  and  do  bring  down  rain. 
Thus  till  dry  tears  folder  mine  eyes,  I  weep. 
And  then  I  dream  how  you  fecurely  fleep. 
And  in  your  dreams  do  laugh  at  me.     I  iiate, 
And  pray  Love  all  may  ;  he  pities  my  fiate, 
Bat  fays  I  therein  no  revenge  ihall  find ; 
The  fun   \vould  Ihine  though  all  the  world  wc-e 

blind. 
Yet,  to  try  my  hate,  Love  fliew'd  me  your  tear. 
And  I  had  dy'd  had  not  your  fmile  been  there. 
Your  frown  undoes  me;   your  fmile  is  my  wealth, 
And  as  you  pleafe  to  look  I  have  my  health. 
Mcthought  Love  pitying  me,  when'he  faw  this, 
Gave  me  your  hand?,  the  backs  and  palms  to  kifs  : 
That  cur'd  me  not,  but  to  bear  pain  gave  ftrength, 
And  what  is  loll  in  force  is  took  in  len"-th. 
I  call'd  on  Love  again,  who  fear'd  you  fo. 
That  his  compaflion  fiiil  prov'd  greater  woe  : 
For  then  I  dream'd  [  v/as  in  bed  with  you. 
But  durft  not  fsel,  for  fear 't  (hould  not  be  trtie. 
Eij 
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This  merits  not  our  anger,  had  it  beon  ; 

'J'he  cjueen  of  ChafHty  was  naked  I'etn  ; 

And  in  bed  not-  ro  feci  the  pain  I  took 

Was  more  than  for  Adlxon  not  to  look  ; 

And  that  bieaft,  which  lay  ope,  I  did  not  know, 

But  for  tnc  ckarncfs,  from  a  lump  ol  fnow. 


ELEGY  XIV. 
His  Pj.rtingfrom  Tltr. 

Since   flie   mult   go  and  I  muft  mor.rn,  come, 

Night ! 
Environ  me  with  darkncfs  whilfl  I  write  ; 
Shadow  that  hell  unto  me  which  alojie 
I  am  to  fuffer  when  ray  love  is  gone. 
Alas  !  the  darketl  magic  cannot  do  it. 
And  that  great  hell  to  boot  are  fhadows  to  it. 
Should  Cynthia  quit  thee,  Venub  !  and  each  fiar. 
It  would  not  form  one  thought  dark  as  mine  are  ! 
I  could  lend  them  obfcurenefs  now,  and  fay 
Out  of  myfelf :   there  fhould  be  no  more  day  : 
Such  is  already  myfelf-want  of  fight, 
Did  not  the  fire  within  me  force  a  light. 
Oh,  Love !  that  fire  and  darkncfs  fhould  be  mixt, 
Or  to  thy  triumphs  fuch  ftrange  torments  fixt ! 
Is  't  becaufe  thou  thyfelf  art  blind,  that  we. 
Thy  martyrs,  muft  no  more  each  other  fee  ? 
Or  tak'fb  thou  pride  to  break  us  on  thy  wheel. 
And  view  old  Chaos  in  the  pains  we  feel .' 
Or  have  we  left  undone  fome  mutual  right, 
That  thus  with  parting  thou  feek'ft  us  to  fpite  ? 
No,  no  :  the  fault  is  mine  ;  impute  it  to  me, 
Or  rather  to  confpiring  Defciny, 
Which  (fince  I  lov'd;  for  me  before  decreed 
That  I  fhould  fuffer  when  I  lov'd  indeed; 
And  therefore  fooner  now  than  I  can  fay 
I  faw  the  golden  fruit  't  is  wrapt  away  : 
Or  as  I  had  watch'd  one  diop  in  the  vaft  flream, 
And  I  left  wealthy  only  in  a  dream. 
Yet,  Love  !  thou'rt  blinder  than  thyfelf  in  this, 
To  vex  my  dove-like  friend  for  my  amils, 
And  where  one  fad  truth  may  expiate 
Thy  wrath,  to  make  her  fortune  run  my  fate. 
So  bhnded  Juflice  doth,  when  favourites  fall. 
Strike  them,  their  houfe,  their  friends,  their  fa- 
vourites all. 
Was  't  not  enough  that  thou  didfi;  dart  thy  fires 
Into  our  bloods,  cnfiaming  our  dcfircs, 
And  mad'fi:  us  figh,  and  blow,  and  pant,  and  burn, 
And  then  thyfelf  into  our  flames  didll  turn  i" 
Was't  not  enough  that  thou  didil  hazard  us 
To  paths  in  love  fo  dark  and  dangerous. 
And  rhofe  fo  ambufl^'d  round  with  houfeholdfpies, 
And  over  all  thy  hufband's  tow'ring  eyes 
Inflam'd  with  th'  ugly  fweat  of  jealoufy, 
Yet  went  we  not  flill  on  in  conftancy  ? 
Have  we  for  thi   kept  guards,  like  fpy  o'er  fpy  ? 
Had  correfpondence  whilft  the  foe  flood  by  ? 
Stoln  (more  to  fweeten  them)  our  many  blifles 
Of  meetings,  conference,  embracements,  kiffes  ? 
Shadow'd  with  negligence  our  bed:  refpeds? 
Varied  our  language  through  all  dialc^^ts 


Of  blocks,  winks,  louks,  and  often  under  boards 
Spoke  dialogues  with  our  feet  f.ir  from  our  words  ? 
Have  we  prov'd  all  the  fccrets  of  our  art, 
Yi;a,  thy  pale  jnwards  and  thy  panting  heart  ? 
And  after  all  this  paffed  Purgatory, 
Mull  fad  divorce  make  us  the  vulgar  fl^ory  ? 
Firft  let  our  eyes  be  riveted  quite  tlirough 
Our  turning  brains,  and  bijth  our  lips  grow  to  ; 
Let  our  arms  clafp  like  ivy,  and  our  fear 
Freeze  us  together,  that  we  may  (lick  here  ; 
Till  Fortune,  that  vviuld  ruin  us  with  the  deed, 
Strain  his  eye^  open,  and  yet  make  them  bleed. 
For  Love  it  cannot  be,  v^hom  hitherto 
I  have  accys'd,  fhould  fuch  a  mifchief  do. 
Oh,  Fortune  !  thou'rt  not  worth  my  leaft  exclaim. 
And  plague  enough  thou  haft  in  thy  own  name 
Do  thy  great  w<.r{l:,my  friends  and  I  have  arms, 
Though  not  againll  thy  fcrokes.  againft  thy  harms; 
Rend- u^  in  funder,  thnu  canft  not.divide 
Our  bodies  fo,  but  that  our  fouls  are  ty'd. 
And  we  can  love  by  letters  fliU  and  gifts. 
And  thoughts,  and  dreams :  Love  never  wanteth 

fhifts. ' 
I  will  not  look  upon  the  quick'ning  fun. 
But  fliaight  lier  beauty  to  my  fenfe  fhall  run  ; 
The  air  fhall  note  her  foft,  the  fire  niofl  pure. 
Waters  fuggcft  her  clear,  and  the  earth  fure ; 
Time  fhall  not  lofe  our  paflages  ;  the  fpring 
How  frelh  our  love  was  in  the  beginning  ; 
The  furamer,  how  it  enripened  the  year; 
And  autumn  what  our  golden  harvefts  vsrere  : 
1  he  winter  I'll  not  think  on  to  fpite  thee, 
But  count  it  a  loft  feifon,fo  {hall  Ihe.  [night 

And,  dearefl  Friend  !  fmce  we  muft  part,  drown 
With  hope  of  day;  burdens  well  borne  are  light. 
The  cold  and  darkncfs  longer  hang  fomcwhere, 
Vet  Phoebus  equally  lights  all  the  fphere; 
And  what  we  cannot  in  like  portion  pay. 
The  world  enjoys  in  mafs,  and  fo  we  may. 
Be  ever  then  yourfelf,  and  let  no  woe 
Wm  on  your  health,  your  youth,  your  beauty  fo; 
Declare  yourfelf  bafe  Fortune's  enemy  ; 
No  lefs  be  your  contempt  than  her  inconftancy  ; 
That  1  may  grow  enamour'd  on  your  mind, 
When  my  own  thoughts  I  here  negleifted  find. 
And  thi.-,  to  th'  comfort  of  my  dear  I  vow. 
My  deeds  fhall  ftill  be  what  my  deeds  are  now ; 
The  poles  fhall  move  to  teach  me  ere  I  flart, 
And  when  I  change  my  love  I'll  change  my  heart; 
Nay,  if  I  wax  but  cold  in  my  defire. 
Think  heav'n  hath   motion  lofl,  and  the  world 

fire 
Much  more  I  could  ;  but  many  words  have  made 
That  off  fulpeded  which  men  mofl  perfuade  : 
Take  therefore  all  in  this ;  I  love  fo  true, 
As  I  will  never  look  for  lefs  in  you. 


ELEGY  XV. 

Hark,  news  :  O  Envy  !  thou  fhalt  hear  defcry'd 
My  Julia,  who  as  yet  was  ne'er  envy'd. 
To  vomit  gall  in  flander,  fwell  her  veins 
With  calumnvj  that  hell  itf:!f  difdainsj 
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h  her  continua'  praSice,  docs  her  beil, 
To  tear  opinion  ev'n  out  cf  the  bread 
Of  oeartft  friends,  and  (-which  is  ■worfe  tlian  vile) 
Sticks  jealoufy  in  weillock      Her  own  child 
'Scapes  not  the  fhow'vs  of  envy.     To  repeat 
'Jhe  monftrous  fafiiions,  hovv,  were  alive  to  eat 
Dear  reputation.     'Would  to  God  Ihe  were 
But  half  fo  loth  to  nii  vice  as  to  hear 
My  mild  reproof  I  l.iv'd  Mantuan  now  again, 
That  female  niaftix  to  limn  with  his  pen, 
This  fhe  Chimera,  that  hath  eyes  of  fire, 
Burning  with  anger,  (anger  feeds  defire) 
Tongu'd  like   the   night-crovs',  whofe    iii-boding 

cries 
Give  out  for  nothinj^  but  new  injuries, 
Her  breath  like  to  the  juice  in    i  enarus. 
That  blafts  the  fprings,  though  ne'er  fo  profper- 

ous  : 
Her  hands,  1  know  not  how,  us'd  jnore  to  fpill 
The  food  of  others  than  herfelf  to  fill. 
But,  oh  !  her  mind,  that  Orcus,  which  includes 
Jjegions  of  niifchief,  cout^tlels  multitudes 
Of  former  curfes,  projeft-  unmade-up, 
Abufes  yet  unfd(hion'd,th'Ughts  corrupt, 
Mifhapen  cavils,  palpable  untruths. 
Inevitable  errors,  felf-accufing  lothes : 
Thefe,  like  thofe  atoms  fwarming  in  the  fun, 
Throng  in  her  bofom  for  creation. 
I  blufli  to  give  her  half  her  due  ,  yet  fay 
No  poifon's  half  fo  bad  as  Julia. 


ELEGY  XVL 

A  Tale  of  a  Citlz.ea  and  his  Wtfe. 

1  SING  no  harm,  good  footb,  to  any  wight. 

To  lord,  to  fool,  cuckold,  beggar,  or  knight, 

To  peace-teaching  lawyer,  proilor,  or  brave 

Reformed  or  reduced  captain,  knave. 

Officer,  jugler,  or  juftice  of  peace. 

Juror  or  judge;   I  touch  no  fat  fow's  greafe  ; 

I  am  no  libeller,  nor  will  be  any. 

But  (like  a  true  man)  fay  there  are  too  many  : 

I  fear  not  Ore  tonus,  for  my  tale 

Nor  count,  nor  counfellor,  will  red  or  pale. 

A  Citizen  and  his  Wife  the  other  day. 
Both  riding  on  one  hnrfe,upon  the  way 
I  overtook;  the  wench  a  pretty  peat, 
'And  (by  hef  eye)  well  fitting  for  the  feat : 
1  faw  the  lech'rous  Citi?cn  turn  back 
His  head,  and  on  his  Wife's  lip  Heal  a  fmack  ; 
Whence  apprehending  that  :he  man  was  kind, 
Riding  before  to  kifs  his  Wile  behind. 
To  get  acquaintance  with  him  1  began. 
And  fort  difcourle  fit  for  fo  fine  a  man. 
I  afk'd  the  number  of  the  Plaguy  Bdl, 
Aik'd  if  the  cuftom-farmers  held  out  ftill  ? 
Of  the  Virginian  plot,  and  whether  Ward 
The  traffic  of  the  m.idland  feas  had  niarr'd  ? 
Whether  the  Britain  Burfc  did  fill  apace. 
And  likely  were  to  give  th'  lixchan;,c  difgrace.' 
Of  new-built  Aldgate  and  the  Moot  field  croffes. 
Of  ftore  of  bankrupts  and  pow  merchant's  lolTes, 


^ 


I  urged  him  to  fpcik;  but  he  (as  mute 

As  an  old  courtier  worn  to  his  laft  fuit") 

Replies  with  only  Yeas  and  Nays.     At  lafl 

(,To  fit  his  element)  my  theme  I  cafl 

On  iradefnien's   gains :    that  fet    his   tongue  ;v 

going. 
Alas!  good  Sir,  (quoth  he)  there  is  no  tloing 
In  court  nor  city  now.     She  fr.iil'd,  and  I, 
And  (in  my  confcience)  both  gave  him  the  lif^ 
In  one  met  thought.  But  he  went  on  apace, 
And  at  the  prefent  times  with  fiich  a  face 
He  rail'd  as  fray'd  me  ;  for  he  gave  no  praifs 
To  any  but  my  Lot  d  of  Effix's  days; 
Call'd  tiiofe  tlie  Age  of  Adion.  T.rue,  (quoth  he) 
There's  now  as  great  an  itch  of  bravery. 
And  heat  of  taking  up,  but  cold  lay  down, 
For  put  to  pufh  of  pay  away  they  ma  : 
Our  only  city-trades  of  hope  now  are 
Bawds,  tavern-keepers,  whore,  and  fcrivener  ; 
The  much  of  priviieg'd  kinfmen,  and  the  fi;ore 
Of  (refli  protefiions  make  the  relt  all  poor  :* 
In  tlie  iirll  flate  of  their  creation 
Though  many  floutly  {land,  yet  proves  rot  one 
A  righteous  pay-mafter.    Thus  ran  he  on 
In  a  continued  rage  :  fo  void  of  real'ou 
Seem'd  his  harffi  talk,  I  fvveat  for  fear  of  trealbn. 
And  troth  (how)  could  I  lefs  ?  when  in  the  prayer 
For  the  prote(5lion  of  the  wife  Lord  Mayor 
And  hiis  wife  brethren's  worffiips,  when  oneprayeth, 
He  fvvore  that  none  could  fay  Amen  with  faith. 
To  get  him  off  from  what  I  glow'd  to  hear, 
(In  happy  time)  an  Angel  did  appear. 
The  bright  fign  of  a  lov'd  and  well-try'd  inn, 
Where  many  citizens  Virith  their  wives  had  been 
Well  us'd  and  often  :  here  I  pray'd  him  {lay 
To  take  fome  due  refrefament  by  the  way. 
Look  how  he  look'd  that  hid  his  gold,  his  hope. 
And  at  his  return  found  nothing  but  a  rope  ; 
So  he  on  me  :  refus'd,  and  made  away, 
Though  willing  Ihe  pleaded  a  weary  day  :     , 
I  found  my  mifs,  ftruck  hands,  and  pray'd  him  tell 
(To  hold  acquaintance  llill)  where  he  did  dwell; 
He  barely  nam'd  the  ftreet,  promis'd  the  wine; 
Bat  his  kind  wife  gave  nie  the  very  fign. 


ELEGY  XVII. 

The  Expojtulatisn. 

To  make  the  doubt  clear,  that  no  womaii's  true 
Was  it  my  fate  to  prove  it  ftrong  in  you  ^ 
Thought  I,  but  one  had  breathed  pureft  air. 
And  muft;  ffie  needs  be  falfe  becaufe  file's  fair? 
Is  it  your  beauty's  mark,  or  of  your  youth. 
Or  your  perfedlion,  not  to  ftudy  truth  ? 
Or  think  you  Heav'n  is  deaf,  or  hath  no  eyes, 
Or  thofe  it  hath  fmile  at  your  perjuries? 
Are  vow;  fo  cheap  with  women,  or  the  matter 
Whereof  they're  made,  that  they  are  writ  in  water. 
And  blown  away  with  wind  ?  or  doth  their  breath 
,  Both  hot  and  cold)  at  once  make  life  and  death? 
Who  could  have  thought  fo  many  accents  fweet, 
Fcrm'd  into  words,  fo  many  fighs  fhould  meet, 
E  iij 
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As  from  our  hearts ;  fo  many  oaths,  and  tears 
Sprinkled  among,  (all  fweeten'd  by  our  fears) 
And  the  divine  imprcfllon  of  Ilol'n  kifTes, 
That  fcal'd  the  relt,  fhould  now  prove  er.ipty  bliffes? 
"Bid  you  draw  bonds  to  forfeit?  fij^n  to  break  ? 
Or  niuft'We  read  you  quite  from  what  you  fpeak. 
And  frnd  the  truth  cut  the  wfong  v/ay  ?  or  mud 
Ke  firil:  def^s  y"u  faife  who  'Id  wifli  you  jull  ? 
O  !   I  profane  :  though  moft  of  women  be 
This  kind  of  beaft,  my  thoughts  (hall  except  thee, 
My  dcareft  Love  !  though  froward  jcaloufy 
With  circumftance  might  urge  thy  incnnftancy, 
Sooner  I'll  think  the  fun  v/ill  ceafe  to  cheer 
'J  he  teeming  earth,  and  that  forget  to  bear; 
Sooner  that  rivers  will  run  back,  or  Thames 
With  libs  of  ice  in  June  will  bind  his  Hreams  ; 
Or  Nature,  by  whole  flrength  the  world  endures, 
Would  change  her  courfe,  before  you  alter  yours. 
But, oh?  that  treacherous breaft,  towhomweakyou 
IVidyuft  our  counfels,and  wcbothniay  rue, 
Havmg  his  falfehnod  found  too  late,  't  Avas  he 
That  made  nic  cad  you  guilty,  and  you  me  ; 
Whilft  he  f  black  wretch  1 )  betray  'd  each  fimple  word 
We  fpake  unto  the  cunning  of  a  third. 
Curfl  may  he  be  that  fo  our  love  hath  flain. 
And  wander  on  the  earth  wretched  as  Cain  ! 
Wretched  as  he,  and  not  deferve  leai"^  pity  ; 
In  plaguing  him  let  Mifery  be  witty  ! 
Let  all  eyes  fhu!!  him,  and  he  fhun  each  eye, 
Till  he  be  noifome  as  his  infamy  1 
May  he  without  remcrfe  deny  God  thrice, 
And  not  be  trufted  more  on  his  foul's  price  ; 
And  after  all  felf-tormsnt,  when  he  dies 
May  woWes  tear  out  his  heart,  vultures  his  eyes, 
Swine  eat  his  bowels,  and  his  falfer  tongue, 
That  utter'd  all,  be  to  fome  raven  fl-jng  ; 
And  let  his  carrion-corfe  be  a  longer  feaft 
To  the  king's  dogs  than  any  other  bead  ! 
Now  1  have  curd,  let  us  our  love  revive  ; 
In  me  the  flame  was  never  more  alive  ; 
I  tould  begin  again  to  court  and  praife, 
And  in  that  pleafure  lengthen  the  fhort  days 
Of  my  life's  leafe  :   like  painters,  that  do  lake 
Delight  not  in  made  works,  but  whild  they  make. 
I  could  renew  thofe  times  when  firit  1  faw 
Love  in  your  eyes,  that  gave  my  tongue  the  law 
To  like  what  you  lik'd,  and  at  niaflcs  and  plays 
Commend  the  felf-famc  adors  the  fame  ways; 
Afk  how  you  did,  and  often,  with  intent 
Of  being  officious,  be  impertinent : 
All  which  were  fuch  foft  padimes,  as  in  thefe 
Love  was  as  fubtilely  catch'd  as  a  difcafe; 
But  being  got,  it  is  a  treafure  fweet, 
"U'hich  to  defend  is  harder  than  to  get, 
And  ought  not  be  profan'd  on  cither  part, 
ior  though 't  is  got  by  chance  't  is  kept  by  art. 
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WuoEVER  loves, if  he  do  not  propofe 
The  right  true  end  of  love,  he's  one  that  goes 
To  fea  for  nothing  but  to  make  him  fick. 
Love  is  a  bear-whelp  born  ;  if  wc  o'er-lick 
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Our  love,  and  force  it  new  flrong  fliapcs  to  take. 

We  err,  and  of  a  lump  a  monder  make. 

Were  not  a  calf  a  monder,  that  were  grown 

Fac'd  like  a  man,  though  better  than  his  own  ? 

Pcrfeiftion  is  in  unity  :  prefer 

One  woman  fird,  and  then  one  thing  in  her. 

I,  v.-hcn  I  value  gdd,  may  think  upon 

TIic  dii6tiliiefs,  the  application,  ' 

The  wholfomnefs,  the  ingenuity, 

I'rom.  rud,  from  foil,  from  fire,  ever  free  : 

But  if  I  love  it,  'tis  becaufe  'tis  made 

By  our  new  nature  (ufe)  the  foul  of  trade. 

All  thefe  in  women  we  might  think  upon 
(If  v^omen  had  them)  and  yet  love  but  one. 
Can  men  more  injure  women  than  to  fay 
They  love  them  for  that  by  which  tJiey're  not 

they  .' 
Makes  virtue  woman  ?  mud  1  cool  my  blood 
Till  I  both  be  and  find  one  wife  and  good  .' 
May  barren  angels  luve  fo  :  but  if  we 
Make  love  to  woman,  virtue  is  not  fhe  : 
As  beau-ies,  no,  nor  wealth.  He  that  drays  thus 
from  her  to  her's  is  more  adulterous 
Than  if  he  took  her  maid.  Search  every  fphere 
And  firmament,  our  Cupid  is  not  there  : 
He's  an  infernal  god,  and  under  ground 
With  Fluto  dwells,  where  gold  and  fire  abound. 
Men  to  fuch  gods  their  facriflcir.g  coals 
Did  not  on  altars  lay,  but  pits  and  holes. 
Although  we  fee  celedial  bodies  move 
Above  the  earth,  the  earth  we  till  and  love  : 
So  we  her  airs  contemplate,  words,  and  heart. 
And  virtues ;  but  we  love  the  centric  part. 
i^ox  is  the  foul  more  worthy  or  more  fit 
For  love  than  this,  as  infinite  as  it. 
But  in  attaining  this  defired  place. 
How  much  ticy  err  that  fet  out  at  the  face  ^ 
I'he  hair  a  foreft  is  of  ambuflies, 
Of  fprings,  and  fnares,  fetters,  and  manacles  : 
The  brow  becalms  us  when  'tis  fmooth  and  plain, 
And  when  'tis  wrinkled  fhipwrecks  us  again. 
Smooth  'tis  a  paradife,  where  we  would  have 
Immortal  day,  but  wrinkled  'tis  a  grave. 
I'he  nofc  (like  to  the  fweet  meridian)  runs 
Not  'twixt  an  ead  and  wed,  but  'twiit  two  funs'; 
It  leaves  a  cheek  a  rofy  hemif;  here 
On  either  fide,  and  then  dire&s  us  where 
Upon  the  Iflands  Fortunate  we  fall, 
Nvjt  fdir.t  Canaries,  but  Ambrofial. 
Unto  her  fweiling  lips  when  we  are  come. 
We  anchor  there,  and  think  our/elves  at  home, 
For  they  feem  all :  there  Syrens  fongs,  and  there 
Wife  De'phic  oracles,  do  fill  the  ear  ; 
Then  in  a  creek,  where  chofen  pearls  do  fwell 
Tlie  remora,  lier  cleaving  tongue  doth  dwell. 
Thefe  and  (the  glorious  promontory)  hex  chin, 
Being  pad  the  Straits  of  Htlkfpcnt,  between 
I'he  Scdos  and  Abydos  of  Jier  breads, 
(Not  of  two  lovers  but  two  L6ves  the  reds) 
Succeeds  a  boundlefs  fea;  but  yet  thine  eye 
Some  ifland  moles  may  fcatter'd  there  defcry  j 
And  failing  towards  her  India,  in  that  way 
Shall  at  her  fair  Atlantic  navel  day: 
Though  there  the  current  be  the  pilot  made, 
Yet  ere  thou  be  whtic  tliou  flioUWft  be  eprbaj'd^ 
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'^rhoa  (halt  upon  another  foreft  fet, 
Where  many  fhipwreck,  and  no  further  get. 
When  thou  art  there,  confider  what  this  chace 
Mil'-fpcnt,  by  thy  beginning  at  the  face. 
Rather  fet  out  below  ;  pradife  my  art ; 
Some  fynimetry  the  fo"t  hath  with  that  part 
Which  thou  doft  feek,  and  is  thy  map  for  that, 
Lovely  enough  to  ilop,  but  not  ftay  at  : 
Leafl:  fubjeft  to  difgulfe  and  change  it  is ; 
Men  fay  the  devil  never  can  change  his  : 
It  is  the  emblem  that  hath  figured 
Tirmnefs ;  'tis  the  firft  part  that  comes  to  bed. 
Civility  we  fee  refin'd  :  the  kifs, 
Which  at  the  face  began,  tranfplanted  is, 
Since  to  the  hand,  fince  to  th'  imperial  knee, 
Now  at  the  Papal  foot  delights  to  be. 
If  kings  think  that  the  nearer  way,  and  do 
Rife  from  the  foot,  lovers  may  do  fo  too  : 
For  as  free  fpheres  move  fafter  far  than  can- 
Birds,  whom  the  air  refills;  fo  may  that  man. 
Which  goes  this  empty  and  ethereal  way, 
Than  if  at  beauties  enemies  he  ftay. 
Rich  Nature  hath  in  women  wifely  made 
Two  purfes,  and  their  mouths  averfcly  laid  : 
They  then  which  to  the  lovier  tribute  owe, 
That  way  which  that  exchequer  looks  muft  go  : 
He  which  doth  not,  his  error  is  as  great 
As  who  by  clyfter  gives  the  llomach  meat. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESS  GOING  TO  BED. 

Come,  Madam  1  come  ;  all  reft  my  powers  defy  ; 

Until  I  labour,  I  in  labour  lie. 

The  foe  oft-times  having  the  foe  in  fight 

Is  tir'd  with  Handing  though  he  never  fight. 

Off  with  that  girdle,  like  heaven's  zone  glitt'ring, 

But  a  far  fairer  world  encompafiing. 

Unpin  that  Ipangled  breaftplate  which  your  wear, 

That  th'  eyes  of  bufy  fools  may  be  llopt  there. 


U;)lace  yourfelf,  for  thrit  harmonious  chime 
Tells  me  from  you  that  now  it  is  beil-timc. 
OiT  vVith  that  happy  bufk,  which  I  cnvie. 
That  ftiil  can  be,  and  flill  can  ftand,  fo  nigh. 
Your  gown  going  off  fuch  beauteous  (tare  reveals. 
As  when  through  flow'ry  meads  th'  hill's  ftiadow 

fteals. 
Off  with  that  weary  coronet,  and  fhew 
The  hairy  diadem  which  on  your  head  doth  groWi 
Niiw  off  with  thofe  (hoes,  and  then  foftly  tread 
In  thi^  Love's  hallow'd  temple,  this  foft  hed. 
In  fuch  vi'hite  robes  heaven's  angels  us'd  to  be 
Rev;  al'd  to  men  ;   thou  angel  bring'ft  with  thee 
A  heav'n  like  Mah'met's  paradife  ;  and  though! 
Ill  fpirits  walk  in  white,  we  cas'ly  know 
By  this  thefe  angels  from  an  evil  fprite  ; 
Ihofe  fet  our  hairs  but  thefe  our  flefh  upright. 

L  cenfe  my  roaving  hands,  and  let  them  go 
Before,  behind,  between,  above,  below. 
O  my  America  !  my  Nev\fouridtand  1 
My  kingdom's  fafeft  when  with  one  man  mann'dj 
My  mine  of  precious  ftone'-  !  my  empery  ! 
How  am  I  bleft  in  thus  difcovering  thee  ! 
To  enter  in  thefe  bonds  is  to  be  free ; 
i  hen  where  my  hand  is  fet  my  feal  Ihall  be. 

Full  nakednefs !  all  joys  are  due  to  thee  ; 
As  fouls  unbodied  bodies  uncKith'd  muft  be, 
To  tafte  whole  joys.   Gems,  which  you  women  ufe. 
Are,  like  Atlanta's  ball,  caft  in  men's  view  s; 
That  when  a  fool's  eye  lighteth  on  a  gem, 
His  earthly  foul  may  court  that  and  not  them  : 
Like  pidtures  or  like  books  gay  coverings  madCj 
For  lay-men  are  all  women  thus  array'd. 
Themfelves  are  only  myitic  books  which  we 
(Whom  their  imputed  grace  will  dignify) 
Ml  ft  ff-e  reveal'd.    1  hen  fince  that  I  may  know, 
As  liberally  as  to  thy  midwife  fliow 
Thyfelf,  caft  all,  yea,  this  white  linen, hence; 
There  is  no  pennance  due  to  innocence. 

To  teach  thee,  I  ani  naked  firft :  why,  then, 
What  need'ft  thou  have  more  covering  than  a  man? 
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ANATOMY  OF  THE  WORLD  ; 

Wherein,  by  oecajion  of  the  untimely  death  of  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Drury,  the 
frailty  and  the  decay  of  this  whole  world  is  reprefei.ted. 

THE  FIRST  ANNIVERSARY. 

TO    THE    PRAISE    OF    THE    DEAB,  AND    THE    ANATOK?- 


Will  dy'dthe  world,  that  we  might  live  to  fee 
This  world  of  wit  in  his  Anatoiny  : 
No  evil  want  his  good  ;  fo  wilder  heirs 
Bedew  their  fathers'  tonvbs  with  forced  tears, 
Whofe  'Oate  requites  their  lol?.    While  thus  we 

gain, 
Well  may  we  walk  in  blacks,  but  not  complain. 
Yet  how  can  1  onfent ;  the  world  is  dead 
"While  this  Mufe  lives  ?  which  in  his  fpirit's  (lead 
Seems  to  inform  a  world,  and  bid'^  it  be, 
In  fp'ght  of  lofs  or  frail  mortality. 
And  thou  the  fubjedl  of  tl.is  well-born  thought, 
Thrice  noble  Maid !  could'ft  not  have  found  nor 

fought 
A  fitter  time  to  yield  to  thy  fad  fate 
Than  while  this  fpii  it  lives  that  can  relate 
Thy  worth  fo  well  to  our  laft  nephew's  eyne, 
That  they  fhall  wonder  both  at  his  and  thine. 
Admired  ma-ch  !  where  ftrives  in  mutual  grace 
The  cunning  pencil  and  the  comely  face  ; 
A  tafk  which  thy  fair  goodnefs  made  too  much 
For  the  bold  pride  <i  vulgar  pens  to  touch. 
Enough  it  is  to  praife  the  nx  that  praife  thee, 
And  lay  that  but  enough  thole  praifes  be, 
"Which,  hadtl  thou  liv'd,  had  hid  their  fe<trful  head 
From  th'  angry  checkings  of  thy  modeft  red. 


Death  bars  reward  and  fhame ;  when  envy's  gone 
And  gain,  'tis  fafe  to  give  the  dead  their  own  : 
As  then  the  wife  Egyptians  wont  to  lay 
More  on  their  tombs  than  houfes,  thefe  of  clay, 
Bu-  thofe  of  brafs  or  marble  were  ;  fo  we 
Give  niore  unto  thy  ghoft  than  unto  thee. 
Yet  what  we  give  to  thee  thou  gav'ft  to  uf. 
And  may 'ft  but  thank  thyfelf  for  being  thus  : 
Yet  what  thou  gav'ft  and  wert,  O  happy  maid! 
I'hy  gr  ice  proif  fs'd  all  due  where  'tis  repaid. 
So  thele  high  1'  ng?  that  to  thee  fuited  been, 
Serve    but    to    found    thy    Maker's   praife    and 

thine. 
Which  thy  dear  foul  as  fweetly  fings  to  him, 
Amid  the  choir  of  faints  and  ferapidni. 
As  any  angel's  tongue  can  firg  ol  thee ; 
The  fubjeds  difter,  thiu^h  the  fkill  agree  : 
¥<  V  as  by  infant  years  men  judge  of  age, 
Thy  early  love  thy  virtues  did  prefage 
What    high    part    thou    bear'ft   in  th.fe  beft  of 

fong.s 
Whereto  no  burden  ncr  no  end  belongs. 
Sing  on,  thou  virgin  foul !  whofe  lofsful  gain 
Ihy  love-fick  parents  have  bcwail'd  in  vain; 
Never  may  thy  name  be  in  fongs  forgot 
I  ill  we  Ihali  fing  thy  diUy  and  thy  note. 
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AN  ANATOMY  OF  THE  WORLD. 

THE  FIRST  ANNIVERSARY. 

When    that   rich   foul,  which  to  her  heav'n  is 

gone, 
Whom  all  do  celebrate  who  know  they'avc  one, 
(For  who  is  fure  he  hath  a  foul,  unlefs 
It  fee,  and  judge,  and  follow  worthinefs, 
And  by  deeds  praife  it  ?   he  who  dorh  not  this 
May  lodge  an  inmate  foul,  but  'tis  not  his) 
When  that  queen   ended  here  her  progrefs  time, 
And    as   t'  her    {landing   houfe    to    heav'n    did 

climb, 
Where,  loth  to  make  the  faints  attend  her  long. 
She's  now  a  part  both  of  the  choir  and  fong  : 
This  WDrld  in  that  great  earthquake  languifhed, 
For  in  a  common  bath  of  tears  it  bled, 
Which  drew  the  ftrongeft  vital  fpirits  out, 
But  fuccour'd  them  with  a  perplexed  doubt 
Whether  the  world  did  lofe  or  gain  in  this  ; 
(Becaufe  fince  now  no  other  way  there  is 
But  goodnefs,  to  fee  her  whom  all  would  fee, 
All  muft  endeavour  to  be  good  as  fhe) 
This  great  confumption  to  a  fever  turn'd, 
And  fo  the  world  had  fits ;  it  joy'd,  it  mourn'd ; 
And  as  men  think  that  agues  phthyfic  are, 
And  th'  ague  being  fpent  give  over  care  ; 
So  thou,  fick  world  !  miftak'ft  thyfelf  to  be 
Well,  when,  alas  !  thou'rt  in  a  lethargy. 
Her  death  did  wound  and  tame  thee  then,  and 

then 
Thou  might'ft  have  better  fpar'd  the  fun  or  man. 
That  wound  was  deep  ;  but  'tis  more  mifery 
That  thou  haft  loft  thy  fenfe  and  memory. 
'Twas  heavy  then  to  hear  thy  voice  of  moan  ; 
But  this  is  worfe  that  thou  art  fpeechicf-  grown. 
Thou  haft  forgot  thy  name  thou  hadft;  thou  waft 
Nothing  but  ftie,  and  her  thou  haft  o'erpaft  ; 
For  as  a  child  kept  from  the  font  until 
A  prince,  expedled  long,  come  to  fulfil 
The  ceremonies,  thou  unnam'd  hadft  laid. 
Had  not  her  coming  thee  her  palace  made  : 
Her  name  defin'd  thee,  gave  thee  form  and  frame, 
And  thou  forgett'ft  to  celebrate  thy  name. 
Some  months  ihe  hath  been  dead,  (but,  being  dead, 
Mcafures  of  time  are  all  determined) 
But  long  ftie  hath  been  away,  long,  long;  yet  none 
Offers  to  tell  us  who  it  is  that's  gone. 
But  as  in  ftates  doubtful  of  future  heirs. 
When  ficknefs  without  remedy  impairs 
The  prefent  prince,  they're  loth  it  ftiould  be  faid 
The  prince  doth  languifti,  or  the  prince  is  dead  ; 
So  mankind,  feeling  now  a  general  thaw, 
A  ftrong  example  gone,  equal  to  law. 
The  cement,  whicli  did  faithfully  compadl 
And  give  all  virtues,  now  refolv'd  and  flack'd. 
Though  it  feme  blafphemy  to  fay  ftie  was  dead, 
Or  that  our  weakncis  was  difcovered 

thatconfeffion  ;  therefore  fpoke  no  more 
han  tongues,  the   foul  being  gone,  the  lofs  de- 
plore. 

But  though  it  be  too  late  to  fuceour  thee, 
Siek  World !  yea  dead,  yea  putriEcd  ;  fince  fne, 


Thy  intrinfic  balm  and  thy  prefervative, 

Can  never  be  renew'd,  thou  never  live  ; 

I  (fince  no  man  can  make  thee  live)  will  try 

What  we  may  gain  by  thy  Angtomy. 

Her  death  hath  taught  us,  dearly,  that  thou  art 

Corrupt  and  mortal  in  thv  pureft  part. 

Let  no  man  fay,  the  world  itfelf  being  dead, 

'Tls  labour  loft  to  have  difcovered 

The  world's  infirmities,  fince  there  is  none 

Alive  to  ftudy  this  difledlion  : 

For  there's  a  kind  of  world  remaining  ftill. 

Though  fhe,  which  did  inanimate  and  fill 

The  world,  be  gone,  yet  in  this  laft  long  night 

Her  ghoft  doth  walk,  that  is,  a  glimmering  light, 

A  faint  weak  love  of  virtue  and  of  good 

ReflecSls  from  her  on  them  which  underftood 

Her  worth  ;  and  though  ftie  have  ftiut  in  all  day. 

The  twilight  of  her  memory  doth  ftay, 

Which,  from  the  carcafe  of  the  old  world  free, 

Creates  a  new  world,  and  new  creatures  be 

Pr 'duc'd  ;  the  matter  and  the  ftuff  of  this 

Her  virtue,  and  the  form  our  pradlice  is; 

And  though  to  be  thus  elemented  arm 

Thefe  creatures  from  home  born  intrinfic  harm, 

{For  allaffum'd  unto  this  dignity, 

So  many  weedlefs  Paradifes  be, 

Which  of  themfelves  produce  no  ven'mousfin, 

hxcep'-  fome  foreign  ferpent  bring  it  in) 

Yet  becaufe  outward  ftorms  the  ftrongeft  break, 

i^nd  ftrength  itfelf  by  confidence  grows  weak. 

This  new  world  may  be  fafer,  being  told 

The  dangers  and  difeafes  of  the  old  ; 

For  with  due  temper  men  do  them  forego 

Or  covet   things,  when   they   their   true  wort^ 

know. 
There  is  no  health  ;  phyficians  fay  that  we 
At  beft  enjoy  but  a  neutrality  : 
And  can  there  be  worfe  ficknefs  than  to  knovr 
That  we  are  never  well,  nor  can  be  fo  ? 
We  are  born  ruinous ;  poor  mothers  cry 
riiat  children  come  not  right  nor  orderly, 
Except  they  headlong  come,  and  fall  upon 
An  ominous  precipitatitn. 
How  witty's  ruin,  how  importunate 
Upon  mankind  !  it  labour'd  to  fruftrate 
Even  God's  purpofe,  and  made  woman,  fenC 
For  man's  relief,  caufe  of  his  languifhment : 
They  were  to  good  ends,  and  they  are  fo  ftil!. 
But  acceffary,  and  principal  in  ill; 
For  that  firft  marriage  was  our  funeral; 
One  woman  at  one  blow  then  kill'd  us  all, 
And  fingly  one  by  one  they  kill  us  nov/, 
And  vi'e  delightfully  ourfelves  allow 
To  that  conlumpti  .n;  and,  profufely  blind. 
We  kill  ourfelves  to  propagate  cur  kind  ; 
And  yet  we  do  not  that  ;  we  are  not  men  ; 
1  here  is  not  now  that  mankind  which  was  then. 
When  as  the  fun  and  man  did  feeni  to  ftrive 
(Joint-tenants  of  the  world)  wlio  fliould  furvive  j 
When  ftag  and  raven,  and  the  long-liv'a  tree, 
Compar'd  with  man,  dy'd  in  minority; 
Wlien,  if  a  flow-pac'd  ftar  had  ftoln  away 
From  the  obfcrver's  marking,  he  might  ftay 
iwo  or  three  luindred  years  to  fee  't  again. 
And  thfen  make  un  his  obf(,'rv3tion  plainj 
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(/■hen  as  the  ago  was  long,  the  fize  was  great, 
4an's  growtli   ccr.fefs'd   and    fccomjenc'd   th 


u 

Wh 

IWan's  growtli   ccnfefs'd    and    fccomj 

meat ; 
So  fpacious  and  large,  tha»  every  fou! 
Di<^a  fiiir  kingdom  and  large  realm  controui ; 
Anvl  when  thp  very  ftature,  thu";  erecl. 
Bid  that  foul  .'  good  way  t'wards  heav'n  direcl  ; 
Where  is  this  mankind  now  ?  who  lives  to  age 
Fir  to  he  made  Methufalem  his  page  ' 
Alas  !   we  fcarce  live  long  enough  to  try 
"Whether  a  true-made  clock  run  right  or  lie. 
Old  n-andfires  talk  of  yerterday  with  forrow. 
And  "for  our  children  We  referve  to-morrow. 
So  fhort  is  life,  that  every  peafant  ftrivcs, 
In  a  torn  hcufe  or  field,  to  have  three  lives. 
A.nd  as  in  lading,  fo  in  length,  is  man 
Contrafted  to  an  inch  who  was  a  fpan  ; 
For  had  a  m  n  at  firft  in  forcfts  ftray'd, 
Or  Ihipwreck'd  in  the  fea.  one  would  have  laid 
A  wager  that  an  elephant  er  whale 
That  met  him  would  not  haflily  affail 
A  thing  fo  equal  to  him  :  now,  alas  ! 
The  faii-i<  s  and  the  pygmies  well  may  pafs 
As  credible.  Mankind  decays  f '  foon, 
We're  fcarce  oui*  fathers'  fliadows  call  at  noon ; 
Only  death  ailds  t'  <  ur  length  ;  nor  are  we  grown 
In  fiature  to  be  men  till  we  are  none. 
But  this  were  light,  did  our  Ids  volume  hold 
All  the  old  text ;  or  had  we  chang'd  to  gold 
Their  filver,  or  difpos'd  into  lefs  glals 
Spirits  of  virtue  which  then  fcatter'd  was : 
But  'tis  not  lb  ;  we're  not  ritir'd,  but  dampt ; 
And  as  cur  bodies  fo  our  minds  are  crampt  : 
Tis  {lirinking.  not  clofe  weaving,  that  hath  thus, 
In  mind  and  body  both,  bedwarfed  us. 
"We  feem  ambitious  God's  whole  work  t'  undo ; 
Of  nothing  he  made  us.  and  we  ftrive  too 
To  bring  ourfelves  to  nothing  back  ;  and  we 
Do  what  v/e  can  to  do't  as  foon  as  he. 
With  new  difeafes  on  ourfelves  we  war, 
And  with  new  phyfic,  a  worfe  engine  far. 
This  man,  this  world's  vice-emperor,  in  whom 
All  faculties,  all  graces,  are  at  home  ; 
And  if  in  other  creatures  they  appear. 
They're  but  man's  minifiers  and  legates  there, 
To  work  on  their  rebellions,  and  reduce 
Them  to  civility  and  to  man's  ufe  : 
This  man,  whom  God  did  woo,  and,  loth  t'  attend 
Till  man  came  up,  did  down  to  man  defcend ; 
This  man,fn  great  that  all  that  is,  is  his, 
Oh '  what  a  trifle  and  poor  thing  he  is ! 
If  man  were  any  thing,  he's  nothing  now; 
H:!p,  or  at  leafl  fome  time  to  waftc,  allow 
T.«  his  other  Avants;  yet  when  he  did  depart 
With  her,  whom  we  lament,  he  lofl  his  heart. 
Sh  •.  of  w'nom  th'  Ancients  feem'd  to  prophefy, 
Wi-.en  they  call'd  virtues  by  the  name  of  She; 
Sh'-,  in  whom  virtue  was  fn  much  reSn'd, 
That  for  allay  unto  fo  pure  a  mind 
She  took  the  weaker  fe.t ;  flie  that  could  drive 
Tlic  poifoMous  tin<rture  and  the  uain  of  Eve 
Out  of  her  thoughts  and  deeds,  and  purify 
All  by  a  true  religious  alchimy  ; 
Slie,{lieisdeadl  fne'sdead    Wheiithouknow'ftthis, 
Thou  know":!  how  poor  a  trifling  thing  man  is, 


A^nd  learn'fl  thus  much  by  our  Anatomf, 
The  heart  being  periPa'd,  no  part  can  be  frc^. 
And  tha-  except  thou  fceii  .not  banquet;  on 
:  helupcrna'ural  food,  religion, 
I'hy  better  growth  grows  withered  and  fcant  j 
Be  more  than  man,  or  thou'rt  lefs  than  an  ant. 
Then  a«  mankind,  fo  is  the  world's  whoie  frame 
Quite  oat  of  joint,  almoft  created  lame  ; 
For  before  God  had  made  up  all  the  reft. 
Corruption  enter'd  and  deprav'd  the  beft  : 
ft  feiz'd  the  ang'ls,  and  t^-cn,  firft  of  all, 
The  world  did  in  her  cradle  take  a  fall, 
And  turn'd  her  brain;-,  and  took  a  general  main:!, 
Wrongihg  each  joint  of  th'  nniverfal  frame. 
The  noblcft  part,  man,  felt  it  firft  ;  and  then 
Both  beafts  and  plants  curft  in  the  curfe  of  man  : 
So  did  the  world  from  the  firft  hour  decay, 
That  evening  was  beginning  of  the  day  ; 
And  now  the  fprings  and  fummcrs  which  we  fee. 
Like  fons  of  v/inien  after  fifry  be  : 
And  new  philofophy  calls  all  in  doubt 
The  element  of  fire  is  quite  put  out  ; 
The  fun  is  1  ft,  and  th'  earth,  and  no  man's  wit 
Can  Well  diredt  him  where  to  look  for  it : 
And  freely  men  confefsthat  thi^  world's  fpent. 
When  in  the  planets  and  the  firmament 
They  fiek  fo  many  new ;   they  fee  that  this' 
U  crumbled  out  again  t'  his  atomies  : 
'  Fis  ail  in  pieces,  aif  coherence  gone. 
All  juft  fupply,  and  all  relation  : 
Prince,  fubjetSl.  father,  fon,  are  things  forgot. 
For  every  man  alone  thinks  he  hath  got 
To  be  a  phosnix,  and  that  then  can  be 
None  of  that  kind  of  which  he  is,  but  he. 
This  is  the  world's  condi'ion  now,  and  noW 
She  that  fhouid  all  parts  to  re-union  bow  ; 
She  that  had  all  magnetic  force  alone 
To  drav/  and  faften  funder'd  parts  in  one ; 
She  whom  wife  Nature  had  invented  then, 
When  fhe  obfcrv'd  that  every  fort  of  men 
Did  in  their  voyage  in  this  world's  fea  ftray, 
•  nd  needed  a  new  conii  afs  for  their  way; 
She,  that  was  beft  and  firft  original 
Of  all  fair  copies,  and  the  general 
Steward  to  Fate  ;  fhe,  whofe  rich  eyes  and  breaft 
Gilt  the  Weft  Indies,  and  perfum'd  the  Eaft, 
Whofe  having  breath'd  in  this  world  did  beftow 
Spicc  on  thole  iflts,  and  bade  them  ftill  fmcll  fo  ;, 
And  that  nch  Inde.  which  doth  gold  inter, 
Is  but  as  i'Ugle  money  coin'd  from  her ; 
She,  to  whom  this  world  muft  itfclf  refer, 
As  fuburbs  or  the  microcofm  of  her ; 
She,  (he  is  dead ;  {he's  dead  !  When  thou  know'fl 

this, 
Thou  know'ft  how  lame  a  cripple  this  world  is. 
And  learn'ft  thus  much  by  our  Anatomy, 
That  this  world's  general  ficknefs  doth  not  lie 
In  any  humour,  or  one  certain  part. 
But  as  thou  faw'ft  it  rotten  at  the  heart, 
Thou  fee'ft  a  hedlic  fever  hath  got  hold 
Of  the  whole  fubftance,  not  to  be  controU'd, 
And  that  thou  haft  but  one  way  not  t'  admit 
The  world's  infedlion,  to  be  none  of  it  : 
For  the  world's  fubtil'ft  immaterial  parts 
Feel  this  confuming  wound,  and  age's  darts: 
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For  the  tvorld's  beauty  is  decay'd  or  gone, 

Beauty,  that's  colour  and  proportion. 

We  think  the  heav'ns  enjoy  their  fpherical. 

Their  round  proportion  embracing  all, 

But  yet  the>r  various  and  perplexed  courfe, 

Obferv'd  in  diverfe  ages,  doth  enforce 

Men  to  find  out  fo  many  eccentric  parts. 

Such  diverfe  down-right  lines,  furh  overthwarts. 

As  difproportion  that  pure  fofni  :  it  tears 

I'he  firmament  in  eight  and  forty  Oiares, 

And  in  thefe  conflellations  then  arife 

New  itars,  and  old  do  vaniih  from  our  eyes;  [war, 

As  though  lieav'n  fuffered  earthquakes,  peace   or 

When  new  tow'rs  rife,  and  old  demolifh'd  are. 

They  have  impal'd  within  a  zodiac 

The  frcc-born  fun,  and  keep  twelve  figns  awake 

To  watch  his  fleps ;  the  Goat  ar.d  Crab  control 

And  fright  him  back,  who  elfe  to  either  pole 

(Bid  not  thefe  tropics  letter  him)  might  lun  ; 

For  his  courfe  is  not  round:  nor  can  the  fun 

Perfeifl  a  circle,  or  maintain  his  way 

One  inch  direift,  but  where  he  rofe  to-day 

He  comes  no  more,  but  with  a  cozening  line 

Steals  by  that  point,  and  fo  is  ferpentine; 

And  feeming  weary  of  his  reeling  thus, 

He  means  to  fleep,  being  now  fal'n  nearer  us. 

So'  of  the  (lars,  which  boaft  that  they  do  run 

In  circle  ftill,  none  ends  where  he  begun  ; 

All  their  proportion's  lame,  it  finks,  it  fwells; 

For  of  meridians  and  parallels 

Man  hath  weav'd  out  a  net,  and  this  net  thrown 

Upon  the  heav'ns,  and  now  they  are  his  own. 

Loth  to  go  up  the  hill,  or  labour  thus 

To  go  to  heav'n,  we  make  heav'n  corne  to  vs. 

We  fpur,  we  rein  the  ftars,  and  in  their  race 

They're  divcrfely  content  t'  obey  our  pace. 

But  keeps  the  earth  her  rctmd  proj.ortion  flill  ? 

Doth  not  a  Tenarus  or  higher  hill 

Rife  fo  high  like  a  rock,  that  one  might  think 

Thefloatingmoonwould  fliipwreck  there  and  fink.'' 

Seas  are  fo  deep,  that  whales  being  flruck  to-day, 

Perciiance  to-morrow  fcarce  at  middle  way 

Of  their  vvilh'd  journey's  end,  the  bottom,  die  ; 

And  men  to  found  depths  fo  much  line  untie, 

As  one  might  juflly  think  that  there  would  rife, 

At  end  thereof,  one  of  ih'  antipodes ; 

If  under  all  a  vault  infernal  be, 

(Which  fure  is  fpacious,  except  that  we 

Invent  another  torment,  that  there  mufL 

Millions  into  a  ftraight  hot  room  be  thruft) 

Then  folidnefs  and  roundnefs  have  no  place  : 

A-re  thefe  but  warts  and  pockhoies  in  the  face 

Of  th'  earth  .'  Think  fo  ;  but  yet  confefs  in  this 

The  world's  proportion  disfigur'd  is ; 

That  thofe  two  legs  whereon  it  doth  rely, 

Reward  and  punifliment,  are    ent  awry: 

And,  oh !  it  can  no  more  be  queftioned 

That  beauty's  beft  proportion  is  dead, 

Since  even  grief  itfelf,  which  now  alune 

Is  left  us,  is  without  proportion. 

She,  by  •vvhofe  lines  proportion  fhould  be 

Examin'd   meafure  of  all,  fymmetry. 

Whom  had  that  Ancient  feen,  who  thought  fouls 

made 
Of  harmony,  he  would  at  next  have  faid 


That  Harmony  was  (he,  and  thence  Infer 

That  fouls  were  but  refultances  from  her, 

And  did  from  her  into  our  bodies  go, 

As  to  our  eyes  the  forms  from  objeifts  flow  : 

She  who,  if  thofe  great  dodlors  truly  laid. 

That  th'  ark  to  man's  proportion  was  made. 

Had  been  a  type  for  that,  as  that  might  be 

A  type  of  her  in  this,  that  contrary 

Both  eleiiients  and  paflions  liv'd  at  peace 

In  her,  who  caus'd  ail  Civil  war  So  ceafe  : 

She,  after  whom  what  form  fo'er  we  fee, 

Is  difcord  and  rude  incongruity  ;  [this, 

She,  (he  is  dead,  fhe's  dead  !  Wheil  thou  know'ft 

Thou  know'fc  how  ugly  a  monller  this  world  is. 

And  learn'flthus  much  by  our  Anatomy, 

'I'hat  here  is  nothing  to  enamour  thee  ; 

And  that  not  only  faults  in  inward  parts, 

Corruptions  in  our  brains,  or  in  our  hearts, 

Poifoning  the  fountains  whence  our  adtionsfpring', 

Endanger  us;  but  that  if  every  thing 

Be  not  done  fitly  and  iu  proportion. 

To  fatisfy  wife  and  good  lookers-cn, 

Since  moft  mep  be  fuch  as  mofl  think  they  be. 

They're  lothfonu;  too  by  this  deformity  : 

For  good  and  wei'lmufi;  in  our  acflions  meet; 

Wicked  is  not  much  worfe  than  indifcreet. 

But  beauty's  other  fccond  element. 

Colour  and  luftre,  now  is  as  near  fpent; 

And  had  the  world  hisjufi;  proportion, 

Were  it  a  ring  ftill,  yet  the  ftone  is  gone ; 

As  a  companionate  turcoift,  which  doth  tell. 

By  looking  pale,  the  wearer  is  not  well ; 

As  gold  falls  fjck  being  flung  with  Mercury, 

All  the  world's  parts  of  fuch  complexion  be. 

Vv'hen  Nature  was  mofl  bufy,  the  nrfl  week 

Swaddling  the  new'-bcrn  earth,  God  feem'd  to  liHre 

That  file  fhould  fj'iort  herfelf  fcraetimes  and  play, 

To  mingle  and  vary  colours  every  day  ; 

And  then,  as  though  {he  could  not  make  enot?, 

Himfelf  liis  various  rainbow  did  allow. 

Sight  is  the  noblefl  fenfc  of  any  one; 

Yet  fight  hath  only  colour  to  feed  on. 

And  colour  is  decay'd  :  fummer's  robe  grows 

Duflry,  and  like  an  oft  dy'd  garment  iliews  ' 

Our  blufliing  red,  vvhiih  us'd  in  cheeks  to  fpread, 

Is  inward  funk,  and  only  our  fouls  are  red. 

Perchance  the  world  might  have  recovered, 

If  file  whom  we  lament  had  not  been  dead  : 

But  fhe,  in  whom,  all  white,  and  red,  and  blue, 

(Beauty's  iiigredients)  voluntary  grew, 

As  in  an  unvext  Paradife,  from  whom 

Did  all  things  verdure  and  their  luflre  come, 

Whofe  compofition  was  niJraculous, 

Being  all  colour,  all  diaplianous, 

(  For  air  and  fire  but  thick  grofs  bodies  were, 

And  liveliffl  flones  but  drowfy  and  pale  to  her) 

She,  file  is  dead  ;  file's  dead  :   When  thou  know'ft 

this, 
Thou  know'ft  how  wan  a  ghofl  this  our  world  is. 
And  iearn'fi  thu-  n;uch  by  our  Anatomy, 
That  it  fi'.culd  more  affright  than  pleafure  thee  : 
And  that,  fince  all  fair  colour  then  did  fink, 
'Tis  now  but  wicked  vanity  to  think 
To  colour  vicious  deeds  wit'n  good  pretence, 
Ur  v/ith  bcvgh;  cuiours  to  iliude  men's  Icx-.fe, 
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Kor  In  ought  more  this  world's  decay  appears 
Than  that  her  influence  the  hcav'n  forbears. 
Or  that  the  eleniencs  do  not  feel  this, 
Ihc  father  or  the  mother  barren  is : 
The  clouds  concei%'e  not  lain,  or  do  not  pour, 
In  the  due  birth -time,  down  the  bahny  fliower; 
Th'  air  doth  not  motlicrly  fit  on  the  earth, 
To  hatch  her  feafons,  and  give  all  things  birth  : 
Spring-times  were  common  cradles,  but  arc  tombs. 
And  falfe  conceptions  fill  the  general  wombs ; 
Th'  air  fhews  fuch  meteors,  as  none  can  fee 
3Sot  only  what  they  mean,  but  what  they  be. 
jEarth  fuch  new  worms  as  would  have  troubled 

much 
Tb'  Egyptian  Magi  to  have  made  more  fuch. 
What  artifh  now  dares  boafl  that  he  can  biing 
Heav'n  hither,  or  conflellate  any  thing. 
So  as  the  influence  of  thcfe  flars  may  be 
Imprifon'd  in  a  herb,  or  charm,  or  tree. 
And  do  by  touch  all  which  thofe  ftars  could  do  ? 
The  art  is  I  ft,  and  correfpondence  too  ; 
!For  heav'n  gives  little,  and  the  earth  takes  lefs. 
And  man  leaft  kni^ws  their  trade  and  purpofes. 
If  this  commerce  'twixt  heav'n  and'earth  were  not 
£mbarr'd.andall  this  traffic  quite  forgot. 
She,  for  whofe  lofs  we  have  lamented  thus, 
"Would  work  more  fully  and  pcw'rfuUy  on  us ; 
Since  herbs  and  roots  by  dying  lofe  not  all, 
But  they,  yea  afhes  too  are  med'cinal. 
Death  could  not  quench  her  virtue  fo,  but  that 
It  would  be  (if  not  foUow'd)  wonder'd  at. 
And  all  the  world  would  be  oije  dying  fwan. 
To  fing  her  Funeral  praife,  and  vanifh  then. 
But  as  fome  ferpent's  poifon  hurteth  not, 
Except  it  be  from  the  live  ferpent  fhot, 
So  doth  her  virtue  need  her  here,  to  fit 
That  unto  us,  (he  working  more  than  it. 
But  {he,  in  whom  to  fuch  maturity 
"Virtue  was  grown  pafl:  growth,  that  It  rnufl  die; 
J5he,from  whofe  influence  all  imprcffion  came, 
But  by  receiver's  impotencies  lame ; 
Who,  though  (he  could  not  tranfubflantiate 
AU  ftates  to  gold,  yet  gilded  every  flate  ; 
So  that  fome  prmces  have  fome  temperance. 
Some  counicllors  fome  purpofe  to  advance 
The  common  profit,  and  fome  people  hdve 
Some   flay,  no  more  than  kings  fhould  give  to 

crave ; 
Some  women  have  fome  taciturnity, 
Some  nunneries  fome  grains  of  thaftity  : 
She  that  did  thus  much,  and  much  more  could  do. 
But  that  01. r  age  was  Iron,  and  rufly  too ; 
She,  fhe  is  dead ;  file's  dead  1   When  thou  know'H 

this, 
Thou  know'fl  how  dry  a  cinder  this  world  is, 
And  learn'il  thus  much  by  our  Anatomy, 
That  'tis  in  vaip  to  dew  or  molily 
It  with  thy  tears,  or  fweat,  or  blood  :  nothing 
Is  worth  our  travail,  grief,  or  perifhing, 
But  thofe  rich  joys  which  did  poflels  her  heart, 
Of  which  Ihe's  now  partaker  and  a  part. 
But  as  in  cutting  up  a  man  tl'.at's  dead, 
1  he  bi  dy  will  not  iaft  out,  to  have  read 
On  every  part,  and  therefore  men  uircdl 
Iheir  fpeech  to  parts  that  are  pi  molt  cffe<5l.; 
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Po  the  world's  carcafe  would  not  Iaft,  if  I 

W'ere  puni5tual  in  this  Anatomy  ; 

Nor  fniellft  it  well  to  hearers,  if  one  tell 

Them  their  difeafe,  who  fain  would  think  they're 

well. 
Here,  therefore,  be  the  end  ;  and,  bleffed  Maid  ! 
Of  whom  is  meant  whatever  hath  been  faid. 
Or  fhall  be  fpoken  well  by  any  tongue,         [fong, 
Whofe  name  refines  coarfe  lines,  and  makes  profc 
Accept  this  tribute,  and  his  firft  year's  rent. 
Who,  till  his  dark  fhort  taper's  end  be  fpent, 
As  oft  as  thy  feaft  fees  this  widow'd  earth, 
AVill  yearly  celebrate  thy  fccond  birth, 
That  is,  thy  death  :  for  though  the  foul  of  man 
Ee  got  when  man  is  m^ade,  'tis  bcrnbut  then 
When  man  doth  die;  our  body's  as  the  womb, 
And  as  a  midwife  death  diredls  it  home; 
-And  you  her  creatures,  whom  fne  works  upon. 
And  have  your  la!l  and  beft  concoction 
From  her  example  and  her  virtue,  if  you 
In  reverence  to  her  do  think  it  due, 
That  no  one  fhould  her  praifes  thus  rehearfe, 
As  matter  fit  for  chronicle,  not  verfe, 
Vouchfafe  t'  call  to  mind  that  God  did  make 
A  Iaft  and  lafting'ft  piece,  a  fong.   He  fpake 
To  Mofes  to  deliver  unto  all 
That  fong,  becaufe  he  knew  they  would  let  fall 
rhe  law,  the  prophets,  and  the  hiflory. 
But  keep  the  fong  flill  in  their  memory  ; 
Such  an  opinion,  in  due  meafure,  made 
Me  this  great  office  boldly  to  invade ; 
Niir  could  incomprehenfiblentfs  deter 
Me  from  this  trying  to  imprifon  her, 
Which  when  1  faw  that  a  llrift  grave  could  go, 
I  faw  not  why  verfe  might  not  do  fo  too. 
Veri'c  hath  a  middle  nature;  heav'n  keeps  foulsv 
The  grave  keeps  bodies,  verfc  the  fame  enroUs. 


A  FUNERAL  ELEGY. 

'Tis  lofs  to  trufl  a  tomb  with  fuch  a  guefl, 

Or  to  confine  her  in  a  marble  cheft. 

Alas  :  what's  marble,  jet,  or  porphyry, 

Priz'd  with  the  chryfolite  of  either  eye, 

Or  with  thofe  pearls  and  rubies,  which  flic  wasi 

Join  the  two  Indies  in  one  tomb,  't  is  glafs  ; 

And  fo  is  ali  to  her  material  , 

1  hough  every  inch  were  ten  Efcurials ; 
Yet  ihe's  demolifa'd  ;  can  we  keep  her  then 
In  works  of  hands,  or  of  the  wits  of  men  .' 
Can  thefe  memorials,  rags  of  jiaper,  give 
Life  to  that  name  by  which  name  they  mufl  live-? 
Sickly,  alas!  fiiort-liv'd,  abort-ve  be 

I  hole  carcafe  verfes  vthofe  foul  is  not  flie; 
And  can  flie,  who  no  longer  would  be  fhc, 
(  being  fuch  a  tabernacle)  ftoop  to  be 
In  paper  wrapt  t  or,  vi  hen  fhe  would  not  lie 
In  fuch  an  houfe,  dv. cU  in  an  elegy  ? 
But  't  is  no  matter  ;  we  may  well  allow 
Verfe  to  live  fo  long  as  the  world  wiil  now, 
For  her  death  wounded  it.    The  w(  rid  contains 
Frinces  for  arms,  anq  couiifcllors  Sor  brains  ; 
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Lkwyers  for  tongues,  divines  for  hearts,  and  fnore; 

The  ric'i  for  llnmachs,  and  for  backs  the  poor ; 

The  officers  for  hands ;  merchants  for  feet, 

By  which  veniote  and  diftant  countries  meet  : 

But  thofe  fine  fpirits  which  do  tune  and  fet 

This  organ,  are  thofe  pieces  which  beget 

Wonder  and  love,  and  thefe  were  ihe  ;  and  Hie 

BeiniT  fpent,  the  world  miiD:  needs  decrepit  be  : 

For  fince  Death  will  proceed  to  triumph  ftill, 

He  can  find  nothing  after  her  t<?  kill, 

Except  the  world  itfelf ;  fo  great  was  fhe. 

Thus  brave  and  confident  may  Nature  be  ; 

Death  cannot  give  her  fuch  anrsther  blow, 

Eecaufe  {he  cannot  fuch  another  (hew. 

But  maft  we  fay  fhe's  dead  ?   May  't  not  be  fuid, 

That  as  a  funder'd  clock  is  piecemeal  laid, 

Not  to  be  loft,  but  by  the  maker's  hand 

Kepolifh'd,  without  error  then  tofland  ? 

Or  as  the  Afric  Niger  ftream  enwombs 

Itfelf  into  the  earth,  and  after  comes 

(Having  firft  made  a  natural  bridge,  to  pafs 

For  many  leagues)  far  greater  than  it  was. 

May  't  not  be  faid  that  her  grave  (hall  reilore 

Her  greater,  purer,  firmer,  than  before  .' 

Heav'n  may  fay  this,  and  joy  in  't ;  but  can  we, 

Who  live  and  lack  her  here,  this  'vantage  fee  ? 

What  is't  to  us,  alas  !  if  there  have  been 

An  angel  made  a  throne  or  cherubim  ? 

Wc  lofe  by  't ;  and  as  aged  men  are  glad. 

Being  taflelefs  grown,  to  joy  in  joys  they  had, 

So  now  the  fick-Ilarv'd  world  mufb  feed  upon 

This  joy,  that  we  had  her  who  now  is  gone. 

Rejoice  then.  Nature,  and  this  world,  that  you, 

Fearing  the  laft  fire's  haft'ning  to  fubdue 

Your  force  and  vigour  e'er  it  were  near  gone, 

Wifely  beftow'd  and  laid  it  all  on  one  ; 

One  whofe  clear  body  was  fo  pure  and  thin, 

Eecaufe  it  need  difguife  no  thought  within. 

'Twas  but  a  through-light  fcarf  her  mind  t'  inrol, 

Or  exhalation  breath'd  out  from  her  foul ; 

One  whom  all  men.  who  durfl:  no  more,  admir'd, 

And  whom  whoe'er  had  worth  enough  defir'd. 

As  when  a  temple's  built  faints  emulate 

To  which  of  them  it  fhall  be  conJecrate  : 

But  as  when  heav'n  looks  on  us  with  new  eyes, 

Thofe  new  flars  every  artift  exercife ; 

What  place  theyfhould  aflign  to  them  they  doubt, 

Argue,  and  agree  not,  till  thofe  ftars  go  out ; 

So  the  world  lludy'd  whofe  this  piece  fhould  be, 

Till  fhe  can  by  no  body's  elfe,  nor  fhe; 

But  like  a  lamp  of  balfamum,  defir'd 

Rather  t'  adorn  than  laft,  fhe  foon  expir'd, 

Cloth'd  in  her  virgin-white  integrity: 

For  marriage,  though  it  doth  not  ftain,  doth  die. 

To  'fcape  the  infirmities  which  wait  upon 

Woman,  (he  went  away  before  fhe  was  one ; 

And  the  world's  bufy  noife  to  overcome, 

Took  fo  much  death  as  ferv'd  for  opium ; 

For  though  fhe  could  not,  nor  could  choofc  to  die, 

She  hath  yielded  to  too  long  on  extafy. 

He  which,  not  knowing  her  fad  hiftory. 

Should  come  to  read  the  book  of  Defliny, 

How  fair  and  challe,  humble  and  high,  fhe  had 

been, 
|Juch  prcniis'dj  much  perforn:i'd,  at  not  fifteen; 


And  meafuring  future  things  by  things  before, 
Should  turn  the  leaf  to  real,  and  read  no  more, 
Would  think  that  either  Dcltiuy  millook. 
Or  that  fome  leaves  were  torn  out  of  the  book  : 
Sut  't  is  not  fo  :   Fate  did  but  ufher  her 
I'o  years  of  reafon'sufe,  ajid  then  infer 
Her  deftlny  to  herfelf,  which  liberty 
She  to;)k,  bat  for  thus  much,  thus  much  to  die  ; 
Her  madefty  not  fuSfering  her  to  be 
{•'sllow-coinmiiiioner  with  Deftiny, 
She  did  no  more  bat  die.  If  after  he^ 
Any  fhall  live  which  dare  true  good  prefer, 
Every  fuch  perfon  is  her  delegate 
T'  accomplilh  that  which  (hould  have  been  her 
fate ;  [thanks 

They  (hall  make   up  that  book,  and   (hall  have 
Of  Fate  and  her  for  tilli  g  up  their  blanks  j 
For  future  virtuous  deeds  are  legacies 
Which  from  the  gift  of  her  example  rife  t 
And  't  is  in  heav'n  part  of  fpirirual  mirth 
To  fee  how  well  the  good  play  her  on  earth. 


OF  THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  SOULj 

Wherein,  by  occafton  of  the  reliviotis  death  of  Mrs,  Eli- 
zabeth Drury,  the  incoinmoJities  of  the  Haul  in  this  life^ 
and  her  exaltation  in  the  next,  are  contemplated, 

THE   SECOND  ANNiVERS.1.RV. 

The  Harbinysr  to  the  Progrefs. 

Two  Souls  move  here,  and  mine  (a  third)  muft 

move 
Paces  of  admiration  and  of  love. 
Thy  Soul  (dear  Virgin  !)  whofe  this  tribute  is'^ 
Moy'd  from  this  mortal  fphere  to  lively  blifs^ 
And  yet  moves  ftill,  and  (till  afpires  to  fee 
The  world's  laft  day,  thy  glory's  full  degree. 
Like  as  thofe  (tars,  which  thou  o'erlookeft  far^ 
Are  in  their  place,  and  yet  ftill  moved  are. 
No  Soul  (whilft  with  the  luggage  of  this  clay 
It  clogg'dis)  can  follow  thee  halfway. 
Or  fee  thy  flight,  which  doth  our  thoughts  outgo 
So  faft,  as  nov*  the  lightning  moves  but  (low. 
But  now  thou  art  as  hi^h  in  heav'ft  flown 
As  heav'n's  from  us;  what  Soul, belides  thine  own) 
Can  tell  thy  joys,  or  fay  he  can  relate 
Thy  glorious  journals  in  that  bielTed  ftate  ? 
I  envy  thee,  (rich  Soul !)  I  envy  thee, 
Although  I  cann  It  yet  thy  glory  fee  : 
And  thou,  (great  Spirit !)  which  her's  follow'd,  haft 
So  faft,  as  none  can  follow  thine  fo  fall, 
So  far,  as  none  can  follow  thine  fo  far, 
(Aud  if  this  flefh  did  not  the  paffage  bar 
Which  long  agone  hadft  loft  the  vulgar  fight, 
Hadft  caught  her)  let  me  wonder  at  thy  flight. 
And  now  mak'ft  proud  the  better  eyes,  that  they 
Can  fee  thee  leflen'd  in  thine  airy  way ; 
So  while  thou  mak'ft  her  Soul  by  progrefs  known. 
Thou  mak'ft  a  noble  progrefs  of  thine  own. 
From  this  world's^carcafe  having  mounted  bigh 
To  thnt  pure  life  of  imuwrtality  ; 
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Since  thine  afpiriiiR  thoughts  themfclves  fo  raife, 
Tha'  more  may  not  bcfeem  a  creature's  pra.Ie; 
Yet  ftill  thou  vow'a  her  more,  and  every  year 
MaVft  a  «ew  progref.  Nvhilft  thou  ^vand  rell  here ; 
Still  upward  mo..nt,  aid  let  thy  Maker  s  pra.fe 
Honour  thy  Laura,  and  adot-n  thy  lays ; 
And  fmce  thy  Mufe  her  head  m  heaven  (hrouds, 
Oh  •  let  her  never  ftoop  below  the  clouds ; 
And  if  thofe  glorious  fainted  fouls  may  know 
Or  what  we  do  or  what  we  fin^  below, 
Thofe  acts,  tho<e  fon^s.  (hall  ftill  content  them  bed 
Which  prr.ife  thofe  awful  pow'rs  that  m^ke  theai 
blcft. 


OF  THE  PROGRESS  OF  THE  SOUL. 
The  Second  Anniverpry. 

iNoTHiXG  coiiia  make  me  fooner  to  confefs 

That  this  world  had  an  everlaftingnefs, 

Than  to  conGdcr  that  a  year  is  run 

Since  b'.th  this  lower  world's  and  the  fun's  fun, 

The  luftre  and  ;he  vigour  of  this  all. 

Did  fet ;  'twere  blafpheniy  to  fay  did  fall. 

Em  as  a  fiiip  which  hath  ftruck  fail  doth  run 

By  force  of  that  force  which  before  it  won  ; 

Or  as  fometimes  in  a  beheaded  man, 

Though  at  thofe  two  Red  feas  which  freely  ran, 

One  from  the  trunk,  another  from  the  head, 

His  foul  be  fail'd  to  her  eternal  bed,  « 

His  eyes  will  twinkle,  and  his  tongue  will  roll. 

As  though  he  beck'ned  and  call'd  back  his  foul, 

He  grafps  his  hands,  and  he  pulls  up  his  feet, 

And^feems  to  reach,  and  to  ftep  forth  to  meet 

His  Soul;  when  all  thefe  motions  which  we  law 

Are  tut  as  ice,  which  crackles  as  a  thaw  ; 

Or  as  a  lute,  which  in  moift  weather  rings 

Her  knell  alone,  by  cracking  of  her  ftrings, 

So  ftruggles  this  dead  world,  now  flie  is  gone. 

For  there  is  motion  in  corruption. 

As  feme  days  are  at  the  creation  nam'd 

Before  the  fun,  the  which  fram'd  days,  was  fram'd 

So  after  this  fun  's  fet  fome  Ihew  appears, 

And  orderly  vicifiitude  of  years. 

Yet  a  new  deluge,  and  of  Lethe  flood. 

Hath  drown'd  us  ail;  all  have  forgot  all  good, 

Forgetting  her,  the  main  referve  of  all : 

Yetin  this  deluge,  grofs  and  general, 

Thou  feeft  me  drive  for  life;   my  life  fhall  be 

To  be  hereafter  prais'd  for  praifing  thee. 

Immortal  Maid !  who  though  thou  wouldft  refufe 

The  name  of  Mother,  be  unto  my  Mufe 

A  father,  lince  her  chafte  ambition  is 

Yearly  to  bring  forth  fuch  a  child  as  this. 

Thefe'  hymns  may  vrork  on  future  wits,  and  fo 

May  great  grand-children  of  thy  praifes  grow  ; 

And  fo,  though  not  revive,  embalm  and  fpice 

The  world,  which  elfe  would  putrify  with  vice  ; 

For  thus  man  may  extend  thy  progeny 

Until  man  do  but  vanifh,  and  not  die. 

Thefe  hymns  thy  iffue  may  encreafe  fo  long, 

As  till  God'5  great  Venitc  change  the  fopg. 


Thirfl  for  that  time,  O  my  infaMate  Soul ! 

And  feive  thy  third  with  God's  fafe  fealing  bowl, 

Be  thirdy  dill,  and  drink  dill,  till  thou  go 

To  th'  only  health  ;  to  be  hydroptic  fo, 

Forget  this  rotten  world ;  and  unto  thee 

Let  thine  own  times  as  an  old  dory  be. 

Be  not  concern'd;   dudy  net  why  or  when  ; 

Da  not  fo  much  as  not  believe  a  man  : 

For  though  to  err  be  word,  to  try  truths  forth 

Is  far  more  bus'nefs  than  this  world  is  worth. 

The  world  is  but  a  carcafe ;  thou  art  fed 

By  it  but  as  a  worm  that  carcafe  bred. 

And  why  fliouldd  thou,  poor  worm  I    confider 

more 
When  this  world  will  grow  better  than  before  ? 
Than  thofe  thy  fellow  worms  do  think  upon 
That  carcafe's  lad  refurreflion  .' 
Forget  this  world,  and  fcarce  think  of  it  fo 
As  of  old  clo;hes  cad  off  a  year  ago. 
To  be  thus  ftupid  is  alacrity  ; 
Men  tlius  iefhargic  have  bed  memory. 
Look  upward,  that's  towards  her  vvhofe  happy  date 
We  now  lament  not  but  congratulate  : 
She  to  whom  all  this  wtjrld  was  but  a  dage. 
Where  all  fat  heaik'ning  how  her  youthful  age 
Should  be  employ'd,  hecaufe  in  all  die  did 
Some  figure  of  the  golden  times  wcis  hid ; 
Who  could  not  lack  whate'er  this  world  could  give, 
Becaufe  flie  was  the  form  that  made  it  live, 
Nor  could  complain  that  this  world  was  unfit 
To  be  day'd  in  then  when  die  was  in  it  ; 
She  that  fird  try'd  indifferent  deCres 
By  virtue,  and  virtue  by  religious  fires  ; 
She  to  whofc  perfon  Paradife  adher'd. 
As  courts  to  princes;  die  whofe  eyes  enfpher'd 
Star-light,  enough  t'  have  made  the  South  controul- 
(Had  {he  been  tnere)  the  dar-fuU  northern  pole  ; 
she,  die  is  gone  ;  die's  gone  !   When  thou  know'f^ 

this, 
What  fragmentary  rubbifli  this  vrprld  is 
Thou  know'd,  and  that  it  is  not  worth  a  thought ; 
He  honours  it  too  much  that  thinks  it  nought. 
Think  then,  my  Soul!  that  death  is  but  a  groom 
Which  brings  a  taper  to  the  outward  room. 
Whence  thou  fpy'lt  fird  a  little  glimmering  light. 
And  after  brings  it  nearer  to  thy  fight ; 
For  fuch  approaches  heav'n  doth  make  in  death  : 
Think  thyfelt  labouring  now  with  broken  breath, 
And  think  thofe  broken  and  foft  notes  to  be 
Divifion,  and  thy  happied  harmony  : 
Ihink  thee  laid  on  thy  death-bed,  Inofe  and  flack. 
And  think  that  but  unbinding  of  a  pack, 
Fo  take  one  precious  thing,  thy  Soul,  from  thence : 
Think  thy  felf  parch'd  with  fever's  violence. 
Anger  thine  ague  more  by  calling  it 
Thy  phthyfic ;  chide  the  fiacknefs  of  the  fit  : 
Think  that  thou  hear'd  thyki!ell,andthinknomore 
But  that,  as  bells  calFd  thee  to  church  before. 
So  this  to  the  triumphant  church  calls  thee  : 
Think  Satan's  ferjeants  round  about  thee  be. 
And  think  that  but  for  legacies  they  thrud; 
Give  oi.e  thy  pride,  t'  another  give  thy  lud  ; 
Giye  them  tliofe  fins  which  they  gave  thee  before, 
And  trud  th'  immaculate  blood  to  walh  thy  fcore: 


Think  thy  friends  weeping  round,  and  think  that 

they 
,Weep  but  becaufe  they  go  not  yet  that  way  : 
Think  that  they  clufe  thine  eyes,  and  think  in  this 
1'hat  they  confefs  miicli  in  the  world  amifs, 
Who  daie  not  trufl  a  dead  man's  eye  with  that 
Which  tht-y  tVoni  Go<l  and  angels  cover  not  : 
T^i'iik  th:it  tliey  fliroud  thee  up,  and  think  from 

tlaence 
They  re-inve(l  thee  in  white  innocence : 
Think  that  tliy  body  rots  and    if  fo  low, 
Tiiy  foul  txahcd  fo,  thy  tlioughts  can  go) 
Think  thee  a  piince,  who  of  themfclves  create 
Worms,  which  infenfibly  devour  their  Hate  : 
Thmk  that  they  bury  thee,  and  think  that  rite 
Lays  thee  to  Ceep  but  a  Saint  Lucy's  night  : 
Tlii.Uc  theft  things  cheerfully,  and  if  thou  he 
Drowl'y  or  flack,  remember  then  that  fhe. 
She   whofe  complexion  vvas  fo  even  made, 
1  hat  which  of  her  ingredients  fliouid  invade 
The  other  three  no  fear,  no  art,  couid  guefs^ 
So  far  were  all  remov'd  from  more  or  lefs : 
But  as  in  Mithridate  or  jull  perfumes. 
Where  all  good  things  being  met.  no  o:;e  prefumes 
To  i::;ovcrn  or  to  triumph  on  the  reft. 
Only  becaufe  all  were,  no  part  was  be'l  : 
A^'d  as,  though  all  do  know  that  quantities 
Aic  made  of  lines,  and  lines  from  points  arif?, 
None  can  thefe  lines  or  quantitie-  unjoint, 
And  fay  this  is  a  line  or  this  a  p  int ; 
So  though  the  elements  and  humours  were 
In  her,  <.ine  c  uld  n^t  fay  thi-  governs  there, 
Whole  even  confiitution  might  have  won 
Any  difeafe  to  venture  on  the  fun 
Rather  than  her,  and  make  a  fpirit  fear, 
That  he  too  difuniting  fuhjed;  were. 
To  v^hofe  proportions  if  we  would  compare 
Cubes  they're  unftable,  circles  angular  : 
She  who  was  fuch  a  chain  as  hate  employs 
To  bring  mankind  all  fortunes  it  cnjo>s. 
So  faft,  fo  even  M'rought,  as  one  would  think 
Iso  accident  could  threaten  any  link  ; 
She,  file  emhrac'd  a  ficknefs,- gave  it  meat. 
The  piirefi;  blood  and  breatli  chat  e'er  it  ate, 
And  hath  taught  us,  that  though  a  gooo  man  hath 
Title  CO  heav'n,  and  plead  it  by  his  faith. 
And  though  he  may  pretend  a  conquell,  fince 
Heav'n  Was  content  to  fuffer  violence; 
Yea.  though  he  plead  a  long  poflefrion  too, 
(For  they're  in  heav'n   on    earth  who  hcav'n's 

works  go). 
Though  he  had  right,  and  pow'r,  and  place,  before, 
Yet  death  mufl  ufher  and  unlock  the  door  : 
Thiidc  further  on  thyfelf,  my  Scul  \  and  think 
How  thou  at  firfl  wail  made  but  in  a  fink  : 
Tliink  that  it  argued  fome  inrirmity, 
Tiiattlu.fe  t  wo  Souls  which  then  thoufoundfr  in  me, 
Thou  fed  ft  upon,  and  drtw'ft  into  thee,  both 
My  IcLond  suul  of  fenfe  and  firfc  of  growth  : 
Think  but  how  poor  thou  wart,  how  obnoxious. 
Whom  a  fmall  lump  of  flefli  coi.ld  poifon  thus  : 
This  curdled  milk,  this  pour  uniitter  d  whelp, 
My  bo  y  could,  beyond  cfcape  or  help, 
Inledf  thee  .  ith  orig'n:d  fin,  and  thou 
vy-iidft  i,ci:htT  then  rtfufc  uor  ksve  it  uav/ ; 
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Thin'ic  that  no  flubborn  Allien  anchorite. 


Which,  fixt  t'  a  pillar  or  a  grave  doth  fit 

Bedded,  and  bath'd  in  all  his  ordures,  dwells 

So  foully  as  our  Souls  in  their  firit-built  cells  ; 

Think  in  how  pof-r  a  priibn  thou  dofl  lie, 

After  enabled  but  to  fuck  and  cry  :  ['""> 

Think  when  't  was  grown  to,  moft  't  was  a  poor 

A  province  pack'd  up  in  two  yards  of  fkin. 

And  that  ufurp'd  or  threaten'd  with  a  rage 

Of  fickntffes,  or  th,  ir  true  mother.  Age  : 

But  think  that  death  hath  now  enfranchis'd  thee. 

Thou  haft  ihy  expanfion  now,  and  liberty : 

T'hink  that  a  rufty  piece  difcharg'd  is  flown 

In  pieces,  and  the  bullet  is  his  own. 

And  freely  flies     th.is  to  thy  Soul  allow ; 

Think  thy  lliell  broke,  think  thy  Soul  hatcht  but 

now ; 
And  think  this  flow-pac'd  Soul,  which  late  did 

cleave 
T'  a  body,  and  went  but  by  the  body's  leave, 
fwenty  perchance  or  thirty  mile  a-day, 
Ddpatches  in  a  minute  all  the  way 
*  Fwixt  heav'n  and  earth  ;  Ihe  ftays  not  in  the  air, 
To  look  what  meteors  there  themlclvei  prepare  j 
^he  carries  no  defireto  know,  nor  fenfe. 
Whether  th'  air's  middle  region  be  intsnfe; 
For  th'  element  of  fire,  ihe  doth  not  know 
Whether  fhe  pafs'd  by  fuch  a  place  or  no; 
She  baits  not  at  the  moon,  nor  c?res  to  try 
Whether  in  that  new  world  men  live  and  die  : 
Venus  retards  her  not,  t'  inquire  how  fhe 
Can  (being  one  ftar)  Hefper  and  Vefper  be  : 
He  that  charm'd  Argus'  eyes,  fweet  Mercury, 
Works  now  on  her,  who  now  is  grown  all  eye; 
Who,  if  file  meet  the  body  of  the  fun. 
Goes  through,  not  ftaying  till  her  courfe  be  run ; 
Who  finds  in  Alars  his  caoip  no  corps  of  guard. 
Nor  is  by  Jove  nor  by  his  father  barr'd  ; 
But  ere  fhe  can  confider  how  flie  went, 
At  once  is  at  and  through  the  firmament  : 
And  as  thefe  ftars  were  but  fo  many  beads 
Strung  on  one  ftring,  fpeed  undifiinguiili'd  leads 
Her  through  thofe  Ipheres,  as  through  tliofe  beads 

a  ftring, 
Whofe  quick  fucceffion  makes  it  ftill  one  thing; 
A;,  doth  the  pi:h  which,  left  our  bodies  flack, 
Strmg-i  faft  the  little  bones  of  neck  and  back  ; 
So  by  the  Soul  doth  death  ftring  heav'n  and  earth  ; 
For  when  our  Soul  enjoys  this  her  third  birth, 
(Creation  gave  her  one,  afecond  grace) 
Heave.'j  is  near,  and  prefent  to  her  face. 
As  colou.  s  are  and  obje(5ls  in  a  room, 
Where  darknefs  was  before,  when  tapers  come. 
1  his  muft,  my  Soul !  thy  long  fliort  progrefs  be 
T'  advance  tho'et'ioughts;  remember  then  thatflie. 
She  whofe  fair  body  no  fuch  prifon  was, 
But  that  a  Soul  ndght  well  be  pleas'd  to  pafs 
An  age  in  her  ;  flie  whofe  rich  beauty  lent 
Mintage  to  other  beauties,  for  they  went 
Bur  for  io  much  as  they  were  like  to  her  ; 
She  in  whole  body  (if  we  dare  prefer 
This  low  world  to  lo  high  a  mark  as  flie) 
The  weftern  trcafure,  eaftern  fpicery, 
Europe  and  Afric.and  the  unknown  reft, 
y/crc  ca-.'Jy  fpunJ,  or  what  iii  them  was  befl : 
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And  when  we'ave  made  this  large  difcovery 
Of  all,  in  her  fomc  one  part  then  will  be 
Twenty  fuch  parts,  whofe  plenty  and  riches  is 
Enough  to  make  twenty  fuch  worlds  as  this  ; 
She,  whom  had  they  known,  wlio  did  firft  be- 

trothc 
The  tutelar  angfls,  and  aflign'd  one  both 
To  nations,  cities,  and  to  companie-;, 
To  fun«51:ions,  offices,  and  digniiies, 
And  to  each  fcveral  man,  to  him  and  hirrt, 
They  would  have  giv'n  her  one  for  every  linab  ; 
She  of  whole  Sonl,  if  we  may  fay  't  was  gold, 
Her  body  was  th'  eleiflrum,  and  did  hold 
Many  degrees  of  that.   We  underftood 
Her  by  her  fight  ;  her  pure  and  eloquen'  blood 
Spoke  in  her  cheeks,  and  fodiflindly  wrought, 
That  one  might  almoft  lay  her  body  thought  ; 
She,  fhe  thus  richly  and  largely  hous'd,  is  gone, 
And  chides  us,  flow-pac'd  fnailsl  who  crawl  upon 
Our  prifon's  prifon,  earth,  nor  think  us  well 
Longer  than  whilftwe  bear  our  brittle  fhell. 
But  't  were  but  little  to  have  chang'd  our  room 
If,  as  we  were  in  this  our  living  tomb 
Opprefs'd  with  ignorance,  we  ftiii  were  fo. 
Poor  Soul  1  in  this  thy  flefh  what  doft  thou  know? 
Thou  know'ft  thyfelf  fo  little,  as  thou  knovi^'il  not 
How  thou  didft  die,  nor  how  thou  waft  begot. 
Thou  neither  know'ft  how  thou  at  firft  cam'.'t  in, 
Nor  how  thou  took'ft  the  poifon  of  man's  fin  ; 
Nor  doft  thou  (though  thou  know'fl  that  thou 

art  fo) 
3y  what  way  thou  art  made  immortal  know. 
Thou  art  too  natrow,  Wretch  !  to  comj;rehend 
Even  thyfelf,  yea,  though  thou  wouldft  but  bend 
To  know  thy  body.  Have  not  all  S"uls  thought, 
For  many  asjes,  that  our  body's  wrought 
Of  air,  and  fire,  and  other  elements  i* 
And  now  they  think  of  new  ingredients; 
And  one  Soul  thinks  one,  and  another  way 
Another  thinks,  and  't  is  an  even  lay. 
Kuow'ft  thou  but  how  the  ftone  doth  enter  in 
The  bladder's  cave,  and  never  break  the  fkin  ? 
Know'ft  thou  hqw  blood,  which  to  the  heart  doth 

flow. 
Doth  from  one  ventricle  to  th'  other  go  ? 
And  for  the  putrid  ftuff  which  thou  doft  fpit, 
Know'ft  thou  how  thy  lungs  have  attraftcd  it  ? 
There  are  no  paffages,  fo  that  there  is 
("For  ought  thou  know'ft)  piercing  of  fubftances. 
And  of  thofe  many  opinions,  which  men  raife 
Of  nails  and  hairs,  doft  thou  know  which  to  praife  ? 
What  hope  have  we  to  know  ourfelvcs,  when  we 
Know  not  the  leaft  things  which  for  our  ufe  be  ? 
Wc  fee  in  authors,  too  ftifF  to  recant, 
A  hundred  controverfies  of  an  ant ; 
And  yet  one,  watiches,  ftarves,  freezes,  and  fweat.9, 
To  know  but  catechifms  and  alphabets 
Of  unconcerning  things  :  matters  of  fa<3;. 
How  others  on  our  ftage  their  parts  did  a6l, 
What  Ca:far  did,  yea,  and  what  Cicero  laid, 
Why  grafs  is  green,  or  why  our  blood  is  icd, 
J^Te  mylleries  which  none  have  reach'd  unto  : 
In  this  low  form,  poor  Soul  1  what  wilt  thou  do  ? 
Oh  I  when  wilt  thou  Ihake  off  this  pedantry 
Of  being  taught  l?y  fenfe  aod  fantafy  * 


Thou   look'll   through  fpedlacles ;   fmall  things 

feem  great 
ReloW  ;  but  up  unto  the  watch-towef  get. 
And  fee  all  things  defpoil'd  of  fallacies  : 
I'hou  fhalt  not  peep  through  lattices  of  eyes. 
Nor  hear  through  labyrinths  of  ears,  nor  learn 
By  circuit  on  coUeiflions  to  difcern  : 
In  heav'n  thnu  ftraight  kn'ii^'ft  all  concerning  it. 
And  what  concerns  it  not  fhall  firaight  forget. 
Tiiat  thou  (but  in  no  other  fchool )  mayft  be 
I^crchance  a-  learned  and  as  full  as  fhc  ; 
She,  who  all  libraries  hath  th'roughly  read 
At  home  in  her  own  thoughts,  and  praclifed 
So  much  good  a-,  would  make  as  many  more; 
She,  whofs  example  they  muft  all  impl  re, 
Whii  would  or  do  or  think  well,  and  confefs 
That  all  the  virtuous  atftions  they  exprefs 
Are  but  a  new  and  worfe  edition 
Ofhcrfome  one  thought,  or  one  adlion  ; 
She  who  in  th'  art  of  knowing  Heav'n,  was  grown 
Here  upon  earth  to  fuch  pe  fcition. 
That  Ihe  hath,  ever  fince  to  heav'n  fhe  came, 
(In  a  far  fairer  print)  but  read  the  fame  ; 
She,  fhe  not  fatisfy'd  with  all  this  weight, 
(For  lo  much  knowledge  as  would  over-freight 
Another  did  hut  ballaft  her;  is  gone 
As  well  t*  enjoy  as  great  pcrfecftion. 
And  calls  us  after  her,  in  that  (he  took 
(Tdki!;g  he.-feif)  our  heft  and  worthieft  book- 
Return  not,  my  Soul '.  from  this  ecuafy 
And  meditation  of  what  thou  ftialt  be 
To  earthly  thoughts,  till  it  too  thee  appear 
With  whom  thy  converfation  muft  be  there. 
With  whom  wilt  thtu  converfe  .'  What  ftation 
Canft  thou  choole  out  fr::e  from  infeftion. 
That  will  not  give  thee  theirs,  nor  drink  in  thine  ? 
Shslt  th'>u  not  find  a  fpungy  Gack  divine 
Drink  and  fuck  in  th'  inftrudlions  of  great  men, 
And  for  the  word  of  God  vent  them  again  ? 
Are  there  not  fonie  courts  (and  then  no  things  bs 
So  like  as  courts)  which  in  this  let  us  fee 
That  wits  and  tongues  of  libellers  are  weak, 
Becaufe  they  do  more  ill  than  thefe  can  fpeak  i 
The  poifon's  gone  through  all ;  poifons  affedt 
Chiefly  the  chiefeft  parts;  but  fome  cffc<5l 
In  nails,  and  hairs,  yea,  excrements,  will  fliow  : 
So  lies  the  poifon  of  fin  in  the  moft  low. 
Up,  up,  my  drowfy  Soul!  where  thy  new  ear 
Shall  in  the  angels'  fongs  no  difcord  hear  ; 
Where  thou  fhalt  fee  the  bleffed  Mother-mai4 
Joy  in  not  being  that  whicii  men  have  faid  ; 
Where  Ihe's  exalted  more  for  being  good 
Than  for  her  intereft  of  motherhood  : 
Up  to  thofe  patriarchs  which  did  bnger  fit 
I'LxpedVing  Chrift  than  they've  enjoy'd  him  yet^ 
Up  to  thofe  prophets  which  now  gladly  fee 
Their  |"rophefies  grown  to  be  hiftory ; 
Up  to  th'  apoftles,  who  did  bravely  run 
All  the  fun's  courfe  with  more  light  than  the  fuQ| 
Up  to  thofe  martyrs  who  did  calmly  bleed 
Oil  to  th'  apoftles'  lamps,  dew  to  their  feed  ; 
Up  to  thofe  virgins  who  thought  that  almoft 
They  made  joint-tenants  with  the  Holy  Ghoft, 
If  they  to  any  fliould  his  temple  give  . 
Up,  up,  for  in  that  fijuadrou  thae  doth  live 
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Sbc  who  hath  carried  thither  new  degrees 

(As  to  their  number)  to  their  dignitiL-s  ; 

She  who,  being  to  herfclf  a  ftate,  enjoy'd 

All  royalties  which  any  ftate  employ'J  ; 

For  ihe  made  wars  and  triumph'd  ;  rea'.ou  Rill 

Did  not  o'erthrow,  but  reilify  her  will; 

And  fne  made  peace,  for  no  peace  is  like  this. 

That  beauty  and  chaflity  together  kifs  : 

She  did  high  jnltice,  for  fhe  crucify'd 

Ev'ry  firft  motion  of  rebellion's  pride  ; 

And  Ihe  gave  pardons,  and  was  liberal, 

For,  only  herfelf  except,  (he  pardon'd  all: 

She  coin'd  in  this,  that  her  impreflion  gave 

To  all  our  adlions  ail  the  worth  they  have  : 

She  gave  protedlions  ;  the  thoughts  of  her  breafl 

Satan's  rude  officers  could  ne'er  arreft. 

As  thefe  prerogatives  being  met  in  one 

Made  her  a  fovcreign  ftate,  religion 

Made  her  a  church;   and  thefe  two  made  her  all. 

She.  who  was  all  this  all,  and  could  not  fall 

To  vvorfe  by  company,  (for  ihe  was  ftill 

Ivlore  antiilote  than  ail  the  world  was  ill) 

She.  fhe  doth  leave  it,  and  by  death  furvive 

All  this  in  hcav'n,  whither  who  doch  not  ftrive 

The  more  becaufe  fhe's  there,  he  doth  not  know 

That  accidental  joys  in  heav'n  do  grow. 

But  paufe,  my  Soul  1  and  ftudy,  ere  thou  fall 

On  accidental  joys,  th'  effential. 

Still  before  acceffories  do  abide 

A  trial  muft  the  principal  be  try'd. 

And  what  effential  joy  canft  thou  expedl 

Here  upon  earth  ?  what  permanent  effcA 

0{  tranfuory  caufes  ?  Duift  thou  love 

Beauty  i  (and  beauty  worthieft  is  to  move) 

Poor  cozen'd  Cozener  !  that  flie,  and  that  thou, 

Which  did  begin  to  love,  are  neither  now; 

You  are  both  fluid,  chang'd  fince  yefterday ; 

Next  day  repairs  (but  ill)  laft  day's  decay  : 

Nor  are  (although  the  river  keep  the  name) 

Yefterday's  waters  and  to-day's  the  fame. 

So  flows  her  face  and  thine  eyes,  neither  now 

That  faint  nor  pilgrim  which  your  loving  vow 

Concern'd,  remains;  but  whilft  you  think  yoti  be 

Conftant,  y'  are  hourly  in  inconftancy. 

Honotir  may  have  pretence  unto  our  love, 

Becaufe  that  God  did  live  fo  long  above 

Without  this  honour,  and  then  lov'd  it  fo, 

That  he  at  laft  made  creatures  to  beftow 

Honour  on  him  ;  not  that  he  needed  it, 

But  that  to  his  hands  man  might  grow  more  fit : 

But  iince  all  honours  from  inferiors  flow, 

(For  they  do  give  it,  princes  do  but  lliow        [this 

Whom  they  would  have   fo   honour'd)  and   that 

On  fuch  opinions  and  capacities 

Is  built  as  rife  and  fall  to  more  and  kfs  : 

Alas !  't  is  but  a  cafual  happinefs. 

Hath  ever  any  man  t'  himfelf  affign'd 

This  or  that  happinefs  t'  arreft  his  mind, 

But  that  another  man  which  takes  a  worfe, 

Thinks  him  a  fool  for  having  ta'en  that  courfe  ? 

They  who  did  labo¥r  Babel's  tow'r  t'  ere(fl, 

Might  have  confider'd,  that  for  that  eSedi 

All  this  whole  folid  earth  could  not  alloWj 

Nor  furnilh  forth  materials  enow ; 

Vol*  IV, 


And  that  his  centre,  to  raife  fuch  a  placej 

Was  far  too  little  to  have  been  the  bafe. 

No  more  affords  this  world  foundation 

T'  eredl  true  joy,  were  all  the  means  in  one. 

But  as  the  Heathen  made  them  feveral  gods 

Of  all  God's  benefits  and  all  his  rods, 

(For  as  the  wine,  and  corn,  and  onions,  are 

Gods  unto  them,  fo  agues  be  and  war) 

x'^nd  as  by  changing  that  whole  precious  gold 

To  ftich  fmall  copper  coins  they  loft  the  old. 

And  loft  their  only  God,  who  ever  muft 

Be  fought  alone,  and  not  in  fuch  a  thruft : 

So  much  mankind  true  happinefs  miftakes, 

No  joy  enjoys  that  man  that  many  makes. 

Then,  Soul  1  to  thy  firft  pitch  work  up  again  ; 

Know  that  all  lines  which  circles  do  contain, 

For  once  that  they  the  centre  touch,  do  touch 

Twice  the  circumference;  and  be  thou  fuch  ; 

Double  on  heav'n  thy  thoughts  on  earth  employ'd  ; 

All  wdl  not  ferve  ;  only  who  have  enjoy'd 

The  light  of  God  in  fulnefs  can  think  it ; 

For  it  is  both  the  objedl  and  the  wit. 

This  is  effiintial  joy,  where  neither  he 

Can  fuffer  diminution  nor  we  ; 

'  Pis  fuch  a  full  and  fuch  a  filling  good, 

Had  th'  angels  once  look'd  on  him  they  had  flood. 

To  fill  the  place  of  one  of  them,  or  more, 

She  whom  we  celebrate  is  gone  before ; 

She,  who  had  here  fo  much  effential  joy. 

As  no  chance  could  diftradt,  much  lefs  deftroy ; 

'.S''ho  with  God's  prcfence  was  acquainted  fo, 

(Hearing  and  fpeaking  to  him)  as  to  know 

His  face  in  any  natural  ftone  or  tree. 

Better  than  when  in  images  they  be  ; 

Who  kept,  by  diligent  devotion, 

God's  image  in  fuch  reparation 

Within  her  heart,  that  what  decay  was  grown 

Was  her  firft  parents*  fault,  and  not  her  own  ; 

Who,  being  foUicited  to  any  ad:, 

Still  heard  God  pleading  his  fafe  procontraft ; 

Who  by  a  faithful  confidence  was  here 

Betroth'd  to  God,  and  now  is  married  there  ; 

Whofe  twilightswere  more  clear  than  ourmid-day; 

Who  dreamt  devoutlier  than  moft  ufe  to  pray ; 

VVho  being  here  fiU'd  with  grace,  yet  ftrove  to  be 

Both  where  more  grace  and  more  capacity 

At  once  is  given  :  ftie  to  heav'n  is  gone, 

Who  made  this  world  in  fome  proportion 

A  heav'n,  and  here  became  unto  us  all 

Joy  (as  our  joys  admit)  effential. 

But  could  this  low  world  joys  effrntial  touch, 

Heav'n's  accidental  joys  would  pafs  them  much. 

How  poor  and  lame  muft  then  our  cafual  be  ? 

If  thy  prince  will  his  fubje(fts  to  call  thee 

My  Lord,  and  this  do  fwell  thee,  thou  art  then, 

By  being  greater,  grown  to  be  lefs  man. 

When  no  phyfician  of  redrefs  can  fpeak, 

A  joyful  ca'"r  al  violence  may  break 

A  dangerous  apoftem  in  thy  breafl, 

And  whilft  thou  joy 'ft  in  this  the  dangerous  reft. 

The  bag  may  rife  up,  and  fo  ftrangle  thee. 

Whate'cr  was  cafual  may  ever  be. 

What  fhould  the  nature  change  ?  or  nuke  the  famt 

Certain,  which  was  but  cafual,  when  it  came  .' 
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All  cafual  joy  doth  loud  and  plainly  fay, 
Only  by  coming,  that  it  can  away. 
Only  in  heav'n  joy's  flrcngth  is  never  fpent, 
And  accidental  thing'  are  permanent. 
Joy  of  a  Soul's  arrival  ne'er  decays  ; 
(I'lir  that  Soul  ever  joys,  and  ever  flays) 
Joy  that  their  lail  great  confunmiatioii 
Approaches  in  the  refurreclion, 
When  earthly  bodies  more  celeftial 
Shall  be  than  angels  were,  for  they  could  fall ; 
This  kind  of  joy  doth  every  day  admit 
Degrees  of  growth,  but  none  of  lofing  it. 
In  this  frefli  joy  'tis  no  fmall  part  that  flie. 
She,  in  whofegoodnefs  he  that  names  degree 
Doth  injure  her  ;  ('tis  lofs  to  be  call'd  belt. 
There  where  the  fluff  is  not  fuch  as  the  rell) 
She,  who  left  fuch  a  body,  as  even  fhe 
Only  in  heav'n  could  learn  how  it  can  be 
jMade  better,  for  flie  rather  was  two  Souls, 
Or  like  to  full  on  both  fules-written  rolls. 
Where  eyes  might  read  upoii  the  outward  fkin 
As  flrcng  records  for  God  as  minds  within  ; 
tJhe  who,  by  makir.g  full  perfedtion  grow, 
Pieces  a  circle,  and  ftill  keeps  itfo, 


Long'd  for,  and  longing  for't,  to  heav'n  is  gone, 
W^here  flie  receives  and  gives  addition. 
Here  in  a  place,  where  mil-devotion  frames 
A  thoufand  prayers  to  faints,  whofe  very  names 
The  ancient  church  knew  not,  Heav'n  knows  not 

yet, 
And  where  what  laws  of  poetry  admit. 
Laws  of  religion  have  at  the  leafl  the  fame, 
Immortal  Maid!  1  might  invoke  thy  name. 
Could  any  faint  provoke  that  appetite. 
Thou  here  fhouidfl  make  me  a  French  conver- 

tite; 
But   thou   wouldft    not,   nor   wouldfl    thou    be 

content 
To  take  this  for  my  fecond  year's  true  rent. 
Did  this  coin  bear  any  other  llamp  than  his 
That  gave  thee  power  .to  do,  me  to  fay  this  ? 
Since  his  will  is  that  to  pofcerity 
Thou  fliouldll  for  life  and  death  a  pattern  be ; 
And  that  the  world  Ihould  notice  have  of  this. 
The  purpofe  and  th'  authority  is  his  . 
Thou  art  the  proclamation,  and  I  am 
I'hc  trumpet,  at  whofe  voice  the  people  camo. 


EPICEDES  AND  OBSEQUIES 

UPON  THE  DEATHS  OF  SUNDRY  PERSONAGES. 


AN   ELEGY 


UNTIMELY  DEATH  OF  THE  INCOMPARABLE  PRINCE  HENRY. 


Look  to  me,  Faith  !  and  look  to  my  faith,  God, 

For  both  my  centres  feel  this  period. 

Of  weight  one  centre,  one  of  greatnefs,  is, 

And  reafon  is  that  centre,  faith  is  this ; 

For  into  our  reafon  flow,  and  there  do  end, 

All  that  this  natural  world  doth  comprehend ; 

Quotidian  things,  and  equidiftant  hence. 

Shut  in  for  man  in  one  circumference-, 

But  for  th'  enormous  greatneffes  which  are 

So  difproportion'd  and  fo  angular. 

As  is  God's  effence,  place,  and  providence. 

Where,  how,  when,   what,    fouls   do    departed 

hence : 
Thefe  things  (eccentric  elfe)  on  faith  do  ilrike  ; 
Yet  neither  all  nor  upon  all  alike; 
For  Reafon,  put  t'  her  bell  extenfion, 
Almoft  meets  Faith,  and  makes  both  centres  one ; 
And  nothing  ever  came  fo  near  to  this 
As  contemplation  of  that  Prince  we  mifs ; 
For  all  that  Faith  might  credit,  mankind  could, 
Reafon  ftill  feconded,  that  this  Prince  would. 
If  then  leall  moving  of  the  centre  make. 
More  than  if  whole  hell  belch'd,  the  world  to 

fhake, 
What  muft  this  do,  centres  diflraflcd  fo, 
That  we  fee  not  what  to  believe  or  know  ? 
Was  it  not  well  believ'd  till  now  that  he, 
IVhofs  reputation  was  an  extafy, 


On  neighbour  ftates,  which  knew  noE  why  to 

wake, 
Till  he  difcover'd  what  ways  he  would  take  ; 
For  whom  what  princes  angled,  when  they  try'd 
Met  a  torpedo,  and  were  ftupify'd  ; 
And  others'  ftudies,  h(nv  he  would  be  bent, 
V^as  his  great  father's  greateft  Indrument, 
And  aiSiv'ft;  fpirit,  to  convey  and  tie 
This  foul  of  peace  unto  Chriflianity  ? 
Was  it  not  well  believ'd  that  he  would  make 
This  general  peace  th'  eternal  overtake, 
And  that  his  times  mijjht  have  flretcht  out  fo  faa' 
rts  to  touch  thofe  of  which  they  emblems  are  ? 
For  to  confirm  this  julc  belief,  that  now 
The  lall:  days  came,  we  faw  heav'n  did  allow- 
That,  but  from  his  afpetfl  and  cxercife. 
In  peaceful  times  rumours  of  wars  ftiould  rife- 
Buc  now  this  faith  is  herefy,  we  muft 
Still  ftay,  and  vex  our  great  grandmother  Duft, 
Oh  !  is  God  prodigal  ?  Hath  he  fpent  his  ftore 
Of  plagues  on  us,  and  only  now,  when  more 
Would  eafe  us  much,  doth  he  grudge  mifery, 
And  will  not  let's  enjoy  our  curfe,  to  die  ? 
As  for  the  earth,  thrown  loweft  down  of  all, 
'Twere  an  ambition  to  defire  to  fall ; 
So  God,  in  our  defire  to  die,  doth  know 
Ovir  plot  for  eafe,  in  being  wrccched  fo : 
.    ..Fij 
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Therefore  we  livi,  though  fuch  a  lif ;  we  have 
As  bu';  fo  many  mandrake's  oi;  hi--,  grave. 
What  had  his  growth  and  generation  done, 
When,  what  we  are,  his  putrefaction 
Suftaii  s  In  us,  earth,  which  griefs  animate  ? 
Nor  hatli  our  world  now  other  ioul  than  that ; 
And  could  grief  get  fo  higi-.  as  heav'n,  that  quire, 
Forgetting  this  their  new  joy.  w;.uld  d^-fire 
(With  grief  to  fee  him)  he  had  ftay'd  below, 
To  recftify  our  errors  they  foreknow. 
Is  th'  other  centre,  reafon,  failer  then  ? 
Where  fhould  we  look  for  that,  now  we're  not 

men? 
For  if  our  reafon  be  our  connection 
Of  canfes,  now  to  us  there  can  be  none  : 
Tor,  as  if  all  the  fubflances  were  fpent. 
It  were  rnadnefsto  inquire  of  accident; 
So  is  't  to  look  for  P.cafon,  he  being  gone, 
The  only  fubj.ii.  Reafon  wrought  I'pon. 
If  F:i*e  have  fuch  a  chain,  whofe  divers  links 
Indurt:  lous  men  difcerneth,  as  he  thinks, 
When  miracle  doth  come,  and  fo  (leal  in 
A  new  imk,  man  knows  not  where  to  begin  : 
At  a  much  deader  fault  muft  reafon  be, 
Death  having  brok:  off  fuch  a  link  as  he. 
Eut  now  for  us  with  bufy  proof  to  come 
That  we  'ave  no  reafon  would  prove  we  had  fame; 
So  would  juft  lamentations;  therefore  we 
May  fafelier  fay  that  we  are  dead  than  he. 
So,  if  our  griefs  we  do  not  well  declare 
We  'ave  double  excufe  ;  he's  not  dead,  we  are. 
Yet  would  not  I  die  yet ;  for  though  1  be 
Too  na'.row  to  think  hit:i  as  he  is  he, 
(Our  fouls  b;fl  baiting  and  mid  period 
In  her  long  journey  of  confidering  God) 
Yet  (no  diihonour  j  I  can  reach  him  thus, 
As  he  embrac'd  the  fires  of  love  with  us. 
Oh  !  may  I  (fince  I  live)  but  fee  cr  hear 
That  {he-intelligence  which  mov'd  this  fphere, 
I  pardon  Fate  my  life  :  v-'hoe'er  thou  be 
Which  haft  the  noble  confcience,  thou  art  (he. 
I  conjure  thee  by  all  the  charms  he  fpoke. 
By  th^ oaths  v/hich  only  you  two  never  broke. 
By  all  the  fouls  ye  figh'd,  that  if  you  fee 
Thefe  lines,  you  wifc  I  knew  yeur  hlftory. 
So  much,  as  you  two  mutual  heav'ns  were  here, 
I  were  an  angel  fmging  what  you  were. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD. 

Madam, 
I  HAVE  learned  by  thofe  laws,  wherein  I  am  little 
converfantjthat  he  which  bcflows  any  coft  upon 
the  dead,  obliges  him  which  is  dead,  but  not 
his  heir.  1  do  not  therefore  fend  this  paper  to 
your  Ladyfhip  that  you  fliould  thank  me  for  it, 
or  think  that  I  thank  you  in  it ;  your  favours 
and  benefits  to  nrie  are  fo  much  above  my  me- 
rits, that  they  are  even  above  my  gratitude,  if 
that  were  to  be  judged  'oy  words  which  muft 
exprefs  it.  But,  Madam,  fince  your  noble  bro- 
ther's fortune  being  your's,  the  evidences  alfo 


concerning  it  are  your's;  fo  his  virtues  being 

yiurs,  the  evidence  concerning  that  belong  alfo 
to  you  of  which,  by  your  acceptance,  this  may 
be  one  piece  ;  in  which  quality  I  humbly  pre- 
fent  it,  and  as  a  teftimony  how  entirely  your 
family  pofTefTeth 

Your  Ladyfhip's  moft  humble 
and  thankful  fervant, 

J  Donne. 


OBSEQUIES 

ON  THE  LORD  HARRINGTON,   IS^C. 

To  the  Countefi  of  Bedford. 

Fair  Soul !  which  waft  not  only,  as  all  fouls  be. 
Then  when  thou  waft  infufcd,  harmony. 
But  didil:  continue  fo,  and  now  dr.ft  bear 
A  part  in  God's  great  organ,  this  whole  fphere, 
If  looking  up  to  Gnd,  or  down  to  us. 
Thou  fiiid  that  any  way  is  pervious 
'Twixt  heav'n  and  earth,  and  that  men's  adions  do 
Come  to  your  knowledge  and  alTecftions  too. 
See,  and  with  joy,  me  to  that  good  degree 
Of  goodnefs  grown  that  I  can  ftudy  thee. 
And  b;  thefe  meditations  refin'd 
Can  unapparel  and  cnlirge  my  mind. 
And  fo  can  make,  by  this  foft  extafy. 
This  place  a  map  of  heav'n,  myfelf  of  thee. 
Tho'j  feed  nie  here  at  midnight  now  all  reft ; 
rime's  dead  low  water,  when  all  minds  diveft 
To-m.  rrov/'s  bufinefs,when  the  lab'rers  hare 
Such  reft  in  bed,  that  their  lalt  churchyard  grave 
Subjed:  to  change,  wil!  fcarce  he  a  type  of  this. 
Now  when  the  client,  wliofe  laft  hearing  is 
To-morrovir,  fleeps ;  when  the  condemned  man, 
(Who   when  he   opes   his  eyes  muft  ftiut  them 

then 
Again  by  death)  although  fa'd  '^stth  he  keep. 
Doth  praAlfe  dying  by  a  little  flcep. 
Thou  at  this  midnighc  fe.ft  me,  and  us  foon 
As  that  fun  rifes  to  me  midnijrht's  noon  ; 
All  the  world  grows  tranfparent.  and  1  fee 
Through    all,  both  church  and   ftate,  in  feeing 

thee; 
And  I  difcern,  by  favour  cf  this  light, 
Myfelf,  the  hardeft  cbjedl;  of  the  fight. 
God  is  the  glafc,  as  thou,  when  thou  doft  fee 
Him,  who  fees  all,  feeft  all  crfnccrnicg  thee  : 
So,  yet  unglorify'd,  I  comprehend 
All  in  thefe  mirrors  of  thy  ways  and  end. 
Though  God  be  our  true  glafs,  through  which  we 

fee 
All,  fince  the  being  of  all  things  is  he. 
Yet  are  the  trunks,  which  do  to  us  derive 
Things  in  proportion,  fit  by  perfpejftive. 
Deeds  of  good  men  ;  for  by  their  being  here 
Virtues  indeed  remote  feem  to  be  near. 
But  where  can  I  afiirm  or  where  arreft 
My  thoughts  on  his  deeds?  which  ftiall  I  call 

heft? 
For  fluid  virtue  cannot  be  look'd  on,         , 
Nor  can  endure  a  eontcmplation. 


OBSEQUIES  ON  L 

As  bodies  change,  and  as  I  do  not  wear 

Thofe  fpirits,  humours,  blood,  I  did  lafl:  year; 

And,  as  if  on  a  ftream  1  fix  mine  eye. 

That  drop  which  I  look'd  on  is  prcfiently 

Palht  with  more  waters  from  my  fight,  and  gone; 

'60  in  tliis  fsa  of  virtues  can  no  one 

Ee  iniifted  on.  Virtues  as  rivers  pais, 

Yet  ftiil  remains  that  virtuous  man  there  was 

And  as  if  man  feed  on  man's  flefh,  and  fo 

Part  of  iiis  body  to  anifther  owe, 

Yet  at  the  lafl  two  perfe<il  bodies  rife, 

Becaufe  God  knows  where  every  atom  lies; 

So  if  one  knowledge  were  made  of  all  thofe 

Who  knevif  his  minutes  well,  he  might  difpofe 

His  virtises  into  namcR  and  ranks  ;   but  I 

Should  injure  Nature,  Virtue,  and  Deftirty, 

Should  I  divide  and  difcontinucfo 

Virtue,  which  did  in  one  entirenefs  grow  : 

For  as  he  that  fhould  fay  fpirits  are  fram'd 

Of  all  the  pureft  parts  that  can  be  nam'd, 

Honours  not  fpirits  half  [o  much  as  he 

Wliich  i'ays  they  have  no  parts  but  funple  be ; 

So  id  't  of  virtue  ;  for  a  point  and  one 

Are  much  entirer  than  a  million. 

And  had  Fate  meant  t'  have  had  his  virtues  told, 

It  would  have  let  him  live  to  have  been  old  : 

So  then  that  virtue  in  feafon,  and  then  this. 

We  might  have  feen  and  laid  that  now  he  is 

Witty,  now  wife,  now  temperate,  now  jufi. 

In  good  fhort  lives  virtues  arc  fain  to  thruft. 

And  to  be  fure  betimes  to  get  a  place. 

When  they  would  exercife  back  time  and  fpace. 

So  was  it  in  this  perfon,  forc'd  to  be. 

For  lack  of  time,  his  own  epitome  ; 

So  to  exhibit  in  few  years  as  much 

As  all  the  long-breath'd  chroniclers  can  touch. 

.A.S  when  an  angel  down  from  heav'n  disth  fly, 

Our  quick  thought  cannot  keep  him  company  ; 

We  cannot  think  now  he  is  at  the  fun, 

Kovv  through  the  moon,  now  through  the  air  doth 

run ; 
Yet  when  he's  come  we  know  he  did  repair 
To  al!  'itwixt  heav'n  and  earth,  fun,  moon,  and  air; 
And  as  this  angel  in  an  inflant  knows,- 
And  yet  we  know  this  fudden  knowledge  grows 
By  quick  amaffing  feveral  forms  of  things 
Which  he  fucceilively  to  order  brings, 
When  they,  whufe  liow-pac'd  lame  thoughts  can- 
not go 
So  fall:  as  he,  think  that  he  doth  not  fo  ; 
Juft  as  a  perfect  reader  doth  not  dwell 
On  every  fy liable,  nor  flay  to  fpell. 
Yet  without  doubt  he  doth  diftindly  fee. 
And  lay  together  every  A  and  B  ; 
So  in  fhort-liv'd  good  men's  not  underflood 
Each  feveral  virtue,  but  the  compound  good; 
For  they  all  virtue's  paths  in  that  pace  tread, 
As  angels  go  and  know,  and  as  men  read. 
O  !  why  fhould  then  thefe  men,  thefe  lumps  of 

balm. 
Sent  hither  the  world's  temped:  to  becalm, 
Before  by  deeds  they  are  diffus'd  and  fpread. 
And  to  make  us  alive  themfelves  be  dead  ? 
O  Soul !  O  Circle !  why  fo  quickly  be 
Thy  ends,  thy  birth,  and  death,  clos'd  up  in  thee  ? 
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Since  one  foot  of  thy  compafs  ftill  was  plac'd 
In  heav'n,  the  other  might  fecurdy  havepac'd 
In  the  nioft  large  extent  througii  every  path 
Which  ihe  whole  world,  or  man,  th'  abridgement, 

hath. 
Thou  knoweft  that  though  the  tropic  circles  have 
(Yea,andthnfe  fmali  oncswhichthc  poles  engrave) 
All  the  fame  roundnefs,  evennelV,  and  all 
The  endbffnefs  of  th'  equino<5lial. 
Yet  whtSi  we  come  to  meafurediftancet, 
How  here,  how  there,  the  fun  affefted  is, 
When  he  doth  faintly  work,  and  when  prevail, 
Only,  great  circles  then  can  be  our  fcale ; 
So  though  thy  circle  to  thyfelf  exprefs 
All  tending  to  thy  endlefs  happliiefs, 
And  we,  by  our  good  ufe  of  it,  may  try 
Both  how  to  live  well  (young)  and  how  to  die  | 
Yet  fi nee  we  mufl  be  old,  and  age  endures 
His  torrid  zone  at  court  and  calentures. 
Of  hot  ambition,  irreiigion's  ice, 
Zeal's  ague-;,  and  hydropfic  avarice, 
(hiSnnities  whicji  need  the  fcale  of  truth, 
As  well  as  lull  and  ignorance  of  youth) 
Why  didft  thou  not  for  thefe  give  med'cines  too, 
And  by  thy  doing  tell  us  what  to  do  ? 
Though  asfmall  poiket-clocks,  whofe  every  wheel 
Doth  each  mifmotion  and  diftemper  feel, 
Whofe  hands  get  fbaking  paifies,  and  whofe  firing 
(  His  finews)  flackens,  and  whufe  foul,  the  fpring, 
Expire",  or  languifhes  ;  whofe  pulfe,  the  fly. 
Either  beats  not,  or  beats  unevetily; 
Whofe  voice,  the  bell,  doth  rattle  tir  grow  dumb. 
Or  idle  as  men  which  to  their  lafl  hour  come; 
If  thtfe  clocks  be  not  wound,  or  be  wound  flill, 
Or  be  not  fet,  or  fet  at  every  vi/ill; 
So  youth  is  eafiell  to  deftru61ion, 
If  then  we  follow  all,  or  follow  none. 
Yet  as  in  great  clocks  whicli  in  fleeples  chime, 
Plac'vi  to  inform  whole  towns  t'  employ  their  time. 
An  error  doth  more  harm,  being  general. 
When  fmall  clocks  faults  only  on  th'  wearer  fall; 
So  work  t^^e  faults  of  age,  on  which  the  eye 
Of  children,  fervants,  or  the  flate,  rely. 
Why  wouluft  not  thou  then,  which  hadfl  fuch  a 

foul, 
A  clock  fo  true  as  might  the  fun  controul; 
And  daily  hr.dft  from  him  who  gave  it  thee 
lnftru(flions,  fuch  as  it  could  never  be 
Diforder'd,  flay  here,  as  a  general 
And  great  fun-dial,  to  have  fet  us  all? 
Oh  !  why  wouldeft  thou  be  an  inftrument 
To  this  unnatural  courfe  i  or  why  confent 
To  this  not  miracle  but  prodigy. 
That  when  the  ebbs  longer  than  flowings  be. 
Virtue,  whofe  flood  did  with  thy  youth  begin. 
Should  fo  much  fafter  ebb  out  than  flow  in  ? 
I'hough  her  flood  were  blown  in   by   thy  firft 

breath. 
All  is  at  once  funk  in  the  whirlpool  death  ; 
Which  word  I  would  not  name,  but  that  I  fee 
Death,  elfe  a  defert,  grown  a  court  by  thee. 
Now  I  am  fure  that  if  a  man  would  have 
Good  company,  his  entry  is  a  grave. 
Methinks  all  cities  now  but  ant-hills  be, 
Where,  when  the  feveral  labourers  I  fee 
Fiij 
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por  children,  houfe,  proviCon,  taking  pain. 
They're  all  but  ants,  carrying  eggs,  ftraw,  and 

grain; 
And  cliurch-yards  are  our  cities,  into  which 
The  moft  repair  that  are  in  goodnefs  rich ; 
There  is  the  beft  cohcourfe  and  confluence, 
There  are  the  holy  fuburbs,  and  from  thence 
Begins  God's  city,  New  Jerul'alem, 
Which  doth  extend  her  utmoft  gates  to  them  : 
At  that  gate  then,  triumphant  Soul !  doft  thou 
Begin  thy  triumph  :  but  Cnce  laws  allow 
That  at  the  triumph-day  the  people  may 
All  that  they  will  'gainft  the  triumpher  fay, 
Let  me  here  ufe  that  freedom,  and  exprefs 
My  grief,  though  not  to  make  thy  triumph  lefs. 
B:>'  law  to  triumphs  none  admitted  be 
'1  ill  they,  as  magiftrates,  get  victory ; 
Though  then  to  thy  force  all  youth's  foes    did 

yield. 
Yet  till  lit  time  had  brought  thee  to  that  field 
To  whirh  thy  rank  in  this  ftate  deftin'd  thee. 
That  there  thy  counfels  might  get  vidory, 
And  fo  in  that  capacity  remove 
All  jealoufies  'twixt  prince  and  fubjecfts  love. 
Thou  couldft  no  title  to  this  tiiumph  have, 
Thc/U  didft  intrude  on  tleaih,  ufurp  a  grave. 
Then  ( thou ghvidlorioufly)  thou  hadftfought  as  yet 
But  with  thine  own  afFedicns,  with  the  heat 
Ot  youth's  defircs,  and  colds  of  ignorance, 
But  till  tliou  fliouldft  fuccefsfully  advance 
Thine  arms  'gainft  foreign  enemies,  which  are, 
Both  envy  and  acclamation?  popular, 
(F«r  both  thefe  engines  equally  defeat, 
Though  by  a  diverfe  mine,  th'  fe  which  are  great) 
Till  then  thy  war  was  but  a  Civil  war. 
For  which  to  tnumph  none  admitted  are ; 
No  more  arc  they,  who  though  with  good  fuccefs, 
In  a  defenfive  war  their  power  exprefs. 
Before  men  triumph,  the  dominion 
Mult  be  enlarg'd,  and  notpreferv'd  alone  : 
Why  fliouldft  thou  then,  whofe  battles  were  to  win 
Thyfelf  from  thole  ftraits  Nature  put  thee  in, 
And  to  deliver  up  to  God  that  ftate 
Of  v/hich  he  gave  thee  the  vicariate, 
(Which  is  thy  foul  and  body)  as  entire 
As  he  who  takes  indentures  doth  require ; 
But  didft  not  ftay  t'  enlarge  his  kingdom  too. 
By  making  others  what  thou  didft  to  do  : 
Why  fliouldft  thou  triumph  nciw,  when  hcav'n 

no  more 
Hath  got,  by  getting  thee,  than  't  had  before  ? 
For  heav'n  and  thou,  even  when  thou  livedft  here. 
Of  one  another  in  polTeflion  were  : 
But  this  from  triumph  moft  difables  thee. 
That  that  place  which  is  conquered  muft  be 
Left  fafe  from  prcfent  war,  and  likely  doubt 
Of  imminent  commotions  to  break  out. 
And  hath  he  left  us  fo  '  or  can  it  be 
This  tciritory  was  no  more  than  he  ? 
No  v  we  were  all  his  charge  :  the  diocefe 
Of  every  exemplar  man  the  whole  world  Is  ; 
And  he  was  joined  in  commiffion 
With  tutelar  angels,  fent  to  every  one. 
But  thou;;h  this  freedom  to  upbraid  and  chide 
Hira  who  triumph'd  were  lawful,  it  was  ty'd 


With  this,  that  it  might  never  reference  havi 

Unto  the  Senate,  who  this  triumph  gave  : 

Men  might  at  Pompey  jeft,  but  they  might  not 

At  that  authority  by  which  he  got 

Leave  to  triumph  before  by  age  he  might ; 

So  though,  triumphant  Soul!   I  dare  to  write, 

Mov'd  with  a  reverential  anger,  thus. 

That  thou  fo  early  wouldft  abandon  us, 

Yet  I  am  far  from  daring  to  dif[)ute 

With  that  great  Sovereigrtty,  whofe  abfolute 

Prerogative  hath  thus  difpens'd  with  thee 

'Gainft  Nature's  laws,  which  juft  impugners  be 

Of  early  triumphs :  and  I  (though  with  pain) 

Lelfen  our  lofs  to  magnify  thy  gain 

Of  triumph,  when  I  fay  it  was  more  fit 

That  airmen  fhould  lack  thee  than  thou  lack  it. 

Though  then  in  our  times  be  not  fuffcred 

That  teftimony  of  love  unto  the  dead 

To  die  with  them,  and  in  thci,r  graves  be  hid, 

As  Saxon  wives  and  pTtnch/oUarii  did  ; 

And  though  in  no  degree  I  can  exprefs 

Grief  in  great  Alexander's  great  excefs, 

Who  at  his  friend's  death  made  whole  towns  dived 

Theirwalls  and  bulwarks  which  became  them  beft; 

Bo  not,  fair  foul !  thisfacrifice  refufe, 

That  in  thy  grave  I  do  inter  my  Mufe, 

Which  by  my  grief,  great  as  thy  worth,  being  caft 

Behind  hand,  yet  hath  fpoke,  and  fpoke  her  laft. 
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Man  is  the  world,  and  death  the  ocean, 
To  which  God  gives  the  lov/er  parts  of  man. 
This  fea  environs  all,  and  though  as  yet 
God  hath  ftt  marks  and  bounds  'twixt  us  and  it, 
Yet  doth  it  roar,  and  gnaw,  and  ftill  pretend 
To  break  our  bank  whene'er  it  takes  a  friend  : 
Then  our  land-warers  (^t^ars  of  paflion)  vent ; 
Our  waters  then  above  our  firmament 
(Tears,  which  our  foul  doth  for  our  fins  let  fall) 
Take  all  a  biackifli  tafte  and  funeral. 
And  even  thole  tears  which  fhould  wafh  fin  are  fin : 
We,  after  God,  nevv-drown  our  world  again. 
Nothing  but  man,  of  all  envenom'd  things, 
Doth  wurk  upon  itfclf  with  inborn  flings. 
Tears  are  falfe  ipcdlacles;  we  cannot  fee 
Through  paffion's  mift  what  we  are,  or  whatlhe: 
In  her  this  fea  of  death  hath  made  no  breach; 
But  as  the  tide  doth  wafh  the  flimy  beach. 
And  leaves  embroider'd  works  upon  the  fand. 
So  is  her  fiefh  refin'd  by  Death's  cold  hand. 
As  men  of  China,  after  an  age's  ftay. 
Do  take  up  porc'lane  where  thty  buried  clay. 
So  at  this  grave,  her  limbeck,  (which  refines 
The  diamonds,  rubies,  fapphires,  pearls,  and  mines. 
Of  which  this  flefh  was)  her  foul  fliall  infpire 
Flelh  of  fuch  ftuff  as  God,  when  his  laft  fire 
Annuls  this  world,  to  recompence  it,  fliall 
Make  and  name  tliem  th'  Elixir  of  this  all. 
They  fay  the  fea  when  it  gains  lofeth  too. 
If  carnal  Death  (the  younger  brother)  do 
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Ilfnrp  the  body,  eur  foul,  which  fubjedl  is 

To  th'  elder  Death  by  fin,  is  freed  by  this; 

They  perilh  both  when  they  attempt  the  juft ; 

For  graves  our  trophies  are,  and  both  Death's  duft. 

So,  unobnoxious  now,  flie  'ath  buried  both ; 

For  nor.e  to  death  fins  that  to  fin  is  loth  ; 

Nor  do  they  die  which  are  not  loth  to  die ; 

So  hath  fhe  this  and  that  virginity. 

Grace  was  in  her  extremely  diligent, 

That  kept  her  from  fin,  yet  made  her  repent. 

Of  what  fmall  fpots  pure  white  complains  !  Alas ! 

How  little  poifon  cracks  a  cryflal  glafs ! 

She  finn'd.  but  juft  enough  to  let  us  fee 

That  God's  Word  muft  be  true,  "  All  finners  be." 

So  much  did  zeal  her  confcicnce  rarify, 

That  extreme  truth  lack'd  little  of  a  lie. 

Making  omiflions  acis,  laying  the  touch 

Of  fin  on  things  that  fome  time  may  be  fuch. 

As  Mofes'  cherubims,  whofe  natures  do 

Surpafs  all  fpeed,  by  him  are  winged  too; 

So  would  her  foul,  already  in,heav'n,feem  then 

To  climb  by  tears  the  common  ftairs  of  men. 

How  fit  Ihe  was  for  God  1  am  content 

To  fpeak,  that  Death  his  vain  hafte  may  repent 

How  fit  for  us,  how  even  and  how  fweet. 

How  good  in  all  her  titles,  and  how  meet 

To  have  reform'd  this  forward  herefy, 

That  women  can  no  parts  of  friendfhip  be  : 

How  moral,  how  divine,  fhall  not  be  told, 

Left  they  that  hear  her  virtues  think  her  old, 

And  left  we  take  Death's  part,  and  make  him  glad 

Of  fuch  a  prey,  and  to  his  triumph  add. 
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Death!  I  recant,  and  fay,  unfaid  by  me 
Whate'er  hath  flipt  that  might  diminifh  thee. 
Spiritual  treafon,  atheifm,  't  is,  to  fay 
That  any  can  thy  fummons  difobey. 
Th'  earth's  face  is  but  thy  table ;  there  are  fet 
Plants,  cattle,  men,  difhes  for  Death  to  eat. 
In  a  rude  hunger  now  he  millions  draws 
Into  his  bloody,  or  plaguy,  or  ftarv'd  jaws  : 
Now  he  will  feem  to  fpare,  and  doth  more  wafte, 
Lating  the  heft  firft,  v/ell  preferv'd  to  laft  ; 
Now  wantonly  he  fpoils  and  eats  us  not, 
But  breaks  off  friends,  and  lets  us  piecen^al  r6t. 
Nor  will  this  earth  ferve  him  ;  he  finks  the  deep, 
Where  harmlefs  fifli  monaftic  filence  keep; 
,Who  (were  Death  dead)  the  rows  of  living  fand 
Might  fpunge  that  element,  and  make  it  land. 
He  rounds  the  air,  and  breaks  the  hymnic  notes 
In  birds  (heav'n's  chorifters)  organic  throats, 
Which  (if  they  did  not  die)  might  feem  to  be 
A  tenth  rank  in  the  heav'nly  hierachy.  [in  ? 

O  ftrong  and  long-Iiv'd  Death  !   how  cam'ft  thou 
And  how  without  creation  didft  begin  .' 
Thou  haft  and  fhalt  fed  dead  before  thou  dy'ft 
All  the  four  monarchies  and  Antichrift. 
How  could  I  think  thee  nothing,  that  fee  now 
In  all  this  all  nothing  eli'e  is  but  thoa  ? 
Our  births  and  lives,  vices  and  virtues,  be 
Waileful  confumptions  and  degrees  of  thee ; 


For  we  to  live  our  bellows  Wear  and  breSth, 
Nor  are  we  mortal,  dying,  dead,  but  death  : 
And  though  thou  beeft  (O  mighty  bird  of  prey  '.) 
So  much  reclaim'd  by  God,  that  thou  muft  lay 
All  that  thou  kill'ft  at  his  feet,  yet  doth  he 
Referve  but  few,  and  leaves  the  moftfor  thee; 
And  of  thofe  few,  now  thou  haft  overthrown 
One  whom  thyblow  makes  not  ours  nor  thineown : 
She  was  more  ftories  high  :   hopelefs  to  come 
To  her  foul,  thou  haft  offer'd  at  her  lower  room. 
Her  foul  and  body  was  a  king  and  court. 
But  thou  haft  both  of  captain  mifs'd  and  fort. 
As  houfes  fall  not,  ihough  the  kings  remove. 
Bodies  of  faints  reft  for  their  fouls  above. 
Death  gets  'twixt  fouls  and  bodies  fuch  a  place 
As  fm  inCinuates  'twixt  juft  men  and  grace  ; 
Both  work  a  feparation,  no  divorce  : 
Her  foul  is  gone  to  uflier  up  her  corfe. 
Which  fiiall  be  almoft  another  foul,  for  there 
Bodies  are  purer  than  beft  fouls  are  here. 
Becaufe  in  her  her  virtues  did  outgo 
Her  years,  would'ft  thou,  O  emulous  Death!  do  fo. 
And  kill  her  young  to  thy  lofs  ?  Aluft  the  coft 
Of  beauty  and  wit,  apt  to  do  harm,  be  loft  ? 
What  though  thou  found'ft  her  proof  'gaioft  fins 

of  youth  ? 
Oh  1  every  age  a  dlverfe  fin  purfu'th. 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  ftay'd,  and  taken  better  held : 
Shortly  ambitious,  covetous  when  old, 
She  might  have  prov'd  ;  and  fuch  devotion 
Might  once  have  ftray'd  to  fuperftition. 
If  all  her  virtues  migiit  have  grown,  yet  migh? 
Abundant  virtue  have  bred  a  proud  delight. 
Had  fhe  perfever'd  juft,  there  would  have  been 
Some  that  would  fin,  mif-thinking  file  did  fin  ; 
Such  as  would  call  her  friendihip  Love,  and  feign 
To  fociablenefs  a  name  profane,   . 
Or  fin  by  tempting,  or,  not  daring  that, 
By  wlfning,  though  they  never  told  her  what. 
Thus  might'ft  thou  'ave  flain  more  fouls,  hadft 

thou  not  croft 
Thyfeli,  and  to  triumph  thine  army  loft. 
Yet  though  thefe  ways  be  loft,  thou  haft  left  one. 
Which  is,  immoderate  grief  that  ftie  is  gone  : 
But  we  may  'fcape  that  fin,  yet  weep  as  much  ; 
Our  tears  are  due,  becaufe  we  are  not  fuch. 
Some  tears, that  knot  of  friends, her  death  muft  cop., 
Becaufe  the  chain  is  broke,  though  no  link  loft. 
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Death  !  be  not  proud  ;  thy  hand  gave  not  this 

blow ; 
Sin  was  her  captive,  whence  thy  power  dotb  Sow; 
The  e;tecutioner  of  wrath  thou  art, 
But  to  deftroy  the  juft  is  not  thy  part. 
Thy  coming  terror,  anguifh,  grief,  denounces  ; 
Her  happy  ftate  coUrage,  eafe,  joy,  pronounces. 
From  out  the  chryftal  palace  of  her  breaft 
The  clearer  foul  was  cali'd  to  endlefs  reft, 
(Not  by  the  thund'ring   voice  wherewith   God 

threats, 
But  A2  wch  crowned  faints  in  heav'nlie^trests^ 
^iiii- 
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And,  waiteJ  on  by  angels  home  was  brought, 
To  joy  that  it  through  many  dangers  fought : 
The  key  of  mercy  gently  did  unlock 
The  door  'twixt  heav'n  and  it  when  life  did  knock. 
Nor  boaft  the  faireft  frame  was  made  thy  prey, 
Becaufe  to  mortal  eyes  it  did  decay  ; 
A  better  witnef;*  than  thou  art  affures, 
l~hat  thotijvh  difiolv'ri  it  yet  a  fpace  endures; 
No  dram  thereof  fliall  want,  or  Icfs  fullain, 
When  i    r  be^t  foul  inhabits  it  again. 
Go  then  to  people  curft  before  they  were, 
Their  fouls  in  triumph  to  thy  conqucft  bear. 
Glory  not  thou  thyfelf  in  thefe  hot  tears, 
"Which  our  face  not  for  her,  but  our  harm,  wears. 
The  mourning  livery  giv'n  by  Grace,  not  thee. 
Which   wills    our  fouls  in    thefe    fireams  wailit 

fhould  be, 
And  on  our  hearts,  'her  memory's  beft  tomb. 
In  this  her  epitaph  dot''  write  thy  doom. 
Blind  were  thofe  eyes  liiwnot  how  bright  did  flalue. 
Through  flefh's  mifty  veil,  thofe  beams  divine  ; 
Deaf  were  the  cars  not  charm'd  with  that  fweet 

found 
Which  did  i'  th'  fpirit's  inflruded  voice  abound  ; 
Of  flint  the  confcience  did  not  yield  and  melt 
At  what  in  her  laft  aft  it  faw  and  felt.         [f'ght, 
Weep  not,  nor  grudge,  then,  to  have  loft  her 
Taught  thus  our  after-ftay  's  but  a  fliort  night ; 
But  by  all  fouls  not  by  corruption  chok'd, 
Let  in  high  rais'd  notes  that  pow'r  be  invok'd, 
Cit'm  the  rough  feasby  which  fhe  fails  to  rell. 
From  forrows  here  t'  a  kingdom  ever  bleft  ; 
And  teach  this  hymn  of  her  with  joy,  and  fing, 
"  The  Grave  noconqueft  gcts,Death  hath  no Hing." 


ELEGY  ON  HIS  MISTRESS. 

By  our  firft  flrange  and  fatal  interview. 

By  all  defires  which  thereof  did  enfue  ; 

By  our  long-flriving  hopes;  by  that  rcmoife 

Which  my  words  msfculine  perfuafive  force 

Begot  in  thee,  and  by  the  memory 

Of  hurts  which  fpies  and  rivals  threaten'd  me, 

I  calnaly  beg  :  but  by  thy  father's  wrath, 

By  all  pains  which  want  and  divorcement  hath, 

1  conjure  thee,  and  all  the  oaths  which  I 

And  thou  have  fworn  to  feal  joint  conftancy, 

1  here  unfwear,  and  overfwear  them  thus ; 

Thou  (halt  not  love  by  means  fo  dangerous. 

Temper,  O  fair  Love!  love's  impetuous  rage; 

Be  my  true  miftrefs,  not  my  feigned  page. 

I'll  go,  and,  by  thy  kind  leave  leave  behind 

Thee,  only  worthy  to  nurfe  in  my  mind 

Thirft  to  come  back.     O  1  if  thou  die  before, 

Jvly  foul  from  other  lands  to  thee  fhall  foar  : 

Thy  (elfe  almighty)  beauty  cannot  move 

Rage  from  the  feas,  nor  thy  love  teach  them  love, 

Nor  tame  wild  Boreas'  harfhnefs :  thou  hall  read 

How  roughly  he  in  pieces  fhivered 

Fair  Orithea,  whom  he  fvvore  he  lov'd. 

Fall  ill  or  good,  't  is  madnefs  have  prov'd 

Dangers  unurg'd  :  feed  on  this  flattery. 

That  abfent  lovers  one  in  th'  other  be. 


DilTtniblc  nothing,  not  a  boy,  nor  change 
Thy  body's  habit  nor  mind  :  be  not  flrangc 
To  inyfeif  only  :  all  will  fpy  in  thy  face 
A  blufhing  womanly  difcovering  evace. 
Richly  cloth'd  apes  are  cali'dapes;  and  as  foon 
liclip.M  ;is  bright  we  call  the  mijon  the  moon. 
Men  o':  France  changeable  camelcons, 
bpiti  ;es  of  difeafes,  (hops  of  falhions, 
i.o\  ;•'-  fuellers,  and  th'  righted  company 
Of  players  which  upon  the  world's  itage  be, 
Will  t(  o  too  quickly  know  thee  :  and,  alas  ! 
Th'  indifferent  Italian,  aswepafs 
His  warm  land,  well  content  to  think  thee  page, 
Will  hunt  thee  with  fuch  luft  and  hideous  rage 
As  Lot's  fair  guefts  were  vext :  but  none  of  thefe, 
Nor  fpongy  hydroptic  Dutch,  (hall  thee  diipleafe 
If  thou  ftay  here.     Oh  !  flay  .'-ere  ;  for  for  thee 
England  is  only  a  worthy  gallery 
To  walk  in  expe<flation,  till  from  thence 
Our  greateft  King  call  thee  to  his  prefcnce. 
When  1  am  gone  dream  me  fome  happinefs. 
Nor  let  thy  looks  our  long  hid  love  confefs : 
Nor  jiiaife  nor  difpraife  me  ;  nor  blefs  nor  curfe 
Openly  Love's  force;  nor  in  bed  fright  thy  nurfe 
With  midnight's  ftartings,  crying  out.  Oh  !  oh  ! 
Nurfe,  oh  I  my  love  is  flain'  I  faw  him  go 
O'ei  the  white  Alps  alone;  I  faw  him,  I, 
AlTail'd,  taken,  fight,  flabb'd,  bleed,  fall,  and  die. 
Augur  me  better  chance,  except  dread  Jove 
Think  it  enough  for  me  to  have  had  thy  love. 


ON  HIMSELF. 

Mr  fortune  and  my  choice  this  cuftom  break, 
'vVIien  we   are   ipcechlefs  grown  to  make  fcones 

fpeak ; 
Though  no  (lone  tell  thee  v.-hat  I  was,  yet  tliou 
In  my  grave's  inlide  fceft  what  thou  art  now  : 
Yet  thou'rt  not  yet  fo  good  ;  till  death  us  lay 
To  ripe  and  mellow,  liere  we're  Rubborn  clay. 
Parents  make  ns  earth,  and  fouls  dignify 
Us  to  be  glp-fs;  hcie  to  grow  gold  we  lie. 
Whilk  in  our  fouU  (in  bred  and  pamper'd  is, 
Our  fouls  become  worm-eaten  carcalfes; 
So  we  ourfelves  miraculoufly  deflroy, 
Here  bodies  with  lefs  niiacle  enjoy 
Such  privileges,  enabled  here  to  fcale 
Heav'n,  when  the  trumpet's  air  (liall  them  exhale. 
Heiir  this,  and  mend  thyfelf,  and  thou  mend'fkme. 
By  making  me,  being  dead,  do  good  for  thee  ; 
And  think  me  well  composed,  that  1  could  now 
A  lall-fickhour  to  fyllables  allow. 


ELEGY. 

MADAM, 

That  I  might  make  your  cabinet  my  tomb. 
And  for  my  fame,  which  I  love  next  my  foul, 
Next  to  my  foul  provide  the  happieft  room, 
Admit  to  that  place  this  lall  funeral  fcroil. 


OBSEQJJIE3  ON  LO 

Others  by  wills  give  legacies,  but  I, 
Dying,  of  you  do  beg  a  legacy. 

My  fortune  and  my  will  this  cuftem  break. 
When  we  are  fenfeicfs  grown,    to    make  Itunes 

fpeak ; 
Though  no  Hone  tell  thee  what  I  was,  yet  thou 
In  my  grave's  infide  fee  what  thou  art  now. 
Yet  thou'rt  not  yet  fo  good;  till  us  death  lay 
To  ripe  and  mellow  there  we  arc  fltibborn  clay. 
Parents  make  us  earth,  and  fouls  dignify 
Us  to  be  glafs  ;    here  to  grow  gold  we  lie.  * 
Whiift  in  our  fouls  fni  bred  and  pamper'd  is, 
Our  fouls  become  worm-eaten  carcafles. 
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ELEGY  ON  THE  LORD  C. 

Sorrow,  that  to  this  houfe  fcarce  knew  the  way, 

Is,  oh  !  heir  of  it ;  o'er  all  is  his  pay. 

This  flrange  chance  claims  ftrange  wonder,  and 

to  us 
Nathing  can  be  fo  flrange  as  to  weep  thus. 
6 


'Tis  well  his  life's  loud-fpea'king  works  deferve 
And  give  praife  too ;  our  cold  tongues  could  not 

ferve  : 
'Tis  well  he  kept  tears  from  our  eyes  before, 
That  to  fit  this  deep  ill  we  might  have  florc. 
Oh  !  if  a  fvveet-brier  climb  up  by  a  tree, 
If  to  a  paradifethat  tranfplanted  be, 
Or  feli'd  and  burnt  for  holy  facrifice. 
Yet  that  mufr  wither  which  by  it  did  rife, 
As  we  for  him,  though  no  family 
E'er  rigg'u  a  foul  for  heav'n's  difcovery, 
With  whom  more  venturers  more  boldly  dare 
Venture  their  rtates.  with  him  in  joy  to  ftare. 
We  lofe,,  what  all  friends  lov'd,  him  ;  he  gains  now 
But  life  by  death,  which  worft  foes  would  allow  ; 
If  he  could  have  fees  in  whofe  pradtice  grew 
All  virtues  whofe  name  fubtle  fchoolmen  knew. 
What  eafe  can  hope  that  we  fhall  [ee  him  beget, 
When  we  muft  die  firft,  and  cannot  die  yet  ? 
His  children  are  his  piiSures  :  oh  1   they  be 
Pictures  of  him  dead,  fenfelefs,  cold  as  he. 
Here  needs  no  marble  tomb  fince  he  is  gone ; 
He,  and  about  him  his,  are  turn'd  to  flone. 


LETTERS 


TO   SEVERAL  PERSONAGES. 


THE  STORM. 


TO    MR.  CHRISTOPHER  BROOK, 

prom  the  TJland  Voyage  -with  the  Earl  of  EJfc^. 

Thou,  which  art  I,  ('t  is  nothing  to  be  fo") 
Thou,  which  art  ftiU  thyfelf,  by  this  fhalt  know 
Part  of  our  paffage  ;  and  a  hand  or  eye     ■ 
By  Hilliard  drawn  is  worth  a  hiftory 
By  a  worfe  painter  made  ;  and  (without  pride) 
When  by  thy  judgment  they  are  dignify'd 
My  lines  are  fuch.     'Tis  the  pre-eminence 
Of  friendlhip  only  t'  impute  excellence. 
England,  t'  whom  we  owe  what  we  be  and  ':ave. 
Sad  that  her  fons  did  feek  a  foreign  grave, 
(For  Fate  or  Fortune's  drifts  none  can  gainfay, 
Honour  and  mis'ry  have  one  face  one  way) 
From  out  her  pregnant  entrails  figh'd  a  wind, 
"Which  at  th'  air's  middle  marble  room  did  find 
Such  flrong  lefiftance,  that  itleli'it  threw 
Downward  again  ;  and  fo  when  it  did  view 
How  in  the  port  our  fleet  dear  time  did  leefe, 
Withering  like  pris'ners,  which  lie  but  for  fees, 
Mildly  it  kifs'd  our  fails,  and,  frefli  and  fweet, 
As  to  a  ftomach  flarv'd,  whofe  infides  meet ; 
Meat  comes,  it  came,  and  fwole  our  fails,  when 

we 
So  joy'd  as  Sarah  her  fwelling  joy'd  to  fee  ; 
But 't  was  hut  fo  kind  as  our  countrymen, 
Which  bring  friends  one  day's  way,  and  leave  them 

then. 
Then  like  two  mighty  kings,  which  dwelling  far 
Afunder  meet  againfl  a  third  to  war, 
The  fouth  and  weft  windsjoin'd,  and,  as  they  blew, 
Waves  like  a  rolling  trench  before  them  threw. 
Sooner  than  you  read  this  line  did  the  gale, 
Like  fliot  not  fear'd  till  felt,  our  fails  affail ; 
And  what  at  firft  was  call'd  a  guft,  the  fame 
Hath  now  a  ftorm's,  anon  a  tempefl's  name. 
Jonas  !  1  pity  thee,  and  curfe  thofe  men 
Who,  when  the  florm  rag'd  molt,  did  wake  thee 

then. 


Sleep  is  pain's  eafieft  falve,  and  doth  fulfil 
All  offices  of  death  except  to  kill. 
But  when  I  wak'd,  I  faw  that  1  faw  not; 
I  and  the  fun,  which  Ihould  teach  me,  had  forgot 
Eaft,  weft,  day,  night;  and  I  could  only  fay. 
Had  the  world  lafted,  that  it  had  been  day. 
Thoufands  our  noifes  were,  yet  we  'mongft  all 
Could  none  by  his  right  name  but  thunder  call. 
Lightning  was  all  our  light,  and  it  rain'd  more 
Than  if  the  fun  had  drunk  the  fea  before. 
Some  coffin'd  in  their  cabbins  lie,  equally 
Griev'd  that  they  arc  not  dead,  and  yet  muft  die ; 
And  as  fin-hurden'd  fouls  from  graves  will  creepi 
At  the  laft  day,  fome  forth  their  cabbins  peep, 
And,  tremblinc;,  afk  what  news .'  and  do  hear  fo 
As  jealous  hufbands,  what  they  would  not  know. 
Some,  fitting  on  the  hatches,  would  feem  there, 
With  hideous  gazing,  to  fear  away  Fear: 
There  note  they  the  fhip's  fickneffes,  the  mall 
Shak'd  with  an  ague,  and  the  hold  and  waift 
With  a  fait  dropfy  clogg'd,  and  our  tacklings 
Snapping,  like  to  too  high-ftretch'd  treble  firings, 
And  from  our  tatter'd  fails  rags  drop  down  fo 
As  from  one  hang'd  in  chains  a  year  ago  : 
Yea,  ev'n  our  ordnance,  plac'd  for  our  defence, 
Strives  to  break   loofe,   and  Tcape   away  from 

thence: 
Pumping  hath  tir'd  our   me;:,  and  what's  the 

gain  ? 
Seas  into  feas  thrown  we  fuck  in  again  : 
Hearing  hath  deaf'd  our  failors  ;  and  if  they 
Knew  how  to  hear,  there's  none  knows  what  to  fay. 
Compar'd  to  thefe  .''lorms,  death  is  but  a  qualm. 
Hell  fomewhat  lightfome,  the  Bermuda's  calm. 
Darknefs,  Light's  eldeft  brother,  his  birth-right 
Claims  o'er  the  world,  and  to  heav'n  hath  chas'd 

All  things  are  one ;  and  that  one  none  can  be, 
Since  all  forms  uniform  deformity 
Doth  cover;  fo  that  we,  except  God  fay 
Another  Fiat,  fhall  have  no  more  day  : 
So  violent  yet  long  thefe  furies  be. 
That  though  thine  abfencc  flarve  me  I  wifh  not 
thee. 
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THE  CALM. 


Our  ftorm  ispaft,  and  that  ftorm's  tyrannous  rage 

A  llupid  Calm,  but  nothing  it  doth  'fvvage. 

The  fable  is  inverted,  and  far  more 

A  block  afflifts  now  than  a  flork  before. 

Storms  chafe,  and  foon  wear  out  themfelvcs  or  us; 

In  Calms  Heaven  laughs  to  fee  us  languifh  thus. 

As  fleady  as  I  could  wifh  my  thoughts  were. 

Smooth  as  thy  miflrefs'  glafs,  or  what  fliines  there, 

The  fea  is  now,  and  as  the  ifles  which  we 

Seek,  when  we  can  move,  our  fhips  rooted  be. 

As  water  did  in  ftorms,  now  pitch  runs  out ; 

As  lead,  when  a  fir'd  church  becomes  one  fpout; 

And  all  our  beauty  and  our  trim  decays. 

Like  courts  removing,  or  like  ending  plays. 

The  fighting  place  now  feamen's  rage  fupply, 

And  all  the  tackling  is  a  frippery. 

No  ule  of  lanthorns ;  and  in  one  place  lay 

Feathers  and  duft  to-day  and  yellerday. 

Earth's  hollowneffes,  which  the  world's  lungs  are, 

Have  no  more  wind  than  th'  upper  vault  of  air. 

We  can  nor  loft  friends  nor  fought  foes  recover, 

But,  meteor-like,  fave  that  we  move  not,  hover  : 

Only  the  calenture  together  draws 

Dear  friends,  which  meet  dead  in  great  fifhesmaws. 

And  on  the  hatclTcs,  as  on  altars,  lies 

•Each  one,  his  own  prieft  and  own  Sacrifice, 

Who  live  that  miracle  do  multiply. 

Where  walkers  in  hot  ovens  do  not  die. 

If  in  defpite  of  thefe  we  fvvim,  that  hath 

No  more  refrefliing  than  a  brimftone  bath  ; 

But  from  the  fca  unto  the  fliip  we  turn,. 

Like  parboil'd  wretches,  on  the  coais  to  burn. 

Like  Bajaaet  encag'd,  the  {hepherds  feoff ; 

Or  like  flack  finew'd  Samfon,  his  Ijair  off, 

Languifh  our  fliips.  Now  as  a  myriad 

Of  ants  durft  th'  Emperor's  lov'd  fnake  invade, 

The  crawling  gallies,  fea-gulls,  finny  chips, 

Might  brave  our  pinnaces,  our  bed- rid  fhips  : 

Whether  a  rotten  ftate  and  hope  of  gain, 

Or  to  difufe  me  from  the  queafy  pain 

Of  being  belov'd  and  loving ;  or  the  thirft 

Of  honour  or  fair  death  outpulht  me  firfl, 

I  lofe  my  end  ;  for  here,  as  well  as  I, 

A  defperatc  may  live,  and  cov?ard  die. 

Stag,  dog,  and  all  which  from  or  towards  flies, 

Is  paid  with  life  or  prey,  or  doing  dies  : 

Fate  grudges  us  all,  and  doth  fubtilely  lay 

A  fcnurge  'gainfl  which  we  all  forgot  to  pray, 

He  that  at  fea  prays  for  more  wind,  as  well 

Under  the  poles  may  beg  cold,  heat  in  hell. 

What  are  we  then  ?  How  little  more,  alas ! 

is  man  now  than  before  he  was  he  was  ? 

Nothing;  for  us,  we  are  for  nothing  fit; 

As  chance  or  ourfelves  flill  difproportion  it. 

We  have  no  power,  no  will,  no  fenfe.  I  lie ; 

1  fliould  not  then  thus  feel  this  mifery. 


TO  SIR  HENRY  WOTTON. 

Sir,  more  than  kiffes  letters  mingle  fouls. 

For  thui friends  ablent  fpeak.    This  eafe  centrouls 


I'he  tedioufnefs  of  my  life  :  but  for  thefe 
I  could  invent  nothing  at  all  to  pleafe ; 
But  I  Ihould  wither  in  one  day,  and  pafs 
To  a  lock  of  hay  that  am  a  bottle  of  grafs. 
Life  is  a  voyage,  and  in  our  life's  ways 
Countries,  courts,  towns,  are  rocks  or  remoras- 
They  break  or  flop  all  fliips,  yet  our  date's  fuch 
That  (though  than  pitch  they  ftain  worfe)  we 

mufi;  touch. 
If  in  the  furnace  of  the  even  Line, 
Or  under  th'  adverfe  icy  Pole,  thou  pine, 
Thou  knov>f'll  two  temperate  regions  girded  in 
Dwell  there;  but,  oh!  what  refuge  canfl  thou 

win 
Parch'din  the  court, and  in  the  country  frozen? 
Shall  cities  built  of  both  extremes  be  chofen? 
Can  dung  or  garlic  be  a  perfume  ?  or  can 
A  fcorpion  or  torpedo  cure  a  man  ? 
Cities  are  worft  of  all  three  :  of  all  three  ? 
(O  knotty  riddle!)  each  isworfl  equally. 
Cities  are  fepulchres ;  they  who  dwell  there 
Are  carcafles,  as  if  none  fuch  there  were  : 
And  courts  are  theatres  where  fome  men  play 
Princes,  fome  flaves,  and  all  end  in  one  day. 
The  country  is  a  defert  where  the  good 
Gain'd  inhabits  not;  born  is  not  underflood  ; 
There  men  become  beafts,  and,  prone  to  all  ewls. 
In  cities  blocks,  and  in  a  lewd  court  devils. 
As  in  the  firfl  chaos  confufedly 
Each  element's  qualities  were  in  th'  other  three* 
So  pride,  luft,  covetife,  being  feveral 
To  thefe  three  places,  yet  all  are  in  all, 
And,  mingled  thus,  their  in"ue  is  inceftuous ; 
Falfehood  is  denizon'd.  Virtue  is  barbarous. 
Let  no  man  fay  there  Virtue's  flinty  wall 
Shall  lock  vice  in  me ;  I'll  do  none,  but  knov^  all. 
Men  are  fpoi-'ges,  which  to  pour  out  receive ; 
Who  know  f^Ife  play  rather  than  lofe,  deceive  ; 
For  in  beft  underftandings  fin  began ; 
Angels  finn'd  firft,  then  devils,  and  then  man. 
Orly  perchance  beafts  fin  not;  wretciied  we 
Are  beafts  in  all  but  white  Integrity. 
1  think  if  men,  which  in  thefe  places  live, 
Durft  look  in  themfelves,  and  themfelves  retrieve. 
They  would,  like  ftrangers,  greet  themfelves,  fee- 
ing then 
Utopian  youth  grown  old  Italian. 

Be  then  thine  own  home,  and  in  thyfelf  dwell; 
Inn  any  where  ;  continuance  maketh  hell : 
And  feeingthe  fnail,  which  everywhere  doth  roam, 
Carrying  his  own  houfe  ftill,  ftill  is  at  home. 
Follow  (for  he  is  eafy  pac'd)  this  fnail ; 
Be  thine  own  palace,  or  the  world's  thy  gaol : 
And  in  the  world's  fea  do  not,  like  cork,  fieep 
Upon  the  water's  face,  nor  in  the  deep 
Sink  like  a  lead  without  a  line;  but  as 
Fifties  glide,  leaving  no  print  where  they  pafs, 
Ner  making  found,  fo  clofely  thy  courfe  go ; 
Let  men  difpute  whether  thou  breathe  or  no  ; 
Only  in  this  be  no  Galenift.  To  make 
Courts  hot  ambitions  wholefome,  do  not  take 
A  dram  of  country's  dulnefs  ;  do  not  add 
Corre<Sives,  but  as  chemics  purge  the  bad. 
But,  sir,  I  advife  not  you ;   1  rather  do 
Say  o'er  thefe  leiions  which  I  Icarn'd  of  you, 


J,*  THEWORKS 

Whom,  free  from  Germany'*  fchifms,  and  lightncfs 
Of  France,  and  fair  Italy's  faithleffnefs, 
Having  from  thefe  fuck'd  all  they  had  of  worth. 
And  brought  home  that  faith  which  you  carried 

forth, 
1  th'roughly  love ;  but  if  myfclf  I  have  won 
To  know  my  rules,  I  have,  and  you  have  Donne. 


TO  SIR  HENRY  WOTTON. 

Here's  no  more  news  than  virtue;  I  may  as  well 
Tell  you  Calais  or  Saint  Michael's  Mount,  as  tell 
That  Vice  doth  here  habitually  dwell. 

Yet  as,  to  get  ftomachs,  we  walk  up  and  down, 
And  toil  to  fweeten  reft ;  fo  may  God  frown, 
If  but  to  lothe  both  I  haunt  court  and  town. 

For  here  no  one  is  from  th'  extremity 

Of  vice  by  any  other  reafon  free, 

But  that  the  next  to  him  Hill's  worfe  than  he. 

In  this  world's  warfare  they  whom  rugged  Fate 
(God's  Commiffary)  doth  fo  th'roughly  hate 
As  i'  th'  court's  fquadron  to  marfhal  their  ftate ; 

If  they  fland  arm'd  with  filly  honefty, 
With  wiftiing,  prayers,  and  neat  integrity. 
Like  Indians  'gainft  Spanifh  holls  they  be. 

Sufpicious  boldnefs  to  this  place  belongs, 
And  t'  have  as  many  ears  as  all  have  tongues; 
Tender  to  know,  tough  to  acknowledge  wrongs. 

Believe,  me.  Sir,  in  my  youth's  giddieft  days, 
When  to  be  like  the  court  was  a  player's  praife, 
Plays  were  not  fo  like  courts  as  courts  like  plays. 

Then  let  us  at  thefe  mimic  anticks  jeft, 
Whofe  deepeft  projedls  and  egregious  jefls 
Are  but  dull  morals  at  a  game  at  chefs. 

But 't  is  an  incongruity  to  fmile ; 

Therefore  I  end,  and  bid  farewell  a  while 

At  court,  though  from  court  were  the  better  flyle. 


TO  SIR  HENRY  WOTTON, 

At  his  going  Ambajpidorto  Venice, 

After  thofe  rev'rend  papers,  whofe  foul  is 

Our  good  and  great  king's  lov'd  hand  and  fear'd 

name, 
By  which  to  you  he  derives  much  of  his, 
And  (how  he  may)  makes  you  almoft  the  fame, 

A  taper  of  his  torch,  a  copy  writ 

From  his  original,  and  a  fair  beam 

Of  the  fame  warm  and  dazzling  fun,  though  it 

Muil  in  another  fph^re  his  virtue  ftream  : 


OF    DONNE. 

After  thofe  learned  paper?,  which  your  hand 
Hath  ftor'd  with  notes  of  ufe  and  pleafure  too, 
Fiom  which  rich  ireafury  you  may  command 
Fit  matter  whether  you  will  write  or  do  : 

After  thnfr  loving  papers  which  friends  fend 
With  gLd  grief  to  your  fea-ward  fteps  farewell, 
Wliich  thicken  on  you  now  as  pray'rsafcend 
To  heaven  in  troops  at  a  good  man's  pafling  belU 

Admit  this  honeft  paper,  and  allow 
It  fuch  an  audience  as  yourfelf  would  afk  ; 
What  you  mufl  fay  at  Venice  this  means  now,' 
And  hath  for  nature  what  you  have  for  tafk. 

To  fwear  much  love,  not  to  be  chang'd  before. 

Honour  alone  will  to  your  fortune  fit ; 
Nor  fliall  I  then  honour  your  fortune  more 
Than  I  have  done  your  noble-wanting  wit. 

But  't  is  an  eafier  load  (though  both  opprefs) 
To  want  than  govern  greatnefs;  for  we  are 
In  that  our  own  and  only  buiinefs; 
In  this  we  muft  for  others'  vices  care. 

'Tis  therefore  well  your  fplrits  now  are  plac'd 

In  their  laft  furnace,  in  adlivitj . 

Which  fits  them  (fchools,  and  courts,  and  wars, 

o'erpaft) 
To  touch  and  tafte  in  any  beft  degree. 

For  me,  (if  there  be  fuch  thing  as  I) 
Fortune  (if  there  be  fuch  a  thing  as  {he) 
Spies  that  1  bear  fo  well  her  tyranny, 
That  ihe  thinks  nothing  eife  fo  fit  for  me. 

But  though  (he  part  us,  to  hear  my  oft'  prayers 
For  your  increafe,  God  is  as  near  me  here  ; 
And  to  fend  you  what  1  (hall  beg,  his  flairs 
In  length  and  eafe  are  alike  every  where. 


TO  SIR  HENRY  GOODERE. 

Who  makes  the  laft  a  pattern  for  next  year, 
Turns  no  new  leaf,  but  ftill  the  fame  things  reads  ; 
Seen  things  he  fees  again,  heard  things  doth  hear. 
And  makes  his  life  but  like  a  pair  of  beads. 

A  palace,  when  't  is  that  which  it  fliould  be. 
Leaves  growing,  and  ftands  fuch,  or  elfe  decays  : 
But  he  which  dwells  there  is  not  fo ;  for  he 
Strives  to  urge  upward,  and  his  fortune  raife. 

So  had  your  body  her  morning,  hath  her  noon. 
And  ftiall  not  better ;  her  next  change  is  night : 
But  her  fair  larger  gueft,  to  whom  fun  and  moon 
Are  fparks,  and  fliott  liv'd,  claims  another  right. 

The  noble  foul  by  age  grows  luftier ; 
Her  appetite  and  her  digeftion  mend  : 
We  muft  not  ftarve,  nor  hope  to  pamper  her 
With  woman's  milk  and  pap  unto  the  end. 


Provide  you  manlier  diet.     You  have  feen 
All  libraries,  which  arefchools,  camps  and  courts; 
But  aflc  your  garners  if  you  have  not  been 
In  harvell  too  indulgent  to  your  fports  i 

Would  you  redeem  it  ?  then  yourfelf  tranfplant 
A  while  from  hence.  Perchance  outlandifii  ground 
Bears   no   m6te   wit  than   ours;   but  yet   mere 

fcant 
Are  thofe  diverfions  there  which  here  abound. 

I'd  be  a  ftranger  hath  that  benefit ; 

We  can  beginnings  but  not  habits  choke. 

Go.  Whither  ?  Hence.  You  get,  if  you  forget ; 

New  faults,  till  they  prefcribe  to  us,  are  fnioke. 

Our   foul,  whofe  country's  heav'n,  and  God  her 

father, 
Jnto  this  world,  corruption's  fink,  is  fent ; 
Yet  fo  much  in  her  travel  ftie  doth  gather, 
That  file  returns  home  wifer  than  fhe  went. 

It  pays  you  well  if  it  teach  you  to  fpare, 

And  make   you  afham'd   to   make  your   hawk's 

praife  your's. 
Which  when  herfelf  Ihe  leflens  in  the  air. 
You  then  firft  fay  that  high  enough  Ihe  tow'rs. 

However,  keep  the  lively  tafte  yon  hold 
Of  God ;  love  him  now,  but  fear  him  more  ; 
And  in  your  afternoons  think  what  you  told 
And  proniis'd  him  at  morning  prayer  before. 

Let  falfehood  like  a  difcord  anger  you, 
Elfe  be  not  froward.     But  why  do  I  touch 
Things  of  which  none  is  in  your  praiftice  new. 
And  tables  and  fruit-trenchers  teach  as  much  ? 

But  thus  I  make  you  keep  your  promife,  Sir  ; 
Riding  I  had  you,  though  you  fl:ill  ftay'd  there  ; 
And  in  theie  thoughts,  although  you  never  flir, 
You  came  with  me  to  Micham,  and  are  here. 
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If  our  fouh  have  flain'd  their  firft  white,  yet  we 
May  clothe  them  wi^ih  faith  and  dear  honefly. 
Which  God  imputes  as  native  purity. 


TO  MR.  ROWLAND  WOODWARD. 

I,iKR  one  who  in  her  third  widowhood  doth  pro- 

fefs 
Herfelf  a  Nun,  ty'd  to  retirednefs. 
So  affeils  my  Mufe  now  a  chafte  fallownefs ; 

Since  fhe  to  few,  yet  too  many,  hath  fh^wn 
How    love-fong    weeds  and    fatiric    thorns    are 

grown 
Where  feeds  of  better  arts  were  early  fown. 

Though  to  ufe  and  love  poetry  to  me, 
Betroth'd  to  no  one  art,  be  no  adultery, 
Omifiions  of  good  ill  as  ill  deeds  be. 

For  though  to  us  it  feem  but  light  and  thin, 
Yet  in  thofe  faithful  fcales,  where  God  throws  in 
Men's  works,  vanity  weighs  as  much  as  fin. 


There  is  no  virtue  but  religion  : 

Wife,  valiant,  fober,  juft,  are  names  which  none 

Want,  which  want  not  vice-covering  difcretion. 

Seek  we  then  ourfelves  in  ourfelves;  for  as 
Men  force  ihe  fun  with  much  more  force  to  pafs. 
By  gathering  his  beams  with  a  cryftal  glafs ; 

So  we  (if  we  into  ourfelves  will  turn, 
Blowing  our  fpai  k  of  virtue)  may  out-burn 
The  flraw  which  doth  about  our  hearts  fojourn. 

Yqu  know,  phyficians,  when  they  would  infufe 

Into  any  oil  the  fouls  of  fimples,  ufe 

Places  where  they  may  lie  fiili  warm,  to  choofe  ; 

So  works  retirednefs  in  us.     To  roam 
Giddily,  and  be  every  where  but  at  home, 
Such  freedom  doth  a  banifhment  become. 

Wc  are  but  farmers  of  ourfelves;  yet  may. 
If  we  can  fiock  ourfelves  and  thrive,  uplay 
Much,  much  good  treafure,  for  the  great  rent  day. 

Manure  thyfelf  then  ;  to  thyfelf  b'  improv'd, 
And  with  vain  outward  things  be  no  more  mov'd. 
But  to  know  that  I  love  thee,  and  would  be  lov'd. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD. 

MADAM, 

Reason  is  our  foul's  left  hand,  Faith  her  right; 
By  thefe  we  reach  divinity,  that's  you  : 
Iheir  loves,  who  have  the  blefling  of  your  light. 
Grew  from  their  reafon;  mine  from  fair  Faith  grew. 

But  as  although  a  fqulnt  left  hand  handednefs 
Be  ungracious,  yet  we  cannot  want  that  hand  j 
So  would  I  (not  t'  encreafe.,  but  to  exprefs 
My  faith)  as  I  believe  fo  underftand. 

Therefore  I  ftudy  you  firft  in  your  faints, 
'I  hofe  fiiends  whom  your  eledlion  glorifies  j 
Then  in  your  deeds,  acceffes  and  rellraints, 
And  what  you  read,  and  what  yourfelf  devife. 

But  foon  the  reafons  why  you're  lov'd  by  all 
Gtow  infinite,  and  fo  pafs  reafon's  reach ; 
Then  back  again  t'  implicit  faith  I  fall, 
And  reft  on  what  the  catholic  voice  doth  teach  j 

That  you  are  good  ;  and  not  one  heretic 
Denies  it ;  if  he  did,  yet  you  are  fo  : 
For  rocks,  which  high  do  feem,  deep-rooted  (tick, 
Waves  wafh,  not  undermine,  nor  overthrow. 

In  cv'ry  thing  there  naturally  grows 
A  balfamum,  to  keep  it  frefh  and  new, 
If  't  were  not  injur'd  by  extrinfic  blows ; 
You  birth  and  beauty  are  this  balm  in  you. 
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But  you  of  learning,  and  religion, 

And  virtue,  and  fuch  ingredients,  have  made 

A  Mithridate,  whofe  operation 

Keeps  off"  or  cures  what  can  be  done  or  faid. 

Yet  this  is  not  your  phyfic  but  your  food, 

A  diet  fit  for  you ;  for  you  arc  here 

The  firfl:  good  angel,  fince  the  world's  frame  flood. 

That  ever  did  in  woman's  Ihape  appear. 

Since  you  are  then  God's  maflerpiece,  and  fo 

His  fad;or  for  our  loves,  do,  as  you  do, 

Make  your  return  home  gracious,  and  beftow 

This  life  on  that,  fo  make  one  life  of  two  : 

For  fo,  God  help  me  !  I  would  not  niifs  you  there 

Tor  all  the  good  which  you  can  do  mc  here. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD. 

MADAM, 

You  have  refin'd  me,  and  to  worthieft  things ; 
Virtue,  art,  beauty,  fortune  ;  now  I  fee 
Rarenefs  or  ufe,  not  nature,  value  brings, 
And  fuch  as  they  are  circumftanc'd  they  be. 
Two  ills  can  ne'er  perplex  us  fin  t'  excufe, 
But  of  two  good  things  we  may  leave  or  choofe. 

Therefore  at  court,  which  is  not  virtue's  clime, 
Where  a  tranfcendent  height  (as  lownefs  me) 
Makes  her  not  fee,  or  not  Ihew,  all  my  rhime  ' 
Your  virtues  challenge,  which  there  rareft  be  ; 
For  as  dark  texts  need  notes,  fome  there  muil  be 
To  ulher  virtue,  and  fay.  This  is  fhe  : 

So  in  the  country's  beauty.     To  this  place 
You  are  the  feafon,  (Madam !  i  you  the  day ; 
'Tis  but  a  grave  of  fpices  till  your  face 
Exhale  them,  and  a  thick  clofe  bud  difplay. 
Widovir'd  and  reclus'd,   elfe  her  fweets  fhe  en- 

fhrines, 
As  China,  when  the  fun  at  Brazil  dines. 

Out  from  your  chariot  morning  breaks  at  night. 
And  falfifies  both  computations  fo, 
Since  a  new  world  doth  rife  here  from  your  light, 
Wc  your  new  creatures  by  new  reck'nings  go. 
This  fiiews  that  you  from  Nature  lothly  flray, 
Thatfuffer  not  an  artificial  day. 

In  this  you've  made  the  court  th'  antipodes, 

And  will'd  your  delegate,  the  vulgar  fun, 

To  do  profane  autumnal  ofiices, 

Whilfl  here  to  you  we  facrificers  run  ; 

And  whether  priefts  or  organs  you,  we  ebey. 

We  found  your  infiaence,  and  your  dictates  fay. 

Yet  to  that  deity  which  dwells  in  you, 

Your  virtuous  foul,  I  now  not  facrince  ; 

Thefe  are  petitions,  and  not  hymns  ;  they  fue 

But  that  1  may  furvcy  the  edifice. 

In  all  religions  as  much  care  liath  been 

Of  temples  frames  a;:d  biauty  as  rites  Viithln. 


As  all  which  go  to  Rome  do  not  thereby 
Eftet-n  religions,  and  hold  faft  the  befl, 
But  fervc  difcourfe  and  curiofity 
With  that  which  doth  religion  but  inveft, 
Andfbun  th'  entangling  labyrinths  of  fchools. 
And  make  it  wit  to  think  the  wifer  fools : 

So  in  this  pilgrimage  I  would  behold 
You  as  you're  Virtue's  temple  not  as  fhe  ; 
What  walls  of  tender  cryflal  her  enfold, 
What  eyes,  hands,  bofom,  her  pure  altars  be; 
And  after  this  furvcy  oppofe  to  all 
Builders  of  chapels  you,  th'  Efcurial; 

Yet  not  as  confecrate,  but  merely  as  fair  : 
On  thefe  I  caft  a  lay  and  country  eye  : 
Of  pad  and  future  ftories,  which  are  rare, 
I  find  you  all  record  and  prophefy. 
Purge  but  the  book  of  Fate,  that  it  admit 
No  fad  nor  guilty  legends,  you  arc  it. 

If  good  and  lovely  were  not  one,  of  both 
You  were  the  tranfcript  and  original ; 
The  elements,  the  parent,  and  the  growth. 
And  every  piece  of  you  is  worth  their  all. 
So  entire  are  all  your  deeds  and  you,  that  you 
Mufl  do  the  fame  things  flill ;  you  cannot  tw(»» 

But  thefe  (as  niceft  fchool  divinity- 
Serves  herefy  co  further  or  reprcfs) 
Tafle  of  poetic  rage  or  flattery. 
And  need  not,  where  all  hearts  one  truth  profefs; 
Oft  from  new  proofs  and  new  plirafe  new  doubts 

grow, 
As  flrange  attire  aliens  the  men  we  know. 

Leaving  then  bufy  praife  and  all  appeal 
To  higher  courts,  fenfe's  decree  is  true. 
The  mine,  the  magazine,  the  common-weal. 
The  flory  of  beauty,  in  Twicknam  is  and  you. 
Who  hath  feen  one  would  both;  as  who  hath 

been 
In  Paradife  would  feek  the  cherubim. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD. 

To  have  written  then,  when  you  writ,  feeem'd 

to  me 
Worft  of  fpiritual  vices,  Simony  ; 
And  not  to  have  written  then  feems  little  lefs 
Than  worft  of  civil  vices,  tjiankiclTnefs. 
In  this  mjk  debt  I  feem'd  loth  to  confefs. 
In  that  1  feem'd  to  Ihun  beholdingnefs; 
But  't  is  not  fo.     Nothing,  as  (  am,  may 
Pay  all  they  have,  and  yet  have  all  to  pay. 
Such  borrow  in  their  payments,  and  owe  more. 
By  having  leave  to  write  fo,  than  before. 
Yet  fince  rich  mines  in  barren  grounds  are  fhewn. 
May  not  I  yield  not  gold,  but  coal  or  ftone  .' 
Temples  were  not  demolifli'd  though  profane; 
Here  Peter  Jove's,  there  Paul  hath  Dina's  fane, 
So  whether  my  hynms  you  admit  or  choofe, 
In  me  you'  ave  hallowed  a  F.igan  muf^ 
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And  (JenizonM  a  ftranger,  who,  mif-taught 

By  blamerS  of  the  times  they  marr'd,  hath  fought  - 

Virtues  in  comers,  which  now  bravely  do 

Shine  in  the  world's  beft  part,  or  all  it,  you, 

I  have  been  told  that  virtue  in  courtiers  hearts 

Suffers  an  oftracifm,  and  departs  : 

Profit,  eafe,  fitnefs.  plenty,  bid  it  go, 

But  whither,  only  knowing  you,  I  know  : 

Your,  or  you  virtue,  two  vaft  ufes  ferves. 

It  ranfomsone  fex,and  one  court  preferves; 

There's  nothing  but  your   worth,  which   being 

true, 
Is  known  to  any  other,  not  to  you  ; 
And  you  can  never  know  it ;  to  admit 
No  knowledge  of  your  worth  is  fome  of  it ; 
But  fince  to  you  your  praifes  difcords  be, 
Stoop  others  ills  to  meditate  with  me. 
Oh  !  to  confefs  we  know  not  what  we  ftiould, 
Is  half  excufe  we  know  not  what  we  would, 
Lightnefs  depreffeth  us,  emptinefs  fills ! 
We  fvveat  and  faint,  yet  ftill  go  down  the  hills. 
As  new  philofophy  arrcfls  the  fun. 
And  bids  the  paflive  earth  about  it  run, 
So  we  have  duU'd  our  mind,  it  hath  no  ends, 
Only  the  body  's  bufy,  and  pretends. 
As  dead  low  earth  eclipfes  and  controuls 
The  quick  high  moon,  fo  doth  the  body  fouls. 
In  none  but  us  arefuch  mixt  engines  found, 
As  hands  of  double  office !  for  the  ground 
We  till  with  them,  and  them  to  heaven  we  raife ; 
Who  pray'rlefs  labours,  or  without  thefe  prays, 
Doth  but  one  half,  that's  none.     He  which  faid, 

Plough, 
And  look  not  back,  to  look  up  doth  allow. 
Good  feed  degenerates,  and  oft  obeys 
The  foil's  difeafe,  and  into  cockle  flrayg. 
Let  the  mind's  thoughts  be  but  tranfplanted  fo 
Into  the  body,  and  baftardly  they  grow. 
What  hate  could  hurt  our  bodies  like  our  love  ? 
We,  but  no  foreign  tyrants,  could  remove 
Thefe,  not  engrav'd,  but  inborn  dignitits, 
Cafkets  of  fouls,  temples,  and  palaces  : 
For  bodies  Ihall  from  death  redeemed  be, 
Souls  but  preferv'd,  born  naturally  free. 
As  men  t'  our  prifons  now,  fouls  t'  us  are  fent, 
Which  learn  vice  there,  and  come  in  innocent. 
Firft  feeds  of  every  creature  are  in  us  : 
Whate'er  the  world  hath  bad  or  precious 
Man's  body  can  produce;  hence  hath  it  been 
1  hat  Hones,  worms,  frogs,  and  fnakes,  in  man  are  i 

feen  : 
But  whoe'er  faw,  though  Nature  can  work  fo, 
That  pearl,  or  gold,  or  corn,  in  man  did  grow  ? 
We  'ave  added  to  the  world  Virginia,  and  fent 
Two  new  ftars  lately  to  the  firmament. 
Why  grudge  we  us  (not  heaven)  the  dignity 
To  encreafe  with  ours  thofe  fair  fouls  company  ? 
But  I  muft  end  this  letter ;  though  it  do 
Stand  on  two  truths,  neither  is  true  to  you. 
Virtue  hath  fome  pcrverfenefs ;  for  fhe  will 
Neither  believe  her  good  nor  others  ill. 
Even  in  you.  Virtue's  beft  paradife. 
Virtue  hath  fome,  but  wife,  degrees  of  vice. 
Too  many  virtues,  or  too  much  of  one, 
^egetb  in  you  unjufl  fufpicion ; 


And  ignorance  of  vice  makes  virtue  lefs, 
Quenching  compaffion  of  our  wretchednefs. 
But  thefe  are  riddles.     Some  afperfion 
Of  vice  becomes  well  fome  complexion. 
Statefmen  purge  vice  with  vice,  and  may  corrode 
The  bad  with  bad,  a  fpider  with  a  toad  : 
For  fo  ill  thrals  not  them,  but  they  tame  ill. 
And  make  her  do  much  good  againft  her  will ; 
But  in  your  common-wealth,  or  world  in  you, 
Vice  hath  no  office  or  good  work  to  do. 
Take  then  no  vicious  purge,  but  be  content 
With  cordial  virtue,  your  known  nourifhmeht. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD, 

On  Neic  Years  Day, 

This  twilight  of  two  years,  not  pad  nor  next, 
Some  emblem  is  of  me,  or  I  of  this. 
Who,  (meteor-like,  of  ftuff  and  form  perplext, 
Whofe  what  and  where  in  dilputaiion  is) 
If  1  Ihould  call  me  any  thing,  fbould  mifs. 

I  fum  the  years  and  me,  and  find  me  not 
Debtor  to  th'  old,  nor  creditor  to  th'  new  : 
That  cannot  fay  my  thanks  I  have  forgot  : 
Nor  trufl  I  this  with  hopes,  and  yet  fcarce  true  ; 
This  bravery's  fince  thele  times  Ihewed  me  you. 

In  recompenfe  I  would  fhew  future  times 

What  you  were,  and  teach  them  t'urge  towards  fuch. 

Verfe  embalms  Virtue  !   and  tombs  or  thrones  of 

rhymes 
Preferve  frail  tranfitory  fame  as  much 
As  fpice  doth  bodies  from  corrupt  air's  touch. 

Mine  are  (hort-liv'd ;  the  tinflure  of  your  name 
Creates  in  them.,  but  diflipates  as  fall 
New  fpirits;  for  flrong  agents  with  the  fame 
Force  that  doth  warm  and  cherilh  us  do  wafte ; 
Kept  hot  withflrong  extradls  no  bodies  laft. 

So  my  verfe,  built  of  your  jufl:  praife,  might  waflt 
Reafon  and  likelihood,  the  firmed  bafe. 
And  made  of  miracle,  now  faith  is  fcant, 
Will  vanilh  foon,  and  fo  poffefs  no  place  : 
And  you  and  it  too  much  grace  might  difgrace. 

When  all  (as  truth  commands  aflont)  confefs 
All  truth  of  you,  yet  they  will  doubt  how  I 
(One  corn  of  one  low  ant-hill's  dufb,  and  lefs) 
Should  name,  know,  or  exprefs,  a  thing  fo  high. 
And  (not  an  inch)  meafure  infinity. 

I  cannot  tell  them,  nor  myfelf,  nor  you. 
But  leave,  lefl:  truth  b'  endanger'd  by  my  praife, 
And  tuf-n  to  God,  who  knows  I  think  this  true. 
And  ufeth  oft,  when  fuch  a  heart  mif-fays. 
To  make  it  good ;  for  fuch  a  praifer  prays. 

He  will  beft  teach  you  how  you  Ihould  lay  out 
His  flock  of  beauty,  learning,  favour,  blood  ; 
He  will  perplgi  iecurity  with  doubt, 
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And  plear  thofe  doubts ;  hide  from  you,  and  ihew 

you  good, 
And  fo  encrcafe  your  appetite  and  food. 

He  will  teach  you  that  good  and  bad  have  not 
One  latitude  in  cloillers  and  in  court  : 
Indifferent  there  the  greateft  fpace  hath  got ; 
Some  pity's  not  good  there,  fome  vain  dilport ; 
On  this  fide  fin  with  that  place  may  comport. 

Yet  he,  as  he  bounds  feas,  will  fix  your  hours, 
Which  pleafure  and  delight  may  not  ingrefs; 
And  though  what  none  elfe  loft  be  trueiieft  yours, 
He  will  make  you  what  you  did  not  poffcrfs, 
5y  ufing  others  (not  vice,  but)  weaknefs. 

He  will  make  you  fpeak  truths,  and  credibly. 
And  make  you  doubt  that  others  do  not  i'o  : 
He  will  provide  you  keys  and  locks,  tc  fpy, 
And  'fcape  fpics  to  good  ends ;  and  he  will  fliew 
What  you  will  not  acknowledge,  what  not  know. 

For  your  own  confcience  he  gives  innocence, 

But  for  your  fame  a  difcreet  warinefs  ; 

And  (though  to  'fcape  than  to  revenge  offence 

Be  better)  flie  ihews  both;  aid  to  reprefs 

Joy  when  your  flate  fwells,  fadnefs  when  't  is  lefs. 

prom  need  of  tears  he  will  defend  your  foul, 
Or  make  arebaptizing  of  one  tear  : 
He  cannot,  (that's,  he  will  not)  dif-inroU 
Your  name  ;  and  when  with  acSlive  joy  we  hear 
This  private  Gofpel,  then  't  is  our  new-year. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD. 

Honour  is  fo  fublirae  perfe(5lion, 

And  fo  refin'd,  that  when  God  was  alone, 

And  creaturelefs  at  firft,  himfelf  had  none  : 

.  But  as  of  th'  elements  thefe,  which  we  tread. 
Produce  all  things  with  which  we're  joy'd  or  fed; 
And  thofe  are  barren  both  above  our  head  ; 

So  from  low  perfons  doth  all  honour  flow  ; 
Kings,  whom  they  would  have  honour'd,  to  us 

Ihew, 
And  but  dircft  our  honour,  not  beflow. 

For  when  from  herbs  the  pure  part  mufl  be  won 
From  grofs  by  ftilling,  this  is  better  done 
By  defpis'd  dang  than  by  the  fire  or  fun. 

Care  not,  then.  Madam, how  low  your  praifcs lie; 
In  labourers  ballads  oft  more  piety 
God  finds,  than  in  Te  Deum's  melody. 

And  ordnance  rais'd  on  tow'rs  fo  many  mile 
Send  not  their  voice,  nor  laft  fo  long  a  while, 
As  fires  from  th'  earth's  low  vaults  in  Sicil  IHe. 

Should  1  fay  I  liv'd  darker  than  were  true. 

Your  radiation  can  all  clouds  fubdue 

JBut  one  :  't  is  beft  light  to  contemplate  you. 


You,  for  whofc  body  Gnd  made  better  clay. 
Or  took  fouls  ftuff,  fuch  as  i\\x'\  la'e  decay. 
Or  fuch  as  needs  fmall  ciiangs  at  tiie  lafl  day. 

This,  as  an  amber-drop  enwraps  a  bee. 
Covering  diicovers  your  quick  foul,  that  we 
May  in   your  th'rough-fhine  front  your    hearts 
thoughts  fee. 

Yoa  teach  (though  we  learn  not)  a  thing  unknown 
To  our  late  times,  the  ufe  of  fpecular  ftcne, 
I'hrough  whicii  all  things  within  without  were 
fhcv/n. 

Of  fuch  were  temples;  fo  and  fuch  you  are  ; 

Being  and  feeing  is  your  equal  care. 

And  virtue'b  whole  fum  is  but  know  and  dare. 

Difcretion  is  a  wife  man's  foul,  and  fo 
Religion  is  a  Chriflian's ;   and  you  know 
How  thefe  are  one :  her  Yea  is  not  her  No. 

But  as  our  fouls  of  growth  and  fouls  of  fenCe 
Have  birthright  of  our  reafon's  foci,  yet  hence 
They  fly  not  from  that,  nor  feck  precrcvnce. 

Nature's  fitft  leffon,  fo  Difcretion 

Mufl  not  grudge  Zeal  a  place,  nor  yet  keen  none, 

Not  banifh  itfclf,  nor  Religion. 

Nor  may  we  hope  to  folder  fllll  and  knit 

Thefe  two,  and  dare  to  break  them  j nor  ir.-ofl  V/it 

Be  colleague  to  Religion,  but  be  it. 

In  thofe  poor  types  of  God,  (round  circles!  fa 
Religion's  types  the  piecelefs  centres  flow, 
And  are  in  all  the  lines  which  all  ways  go. 

If  either  ever  wrought  in  you  alone, 

Or  principally,  then  Religion 

Wrought  your  ends,  and  your  ways  Difcrei:cn, 

Go  thither  fill,  go  the  fame  way  you  went 
Wiio  fo  would  change  doth  covet  or  repen' 
Neither  can  reach  ywu,  great  raid  innocent. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  BEDFORD. 

Begun  in  France,  but  nsver  perftSisd. 

Though  I  be  dead  and  buried,  y*t  I  have 
(Living  in  you)  court  enough  in  my  grave ; 
As  oft  as  there  I  think  myfeif  to  be, 
So  many  refurredlions  waken  me  : 
That  thankfulnefs  your  favours  have  begot 
In  me,  embalms  me,  that  I  do  not  rot. 
This  feafon,  as  't  is  Eafter,  as  't  is  fpring, 
Mull  both  to  growth  and  to  confeffion  bring 
My  thoughts,  difpos'd  into  your  influence,  fo 
Ihefe  verfes  bud, fo  thefe  confcfTions  grow. 
Firft  I  confefs  I  have  to  others  lent 
Your  ftock,  and  over  prodigally  fpent 
Your  treafure;  for  fmce  I  had  never  knowa 
Virtue  and  beauty,  but  as  they  are  grown 
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Tn  you,  T  Aould  not  thinfe  or  fay  they  fliine 

(So  as  I  have )  in  any  othrr  mine. 

Next  I  confefs  this  my  (!onl>;irion, 

For  'tis  foTie  fault  thus  much  to  touch  upon 

Your  praife   to  you,  where  half  rights  feem  too 

much. 
And  mike  your  mind's  fincere  complexion  hlulh. 
Next  I  confefs  my  impenitence,  for  [ 
Can  fcarce  repent  my  firft  fault,  fmce  thereby 
Remote  low  fpirits,  which  fhall  ne'er  read  you. 
May  in  lefs  lefTons  find  enough  to  do 
By  ftudying  copies,  not  originals. 


TO  THE  LA.DY  BEDFORD. 

You,  that  are  fiie  and  you,  that's  double  (he, 

In  her  dead  face  half  of  yourfelf  fhall  fee  ; 

She  was  the  other  part ;  for  fo  they  do 

Which  build   them  friendftiips,  become   one  of 

two ; 
So  two,  that  but  themfelves  no  third  can  fit, 
Which  were  to  be  fo,  when  they  were  not  yet 
Twins,  though  their  birth  Cufco  and  Mufco  take, 
As  divers  ilars  one  conftellation  make  ; 
Pair'd  like  two  eyes,  have  equal  motion,  fo 
Both  but  one  means  to  fee,  one  way  to  go. 
Had  yot'.  dy'd  firft,  a  carcafs  flie  had  been, 
And  we  your  rich  tomb  in  her  face  had  feen. 
She,  like  the  foul,  is  gone,  and  you  here  ftay. 
Not  a  live  friend,  but  th'  other  half  of  clay  : 
And  fmce  you  adl  that  part,  as  men  fay.  Here 
Lies  fuch  a  prince,  when  but  one  part  is  there, 
And  do  all  honour  and  devotion  due 
Unto  the  whole,  fo  we  all  rev'rence  you  ; 
For  fuch  a  friendfliip  who  would  not  adore 
In  you,  who  are  all  what  both  were  before? 
Not  all,  as  if  fome  perifhed  by  this, 
But  fo  as  all  in  you  contracted  is  : 
As  of  this  all,  though  many  parts  decay, 
The  pure,  which  elemented  them,  fhall  ftay; 
And  though  diffus'd  and  fpread  in  infinite, 
Shall  recolle(5l,  and  in  one  all  unite. 
So,  Madam,  as  her  foul  to  heav'n  is  fled, 
Her  flefh  refts  in  the  earth,  as  in  the  bed; 
Her  virtues  do,  as  to  their  proper  fphere. 
Return  to  dwell  with  you,  of  whom  they  were  : 
As  perfedl  motions  are  all  circular, 
So  they  to  you,  their  fea,  whence  lefs  ftreams 

are. 
She  was  all  fpices,  you  all  metals  ;  fo 
In  you  two  we  did  both  rich  Indias  know  : 
And  as  no  fire  nor  ruft  can  fpend  or  wafte 
One  dram  of  gold,  but  what  was  firft  fhall  laft. 
Though  it  be  forc'd  in  water,  earth,  fait,  air, 
Expans'd  in  infinite,  none  will  impair  ; 
So  to  yourfelf  you  may  additions  take. 
But  nothing  can  you  lefs  or  changed  make. 
Seek  not,  in  feeking  new,  to  fcem  to  doubt 
That  you  can  match  her,  or  not  be  without, 
But  let  fome  faithful  book  in  her  room  be. 
Yet  but  of  Judith  no  fuch  book  as  ihp. 
VoL.IY 
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TO  SIR  EDWARD  HERBERT, 

SINCE  LORD  HERBERT  OF  CHERBUR7, 

Being  at  the  Siege  ofjulieri, 

Man  is  a  lump,  where  all  beafts  kneaded  be ; 

Wifdom  mak«s  him  an  ark  where  all  agree  ; 

The  fool,  in  whom  thefe  beafts  do  live  at  jar. 

Is  fport  to  others,  and  a  theatre  ; 

Nor  'fcapes  he  fo,  but  is  himfelf  their  prey ; 

All  which  was  man  in  him  is  ate  away  ; 

And  now  his  beafts  on  one  another  feed. 

Yet  couple  in  anger,  and  new  monfters  breed. 

How  happy's  he  which  hath  due  place  aflign'd 

To  his  beafts,  and  difaforefted  his  mind  1 

Empal'd  himfelf  to  keep  them  out,  not  in  ; 

Can  fow,  and  dares  truft  corn,  where  they  have 

been  ; 
Can  ufe  his  horfe,  goat,  wolf,  and  ev'ry  beaft. 
And  is  not  afs  himfelf  to  all  the  reft  I 
Elfe  man  not  only  is  the  herd  of  fwine, 
But  he's  thofe  devils  too  which  did  incline 
Them  to  an  headlong  rage,  and  made  them  worfe  ; 
For  man  can  add  weight  to  Heav'n's  heavieft. 

curfe. 
As  fouls  (they  fay)  by  our  firft  touch  take  in 
The  poifonous  tindlure  of  original  fin, 
So  to  the  punifliments  which  God  doth  fling 
Our  apprehenfioii  contributes  the  ftring. 
Fo  us,  as  to  his  chickens,  he  doth  caft 
Hemlock  ;  and  we,  as  men,  his  hemlock  tafte  : 
We  do  infufe  to  what  he  meant  for  meat 
Corrofivenefs,  or  intenfe  cold  or  heat ; 
For  God  no  fuch  fpecific  poifon  hath 
As  kills,  men  know  not  how  ;  his  fiercefl  wrath 
Hath  no  antipathy;  but  may  be  good 
At  leall  for  phyfic,  if  not  for  our  food. 
Thus  man,  that  might  be  his  pleafure  is  his  radj, 
And  is  his  devil  that  might  be  his  God. 
Since  then  our  bus'nefs  is  to  redlify 
Nature  to  what  ftie  was,  we're  led  awry 
By  them  who  man  to  us  in  little  ftiow ; 
Greater  than  due  no  form  we  can  beftow 
On  him,  for  man  into  himfelf  can  draw 
All ;  all  his  faith  can  fwallow  or  reafon  chaw ; 
All  that  is  fiU'd,  and  all  that  which  doth  fill ; 
All  the  round  world  to  man  is  but  a  pill ; 
In  all  it  works  not,  but  it  is  in  all 
Poifonous,  or  purgative,  or  cordial : 
For  knowledge  kindles  calentures  in  fome. 
And  is  to  others  icy  opium. 
As  brave  as  true  is  that  profefllon  then 
Which  you  do  ufe  to  make,  that  you  know  man  ; 
This  makes  it  credible  you  have  dwelt  upon 
All  worthy  books,  and  now  arc  fuch  an  one. 
A(5tions  are  authors,  and  of  thofe  in  you 
Your  friends  find  ev'ry  day  a  mart  of  new. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  HUNTINGDON. 


Man  to  God's  Irnage,  Eve  to  man's,  was  made, 
Nor  find  We  that  God  breath'd  a  fowl  'm  her ; 
G 
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Canons  will  not  chiircb-fundlions  you  invade, 
Nor  laws  to  civil  office  yoii  prefer. 

Who  vagfrant  trnnfitory  comet'?  fees 
Wonders,  becaiifi.  they're  rare  ;  hut  a  new  flar, 
Whofe  motion  with  the  firmament  ao;rees, 
Is  miracle,  for  there  no  new  things  are. 

In  women  fo  perchanie  mild  innocence 
A  feldom  comet  is,  but  adtive  good 
A  miracle,  which  reafon  'fcapes  and  fenfe. 
For  art  and  nature  this  in  them  withftood. 

A"?  fuch  a  flar  the  Matri  led  to  view 

The  manjjer-cradled  infant  God  below, 

Bv  vivtiies's  beams  fhy  fame  deriv'd  from  you) 

May  apt  fouls,  and  the  worft,  may  virtue  know« 

If  the  world's  aee  and  death  be  arjjued  well 

By  the  fun's  fall,  which  now  t'wards  earth  doth 

bend, 
Then  we  miKht  fear  that  Virtue,  finceflie  fell 
So  low  as  woman,  fliould  be  near  her  end. 

But  {lie's  not  floop'd,  but  rais'd  :  exil'd  by  men 
She  fled  to  heav'n,  that's  heavenly  things,  that's 

you  : 
She  vi-as  in  all  men  thinly  fcatter'd  then. 
But  now  a  mafs  contradled  in  a  few. 

She  g-ilded  us,  but  you  are  ^old  ;  and  flie 
InforP'-ed  us.  but  tranfuhflantiates  you. 
Soft  difriofitions,  which  ducSile  he. 
Elixir-like,  flie  makes  not  clean   but  new. 

Though  you  a  wife's  and  mother's  name  retain, 
'Tis  not  as  woman   for  all  are  not  fo  ; 
But  Virtue  having:  made  vou  virtue,  is  fain 
To  adhere  in  thefe  names,  her  and  you  to  fhew ; 

Blfe,  heingr  alike  pure,  we  fhould  neither  fee. 
As  water  beings  into  air  rarify'd. 
Neither  appear  till  in  one  cloud  they  be. 
So  for  our  fakes  you  do  low  names  abide  : 

Taught   by   great   conftellations   (which,    being 

fram'd 
Of  the  mofl-  ftars,  take  low  names  Crab  snd  Bull, 
Wlien  fmgle  planets  by  the  gods  are  nam'd~) 
You  covet  not  gieat  natties,  of  great  things  full. 

So  you,  as  woman,  one  doth  comprehend. 
And  in  the  vale  of  kindred  others  fee  : 
'J'o  fome  you  are  reveai'd   as  in  a  friend, 
Jind  as  a  virtuous  prince  far  off  to  me. 

To  whom,  brcaufe  from  you  all  virtu, s  flow. 
And  'tis  not  none  to  dare  contemplate  you, 
I,  which' dofo,  as  your  true  fuhjecS,  owe 
9ome  tribute  for  that ;  fo  thefe  Lines  are  dae. 

Ip^yitju  ran  think  thefe  flatteries  tReyarc, 
For  then  your  judgment  is  below  my  praife  : 
If  they  were  ia,  clt  flatteries  work  as  far 
As  counfcls,  and  as  far  th'  endeavour  raife. 
3- 


So  my  ill  reaching  yn«  might  there  grow  good. 
But  I  remain  a  poifon'd  fountain  ftill  ; 
And  not  your  beauty,  virtue,  knowledge,  blood, 
Aie  more  above  all  flattery  than  my  will. 

And  if  I  flatter  any  'tis  not  you. 
But  my  own  judgment,  who  did  long  ago 
Pronounce  that  a!!  thefe  praifes  fhould  be  true, 
And  virtue  fhould  your  beauty  and  birth  outgrow. 

Now  that  my  prophefies-are  all  fulfill'd, 
Rather  than  God  ftiou'd  not  be  honoured  too. 
And  all  thefe  gifts  confcfs'd  which  he  inftill'd, 
Yourfclf  were  bound  to  fay  that  which  1  do. 

So  !  but  your  recorder  am  in  this, 

Or  mouth  and  fpeaker  of  the  univerfe, 

A  oiinlfterial  notary;  for  'tis 

Not  1,  but  you  and  Fame,  that  make  this  verfe. 

f  was  your  prophet  in  your  younger  day?. 
And  now  your  chaplain,  God  in  you  to  praife. 


COUNTESS    OF    H  UNTINOD  ON.- • 

That  unripe  fide  of  earth,  that  heavy  clime 
That  gives  us  man  up  now,  like  Adam's  time 
Before  he  a'e  ;  man's  fhape,  that  would  yet  be 
(Knev.-  they  not  it,  and  fcar'd  beafts'  conipany) 
So  naked  at  this  day,  as  though  man  there 
From  Paradife  fo  great  a  diftancc  were. 
As  ye'  the  news  could  not  arrived  be 
Of  Adam's  tafling  the  forbidden  tree ; 
Depriv'd  of  that  tree  flate  v^hich  they  were  in, 
And  wantmg  the  reward,  yet  bear  the  fin. 

But  as  from  extreme   heights  who  dovrnwari 
looks, 
Sees  men  at  children's  fliapes,  rivers  as  brooks. 
And  lofcth  younger  forms ;  fo  to  your  eye 
Thefe,  (Madam  !)  that  without  your  diftancc  lie. 
Mull  either  mift  or  nothing  feem  to  he. 
Who  are  at  home  but  wit's  mere  ato>/ii. 
But  I,  who  can  behold  them  move  and  ftay. 
Have  found  myfelf  to  you  juft  their  midway. 
And  now  muft  pity  them  ;  for  as  they  do 
Seem  fick  t®  me.  juft  fo  muft  I  to  you  ; 
Yet  neither  will  I  vex  your  eyes  to  fee 
A  fighing  ode  nor  crofs-arm'd  elegy. 
I  come  not  to  call  pity  f;om  your  heart, 
Like  fome  white-liver'd  dotard,  that  would  part 
Elfe  from  hi  Hippery  foul  with  a  faint  groan, 
And  faithfully  (without  you  fmlle)  were  gone. 
I  cannot  feel  the  tcmpeft  of  a  frown  ; 
[  may  be  rais'd  by  love,  but  not  thrown  down; 
Though  1  can  pity  ihofe  figh  twice  a-day, 
I  hate  that  thing  whifpcrs  itfelf  away. 
Yet  fince  all  love  is  fcveriih,  who  to  trees 
Doth  talk,  yet  doth  in  love's  cold  ague  freeze. 
'  ris  love,  but  with  fuch  fatal  weaknefs  made. 
That  it  deftroys  itfelf  with  its  own  fhadc.      [piin. 
Who  firft  look'd  fad,  gritv'd,  pin'd,  and  fh.  w'd  hi& 
Was  he  that  fiift  taught  women  to  difdain. 


LETTERS. 


And  all  things  were  but  dne  nothing,  dull  and 
weak. 
Until  this  raw  diforder'd  heap  did  break. 
And  feveral  defires  led  parts  away. 
Water  declin'd  with  earth,  the  air  did  ftay, 
Fire  lofe,  and  each  from  other  but  unty'd, 
Themfelves  unprifon'd  were  and  purify'd  ; 
So  was  love,  firft  in  vaft  confufion  hid, 
An  unripe  willingnefs which  nothing  did; 
A  thirft,  an  appetite  which  had  no  cafe,      [pleafe. 
That  found  a  want,  but  knew  not  what  would 
"What  pretty  innocence  in  that  day  mov'd, 
Man  ignorantiy  walk'd  by  her  he  lov'd  ! 
Both  Cgh'd  and  interchang'd  a  fpeaking  eye, 
Both  trembled  and  were  fick,  yet  knew  not  why. 
That  natural  fearfulnels  that  (truck  man  dumb, 
Might  well  (thqfe  times  confider'd)  man  become. 
As  all  difcovercrs,  whofe  firil  effay 
Knds  but  the  place,  after  the  nearefl:  way ; 
.So  paflion  is  to  woman's  love,  about, 
Kay,  farther  off,  tha:-i  when  we  firft  fet  out.  ■ 
It  is  not  love  that  fues^  or  doth  contend ; 
I,ove  either  conquers,  or  but  meets  a  friend. 
Man's  better  part  confifhsof  purer  fire, 
And  findi  itfelf  allow'd  ere  it  defire. 
Love  is  wife  here,  keeps  home,  gives  reafon  fway, 
And  journiesnot  till  it  find  fummer-way. 
A  weather-beaten  lover,  but  once  known, 
Is  fportfor  every  giil  to  praClife  on.  [know, 

"Who  flrives  through  v/oraan's  fcorns  women  to 
Is  loft,  and  feeks  his  flaadow  to  outgo ; 
it  is  mere  ficknefs  after  one  difdain. 
Though  he  be  cail'd  aioud  to  look  again. 
Let  others  fm  and  grieve  ;  one  cunning  flight 
Shall  freeze  my  love  (o  cryftal  in  a  night. 
I  can  love  firfl,  and  (if  I  win)  love  ftill, 
And  cannot  be  remov'd,  unlefs  {he  v.'iil. 
It  is  her  fauk  if  1  unfure  remain  ; 
She  only  can  unty,  I  bind  again. 
The  honefties  of  love  with  eafe  I  do, 
Bu'  am  no  porter  for  a  tedious  woe. 

But,  Madam,  I  now  think  on  you  ;  and  here, 
"Where  we  are  at  our  heights,  you  but  appear. 
We  are  but  clouds,  you  rife  from  our  noon-ray, 
But  a  foul  Ihadow,  not  your  break  of  day. 
You  are  at  firil-hand  all  that's  fair  and  right. 
And  others'  good  refle&s  but  back  your  light : 
You  are  a  perfednefs,  fo  curious  hir. 
That  youngeft  flatteries  do  fcandal  it ; 
For  what  is  more  doth  what  you  are  reflrain, 
And  though  beyond,  is  down  the  hill  again. 
We  have  no  next  way  to  yoa,  we  crofs  to't , 
You  are  the  ftraight  line,  thing  prais'd,  attribute  : 
Each  good  in  you's  a  light ;  fo  many  a  lliade 
Ycu  make,  and  in  them  are  your  motions  made. 
Thefe  are  your  pictures  to  the  life.  From  far 
We  fee  you  move,  and  here  your  zances  are; 
So  that  no  fountain  good  there  is  doth  grow 
In  you  but  our  dim  actions  faintly  fnow. 

Then  find  I,  if  man's  nobleft  part  be  love. 
Your  pureft  luftre  muft  that  iliadow  move. 
The  foul  with  body  is  a  heav'n  eombin'd 
With  earth,  and  for  man's  eafe  nearer  join'd. 
Where  thoughts,  the  ftars  cf  foul,  v^e  underfland, 
■We  guisis  not  their  large  natures,  but  coawiar.d ; 


And  love  in  you  that  bounty  h  of  tight. 

That  gives  to  all,  and  yet  hath  infinite  ; 

Whofe  heat  doth  force  us  thither  to  intend, 

But  foul  we  find  too  earthly  to  afccnd. 

Till  flow  accefs  hath  made  it  wholly  pure,        '   " 

Able  immortal  clearnefs  to  endure. 

Who  dare  afpire  this  journey  with  a  (lain, 

Hath  weight  will  force  him  headlong  back  agaiiri. 

No  more  can  impure  man  retain  and  move 

In  that  pure  region  of  a  Vkforthy  love, 

Thati  earthly  fubflance  can  unforc'd  afpire, 

And  leave  his  nature  to  converfe  with  fif-e. 

Such  may  have   eye  and  hand,  may  ligh,  may 
fpeak,  [break. 

But  like  fvYoln  bubbles,  when  they're  high'il  they 
Though  far  removed  northern  ifles  fcarce  find 
The  fun's  comfoit,  yet  fome  think  him  too  kind. 
There  is  an  equal  dillance  from  her  eye  ; 
Men  perifii  too  far  off,  and  burn  too  nigh. 
But  as  air  takes  the  fur.-beams  equal  bright 
From  the  rays  firft  to  his  laft  oppofite, 
So  happy  man,  blefc  with  a  virtuous  love. 
Remote  or  near,  or  hoy/foe'er  they  move. 
Their  virtue  breaks  all  clouds  that  miglit  anRoy  ; 
There  is  no  emptinefs,  but  all  is  joy. 
He  much  profanes  (whom  valiant  heats  do  move) 
To  ilyle  his  wand'ring  rage  of  paflion  Love. 
Love,  that  imports  in  every  thir'g  delight, 
Is  fancied  by  the  foul,  not  appetite  ; 
Why  love  among  the  virtues  is  not  known 
Is,  that  love  is  them  all  cohtra<S  in  one. 


TO  MR.  j.  W. 


fire 


AtL  hail,fweet  Poe»  I  and  full  of  more  ftrong 
Than  hath  or  Ihall  enkincile  my  dull  fpirit, 
I  lov'd  what  Nature  gave  thee,  but  thy  merit 
Of  wit  and  art  1  love  hot  But  admire. 
Who  have  before  or  fliail  write  after  thee, 
rheir  works,  though  toughly  laboured,  will  be 
I,ike  infancy  or  age  to  man's  iirni  ftay, 
Or  early  and  late  twilights  to  mid-day. 

Men  fay,  and  trdy,  that  they  better  be 
Vi'hich  be  envy'd  than  pitied;  therefore  I, 
Becaufe  I  wifh  the  bcrt,  do  thee  envy. 
O  1  v/ould'ft  thou  by  like  reafon  pity  me, 
But  care  not  for  me,  f,  that:  ever  was 
In  Nature's  and  in  Fortune's  gifts,  alas  I 
(But  for  thy  grace  got  in  the  Mufe*3  ichftol) 
A  monlcer  and  a  bea;gar,  am  a  fool. 


Oh !  how  I  grieve  that  late-born  niodeily 

Hath  got  fuch  root  in  eafy  waxen  hearts,        [parts' 

I'hat  men  may   not  themfelves  iheir  owfl  goo3 

Extol  without  fufpeil  of  furqaVdry  : 

For  but  thyfelf  no  fubjeft  can  be  found 

Worthy  thy  quiil,  nor  any  quill  refouhd 

Thy  worth  but  thine.  How  good  it  were  to  fee 

A  p-Seni  in  thy  praife,  and  writ  by  ihee  ! 

Now  if  this  fong  be  too  haifh  for  rhyme,  yet  aS 
Th6  painter's  bad  god  made  a  good  devil. 
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It  will  be  good  profe,  althougli  the  verfe  be  evil. 
If  thou  forget  the  rhyme  as  thou  doft  pafs, 
Then  write,  that  I  may  follow,  and  fo  be 
Thy  echo,  thy  debtor,  thy  foil,  thy  zany. 
I  Ihall  be  thought  (if  mine  like  thine  I  fliape) 
All  the  world's  lion,  though  I  be  thy  ape. 


TO  MR.  T.  W. 

[fare 
Haste  thee,  harlh  Verfe  I  as  faft  as  thy  lame  mea- 
Will  give  thee  leave,  to  him ;  my  pain  and  pleafure 
I've  given  thee,  and  yet  thou  art  too  weak, 
Feet  and  a  reafoning  foul,  and  tongue  to  fpeak. 
Tell  him  all  queftions  which  men  have  defended 
Both  of  the  place  and  pains  of  hell,  are  ended ; 
And  'tis  decreed  our  hell  is  but  privation 
Of  him,  at  leaft  in  this  earth's  habitation ; 
And  'tis  where  I  am,  where  in  every  ftreet 
Infedlions  follow,  overtake,  and  meet. 
Live  1  or  die,  by  you  my  love  is  fent ; 
You  arc  my  pawns,  or  elfe  my  teflament. 


TO  MR.  T.  W. 

[Fear, 
Pregnant  again  with  th'  old  twins,  Hope  and 
Oft  have  I  afk'd  for  thee,  both  how  and  where 
Thou  T*ert,  and  what  my  hopes  of  letters  were ; 

As  in  our  ftreets  fly  beggars  narrowly 
Watch  motions  of  the  giver's  hand  or  eye, 
And  ever  more  conceive  fome  hope  thereby. 

And  now  thy  almsisglv'n,  the  letter's  read, 
The  body  rifen  again  the  which  was  dead, 
And  thy  poor  fiarveling  bountifully  fed. 

After  this  banquet  my  foul  doth  fay  grace, 
And  praife  thee  for't,  and  z^ealoufly  «mbrace 
Thy  love ;  though  I  tliink  thy  love  in  this  cafe 
To  be  as  gluttons,  which  fay,  amidfl  their  meat, 
They  love  that  bell  of  which  they  moil  do  eat. 


I  N  C  E  R  T  O. 

At  once  from  hence  my  lines  and  I  depart, 
1  to  my  foft  ftill  walks,  they  to  my  heart; 
I  to  the  nurfe,  they  to  the  child  of  Art. 

Yet  as  a  firm  houfe,  though  the  carpenter 
Periih,  doth  fland  ;  as  an  ambaffador 
Lies  Xafe,  howe'er  his  king  be  in  danger ; 

So,  thotigh  I  languifh,  preft  tvith  melancholy. 
My  verfe,  the  ftridl  map  of  my  mlfery, 
Shall  live  to  fee  that  for  whofe  want  I  die. 

Therefore  1  envy  them,  and  do  repent 

That  from  unhappy  me  things  ha)  py  arc  fent; 

Yet  as  a  pidure  or  bare  facrament  | 


Accept  thefe  lines,  and  if  in  them  there  be 
Merit  of  love,  bellow  that  love  on  me. 


TO  MR.  C.  B. 

Thy  friend,  whom  thy  defertsto  thee  enchain, 

Urg'd  by  this  uncxcufable  occafion. 

Thee  and  the  faint  of  his  affeiSion 

Leaving  behind,  doth  of  both  wants  complain  ; 

And  let  the  love  1  bear  to  both  fuftain 

No  blot  nor  maim  by  this  dlvifion ; 

Strong  is  this  love  which  tics  our  hearts  in  one. 

And  flroDg  that  love  puri'u'd  with  amorous  pain. 

But  though  hefides  myfclf  I  leave  behind, 

Heav'n's  liberal  and  the  thrice  fair  fun, 

Going  to  where  ftarv'd  winter  aye  doth  won. 

Yet  love's  hot  fires,  which  martyr  my  fad  mind. 

Do  fend  forth  fcalding  fighs,  which  have  the  art 

To  melt  all  ice  but  that  whlvh  walls  her  heart. 


TO  MR.  S.  B. 

0  THOU  !  which  to  fearch  out  the  fecret  parts 
Of  th'  India,  or  rather  Paradife 

Of  knowledge,  hafl  with  courage  and  advice 
Lately  launch'd  into  the  vaft  fea  of  arts, 
Difdain  not  in  thy  conftant  travelling 
To  do  as  other  voyagers,  and  make 
Some  turns  into  lefs  creeks,  and  wifely  take 
Frefh  water  at  the  Heliconian  fpring. 

1  fmg  not  Siren-like  to  tempt,  for  I 

Am  harlh ;  nor  as  thofe  fchifmatics  with  you. 
Which  draw-  all  wits  of  good  hope  to  their  crevr; 
But  feeing  in  you  bright  fparks  of  poetry, 
I,  though  I  brought  no  fuel,  had  defire 
With  thefe  articulate  blafts  to  blow  the  fire. 


TO  MR.  B.  B. 

f$  not  thy  facred  hunger  of  fclence 
Yet  fatisfy'd  ?  is  not  thy  brain's  rich  hive 
Full  fill'd  with  honey,  which  thou  doft  derive 
From  the  arts  fpirits  and  their  quinteffence  ? 
Then  wean  thyfelf  at  laft,  and  thee  withdraw 
From  Cambri(ige,  thy  old  nurfe;  and  as  the  reft 
Here  toughly  chew  and  fturdily  digeft 
Th'  immenfe  vaft  volumes  of  our  Common  Law ; 
And  begin  foon,  left  my  grief  grieve  thee  too. 
Which  is  that  that  which  I  fhould  have  begun 
In  my  youth's  morning,  now  late  muft  be  done ; 
And  I,  as  giddy  travellers  muft  do. 
Which  ftray  or  fleep  all  day,  and  having  loft 
Light  and  ftrength,  dark  and  tir'd  muft  then  ride 
poft. 

If  thou  unto  thy  Mufe  be  mawied, 

Embrace  her  ever,  ever  multiply; 

Be  far  from  me  that  ftrangc  adultery 

To  tempt  thee,  and  procure  htr  widowhooA 
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YOI 


"My  nurfe,  (for  !  had  one)  bccaufe  Tm  cold, 

Divorc'd  herfelf ;  the  caufe  being  in  me. 

That  I  can  take  no  new  in  bigamy ; 

Not  my  will  only,  but  pow'r,  doth  withhold  : 

Hence  comes  it  that  theie  rhymes,  which  never  had 

Mother,  want  matter ;  and  they  only  have 

A  little  form,  the  which  their  father  gave  : 

They  are  profane,  imperfeift,  oh !  too  bad 

To  be  counted  children  of  Poetry, 

E.scept  confirm'd  and  bifltopped  by  thee. 


TO  MR.  R.  W. 

It,  as  mine  is,  thy  life  a  Dumber  be,  [me  : 

Seem,  when  thou  read'fl  thefe  lines,  to  dream  of 
Never  did  Morpheus  nor  his  brother  wear  [pear. 
Shapes  fo  like  thofe  ftiapes  whom  they  would  ap- 
As  this  my  letter  is  like  me,  for  it  [and  wit ; 

Hath  my  name,  words,  hand,  feet,  heart,  mind, 
It  is  my  Deed  of  Gift  of  me  to  thee ; 
It  is  my  will,  myfelf  the  legacy  : 
So  thy  retirings  I  love,  yea  envy. 
Bred  in  thee  by  a  wife  melancholy ; 
That  I  rejoice  that  unto  where  thou  art, 
Though  I  ftay  here,  I  can  thus  fend  my  heart, 
As  kindly  as  any  enamour'd  patient 
His  pidlure  to  his  abfent  love  hath  fent. 
All  news  I  think  fooner  reach  thee  than  me ; 
Heavens  are  heav'ns,  and  fhips  wing'd  angels  be, 
Thewhichbothgofpel  and  flernthreat'nings  bring; 
Guiana's  harveft  is  nipt  in  the  fpring, 
I  fear  ;  and  with  us  (methinks)  Fate  deals  fo, 
As  with  the  Jews  guide  God  did ;  he  did  fhew 
Him  the  rich  Jand,  but  barr'd  his  entry  in  : 
Our  flownef/is  our  punilhment  and  fin. 
Perchance,  thefe  Spanifh  bus'nefles  being  done. 
Which  as  the  earth  between  the  moon  and  fun 
Eclipfe  the  light  which  Guiana  would  give, 
Our  difcontinued  hopes  we  fliall  retrieve ; 
But  if  (as  all  th'  all  muft)  hopes  fmoke  away, 
Is  not  almighty  Virtue  an  India  ? 

If  men  be  worlds,  there  is  in  every  one 
Something  to  anfwer  in  fome  proportion 
All  the  world's  riches;  and  in  good  men  this 
"Virtue  our  form's  form,  and  our  foul's  foul  is. 


TO  MR.  J.  L. 

Of  that  Ihort  roll  of  friends  writ  in  my  heart, 

Which  with  thy  name  begins,  fince  their  depart. 

Whether  in  th'  Englifh  provinces  they  be, 

Or  drink  of  Po,  Sequan,  or  Danuby, 

There's  none  that  fometimes  greets  us  not;  and  yet 

Your  Trent  is  Lethe,  that  paft  us  you  forget. 

You  do  not  duties  of  focieties. 

If  from  th'  embrace  of  a  lov'd  wife  you  rife. 

View  your  fat  beafts.ftretched  barns,  and  labour'd 

fields. 
Eat,  play,  ride,  take  of  joys,  which  all  day  yields. 
And  then  again  to  your  embracements  go; 
Some  hours  on  us  your  friends,  and  fome  bdlow 


I 


Upon  your  Mufe  ;  elfe  both  wc  Ihall  rei^ent, 

I  that  my  love,  flie  tliat  her  gifts,  on  you  are  fpent 


TO  MR.  J.  P. 

Blest  are  your  north  parts,  for  all  this  longtime 
My  fun  is  with  you,  cold  and  dark's  our  clime. 
Heav'n's  fun,  which  ftay'd  fo  long  fromns  this  year, 
Stay'd  in  your  north,  (I  think)  forlhe  was  there. 
And  hither,  by  kind  Nature  drawn  from  thence. 
Here  rages,  chafes,  and  threatens  peftilence  ; 
Yet  I,  as  long  as  Ihe  from  hence  doth  ftay. 
Think  this  no  fouth,  no  fummer,  nor  no  dav. 
With  thee  my  kind  and  unkind  heart  is  run. 
There  facrifice  it  to  that  beauteous  fun  ; 
So  may  thy  paftares  with  their  flowery  feafls. 
As  fuddenly  as  lard  fat  thy  lean  beafls ; 
So  may  thy  woods,  oft  poU'd,  yet  ever  wear 
A  green  and  (when  fiie  lifl)  a  golden  hair ; 
So  may  all  thy  (lieep  bring  forth  twins ;  and  fo 
In  chafe  and  race  may  thy  horfe  ail  outgo ; 
So  may  thy  love  and  courage  ne'er  be  cold. 
Thy  fon  ne'er  ward,  thy  lov'd  wife  ne'er  feem  rtid; 
But  may'fl  thou  wiih  g/eat  things,  and  themattain, 
As  thou  tell'fl  her,  and  none  but  her,  my  pain. 


To  MRS.  M.  H, 

R^AD  Paper  !  flay,  and  grudge  not  here  to  burn 
With  all  thofe  fons  whom  thy  brain  did  create  ; 
At  leaft  lie  hid  with  me  till  thou  return 
To  rags  again,  which  is  thy  native  ilate. 

What  though  thou  have  enough  unworthinefs 
To  come  unto  great  place  as  others  do  ? 
That's  much,  emboldens,  pulls,  thrufts,  I  confefs; 
But 't  is  not  all ;  thou  fhouldft  be  wicked  too. 

And  that  thou  canfl  not  learn,  or  not  of  me,     ' 
Yet  thou  wilt  go  ;  go,  fince  thou  goeft  to  her 
Who  lacks  but  faults  to  be  a  prince,  for  Ihe 
Truth,  whom  they  dare  not  pardon,  dares  prefer. 

But  when  thou  com'ft  to  that  perplexing  eye. 
Which  equally  claims  love  and  reverence, 
1  hou  wilt  not  long  difpute  it,  thou  wilt  die. 
And  having  little  now,  have  then  no  fenfe. 

Yet  when  her  warm  redeeming  hansl  (which  is 
A  miracle,  and  made  fuch,  to  work  more) 
Doth  touch  thee,(faplelsleaf!)  thou  grow'ft  bythfs 
Her  creature,  glurify'd  more  than  before. 

Then  as  a  mother,  which  delights  to  hear 
Her  early  child  mif-fpeak  half-utter'd  words, 
Or  becaufe  Majcfly  doth  never  fear 
HI  or  bold  fpeech,  ihe  audience  affords. 

And  then,  cold  fpeechlefs  wretch !  thou  dy'll  againi 
And  wifely ;  what  dilcourfe  is  left  for  thee  ? 
From  fpeech  of  ill  and  her  thou  rnuft  p.hftaiiv 
And  is  there  any  good  which  is  not  fac  f 
G  iij 
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Yet  may'ft  thou  praife  her  fervants,  though  not 

her, 
And  Wit,  and  Virtue,  and  Honour,  her  attend; 
And  fince  they're  but  her  clothes,  thou  flialt  not 

err 
If  thou  her  fhape,  and  beauty,  and  grace  commend. 

Who  knows  thy  defliiiy  ?  when  thou  haft  done, 
perchance  lier  cabinet  may  hdibour  thee. 
Whither  all  noble  ambitious  wits  do  run, 
iV  neft  almoft  as  full  of  good  as  {he. 

When  thou  art  there,  if  any  whom  we  know 
Were  fav'd  before,  and  did  that  heaven  partake, 
When  fhe  revolves  his  papers  mark  what  fhiCW 
or  favour  fhe  alone  to  them  doth  maks. 

Mark  if,  to  get  them,  Ihe  o'erilcip  the  refl ; 
Mark  if  Hie  read  them  twice,  or  kifs  the  name; 
Mark  if  file  do  the  fame  that  they  proteft; 
Mark  if  fhe  mark  whither  her  woman  came  : 

Mark  if  flight  things  be  obje<Sed  and  o'erblown  ; 
Mark  if  her  oaths  againft  him  be  not  ftill 
ii.efei'v'd,  and  that  flie  grieve  file's  not  her  own, 
And  chides  the  dodlrine  that  denies  freewill. 

I  hid  thee  not  do  this  to  be  my  fpy, 

Kor  to  make  myfelf  her  famiiiar  ; 

But  fo  much  1  do  love  her  choice^  that  I 

Would  fain  love  him  that  fhall  be  lov'd  of  her. 


TO  E.  OF  D. 

With  fix  Holy  Sor.nets. 

See,  Sir,  how  as  the  fern's  hot:  mafcuUne  flame 
Begets  ftrange  creatures  on  Nile's  dirty  flirae, 
'in  nie  your  fatherly  yet  lufty  rhvme 
(For  thefe  Songs  ^re  their  fruits)    have  wrought 

the  fame  ; 
But  though   th'  engcnd'ring  force  from  whence 

they  came 
Be  ftrong  enough,  and  Nature  doth  admit 
Scv'n  to  be  born  at  once,  I  fend  as  yet 
But  fix  ,  they  fay  the  feventh  hath  ftd!  fome  maim: 
1  choofe  your  judgment,  which  the  fame  degree 
Doth  with  her  filler,  your  invention,  hold, 
As  fire  thefe  ciroffy  rhymes  to  purify. 
Or  ;is  elixir  to  change  them  ro  gold. 
Vou  arc  that  alchymift  which  always  had       [bad. 
'yVit,  whofe  one  ijiark  could  make  good  things  of 


A  DIAT.OGUE  BETWEEN 

Sill  H.  wo  PTON  AND  MR.  DONNE. 

If  her  difdain  lead  change  in  you  can  move. 
You  do  not  love  :'         '  ' 
For  when  that  hope  gives  fuel  to  the  fire, 
"Vo;*  fcUdtfire.       •     -       " 


Love  is  not  love  but  given  free  ; 
And  fo  is  mine,  fo  ihould  your's  be. 

Her  heart,  that  melts  to  hear  of  others  moan. 

To  mine  is  Hone  ; 

fler  eyes,  that  weep  a  flranger's  eyes  to  fee, 

Joy  to  wnnnd  me  : 

Yet  I  f o  well  alfect  each  part. 

As  ^caub'dby  them)  1  love  myfmart- 

Say  her  difdainings  juflly  mufl  be  grac'd 

With  name  of  cliaftti ; 

And  that  Ihe  frowns,  lefl  longing  fbould  exceed. 

And  lagiiig  breed; 

So  hf  r  difdains  can  ne'er  offend, 

Unkfs  feif-love  take  private  end. 

'Tis  love  breeds  love  in  nie,  and  cold  difdain 

Kills  that  again  ; 

As  water  cauftvh  fire  to  fret  and  fume 

Till  all  confume, 

Who  c<jn  of  love  more  rich  gift  make, 

Than  to  Love's  felf  for  Love's  own  fake  ? 

1  '11  never  dig  in  quarry  of  an  heart 

To  have  no  part ; 

Nor  roaft  in  fiery  eyes,  which  always  are 

Canicular. 

Who  this  way  would  a  lover  prove. 

May  fhew  his  patience,  not  his  love. 

A  frown  may  be  fometlmes  for  phyfic  good, 

But  not  for  food  ; 

And  for  that  raging  humour  there  is  fure 

A  gentler  lure. 

Why  bar  you  love  of  private  end. 

Which  never  Ihould  to  public  tend  I 


A  LETTER  TO  THE  LADY  CAREY,  AND 

MRS.  ESSEX  RICHE, 

From  Amyens, 
MADAM, 
Here,  where  by  all  all  faints  invoked  are, 
it  were  too  much  fchifm  to  be  lingular. 
And  'gainft  a  pradice  general  to  war. 

Yet  turning  to  faints,  {hould  my  humility 
To  other  faint  than  you  directed  be, 
rhat  \vere  to  make  my  fchifm  hcrtfy. 

Nor  would  I  be  a  convertite  fo  cold 
As  not  to  tell  it  :  if  this  be  too  bold, 
Pardons  are  in  this  market  cheaply  fold. 

V/here,  becaufe  faith  is  In  too  low  degreCj 

I  thought  itTome  apofdefnip  in  me 

To  fpeak  things  which  by  faith  alone  I  fee  ; 

That  is,  of  you,  who  are  a  firmament 
Of  virtues,  where  no  one  is  grown  or  fpent : 
\  They're  your  materials,  not  your  ornament. 
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Others,  whom  we  call  virtuous,  are  not  fo 

In  their  whole  fubftance  ;  but  their  virtues  grow 

But  in  their  humours,  and  at  feafous  fhcw. 

For  when,  through  taftelefsflat  humilify, 

In  dough-bak'd  men  fome  harmleffnefs  we  fee, 

'Tis  but  his  phlegm  that's  virtuous,  and  not  he  : 

So  is  the  blood  fometimes.     Who  ever  ran 
To  danf;er  unimrortuf 'd,  he  was  fhen 
No  better  than  a  fangume-virtuous  man. 

So  cloifter'd  men,  who,  in  pretence  of  fear, 
All  contributions  to  this  life  forbear, 
Have  virtue  in  melancholy,  and  only  there. 

Spiritual  choleric  critics,  v/hrch  in  all 
Religions  find  faults,  and  forgive  no  fall, 
Have,  through  this  zeal,  virtue  but  in  their  gall. 

We  're  thus  but  parcel  gilt ;  to  gold  wc  're  grown. 
When  virtue  is  our  foul's  coni'<lexion ; 
Who  knows  his    virtue's    name  or   place  hath 
none. 

Virtue  's  but  anguifh,  when  't  is  feveral, 
By  occafion  wak'dand  circumftantial; 
True  virtue's  foul  always  in  all  deeds  all. 

This  virtue  thinking  to  give  dignity 
To  your  foul,  found  there  no  infirmity; 
For  your  foul  was  as  good  virtue  as  fhe. 

She  therefore  v/rought  upon  that  part  of  you 
Which  is  fcarce  lefs  than  foul,  as  fhc  could  do, 
And  fohath  made  your  beauty  virtue  too. 

Hence   comes  it  that  your   beauty  wounds  Bot 

hearts. 
As  others,  with  profane  and  jenfual  darts. 
But,  as  an  influence,  virtuous  thoughts  imparts. 

But  if  fuch  friends  by  th'  honour  of  your  light 

Gro\Y  capable  of  this  fo  great  a  light. 

As  to  partake  your  vicucs  and  their  might) 

What  muft  1  think  that  influence  muft  do 
Where  it  finds  fympathy  and  m.atter  too, 
Virtue  and  beauty,  of  the  fame  fluff  as  you  ? 

Which  is  your  nobJe  worthy  fifter  ;  fhc 
Of  whom,  if  what  in  this  my  ecilafy 
And  levelatiou  of  you  both  I  fee, 

I  ihould  write  here,  as  in  fhort  galleries 
The  niafltr  at  the  end  large  glaJTcs  tie's. 
So  to  prefcnt  the  room  twice  to  our  eyes  ; 

Sp  rfhould  give  this  letter  length,  and  fay 
That  which  1  faid  of  yen  ;  there  is  no  way 
From  either,  but  to  th'  other  not  to  ftray. 

May  therefore  this  be  enough  to  teftify 
My  true  devotion,  free  from  Hattery. 
i^ie  that  bchevcs  him.feif  d  th  never  lie. 


TO  THE  COUNTESS  OF  SALISBURY. 

Augr:J},  1 614. 

Fair,  great,  and  good  I  fince  feeing  you  we  feei 

What  Hcav'n  can  do,  what  any  earth  can  be  ; 

Smce  now  your  beauty  fliines,  now  when  the  fun, 

Grown  ftale,  is  to  fo  low  a  value  run, 

That  his  diflievcU'd  beams  and  fcatter'd  fires 

Serve  but  for  ladies  peruvigs  and  tires 

In  love/s  fonnets;  yoa  come  to  repair 

God's  book  of  creatures,  teaching  what  is  fair. 

Since   now,   when    all   is  wither'd,  {hrunk,   ani 

dry'd. 
All  virtues  ebb'd  out  to  a  dead  low  tide. 
All  the  world's  frame  being  crumbled  into  fand. 
Where  ev'ry  man  thinks  by  himfelf  to  ftand, 
Integrity,  friendlhip,  and  confidence, 
(Cements  of  greatnefs)  being  vacour'd  hence, 
x-lnd  narrow  man  being  fill'd  with  little  fliares. 
Courts,  city,  church,  are  all  fhops  of  fniall  wareSj 
All  having  blown  to  fparks  their  noble  fire. 
And  drawn  their  found  gold  ingot  into  wire; 
All  trying,  by  a  love  of  litcleneis, 
To  make  abridgements  and  to  draw  to  lefs, 
Even  that  nothmg  which  at  firft  we  weie  : 
Since  in  thefe  time  your  greatnefi  doth  appear. 
And  that  we  learn  by  it  that  man  to  get 
Towards  him  tliat's  infinite  rauft  firfl  be  great  : 
Since  in  an  age  fo  ill   as  none  is  fit 
So  much  as  to  accufe,  much  lefs  mend  it, 
(For  who  can  judge  <>T  witnefs  of  thofe  times 
Where  all  alike  arc  guilty  of  the  crimes  ?) 
Where  he  that  would  be  good  is  thought  by  alj 
A  monfler,  or  at  bell  fantaftical ; 
Sinpe  novi'  you  durfi,  be  good,  and  that  I  do 
Difcein,  by  daring  toConten  plate  you, 
I  hat  there  may  be  degrees  of  fair,  great,  good. 
Through  your  light,  l?.rge»efs,virtu<3  underilood^ 
If  in  this  lacrifice  of  mine  be  fhevvfu 
Any  fmall  fpark  of  thefe,  call  it  your  own  ; 
And  u  things  like  thefe  have  been  faid  by  me 
or  others,  call  not  that  idolatry  ; 
For  had  Gcd  made  man  firii,  and  man  had  feen 
The  thiid  day's  fruits  and  flower:.,  and  various 

green, 
He  might  have  faid  the  hefl;  that  he  could  fay 
Of  thofe  fair  creatures  which  were  made  that  day  ; 
And  when  next  day  he  had  admir'd  the  birth 
Of  fnn,  moon,  fiars,  faiier  than  late-prais'd  earthy 
lie  mi;.;ht  have  faid  the  heft  that  he  could  fay, 
And  not  he  chid  for  praifing  yefterday  : 
So  tliough  fome  things  are  not  together  trUe, 
As  that  another's  v/orthiefl,  and  that  you  ; 
Yet  to  fay  fo  doth  not  condemn  a  it; an 
If,  when  he  fpoke  tliem,  they  were  b.  th  true  then. 
How  fair  a  proof  of  this  in  our  foul  j-rows  ? 
We  fit  ft  have  finil'.  of  growth  and  feiile  ;  and  thofe. 
When  our  lafi  foul,  our  foul  iri'.mortal,  came. 
Were  fwallow'd  into  it,  and  have  no  naine  : 
l<icr  doth  he  injure  thofe  fouls,  which  doth  cart 
I'he  power  and  praife  of  both  them  on  tlie  laft  : 
No  more  do  1  wrong  any  if  I  adore 
1  he  fume  things  now  which  1  ador'd  before, 
Giiij  ' 


SQ4 

The  fubje<Sl  chang'd,  andmeafure.  The  fame  thing 

In  a  low  conftable  and  in  the  kin;g 

I  reverence,  his  power  to  work  oji  me  ; 

So  did  I  humbly  reverence  each  degree 

Oi  fair,  great,  good,  but  more,  now  I  am  come 

Fiom  having'  found  theit  walks  to  find  their  home  : 

Ar.d  as  I  owe  my  firft  foul's  thanks,  that  they 

For  my  laft  foul  diii  in  and  mould  my  clay ; 

So  am  1  debtor  unto  them  whofe  worth 

Enabled  me  to  profit,  and  take  forth 

'J'his  new  great  leflbn,  thus  to  ftudy  you, 

Which  none,  not  reading  others  firft,  could  do. 

Nor  lack  I  light  to  read  this  book,  though  1 

in  a  dark  cave,  yea,  in  a  grave,  do  lie  ; 

For  as  your  fellow-angels,  fo  you  do 

Illuflrate  them  who  come  to  ftudy  you. 

■^he  firft  whom  we  in  hiftories  do  find 

To  have  profeft  all  arts  was  one  born  blind ; 

He  lack'd  thofe  eyes  beafts  liave  as  well  as  we, 

Not  thofe  by  which  angels  are  feen  and  fee  ; 

So,  though  I'm  born  without  thofe  eyes  to  live, 

Which  Fortune,  who  hath  none  herfelf,  doth  give, 

Which  are  fit  means  to  fee  bright  courts  and  you, 

Yet  may  I  fee  you  thus  as  now  I  do ; 

I  fhall  by  that  all  goodnefs  have  difcern'd. 

And  though  I  burn  my  library  be  learn'd. 


•f  H  E  WORKS   OF  DONNE. 


SAPPHO  TO  PHILJENIS. 

Where  is  that  holy  fire  which  verfe  is  faid 
To  have  ?  is  that  enchanting  force  decay'd  ?  [law, 
Verfe,  that  draws  Nature's  works  from  Nature's 
1  hee,  her  bcft  work,  to  her  work  cannot  draw. 
Have  my  tears  quench'd  my  old  poetic  fire  ? 
Why  quench'd  they  not  as  well  that  of  defire  ? 
Thoughts,  my  mind's  creatures,  often  are  with 

thee. 
But  I,  their  maker,  want  their  liberty; 
Only  thine  image  in  my  heart  doth  fit, 
But  that  is  wax,  and  fires  environ  it. 
My  fires  have  driven,  thine  have  drawn  it  hence. 
And  I  amrobb'd  of  picture,  heart,  and  fenfe. 
Dwells  with  me  ftill  mine  irkfome  memory, 
Which  both  to  keep  and  lofe  grieves  equally. 
That  tells  how  fair  thou  art :  thou  art  fo  fair 
As  gods,  when  gods  to  thee  I  do  compare, 
Are  grac'd  thereby,  and  to  make  blind  men  fee 
What  things  goes  are,  I  fay  they're  like  to  thee  : 
For  if  we  juftly  call  each  filly  man 
A  little  world,  what  {hall  we  call  thee  then  ? 
Thou  art  not  foft,  and  clear,  and  ftraight,  and  fair, 
As  down,  as  ftars,  cedars,  and  lilies  are  ; 
But  thy  right  hand,  and  cheek,  and  eje,  only 
Are  like  thy  other  hand,  and  cheek,  and  eye. 
Such  was  my  Phao  a  while,  but  fliall  be  never 
As  thou  wail,  art,  and,  oh!  may'ft  thou  be  ever  ! 
Here  lovers  fwear  in  their  idolatry 
That  I  am  fuch,  but  grief  difcolours  me  ; 
And  yet  I  grieve  the  lefs,  left  grief  remove 
My  beauty,  and  make  m'  unworthy  of  thy  love. 
Plays  fome  foft  boy  with  thee  ?  oh  '.  there  wants 

yet 
A  mutual  feeling  which  fliould  fweeten  it. 


His  chin,  a  thorny  hairy  «nevenn«&, 

Doth  threaten,  and  fome  daily  change  pofTefs, 

Thy  body  is  a  natural  Paiadife, 

In  whofe  felf,  unmanur'd,  all  pleafurc  lies, 

Nor  needs  perfedion  ;  why  fliouldft  thou  then 

Admit  the  tillage  of  a  harlh  rough  man  ? 

Men  leave   behind  them   that  which  their  fits 

fhews, 
And  are  as  thieves  trac'd,  which  robwhejiit  fnows; 
But  of  our  dalliance  no  more  Cgns  there  are 
Than  fifties  leave  in  ftreams,  or  birds  in  air  ;  J 

And  between  us  allfweetnefs  may  be  had;  fl 

All,  all  that  Nature  yields,  or  Art  can  add. 
My  two  lips,  eyes,  thighs,  differ  from  thy  two. 
But  fo  as  thine  from  one  another  do  : 
And,  oh  !  no  more  ;  the  likcnefs  being  fuch. 
Why  fliould  they  not  alike  in  all  parts  touch  ? 
Fland  to  ftrange  hand,  lip  to  lip  none  denies; 
Why  fliould  they  breafl  to  breaft,  or  thighs  ta 

thighs : 
Likenefs  begets  fuch  ftrange  felf-flattery. 
That  touching  myfelf  all  feems  done  to  the?. 
Myfelf  I  embrace,  and  mine  own  hands  1  kifi. 
And  amoroufly  thank  myfelf  for  this. 
Me  in  my  glafs  I  call  thee;  but,  alas! 
When  I  would  kifs,  tears  dim  mine  eyes  and  glafs. 
O  !  cure  this  loving  madnefs,  and  reftore 
Me  to  me  ;  thee  my  half,  my  all,  and  more  : 
So  may  thy  cheeks  red  outwear  fcarlet  dye, 
And  their  white  whitenefs  of  the  Galaxy  : 
So  may  thy  mighty  amazing  beauty  move 
Envy  in  all  women,  and  in  all  men  love  ; 
And  fo  be  change  and  ficknefs  far  from  thee. 
As  thou,  by  coming  near,  kecp'ft  them  from  me. 


TO  BEN.  JONSON. 

JAN.  6.  i6oj. 

The  ftate  and  men's  affairs  are  the  beft  plays 
Next  your's :  't  is  not  more  nor  lefs  than  due  praife. 
Write,  b<at  touch  not  the  much-defcending  race 
Of  lords'  houfes,  fo  fettled  in  worth's  place. 
As  but  themfelves  none  think  them  ufurpers ; 
It  is  no  fault  in  thee  to  fuffer  theirs. 
If  the  Queen  niafque,  or  King  a-hunting  go, 
Through  all  the  court  follow,  let  them.  We  know 
Like  them  in  goodnefs  that  court  ne'er  will  be. 
For  tliat  were  virtue,  and  not  flattery. 
Forget  we  were  thruft  out.  It  is  but  thus 
God  threatens  kings,  kings  lords,  as  lords  do  us. 
Judge  of  ftrangers,  truft  and  believe  your  friend. 
And  fo  me  ;  and  when  I  true  friendfhip  end. 
With  guilty  confcience  let  me  be  worfe  ftung 
Than  with  Popham's  fentence  thieves,  or  Cook's 

tongue 
Traitors  are.  Friends  arc  ourfelves.  This  I  thee  tell 
As  to  my  friend,  and  myfelf  as  counfel. 
Let  for  a  while  the  time's  unthrifty  rout 
Contemn  learning,  and  all  your  ftudies  flout  : 
Let  them  fcorn  hell,  they  will  a  ferjeant  fear 
More  than  we  them,  that  ere  long  Odd  may  for- 
bear, 


LETTERS. 


UsS 


But  creditors  will  net.  Let  them  incrcafe 

In  riot  and  excefs  as  their  means  ceiife  : 

Let  them  fcorn  him  that  made  them,  and  ftill  Ihun 

His  grace,  but  love  the  whore  who  hath  undone 

Theai  and  their  fouls.    But  that  they  that  allow 

But  one  God,  fhould  have  religions  enow 

For  the  Queen's  mafque,  and  their  hufband's  for 

more 
Than  all  the  Gentiles  knew  or  Atlas  bote. 
Well,  let  all  pafs,  and  trull:  him  v^ho  nor  cracks 
The  bruifed  reed,  nor  quenchcth  fmoking  flax. 


TO  BEN,  JONSON. 

9  N0VEMBRI3,  I6C3. 

If  great  men  wrong  me  I  will  fpare  mj'felf ; 

If  mean,  1  will  fpare  them.  I  know  the  pelf 

Which  is  ill  got  the  owner  doth  upbraid  : 

It  may  corrupt  a  judge,  make  me  afraid 

And  a  jury  ;  but  't  will  revenge  in  this, 

That  though  himfelf  be  judge  he  guilty  is. 

What  care  I  though  of  weaknefs  men  tax  me  ? 

I'd  rather  fufferer  than  doer  be  : 

That  I  did  truft  it  was  my  nature's  praife. 

For  breach  of  word  I  knew  but  as  a  phrafe. 

That  judgment  is  that  furely  can  comprife 

The  world  in  precepts,  moft  happy  and  mofl:  wife. 

What  though  ?   though  lefs,  yet   feme  of  both 

have  we 
Who  have  learn'd  it  by  ufe  and  mifery. 
Poor  I !  whom  every  petty  crofs  doth  trouble. 
Who  apprehend  each  hurt  that's  done  me  double. 
Am  of  this  (though  it  fhould  fink  me)  carelefs ; 
It  would  but  foice  me  t'  a  ftridler  goodnefs. 
They  have  great  gain  of  me  who  gain  do  win 
(If  fuch  gain  be  not  lofs)  from  every  fin. 
The  flanding  of  great  men's  lives  would  afford 
A  pretty  fum,  if  God  would  fell  his  Word. 
He  cannot;  they  can  theirs,  and  break  them  too. 
How  unlike  they  arc  that  they're  likened  to  ? 
Yet  I  cunc'ude  they  are  amidft  my  evils  ; 
If  good  like  gods ;  the  naught  are  fo  like  devils. 


Amlc'iJJimo  et  inerltijjtma 
BENJ.  JONSON. 

-.  IN  VOLPONEM. 

QuoD  arte  aufus  cs  hie  tua,  Poeta, 
Si  auderent  hominum  Deique  juris 
Confulti  veteres  fequi  amularierque, 
O  iimnes  faperemus  ad  falutem. 
His  fed  funt  veteres  araneofi  ; 
Tam  nemo  veterum  efl  fequutor,  ut  tu, 
lUos  quod  fequeris,  novator  audis. 
Fac  tamen  quod  agis  ;  tuique  prima 
JLibri  canitie  induantur  hora  : 
Nam  chartis  pueritia  eft  neganda; 
Nafcanturque  fenes,  oportet,  illi 
Libri;  quels  dare  vis  perennitatem. 


Prifcis  ingenium  facit  laborque 

Te  parem ;  hos  fuperes,  ut  et  futures 

Ex  noftra  vitiofitate  fumas, 

Qua  prifcos  fupcramus  et  futures. 


TO  SIR  THO.  ROWE,  1603, 

DEAR  TOM, 

Tell  her,  if  fhe  to  hired  fervants  fhew 

Diflike,  before  they  take  their  leave  they  go  j 

When  nobler  fpirits  flart  at  no  difgrace, 

For  who  hath  but  one  mind  hath  but  one  facCi 

If  then  why  1  take  not  my  leave  flie  afk, 

Afk  her  again  why  flie  did  not  unmafk  ? 

Was  fhe  or  proud  or  cruel  ?  or  knew  flie 

It  would  make  my  lofs  more  felt,  and  pity'dftie^ 

Or  did  file  fear  one  kifs  might  flay  for  moe  ? 

Or  elfe  was  fhe  unwilling  I  fliould  go  ? 

I  think  the  befl,  and  love  fo  faithfully, 

1  cannot  choofe  but  think  that  fhe  loves  me. 

If  this  prove  not  my  faith,  then  let  her  try 

How  in  her  fervice  I  would  frucflify. 

Ladies  have  boldly  lov'd  ;  bid  her  renew 

That  decay'd  worth,  and  prove  the  times  paft 

true; 
Then  he  whofe  wit  and  verle  grows  now  fo  lamCj 
With  fongs  to  her  will  the  wild  Irifh  tame. 
Howe'er,  I'll  wear  the  white  and  black  ribband; 
White  for  her  fortunes,  black  for  mine,  fliallftand. 
(  do  efteem  her  favour,  not  the  ftufT; 
If  what  I  have  was  given,  I'ave  enough, 
And  all's  well ;  for  had  fhe  lov'd,  I  had  not  had 
All  my  friends  hate ;  for  now  departing  fad 
I  feel  not  that :  yet  as  the  rack  the  gout 
Cures,  fo  hath  this  worfe  grief  that  quite  pat  out  S 
My  firft  difeafe  nought  but  that  worfe  cureth, 
Which  (I  dare  forefay)  nothing  cures  but  deatho 
Tell  her  all  this  before  I  am  forgot. 
That  not  too  late  fhe  grieve  fhe  lov'd  me  not. 

Burdened  with  this,  I  was  to  depart  lefs 
Willing  than  thofe  which  die  and  not  coni'efs. 


De  Lihro  cum  mufariiur,  Jmprejfo,  t)omi  a puerh  ftuj^ 
triitlm  laceratOf  et  pojl  tcddito  Manufcripto. 

DoSiiJfnno  Amic£iT7toque  Viro  D.  JS>.  Andrews* 

Parturiunt  madido  qtise  nixu-prsela,  recepta; 
Sed  qux  fcripta  manu  funt,  veneranda  magis. 
Tranfiit  in  Sequanam  Mcenus :  viiSoris  in  asdeSj 
Et  Francofurtum,  te  revehetite,  meat.        • 
Qni  liber  in  pluteos  blattis  cinerique  reli<9:os, 
Si  niodo  fit  prsli  fanguine  tincSus,  abit, 
Accedat  calamo  fcriptus,  reverenter  habetur, 
Involat  et  veterum  fcrinia  fumma  patrum. 
Dicat  Apollo  modum  ;  pueros  infundere  libro 
Nenipe  vetufiraterri  canitiemque  novo. 
Nil  mirum,  meciico  pueros  de  femine  natos 
Hsc  nova  f.ua  libro  pofie  dedilTe  novo.  .  J' 


Si  vcterem  faciunt  pueri,  qui  nuperus,  Annou 
]pfe  Pater  Juvenem  nie  dabir  arte  feaem  ? 
HA  mifcris  I'euibus!  nos  vertit  dura  feneilus 
Omncs  in  pueros,  ncminem  at  in  Juvenem. 
Hoctibl  fervafti  prasftandum,  Antiqu:  Dierum, 
Quo  vifo,  et  vivit,  et  juvenefcit  Adam. 
Intcrea,  infirirx  lallamus  tadia  vits, 
Libris,  et  Coelorum  asmula  amicitia. 
Hos  inter,  qui  a  te  niihi  redditus  iftc  libellus, 
Mon  mihi  tam  ckarus,  tarn  meus  ante  fuit. 


THE  WORKS  OF  DONNE. 


TO  MR.  TILMAN, 

^ffer  be  had  taken   Orders. 

Thou,  -wbofe  diviner  foul  hath  caus'd  thee  now 

To  put  thy  hand  unto  the  holy  plnngh. 

Making  lay-lcornings  of  the  miniftry 

Uot  an  impediment,  but  vidlory  ; 

What  bring'lt  thou  home  with  thee  ?  how  is  thy 

mind 
Affeded  fince  the  vintage  ?  do^^  thou  find 
New  thoughts  and  firings  in  thee  ?  and,  as  fteel 
Touch'd  with  a  loadftone,  dofc  new  motions  feel  ? 
Or  as  a  (hip,  after  much  pain  and  care, 
For  iron  and  cloth  brings  home  rich  Indian  ware  ? 
Haft  thou  thus  trafEck'd,  but  with  far  more  gain 
Of  noble  goods,  and  with  lefs  time  and  pain  ? 
Thou  art  the  fame  materials  as  before, 
Only  the  ftamp  is  changed,  but  no  more. 
And  as  new-crovvned  kings  alter  the  face. 
But  not  the  money's  lubitance,  fo  hath  grace 
Chang'd  only  God's  old  image  by  creation 
To  Chrift'F  ncw  ftamp,  at  this  thy  coronation  ; 
Or  as  we  ].iaint  angels  with  wings,  becaufe 
They  bear  God's  mtffage,  and  proclaim  his  laws  : 
Since  thou  muft  do  t'ne  like,  and  fo  muft  move, 
Art  thou  new-feather'd  with  celeftial  love  ? 
Dear  I  tell  me  where  ihy  purchafe  lies,  and  fliew 
What  thy  advantage  is  above  below  : 
But  if  thy  gainings  do  furmount  espreffion. 
Why  doth  the  foohfti  world  fcorn  that  profeflion 
Whofe  joys  pafs  fpeech  ?  why  do  they  think  unfit 
That  gentry  fticuld  join  families  with  it? 
A*  if  their  day  were  only  to  be  fpent 
In  drtfTing,  miftreffing,  and  compliment. 
Alas!  poor  joys,  but  poorer  men,  whofe  truft 
Seems  richly  placed  in  fublimed  duft  ! 
(For  fuch  are  tiothes  and  beauty,  which,  though 

gay, 
Are  at  the  beft  but  of  fublimed  clay) 
Let  then  the  world  thy  calling  difrefpeifi, 
But  go  thou  on,  and  pity  their  negled, 
Whatfun<?uon  is  fo  noble  as  to  be 
Embaffadorto  God  and  Dcftiny  ? 
To  open  life,  to  give  kingdoms  to  more 
Than  kings  give  dignities  ;  to  keep  heav'n's  door  ? 
IVIary's  prerogative  was  to  bear  Chrift  ;  fo 
'lis  preachers  to  convey  him,  for  they  do, 
As  angc  Is  out  of  clouds,  from  pulpits  fpeak, 
And  blefs  the  poor  beneath,  the  lame,  the  weak. 
If  then  th'  aftronomers,  whereas  they  fpy 
A  new-found  ilar,  their  optics  magnify. 


How  brave  are  thofe  who  with  their  engine  can 
Bring  man  to  heav'n,  and  heav'n  again  to  man  ? 
Thefe  are  thy  titles  and  pre-emmences. 
In  whom  muft  meet  God's  graces,  men's  offences; 
And  fo  the  heav'n'^,  whicli  beget  all  things  here. 
And  th'  earth,  our  mother,  which  thefe  things 

doth  bear, 
Both  thefe  in  thee  are  in  thy  calling  knit, 
And  make  thee  now  a  blell  hermaphrodite. 


MR.  THO.  CORYAT'S  CRUDITIES. 

Oh  !  to  what  height  will  love  of  greatnefs  drive 

Thy  learned  fpirit,  fefqui-fuperlalive  ?  [then 

Venice'  valt  lak.:  thou  haft  feen,  and  v/ouldft  feck 

Som.e  vafter  thing,  andfoundft  a  courtezan. 

That  inland  fea  iiaving  difcoverecl  well 

A  cellar-gulf,  where  one  might  fail  to  hell 

From  Heydelherg,  thou  lorg'ft  to  fee;  and  thou 

This  book,  greater  than  all,  produceft  now. 

Infinite  work!  w!A:h  dothfo  far  extend, 

That  none  can  ftudy  it  to  any  end. 

'Tii  no  one  thing  ;  it  is  not  fruit  nor  root. 

Nor  poorly  limited  with  head  or  foot. 

If  man  be  therefore  man,  becaufe  he  can 

Reafun  and  laugh,  thy  book  doth  half  make  man; 

One  half  being  made,  thy  modefty  was  fuch 

That  thou  on  th'  other  half  wouldft  never  touch. 

When  wilt  thou  be  at  full,  great  i^unatic  ! 

Not  till  thou  exceed  the  world  ?  Canft  thi^u  be  like 

A   profperous  nofe-born  wen,  which  fometimes 

grows 
To  be  far  greater  than  the  mother  nofe  ? 
Go,  then  ;  and  to  thee,  when  thou  didft  go, 
Munfttr  did  towns,  and  Gefner  authors,  Ihew; 
Mount  now  to  Gallo-Belgicus ;  appear 
As  deep  a  ftatefman  as  a  garretteer. 
Homely  and  familiarly,  when  thou  com'ft  back, 
Talk  of  Will.  Conqueror  and  Prefter  Jack. 
Go,  baihful  man !  left  here  thou  blufti  to  look 
Upon  the  progrefs  of  thy  glorious  book. 
Til  which  both  Indies  facrifices  fend  ; 
The  Weft  fent  gold,  which  thou  didft  freely  fpcnd^ 
Meaning  to  fee  't  no  more  upon  the  prefs ; 
The  Eaft  fends  hither  her  delicioufnefs ;      [henee. 
And  thy  leave?  muft   embrace  what  comes  from 
The  myrrh,  the  pepper,  and  the  frankincenfe. 
This  magnifies  thy  leaves;  but  if  they  (loop  ^ 

To  neighoour  wares,  when  \iierchants  do  unhoop 
Voluminous  barrels;  if  thy  leaves  do  then 
Convey  thefe  wares  in  ,.arcels  unto  men; 
If  for  vull  tons  i^f  currants  ana  of  figs, 
Of  mcd'cinal  and  aromatic  twigs. 
Thy  leaves  a  better  method  do  provide. 
Divide  to  pounds,  and  ounces  fubdivide. 
If  thty  ftoop  lower  yet,  and  vent  cur  wares, 
Home-manufadures  to  thick  popular  fairs; 
If  onini-prtgnant  there,  upon  warm  ftalls 
They  hatch  all  wares  for  which  the  buyer  calls, 
']  hen  thu^•  thy  leaves  we  juftiy  may  commendj. 
That  they  all  kijjd  cf  matter  comprehtr-d. 


LETTERS. 


loy 


Thus  thou,by  meanswhich  th' Ancients  never  took, 
A  pan  JecS  mak'ft  and  univerfal  book. 
The  braveft  heroes  for  their  country's  good, 
Scatter'd  in  diverCe  lands  their  limbs  and  blood ; 
Word  malefaiSiors,  to  whom  men  are  prize, 
D<>  public  good  cut  in  anatomies; 
£o  will  thy  book  in  piecp-  for  a  lord 
Which  cafts  at  Portefcue's.and  all  the  board 
Provide  whole  books  ;  each  leaf  enough  will  be 
For  friends  pafs  time  and  keep  good  to  company. 
Can  all  caroufe  up  thee  ?  no,  thou  mud  fit 
Meafures  and  fill  out  for  the  half-pint  wit. 
Some  fnall  wrap  pills,  and  fave  a  friend's  life  io ; 
So.'iie  ihall  ftop  mu&ets,  and  fo  kill  a  foe» 


Thou  Ihalt  not  eafe  the  critics  of  next  age 

So  much,  as  once  their  hunger  to  affuage ; 

Nor  (hall  wit-piratos  hope  to  find  thee  lie 

All  in  one  bottom  in  one  library. 

Some  leaves  may  pafte  firings  there  in  other  books. 

And  fo  one  may,  which  on  another  looks, 

Pilfer,  alas  !  a  little  wit  from  you, 

But  hardly  much ;  and  yet  I  think  this  true. 

As  Sibyl's  was,  your  book  is  myflical, 

For  every  piece  is  as  much  worth  as  all : 

Therefore  mine  impotency  1  confefs, 

The  healths  which  my  brain  bears  muft  be  far  lefs  : 

Thy  giant-wit  o'erthrows  me  ;  I  am  gone  ; 

And  rather  tha.n  read  all  I  would  read  none. 
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SAMUEL    DANIEL. 


Containing  hii 


J1IST0R7  OF  THE  CIVIL  WARS, 
COMPLAINT  OF  ROSAMOND, 
SiUSOPIilLUS, 


OCTAVIA  TO  MARCUS  ANTOUlVSf 

EPISTLES, 

S0MN£T3, 


iffe.  Iffi.  ISfe. 

To  which  is  prefixed 

rHE    LIFE    OF  "THE    AUrUOR. 


If  Spenfer  merits  Roman  Virgil's  name, 
Daniel  at  leaft  comes  in  for  Ovid's  fame; 
If  Spenfer  rather  claims  Apollo's  wit, 
Virgil's  illuftrious  name  will  Daniel  fit. 
No  higher  than  Apollo  we  can  go ; 
But,  if  a  loftier  title  you  can  ftiew, 
That  greater  name  let  Spenfer's  Mufe  command, 
And  Daniel  be  the  Phoebus  of  our  land; 
For,  in  my  judgment,  if  the  God  of  verfe 
In  Englifh  would  heroic  deeds  rehearfe, 
No  language  fo  expreflive  he  would  choofe, 
As  that  of  Englifh  Daniel's  lofty  Mufe. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  DANIEL. 


Samuel  Daniel  was  the  fon  of  a  mufic-mafter,  and  born  near  Taunton  in  Somerfetlhire,  in  the 
year  156  i. 

At  feventeen  years  of  age  he  was  admitted  a  Commoner  of  Magdalen  Hall,  Oxford,  where  he 
continued  about  three  years,  and  by  the  affiftance  of  an  able  tutor,  made  a  very  confiderable  pro- 
ficiency in  all  che  branches  of  academical  learning. 

Thofe,  however,  which  were  of  a  graver  nature,  not  fo  well  fuiting  his  genius,  he  applied  himfelf 
princ'pally  to  hiftory  and  poetry,  which  continued  to  be  his  favourite  purfuits  during  the  remainder 
of  his  life. 

At  the  expiration  of  the  above  mentioned  term,  he  left  the  univerfity,  without  taking  a  degree, 
and  profecuted  his  ftudies  for  fome  time  at  Wilton,  imder  the  patronage  and  encouragement  of 
Mary,  Countefs  I'f  Pembroke,  the  accomplifbed  and  amiable  fifter  of  the  celebrated  Sir  Philip. 
Sidney,  as  appears  from  the  dedication  of  his  Defence  of  Rhyme,  to  her  fon  William,  Earl  of  Pem- 
broke, Lord  Steward  of  the  Houfehoid,  and  Chancellor  of  Oxford. 

.  "  If  all  rhyming  is  grofs,  vulgar,  and  barbarous,  I  cannot  but  blame  the  fortune  of  the  times  and 
my  own  genius  thac  call  me  upon  fo  wrong  a  courfe,  drawn  with  the  current  of  cuftcm,  and  an 
nnexamined  example  :  Having  been  firft  encouraged  and  framed  thereunto  by  your  moft  worthy  and 
honourable  Mother,  and  received  the  firft  notion  for  the  formal  ordering  of  thefe  compofitjons  at 
Wikon,  which  I  muft  ever  acknowledge  to  have  been  my  beft  fchool ;  and  thereof  am  always  to 
hold  a  feeling  and  grateful  memory  :  Afterward  drawn  farther  on  by  the  well-liking  and  appro- 
bation of  my  worthy  Lord,  the  fofterer  of  me  and  my  Mufe,  I  adventured  to  beftow  all  my  whole, 
genius  therein,  perceiving  it  agreed  fo  well  with  the  complexion  of  the  times  and  my  own  con- 
ftitution." 

Afterwards  he  became  tutor  to  the  high-fpirited  I.ady  Anne  Clifford,  daughter  of  George  Clifford 
Earl  of  Cumberland,  the  celebrated  adventurer,  to  whofe  beauty  and  accomplifliments  he  pays  many 
flattering  compliments  in  his  poems. 

His  merit,  fome  time  after,  procured  him  the  friendfhip  and  patronage  of  Charles  Blount,  Lord 
Monrjoy,  created  Eavl  of  Devonfliire  by  King  James,  as  he  himfelf  acknowledges  in  the  introdudion 
to  his  poem  of  the  Ciml  l/Vars ;  and  this  acknowledgment  of  his  is  the  mo:e  grateful  and  fincere,  aj 
it  was  made  after  the  death  of  his  benefu(5lor. 

It  appears  alfo  from  his  Epijiles,  that  he  experienced  the  munificence  of  Lucy,  Countefs  of  Bedford, 
the  great  patronefs  of  the  poets,  particularly  Donne,  Jonfon,  and  Drayton,  who  frequently  experienced 
her  bounty;  for  which,  in  return,  they  were  as  lavifli  of  their  incenfe. 

He  (hared  alfo  with  Shakfpeare  the  munificent  patronage  of  Henry  Wriothefly,  Earl  of  Southamp- 
ton, the  intimate  friend  of  the  valiant  and  acconiplifned  Earl  of  Effcx  ;  and  it  is  much  to  his  honour, 
that  he  addreffcd  an  Epiftle  to  that  nobleman,  on  his  difgrace,  written  in  a  manly  and  dignified 
ftriin  of  confolatlon. 

In  ij  85,  he  publifiied  a  tranflatjon  of  the  "  Worthy  Trad,"  as  Wood  calls  it,  of  Piulus  Jovius  00 
/Sarf  Inventions,  l5'c;  to  which  he  prefixed  an  ingenious  preface. 


tti  THE    LIFE    OF   CANIEL. 

In  1594,  he  publifliea  his  Cleopatra,  a  tragedy,  written  after  the  manner  of  the  ancients,  with  a 
chorus  between  each  a(fl.  It  is  dedicated  by  a  copy  of  verfes  to  the  Countefs  of  Pembroke,  and  was 
much  efteemed  at  that  time. 

The  fame  year  he  pub!i(hed  the  Complaint  of  Rofamond,  which  was  read  with  univerfal  approbation, 
and  completely  eflablifiied  his  poetical  reputation.  The  popularity  of  this  poem  is  fuppofed  by 
Mr.  Malone,  to  have  occafioned  the  "  Venus  and  Adonis,"  and  "  the  Rape  of  Lucrece"  of  Shafefpeare ; 
and  the  Various  Sonnets  to  Delia,  which  appeared  not  long  after,  are  fuppofed  by  the  fame  learned 
critic,  to  have  been  the  model  of  the  "  Sonnets"  of  the  great  poet  of  Nature. 

It  was  followed,  in  161 1,  by  A  Letter  from  0£iai/iato  Marcus  Antonius,  in  the  fame  meafure,  and 
refemblicg  it  alfo  in  the  fubjed  and  ftyle,  being  written  in  the  manner  of  Ovid,  with  great  tendcr- 
nefe  and  variety  of  paflion. 

In  1599,  ^^^  fucceeded  Spenfer  as  Poet-Laureat  to  Qneen  Elizabeth ;  and  Mr.  Granger  obferves, 
that  "  he  was  then  though-  to  have  merited  the  laurel." 

In  1603,  he  \velcomcd  Kiig  James  with  a  congratulatory  poem,  on  his  acceffion  to  the  throne  of 
England,  in  which  he  pays  a  grateful  tribute  to  the  memory  of  his  renowned  predecefTor. 

In  King  James's  reign  he  was  made  Gentleman  extraordinary,  and  afterwards  one  of  the  Grooms 
of  the  Privy  Chamber  to  Queen  Anne,  who  took  great  delight  in  his  converfation  and  writings. 

His  place  at  Court  being  of  very  little  employment,  the  income  of  it  enabled  him  to  rent  a 
handfome  houfe  and  g?.rden  in  Old-Street,  near  London,  where  Wiiiflanley  fays  "  he  would  lie 
obfcurefome  times  two  months  together,  the  better  to  enjoy  the  company  of  the  Mufes,  and  then 
would  appear  in  public  to  recreate  himfelf,  and  converfe  with  his  friends." 

In  this  retirement,  he  privately  compofed,  for  the  entertainment  of  the  Court,  The  Vlfun  of  tie 
twelve  Goddejfes,  a  Mafquc  ;  prefented  at  Hampton  Cturt,  by  the  ^eens  mofi  excellent  Maj:Jiy  and  her 
Ladiesy  1604  — Tfi?  ^een's  Artadia,  a  Paforal  Tragi-comedy ;  prefented  ta  her  Majejiy  and  her  La- 
dies., hy  the  Univerftty  of  Oxford,  i6q5 — And  Hymen  s  T^riumph,  a  Paflorai  Tragi-comedy  ,■  prefented  at  the- 
Queer's  Csurt,  in  the  Strand,  at  her  Majefly  s  magnifcent  entertainment  of  the  King's  mo/i  excelletrt 
J\dajepy,  being  at  the  nuptials  of  Lord  Roxborough  :  It  is  dedicated  to  the  Queen,  and  introduced  by  a 
prologue  which  is  pretty ;  and  in  many  parts  of  the  piece,  the  pafTions  are  touched  with  great  delicacy. 

In  1604,  he  publiihed  his  great  work,  the  Hifury  of  the  Civil  Wars  bd-wecn  the  Hsafes  of  Tork 
and  Lancajler,  a  poem  in  eight  books,  dedicated  to  Piince  Charles,  which  raifed  his  reputatioH  ft* 
high  as  to  procure  him  the  title  of  the  Engli/h  Lucan. 

In  161 1,  hepublifhed^  Defence  of  llhy?ne,againjl  a  pamphlet,  intituled,  Obfematiovs  on  the  ArtofEngliJb 
Poejy,  zvhereinis  dcmonflrati-vely  proved,  that  rhyme  is  the  fttejl  harmony  of  ■words.  This  piece  is  in  profe, 
and  it  is  addreffed  to  his  patron,  William  Herbert,  Earl  of  Pembroke. 

The  fame  year  he  publiihed  Poihtas,  a  Tragedy.  It  is  dedicated  by  a  copy  of  verfes  to  the  Prince, 
afterwards  Charles  I.  In  this  play,  as  well  as  in  his  Cleopatra,  he  has  flaewn  great  judgment  by- 
treading  in  the  fleps  of  the  ancients.  It  met  with  fome  oppofition,  not  on  account  of  any  defi- 
ciency in  the  poetry,  or  in  the  condud  of  the  defign,  but  from  a  fufpicion  that  the  charafter  of 
Fhihtas  was  drawn  for  the  imfortunate  Earl  of  Effex,  from  which  he  vindicated  himfelf  in  an  apo- 
logy printed  at  the  end  of  it. 

In  1613  and  1618,  he  publiflied  the  firft  and  fecond  parts  of  his  Hifory  of  England,  from  the 
conquell,  to  the  year  1376,  which  is  written  with  fuch  brevity  and  perfpicuity,  that  Langbaine 
"  takes  it  to  be  the  crozvn  of  all  his  works." 

Towards  the  end  of  his  life  he  retired  to  a  farm  he  liad  at  Beckington,  near  Philips-Norton  in 
Somerfetfhire,  where,  after  fome  time  fpent  in  learned  leifure  and  religious  contemplation,  he  died 
in  Oftober  1619,  in  the  57th  year  of  his  age. 

He  was  buried  In  the  churcli  of  Beckington,  where,  in  gratitude  to  him,  a  monument  was  erecfted 
to  his  memory  by  Lady  Anne  CliiFord,  a  long  time  after,  when  fhe  was  Couutefe-dowagcr  of  Dorfet, 
Pembroke  and  Montgomery. 

The  fame  great  lady  had  a  portrait  of  him  Inferted  in  a  full  length  pifture  of  herfelf,  at  Appleby 
Caftle  in  Weitmoreland. 

He  left  no  ilTue  by  his  v^ife  Juflina,.  filler  of  Jobs  Florio,  author  of  the  Italian  didior.ary,  to 
whom  he  was  married  fevcral  years. 
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Daniel  enjoyed  the  friendfhip  and  praifes  of  the  mn{l  eminent  men  of  his  age  ;  particularly  of 
Sir  Fulk  Oreville,  Sir  John  Harrington,  Sir  Henry  Spelman,  Sir  Robert  Cotton,  Dr.  Cowell,  Camden, 
SpcnTer,  Jonfon,  Drayton,  and  Browne. 

Edmund  Bolton  and  Gabriel  Harvey,  the  former  a  profelTed  critic,  and  the  latter  the  friend  of 
Spenfer,  and  a  promoter  df  the  literature  of  his  country,  both  mention  him  with  refpe<5t,as  a  polifher 
and  p-irifier  .f  the  fnglifh  language.  Spenfer  has  given  his  chara6ler  in  "  Colin  Clout's  come  home 
again."  Browne  calls  him  "  well- languaged  Daniel;"  and  Drummond  efleems  him  "  for  fweet- 
refa  in  rhyming,  fecond  to  none." 

He  complains,  however,  in  his  dedication  of  Philotas,  that,  notwithflanding  the  fua-fhine  of  Court 
favour,  and  the  joint  applaufes  of  almoft  all  the  great  writers  of  his  time,  he  had 

' out-liv'd  the  date 


Of  former  grace,  acceptance,  and  delight — 

but  years  hath  done  this  wrong, 

To  make  me  write  too  much,  and  live  too  long. 

His  poems  were  colIeiSted  and  printed  with  his  plays,  in  4to,  1623,  by  his  brother  John  Daniel, 
who  appears  to  have  been  a  mufician  belonging  to  the  Cnuit.  They  have  been  feveral  times  re- 
printed. The  lafl:  edition  was  in  4  vols.  8vo,  1718.  They  are  now,  for  the  firfi  time,  receivedinto 
a  cojledlion  of  claffical  Englilh  pOirtry. 

The  flyle  of  Daniel  is  diftinguifhed  from  that  of  his  contemporaries,  by  a  peculiar  neatnefs  znd 
fimplieity.  The  original  rccftitude  of  hi?  judgment  feems  to  have  ferved  iiim  in  place  of  examples. 
He  ufes  na  antiquated  words,  and  has  no  fantaftic  incongruities.  He  has  rejedled,  with  equal  pro- 
priety, the  coarfe  and  obfolete  idioms  of  Spenfer,  and  the  metaphyfical  conceits  of  Donne.  His 
expteffion  is  clear  and  concife,  and  his  verfification  correcl  and  harmonious.  He  is  nat  deficient  in 
tendernefs,  and  fometimes  fhews  fublimity;  hut  want  ol  fire  and  cnthufiafm  is  his  cliaraderifiic  fault. 

He  was  unhappy  in  the  choice  of  the  Civil  Wars,  as  the  fubjetfb  of  his  principal  poem,  as  it  oblicred 
him  to  defcend  to  minute  defcriptions ;  and  nothing  merely  narrative  is  fufceptible  of  the  higher 
ornaments  of  poetry.  It  has,  however,  confiderable  merit  in  the  execution.  The  defcriptions  are 
often  beautifully  expreffive,  and  fome  of  the  pathetic  pafiages,  with  which  it  abounds,  are  equal  to 
any  that  are  to  be  found  in  the  whole  compafs  of  Englilh  poetry.  In  his  Complaint  cf  Rcfamond,  he 
has  caught  Ovid's  manner  very  happily,  and  has  often  the  foftnefs  of  Rowe  without  his  effemiuacy. 
His  Mufofhilus  has  a  right  to  the  merit  of  ftili  higher  e::cellence.  It  difpiays  a  corredlnefs  and  man- 
linefs  of  thought,  and  a  beauty  and  harmony  of  verfification  that  leave  little  to  wilh.  His  Sonneis 
are  entitled  to  the  peculiar  praife  of  having  no  obfcurities  either  of  flyle  or  languaoe.  In  all  his 
pieces  are  to  be  found  marks  of  good  fenfe  and  manly  fenfibility ;  free  from  pedantry  and  afTedation, 
which  have  concurred  to  baniih  from  ufe  the  productions  of  many  of  his  contemporaries.  lie  has 
undcfervedly  fhared  the  negleft  they  have  met  with,  as  he  is  innocent  of  their  faults,  and  highlj 
worthy  of  the  attention  and  efteem  of  the  prefent  age. 

His  merit  as  an  hillorian  has  been  judicioully  eftimated  by  Dr.  Kennet. 

"  [t  is  faid  he  had  a  good  vein  in  poetry ;  and  it  is  certain  he  has  fhewn  great  judgment  in  keeping 
it,  as  he  did,  from  infedling  his  profe,  and  deflroying  that  fimplieity  which  is  a  principal  beauty  in 
the  flyle  of  an  hiftorian.  His  narration  is  fmooth  and  clear,  and  carries  every  where  an  air  of  good 
fenfe  and  juft  eloquence  ;  and  his  Englifh  is  much  more  modern  than  I\1iltons,  though  he  lived  before 
him.  But  Milton  chofe  to  write  (if  the  exprefiioii  may  be  allowed)  a  hundred  years  backwards; 
whereas,  it  is  particiilarly  to  he  admired  how  Daniel  duld,  fo  long  ago,  exprefs  himfelf  with  the 
fame  purity  and  grace  as  our  moft  feafible  writers  do  now,  though  we  flatter  ou'rfelves  that  v/e  havs 
confiderably  improved  the  language." 

The  mofl  accurate  ellimate  that  has  been  formed  of  his  poetical  charadlef,  is  given  by  the  am.Iable 
and  ingenious  Mr.  Headiey,  whofe  premature  death  may  be  jufliy  regretted  as  a  lols  to  the  lixra- 
ture  of  his  country. 
"  Though  very  rarely  fublimc,  he  ha--  fkill  in  the  pathetic;  and  his  pages  are  difj rac«d[  with  neither 
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pedantry  nor  conceit.  We  find  both  in  hi*  poetry  and  profe  fuch  a  legitimate  rational  flow  of  lan- 
guage, as  approaches  nearer  the  ftyle  of  the  l8th  than  the  i6th  century;  and  of  which  we  may 
fafely  aflert,  that  it  will  never  become  obfolcte.  He  certainly  was  the  Atticus  of  his  day.  It  feems 
to  have  been  his  error  to  have  entertained  too  great  a  diffidence  of  his  own  abilities.  Conftantly 
contented  with  the  fedate  propriety  of  good  fenfe,  which  he  no  fooner  attains  than  he  feems  to  relt 
Satisfied,  though  his  refources,  had  he  but  made  the  effort,  would  have  carried  him  much  farther.  In 
this  efcaping  cenfure  he  is  not  always  entitled  to  praife.  From  not  endeavouring  to  be  great,  he 
fometimes  mifles  of  being  refpedtable.  The  conftitution  of  his  mind  feems  often  to  have  failed 
him  in  the  fultry  and  exhaufting  regions  of  the  IVIufes;  for,  though  generally  neat,  eafy,  and  per- 
fpicuous,  he  too  frequently  grows  flack,  languid,  and  enervated.  In  perufing  his  long  hiflorical 
poenvwe  grow  fleepy  at  the  dead  ebb  of  the  narrative,  notwithilanding  being  occafionally  relieved 
wiih  fome  touches  of  the  pathetic.  Unfortunate  in  the  choice  of  his  fubjed,  he  feems  fearful  of 
fupplying  its  defedls  by  digreffional  embellifhment ;  inftead  of  fixing  upon  one  of  a  more  fanciful 
cafe,  which  the  natural  coolnefs  of  his  judgment  would  neceffarily  have  correfted,  he  has  cooped 
himfelf  up  within  the  limited  and  narrow  pale  of  dry  events ;  inftead  of  calling  his  eye  on  the  ge- 
neral hiflory  of  human  nature,  and  giving  his  genius  a  range  over  her  immeafurable  fields,  he  has 
confined  himfelf  to  an  abftraifl  diary  of  Fortune ;  inftead  of  prefenting  us  with  pldlures  of  Truth 
from  the  efFe&s  of  the  pafSons,  he  has  vcrfified  the  truth  of  adbion  only  ;  he  hasfufficiently,  there- 
fore, fhewn  the  hiftorian,  but  by  no  means  the  poet :  for,  to  ufe  a  fentimdnt  of  Davenant's,"  Truth, 
narrative  and  paft,  is  the  idol  of  hiftorians,  (who  worftiip  a  dead  thing),  and  truth,  operative  and 
continually  alive,  is  the  miftrefs  of  poets,  who  hath  not  her  exiftence  in  matter  but  in  rcafon." 


To  the  High  and  Moft  Illuilrious 


PRINCE  CHARLES  HIS  EXCELLENCE, 


:        Sir, 

X  RESENTS  to  gods  wevc  offered  by  tKe  hands  of 
Graces;  and  why  not  thofe  of  great  Princes,  by 
thofe  of  the  Mufes  ?  To  you,  therefore,  great 
Prince  of  Honour,  and  Honpur  of  Princes,  I 
jointly  prefent  Poefy  and  Mufic  ;  in  the  one,  the 
i'ervice  of  my  defunft  brother ;  in  the  other,  the 
duty  of  myfelf  living;  in  both  the  devotion  of  two 
brothers,  your  Highnefs's  humble  fervants.  Your 
Excellence,  then,  who  is  of  fuch  recommendable 
fame, with  all  nations  for  the  curiofityof  your  rare, 
fpirit  to  underftand,  and  ability  of  knowledge  tc 
•udge  of  all  things,  I  humbly  invite;  leaving  the 


fongs  of  his  mufe,  who  living  fo  fweetly  chanted 
the  glory  of  your  high  name. :  Sacred  is  the  fama 
of  poets ;  facred  the  name  of  princes  :    To  which 

Humbly  bows,  and 

Vowsi  himfelf,  ever 

Your  Highnefs's  fcrvant, 

John  Danieio 

Hij  , 


HISTORT  OF  THE  CIVIL  TVARS 

BETV\/^£EN  THE  HOUSES  OF  YORK  AND  LANCASTER. 


A    POEM.      IN   EIGHT   BOOKS. 


BOOK     I. 


V^he  Argument. 

What  times  forego  Richard  the  Second's  reign; 
The  fatal  caufes  of  this  Civil  War  : 
His  uncle's  pride  ;  his  greedy  minions  gain  : 
Glo'ftcr's  revolt,  and  death,  deliver'd  are. 
Her'ford,  accus'd,  exil'd,  call'd  back  again, 
Pretends  t'  amend  what  others  rule  did  marr. 
The  King  from  Ireland  hafles,  hut  did  no  good; 
Whilfl  ftrange  prodigious  Cgns  foretoken  blood. 


I  sixc  the  civil  wars,  tumultuous  broils. 
And  bloody  fadions  of  a  mighty  land  ;  ^ 
Whofe  people  haughty,  proud  with  foreign  fpoil^ 
Upon  themfelves  turn  back  their  conqu'ring  hand : 
Whilft  kin  their  kin,  brother  the  brother  foils; 
.Like  enfigns  all,  againft  like  enfign?  band  ; 
Bows  ao;ainft  bows,  the  crown  againft;  the  crown; 
Whiift^'all  pretending   right,  all  right's  thrown 
II.  [down. 

What  fury,  O  what  madnefs  held  thee  fo, 
Dear  England,  (too  too  prodigal  of  blood), 
To  wafle  fo  much,  and  war  without  a  foe  ; 
Whilft  France,  to  fee  thy  fpoils.at  pleafureftood! 
How  much  might'ft  thou  have  purchas'd  with 

lefs  woe, 
T'  have  done  thee  honour,  and  thy  people  good  ? 
Thine  might  have  been  whatever  lies  between 
The  Alps  and  us,  the  Pyrenees  and  Rhine. 
III. 

Yet  now  what  reafon  have  we  to  complain, 
Since  hereby  came  the  calm  wc  did  enjoy, 
The  blifs  of  thee,  Eliza  1  happy  gain 
Tor  all  our  loffes ;  when  as  no  other  way 
The  Heav'ns  could  find,  but  to  unite  again 
The  fatal  fever'd  families,  that  they  [grow 

Might  bring  forth  thee  :  That  in  thy  peace  might 
That  glory,  which  few  times  could  tver  ihcw. 


Come  facrcd  Virtue ;  I  no  mufy,  but  thee. 
Invoke  in  this  great  labour  I  intend. 
Do  thou  infpire  my  thnuglits  :   Infufe  in  me 
A  power  to  bring  the  fame  to  happy  end. 
P^aife  up  a  work  for  later  times  to  fee, 
That  may  thy  glory  and  my  pains  commend  : 
Make  me  thcfc  tumults  rightly  to  reheaifc  ; 
And  give  peace  to  my  life,  life  to  my  verfe. 

V. 

And  thou,    Charles  Montjoy,  who  did'fi  once 
afford 
Reft  for  my  fortunes  on  thy  quiet  fhore, 
And  cheer'd'fl  me  on  thefe  meafures  to  record 
In  graver  tones  than  1  had  us'd  before: 
Behc;ld,  my  gratitude  makes  good  my  word 
Engag'd  to  thee,  altho'  thou  be  no  more  ; 
'that  I,  who  heretofore  liave  liv'd  by  thee, 
Do  give  thee  now  a  room  to  live  with  nie. 

VI. 

And  R'lem'ry,  preferv'refs  of  things  done,  [wafle  ; 
Come  thou,  unfold   the  wounds,  the  wrack,  th« 
Reveal  to  me  how  all  the  flrife  begun 
'  I'wixt  Lancafler  and  York,  in  ages  part  : 
How  caufes,  counfels,  and  events  run. 
So  long  as  thefe  unhappy  times  did  laft  ; 
Unintermixt  with  fiflions,  fantafies : 
I  vcifify  the  truth,  not  poctife. 
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iir 


And  tn  the  end  wamay  with  better  eafe 
Difcern  tlie  true  dii'coiiiL-,  vouchlafe  to  fliew 
What  were  the  times  forcgoinj^,  near  to  thefe, 
That  thefe  wc  may  with  better  profit  know. 
Tell  how  the  world  fell  into  this  difcafe; 
And  how  fo  great  diftcmperature  did  grow  : 
So  fliall  we  fee  by  what  degrees  it  came  ; 
How  thing?  at  full  do  foon  wax  out  of  frame. 

vni. 
Ten  kinijs  had  from  the  (a)  Norman  Conqu'ror 

reign'd. 
With  interniix'd  and  variable  fate, 
When  England  to  her  greatefl  height  attain'd 
Of  pow'r,  dominion,  glory,  v/ealth,  and  iUtc  ; 
After  it  had  with  much  ado  fuftain'd 
The  violence  of  princes,  with  debate 
For  titles,  and  the  often  mutinies 
Of  nobles,  for  their  ancient  libitrties. 

IX. 

For  firft,    the   Norman   (i)  conqu'ring  all   by 

might, 
By  might  wasforc'd  to  keep  what  he  had  got; 
Mixing  our  cuftoms  and  the  form  of  right 
With  foreign  conftitutions  he  had  brought; 
Maft'ring    the    mighty,     humbling    the    poorer 

wight. 
By  all  fevtrell  means  that  could  be  wrought ; 
And,  making  the  fucceffion  doubtful,  rent 
This  new-got  ftate,  and  left  it  turbulent. 

X. 

(c)  William  his  fon  tracing  his  father's  ways, 
(The  great  men  fpent  in  peace,  or  flain  in  fight,) 
Upon  depreffed  weaknefs  only  prey?, 
And  makes  his  force  maintain  his  doubtful  right : 
His  elder  brother's  claim  vexing  his  days, 
His  adlions  and  exactions  flill  incite ; 
And  giving  beads  what  did  to  men  pertain, 
(Took  for  a  beaft)  himfelf  in  th'  end  was  flain.     . 

XI. 

His   brother    (d)    Henry   next  commands  the 
Who,  Robert's  title  better  to  reject,  [ftate  ; 

Seeks  to  repacify  the  people's  hate  ; 
And  with  fair  Ihews,  rather  than  in  efiefl, 
Allays  thofe  grievances  that  heavy  fat; 
Reforms  the  laws,  which  foon  he  did  negletfl ; 
And  'reft  of  fons,  for  whom  he  did  prepare,  [care. 
Leaves  crown  and  ftrife  to  Maud  his  daughter's 
XII.  [oath,) 

Whom  (e)  Stephen,  his  nephew,  (falfifying  his 
Prevents;  aflails  the  realm,  obtains  the  crown  ; 


(a)  Which  was  in  the  fpsce  of  z'^o  years, 

{0}  10C7.  William  I.  Iirnamed  the  Conqueror,  tlie  bafc 
fon  to  Roliert  the  ixth  Duke  of  Normandy,  reip.ncci  tuenty 
years  and  eiclit  months;  and  let't  tlie  crown  oi'  Sliio- 
Jand  to  William,  his  third  Ion,  contrary  to  the  cullom  of 
lucceffio!-. 

(c)  loh;.  William  II.  had  wars  with  his  elder  liro;her, 
Robert  Duke  of  Normaady  ;  with  whom  his  uncle  otho, 
and  many  of  tlie  nobiliry  of  F.npland  took  part.  He  was 
flain  hunting  in  the  New  Korclt,  by  Sir  Walter  Tyrrtll, 
Ihootirc  at  a  deer,  when  he  had  reigned  thirteen  year<. 

id)  I  1 00.  Henry  I.  the  youn^ell  Ion  of  V.'iUiam  the  Con- 
qneror,  reigned  tliirty-five  years  and  four  montiis  ;  w.'iole 
tons,  (William  and  llichardj,  being  drowned  in  the  fcis, 
lie  leaves  the  crown  lo  Maud,  tint  married  to  the  Empe- 
ror Heniy  tlie  Fourth,  aad  after  to  GeoBVcy  Flantagcnct, 
tjjirl  of  Aiijou. 

(c)  CI  55.  Stephen,  fon  to  the  Earl  of  Blois,  and  Adchi, 
d^'.iijhter  to  William  the  Conqueror,  invades  thekingdcm. 


Such  tumults  raifin 5  as  torment  them  both, 
Whilft  both  held  nothing  certainly  their  own. 
Th'  afflided  ftate  (divided  in  their  troth, 
And  partial  faith)  nioft  miferable  grown, 
Endures  the  while;  till  peace,  and  Stephen's  death, 
Gave  forae  calm  leifure  to  recover  breath. 

xm.  [reigns. 

When  (/)  Henry,  fon   to  Maud  the  emprefs. 
And  England  into  form  and  greatnefs  brought; 
Adds  Ireland  to  this  fceptre,  and  obtains 
Large  provinces  in  France  ;  much  treafure  got. 
And  from  exadlions  here  at  home  abflains : 
And  had  not  his  rebellious  children  fought 
T'  embroil  his  age  with  tumults,  he  had  been 
The  happieft  monarch  that  this  ftate  had  feen. 

XIV. 

Him  (g)  Richard  follows  in  the  government; 
Who  mucii  the  glory  of  our  arms  increas'd, 
And  all  his  father's  mighty  treafure  fpent, 
In  that  devontl'ul  adlion  of  the  Eaft  ; 
V/hereco  whilft  he  his  forces  wholly  bent,  > 

Defpite  and  treafon  his  deiign  opprefs'd  ; 
A  faithlefs  brother,  and  a  fatal  king. 
Cut  cfT  his  growtli  of  glory  in  tlie  fpring. 

XV. 

Which  wicked  brother,  contrary  to  coiirfe, 
Falfe  {/j)  John  nfurps  his  nephew  Arthur's  right ; 
Gets  to  the  crown  by  craft,  by  wrong,  by  force ; 
Rules  it  with  luft,  opprelTion,  rigour,  might; 
Murders  the  lawful  heir  without  remorfe  : 
Wherefore  procuring  all  the  world's  defpite, 
A  tyrant  loath'd,  a  homicide  convented, 
Poifcn'd  he  dies,  difgrac'd  and  unlamented. 

XVI. 

(i)  Henry  his  fon  is  chofen  king,  tho'  young, 
And  Lewis  of  France  (ele(5ted  firft)  beguil'd; 

After  the  mighty  had  debated  long. 

Doubtful  to  choofe  a  llrangcr  or  a  child; 

V\''ith  him  the  barons  (in  thcfe  times  grov/n  ftrong) 

War  for  their  ancient  laws  lo  long  exil'd. 

He  grants  the  charter,  that  pretended  eafe; 

Yet  kept  his  own,  and  did  his  ftate  appeafe. 

XVIIT. 

(i)  Edward,  his  fon,  a  martial  king,  fucceeda; 
Juft,  prudent,  grave,  religious,  fortunate: 
W'hol'c  happy-crder'd  reign  rnoft  fertile  breeds 
Plenty  of  mighty  fpirits,  to  Itrength  his  ftate  ; 
And  worthy  minds,  to  manage  worthy  deeds, 
Th'  experience  of  thoie  times  ingenerate  ; 

contends  with  Mrai'.'  th?  empref',  for  the  fucceftinn,  and 
reigned  tumulttiarily  eighteen  years  and  ten  months. 

(J)  '  '54-  Honryll.  fon  of  Geoilrey  Hantagenct,  Earl  of 
Anjou,  and  Maud  the  en~pief>,  aifociated  his  Ion  Henry  in 
the  crown  and  govcrnintnt  ;  wlilch  turne<l  ro  Lis  greai; 
diiturbancc,  and  fct  all  his  fons  (Heniy,  Richard,  Geof- 
fjty  and  John,)  ap.aii;lt  him.  lie  rdgned  thirty-four 
years  and  fevea  moiuh-i. 

(S)  I  1H9  Richard  v.cr.t  to  the  Holy  V.'ais,  was  kinj;  of 
Jerufalcm  ;  whilll  liis  brother  John,  by  tlic  help  oi^thii 
kinj  of  France,  ufurped  the  crown  of  l-,nj;land.  He 
was  detailed  prifoncr  in  Aullria,  redeemed,  and  reign- 
ed nine  years  and  nine  montlis. 

(h)  iiyp.  King  John  ufurps  the  right  of  Arthur,  fon  to 
Geoffrey,  his  cider  brother;  and  rcii;ns  feventecn  vears. 
He  had  wars  with  Jiii  barons,  who  ticatd  Lewis,  fon  to 
tlie  I'.Mif;  of  t;aoce. 

(;')  I'ilS.  ll-.nry  lil.  at  nine  years  of  age  was  crown- 
ed  iiint;,  aud  reigned  !ifiy-iix  ve;';rs. 

(ij  1571.  triwardl.  had  the ilominicn  over  this  whole 
iftand  of  Britain  ;  and  reigned  gloriouily  thiity-four  yeii;" 
fsvc:;  monti'.s 

H  ilj 
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For,  ever  great  employment  for  the  great, 
■Qiiickfens  the  blood,  and  honour  doth  beget. 

XVIII. 

And  had  not  his  niifled  lafcivious  fon, 
(/")  Edward  the  Second,  intermitted  fo 
The  courie  of  glory  happily  begun, 
(Which  brought  him  and  his  favourites  to  woe), 
That  happy  current  without  ftop  had  run 
Unto  the  full  of  his  Ion  Edward's  flow  : 
33ut  who  hath  often  feen,  in  fuch  a  ftate, 
Pather  and  fon  like  good,  like  fortunate  ? 
;  ■    ;•■■.■         x\x.  -      ■  ■ 

But  now  this  (m)  great  fucceeder  all  repairs 
And  reinduc'd  that  difcontinu'd  good  ; 
He  builds  up  ftrengthand  greatnefs  for  his  heirs. 
Out  of  the  virtues  that  adorn'd  his  blood. 
H»  makes  his  fubjccfts  lords  of  more  than  their's, 
And  let  their  bounds  far  wider  than  they  flood; 
His  pow!r  and  fortune  had  fulEcient  wrought, 
L'onld  but  the  Hate  'have  kept  what  he  had  got, 

:      •         XX.      •  ■  '  ■ 

And  had  his  (n)  heir  furviv'd  him  in  due  coiirfe. 
What  limits,  England,  iad'fl  thou  found  ?  •  What 

bar?  >       - 

What  world  could  have  refifted  fo  great  force  ? 
O  more  than  men  !  (two  thunderbolts  of  war) 
"^hj  did  not  time  your  joined  worth  divorce, 
T'.  have  made  your  fevetal  glories  greater  far  ? 
Too  prodigal  was  Nature  thus  to  do. 
To  fpend  in  one  age  what  Ihouid  ferve  for  two. 

.;.  '        '  ■    '  XXI.   •    '    •    ■      ■ 

"  But  now  the  fceptre,  in  this  glorious  Hate, 
Supported  with  ftrong  pcw'r  and  vidtoryi, 
■Was  left  unto  a  (o)  child  ;  ordain'd  by  Fate 
To.ilay  the  courfe  of  what  might  grow  too  high. 
Here  was  a  ftop  that  greatnefs  did  abate, 
"When  pow'r  upon  fo  weak  a  bafe  did  lie. 
Jor,  left  great  Fortune  fhould  prefume  too  far, 
Suph  oppofitions  interpofed  are*      .  ^  -  . 

„<.     .         -■■■         XXII. 

Never  this  ifland  better  peopl'd  ftood  ; 
!Never  more  men  of  might,  and  minds  addrefs'd  ; 
INever  more  princes  of  the  royal  blood, 
(if  not. tog  many  for  the  public  reft), 
IsTor  ever  was  more.treafure,  wealth,  and  good, 
Than  when  this  Richard  firft  the  crown  poffefs'd, 
The  fecond  of  that  name  ;.  in  two  accufs'd  ; 
A.ud  iWell  w,e  might  have-  mifs'd  all  but  the  firft. 
■■      ,     •  xxiii.'  •  '  ■    . 

In  this  man's  reign  began  this  fatal  ftrife, 
^T.he  bloody  argument  whereof  v.'e  treat) 
That  dearly  coft  fo  many  a  prince  his  life, 
And  fpoiFd  the  v/cak,  and  ev'n   confum'd  the 

■  great;  ■.  '        ■  ' 

That,  wherein  all  ccnfufion  was  fo  rife, 
As  Memory  ev'ji  grieves  her  to  repeat  : 
And  would  that  time  might  now  this  knowledge 
JBut  that  'tis  good  to  learn  by  other's  woes,  [^icio, 

(/)  1307-  ■F.fhvard  11.  .ihiifed  by  Ms  tniniiin«,  and  <Ie- 
■bauclied  hy  In--  c.wn  \\cAkru-l>,  w-a;.  (Icpoft-d  trom  liis  go- 
vernment, when  he  liail  reigned  nintteert 'years  Aai  Lx 
irioiuhs;   and  Vw!s  inurJered  in  i;rifon. 
(»)}    1326.   Edward  i'l!. 

.(«;  Eiiwiiril  thu  Black  i'rince,  who  died  before  his  fa- 
ther. 

(13)  Richard  H.  beinpc  butelLVSJi  years  of  age,  was  crown- 
cil  king  ci'England,  I377. 


Edward  the  Third  being  dead,  had  left  this  (f) 
(Son  of  his  worthy  fon,  deceas'd  of  late)-       [child 
The  crown  and  fceptte  of  this  realm  to  wield  ; 
Appointing  the.protedtors  of  his  ftate 
Two  of  his  fons,  to  be  hi-  better  Ihield ; 
Suppofing  uncles,  free  from  guile  or  hate, 
Would  order  all  things  for  his  better  good, 
In  therefpeft  and  hoi  our  of  their  blood. 

Of  thefe,  (g')   John   Duke  of    Lancafter  was 
one; 
(Too  great  a  fubje<ft  grown  for  fuch  a  ftate  ; 
The  title  of  a'  king,  and  glory  won 
In  great  exploits,  his  mind  did  elevate 
Above  proportion  kingdoms  ftand  upon  ; 
Which  made  him  pufh  at  what  his  iffue  gat ;) 
The  other,  (v)  Langley  ;  whole  mild  tcmperate- 
Did  tend  unto  a  calmer  quietnefs,  [nefs 

XXVI, 

With  thefe   did   (i)    Woodftock    interpofe   his 
A  man  for  action  violently  bent,  •    [partj 

And:of  afplrit  averfe  and  overthwart. 
Which  could  not  fuit  a  peaceful  government : 
Whrfe  ever-fwelHng  and  tumultuous  heart 
Wrought  his  own  ill,  and  others  difcontent. 
And  thefe  had  all  the  manage  of  affairs. 
During  the  time'  the  king  was  tmder  years. 

XXV]  I. 

And  in  the  firft  years  of  hjs  government, 
Things pafs'd  as  firft:   The  wars  in  France  pro- 
ceed, '  •     ■  '     ' 
Though  not  with  that  fame  fortune  and  event. 
Being  now  not  foliow'd  with  fuch  careful  heed : 
Our  people  here  at  home  grown  difcontent. 
Through. great  exa«5lion  infurrefiions  breed  : 
Private  reipedls  hinder'd  the  common-weal ; 
And  idle  eafe  doth  on  the  mighty  ileal. 

XXVUT. 

Too  many  kings  breed  fadlions  in  the  court ; 
The  head  too  weak,  the    members    groivn    too 

:  great : .    ■  ;  i     ^ 

Which  evermore  dcth  happen  in  this  fort 
When  children,  rule  :  the  plague  which  God  doth 

threat 
Unto  thofe  kingdoms,  which  he  will  tranfport 
Toother  lines,  or  utterly  defeat. 
"  For,  the  ambitious  once  inur'd  to  reign, 
"  Can  never  brook  a  private  ftate  again. 

XXIX. 

"  And  kingdoms  everfufter  this  diftrefs, 
"  Where  one,  or  many  guide  the  infant  king  ; 
"  Which  one,  or  many  (tailing  this  excefs 
"  Of  greatnefs  and  command)  can  never  bring 
'■  Their  thoughts  again  t'  obey,  or  to  be  lefs  : 
"  From  hence  thefe  infolencies  ever  fpring, 
"  Contempt  of  others,  whom  they  feek  to  foil ; 
"  Then  [ollov/  leagues,  dtftrudtion,  ruin,  fpoil." 


(,")   Richard  fl.  fnn  to  t)ie  Bbck  Prince. 
-  (■;) 'I'hc  Duke  of  Lanraiter,  intitucii  Kinp  of  Caflile,  ir> 
the  right  crt'  iiis  wife  Conitance,  citlell  daughter  to  Kinj^ 
t'cter.  • 

{r)  Kdinund  Langley,  Earl  of  Cambridge,  after  creat- 
ed Duke  oK  York- 

(!)  'l'hc::usoi'  Wocdftcck,  after  made  D'jkc  of  Glow-. 
cellsr,     ■ 
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And  whether  they    whivjh    underwent    this 
charge 
Permit  the  king  to  take  a  youthful  vein, 
^rhat  they  their  private  hettcr  might  enlarge  : 
Or  whether  he  himfelf  would  farther  flrain, 
(Thinking  his  years  fufficient  to  difcharge 
The  government)  and  fo  affum'd  the  rein. 
Or  howfoever,  now  his  ear  he  lends 
To  youthful  counfel,  and  his  lufls  attends. 

XXXI. 

And  courts  were  never  barren  yet  of  thofe 
Which  could  with  fubtle  train,  and  apt  advice, 
Work  on  the  prince's  weaknefs,  and  difpofe 
Of  feeble  frailty,  eafy  to  entice, 
And  luch,  no  doubt,  about  this  king  arofe, 
Whofe  flattery  (the  dang'rous  nurfe  of  vice) 
Got  hand  upon  his  youth,  to  pleafurcs  bent. 
Which,  led  by  them,  did  others  difcontcnt. 
xxxu. 

For  now  his  uncles  grew  much  to  miflike 
Thefe  ill  proceedings  :   Were  it  tiiat  tliey  faw 
That  others  favour'd,  did  afpiring  feek 
Their  nephew  from  their  cr  unfcis  to  withdraw, 
(Seeing  him  of  a  nature  flexible  and  weak) 
Eecaufe  they  only  would  keep  all  in  awe  ; 
Or  that  indeed  they  found  the  king  and  Hate 
Abub'd  by  futh  as  now  in  office  fat. 

XXXIII. 

Or  rather  elfe  they  all  were  in  the  fault ; 
Th'  ambitious  uncles,  th'  indifcreet  young  king, 
The  greedy  council,  and  the  minions  naught, 
And  all  altogether  did  this  tempefl  bring. 
Befides  the  times,  with  all  injullice  fraught, 
Concurr'd  v.'ith  fuch  confus'd  mifgovtrning ; 
That  we  may  truly  fay,  this  fpoii'd  the  flate, 
"  Youthful  counfel,  private  gain,  partial  hate." 
xxxiv. 

And  then  the  king,  befides  his  jealouCes 
Which  nourifii'd  were,  had  reafon  to  be  led 
To  doubt  his  uncles  for  their  loyalties; 
Since  John  of  Gaunt  (as  was  difeovered) 
Had  praflifed  his  death  in  fecret  wife  ; 
And  Glo'Aer  openly  becomes  the  head 
Unto  a  league,  who  all  in  arms  were  bent 
T'  oppofe  againll  the  prcfent  gc;vernment ; 
XXXV. 

Pretending  to  temove  I'ach  men  as  were 
Accounted  to  abufe  the  king  and  fiate. 
Of  whom    the    chief  they  did    accufe    was    (^) 

Veerc, 
Made  Duke  of  Ireland  with  great  Crace  of  lite  ; 
And  (?.-)  divers  elfe,  who  for  the  place  they  bear 
Obnoxious  are,  and  fubjcifl  unto  hate  : 
And  thefe  muft  be  fequeflcr'd  with  all  fpeed, 
Or  elfe  thev  vow'd  their  fwords  fliould  do  the  deed. 


(/)  Robert  Veere,  Duke  of  Ireland. 

(;.')  Ann.  Reg  1  I.  the  Duke  of  Giouccller,  with  the  Fails 
of  D.irby,  Aruiiilel,  Notti'igliam,  Warwick,  .inrt  otiier 
Lords,  liavins  lorctil  thq  kinp;  Co  put  frora  him  i>\]  iiis 
oflkes  of  court  at  tills  parliament,  caufed  muft  of  then^ 
to  be  executed  ;  as  John  Beauchamp,  Lord  ?tcward  ot 
liishoufj,  Sir  Simnn  Burley.Lnrd  Chamberlain,  with  many 
othtr.  Alfo  the  Lord  Chief  Julbce  was  here  executed,  and 
all  the  Jiidj^cs  condemned  m  death,  for  maintaininfc  the 
5tinj;'.s  prerogative  aijainll  tiiefe  Lord-,  and  tl'.C  ec:'..'l'".U- 

ijoiisoi  iiiciait  iiariiain;nt,  Anu,  lo. 


XXXVI. 

The  king  was  forc'd  in  that  next  parliament, 
To  grant  them  what  he  durfl  not  well  refufe. 
For  thither  arm'd  they  came,  and  fully  bent 
To  fuller  no  repuife,  nor  no  excufe  : 
And  here  they  did  accomplifli  their  intent; 
Where  juflice  did  her  fword,  not  balance,  ufc  : 
For  even  that  I'acred  place  they  violate, 
Arrefiing  all  the  judges  as  they  fat. 
XXXVII. 

And  here  had  many  worthy  men  their  end, 
Without  all  form,  or  any  courfe  of  right. 
"  For  ftill  thefe  broils,  that  public  good  pretend, 
"  Work  moft  injuflice,  being  done  through  fpite. 
"  For  thofe  aggrieved  evermore  do  bend 
"  Againfl  fuch  as  they  fee  of  greateft  might ; 
"  Who  though  they  cannot  help  what  will  go  ill, 
"  Yet  fince  they  may  do  wrong,  are  thougiit  they 
"  will." 

XXXVIIl. 

And  yet  herein  I  mean  not  to  excufe 
The  juftices  and  minions  of  the  king, 
(Who  might  their  office  and  their  grace  abufe) 
But  blame  the  courfe  held  in  the  managing. 
"  For  great  men  over-grac'd  much  rigour  ufe  ; 
"  Prcfuming  favourites  difcontentment  bring ; 
'*  And  difproportions  harmony  do  break; 
"  Minions  too  great,  argue  a  king  too  weak." 
xxxix. 

Now  that  fo  much  was  granted,  as  was  fought ; 
A  reconcilement  made,  although  not  meant, 
AppeasM  them  all  in  fhew,  but  not  in  thought, 
Whilfl  every  one  feem'd  outwardly  content : 
Though  hereby  king,  nor  peers,  nor  people  got 
More  love,  more  ftrength,  or  caller  government ; 
But  every  day  things  ftill  fucceeded  worfe  • 
"  For  good  from  kings  is  feldoni  drawn  by  force." 

XL. 

And  lo,  it  thus  continued,  till  by  chance 
The  queen  (which  was  the  emperor's  daughter 

(«)  dy'd; 

When  as  the  king,  t'  eftablifh  peace  with  France, 
And  better  for  home-quiet  to  provide. 
Sought  by  contradling  marriage  to  advance 
His  own  affairs,  againft  his  uncle's  pride  ; 
Took  the  young  daughter  (^)  of  King  Ciiarks  to 

v/ife. 
Which  after,  in  the  end,  rais'd  greater  ilrife. 

XLI. 

For  now  his  uncle  Gloc'Her  much  repin'd 
Againft  this  French  alliance,  and  this  peace; 
As  either  out  of  a  tumultuous  mind, 
(Which  never  was  content  the  wars  fhoulJ  ceafe  :) 
Or  that  he  did  diflionourable  find 
Thofe  articles,  which  did  our  ftate  decrcafe  : 
And  therefore  ftorm'd,  becaufe  the  crown  had 

wrong ; 
Or  that  he  fcar'd  the  king  would  grow  too  ftrong, 

XLII. 

But  whatfoever  mov'd  him,  this  isfure, 
Hereby  he  wrought  his  ruin  in  the  end  ; 
And  was  a  fatal  caufe,  that  did  procure 
The  fv/lft  approaching  mifchiefs  that  attend: 

/      Cv)  Ann.  Rag.  iS. 

I      ()■)  Aim.  JQ-  Ifabel^-tlausUter  to  Ch^irles  VI, 

'  li  iiij 
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For  lo,  the  li'in^  no  longer  could  endure 
Thus  to  be  crolVd  ai  what  he  did  intend; 
And  therefore  watjh'd  but  feme  occaiion  fit 
T'  attach  the  Duke,  wl-.en  he  thought  lead  of  it. 

XLIII. 

And  Fortune  tn  fer  forward  this  intent, 
The  Count  balnt  Paule    (z),  from   France,  doth 

hither  bring  ; 
Whom  Charles  the  Sixth  employ'd  in  compliment, 
To  fee  the  queen,  and  to  falute  the  king  : 
To  whom  I'.e  fhews  his  uncle's  difcontent, 
And  of  his  fccret  dangerous  pradifing  ; 
How  he  liis  fubjCiils  fought  to  fullevate, 
A:. d  break  the  league  with  France  concluded  late. 

ILIV 

To  whom  the  Count  mof:  cunningly  replies; 
"  Great  prir.ce,  it  is  v/Uhin  your  power,  witheafe, 
"  To  remedy  fuch  fears  I'uch  jcaloufies, 
"-And  rid  you  of  fuch  mutineers  as  thefe, 
"  By  cutting  off  that,  which  might  greater  rife  ; 
"  And  now  at  firfc  presenting  this  difeafe, 
"  And  that  before  he  fliail  your  wrach  difc'ofe  : 
*'  for  vyhp  threats  firft, means  of  revenge  doth  iofe. 

SLV, 

"  Firft  take  his  head,  then  tell  the  reafon  why  ; 
"  Stand  not  to  find  him  guilty  by  your  laws  : 
"  You  eafier  fhall  wi;h  him  your  quarrel  try 
*'  Dead  than  alive,  who  hath  the  better  caufe. 
"  for  in  the  murmuring  vuli^ar  ufualiy 
"  This  public  ccurfe  of  yours  compaflion  draws; 
"  Efpecially  in  cafes  of  the  great, 
*'  Which  worl:  much  pify  in  the  undifcreet. 

XLVI 

"  And  this  is  fure,  though  his  offence  be  fuchj 
''  Yet  doth  calamity  attradl  commorfe ; 
"  And  men  repine  an  princes  bloodfhed  much, 
"  (How  jull  foever ;  judging  'tis  by  force. 
"  1  know  not  hov^-,  their  death  give  fuch  a  touch, 
"  la  thofe  that  reach  not  to  a  true  difcourfe ; 
"  As  fo  Iholl  you,  obfcrving  formal  right, 
"  Be  held  {till  as  unjuft,  and  wm  more  fpite. 

XLVII. 

"  And  oft  the  caufe  may  come  prevented  fo ; 
♦'  And  therefore  when  'tis  done,  let  it  be  heard  : 
*'  For  thereby  lliall  you  'fcapc  your  private  woe, 
«'  And  fatisfy  the  world  too  afterward. 
•'  What  need  you  weigh  the  rumours  that  fhall  go  ? 
^'  What  is  that  breath,  being  v>ith  your  life  coni- 

par'd  ? 
♦'  And  therefore,  if  you  will  be  rul'd  by  me, 
♦'  In  fecret  fort  let  him  difpatched  be. 

SLVlll. 

"  And  then  arraign  the  chief  of  thofe  you  find 
''  Were  of  his  fadlion  fecretly  compaft  ; 
"  Who  may  fo  v.eli  be  handled  in  their  kind, 
*'  As  their  conftffions,  which  you  fliall  exadl, 
♦'  May  both  appeafc  the  aggrieved  peoples  mind, 
"  And  make  their  death  to  aggravate  their  iv£t  : 
"  So  Iliallyou  ridyourfelf  of  dangers  quite,  [right." 
'•'  And  ihew  the  world,  that  you  have  done  but 
xtix. 

This  counfel,  uttered  unto  fuch  an  ear 
As  willing  liilens  to  the  fafefl  way^, 

(z)  Valerian,  E,  of  S.  Piulc,  who  had  married  tht  king'' 
haii- filter, 


Works  on  the  yielding  matter  of  hi;;  fear. 
Which  eafily  to  any  courfe  obeys  : 
For  every  prince,  feeing  his  danger  near, 
By  any  means  his  quiet  peace  afiays  ; 
"  And  fiill  the  greatelc  v  rongs  that  ever  were, 
"  Have  then  been  wrought,  when  kings  were  put 
L.  [in  fear." 

Call'd  in  with  public  pardon  and  relcafe  (a). 
The  Duke  of  Gloc'fler,  with  his  'complices; 
All  tumults,  all  contentions  feeni  to  ceafe, 
'I'he  land  rich,  people  pieas'd,  all  in  happinefs ;    . 
When  fuddenly  Gloc'fter  came  caught  viith  peace, 
Warwick  with  proffer'd  love  and  j^romifes. 
And  --irundel  was  in  with  cunning  brought. 
Who  elle  abroad  his  fafcty  might  have  wrought. 

LI. 

Long  was  it  nt  t  e'er  Gloc'fler  was  convey'd 
To  Calais  (^),  and  there  ftrangled  fecre'ly  : 
Warwick  and  Arundel  clrfe  prifoners  laid, 
'f  h'  efpecial  men' of  his  confederacy  ; 
Yet  Warwick's  tears  and  'oafe  confeftions  flaid 
The  doom  of  death,  and  came  confin'd  thereby. 
And  fo  prolongs  this  not  long  bafc-begg'd  breath; 
Bur  Arundel  was  put  to  publie  death. 

LII. 

Which  public  death  (rtceiv'd  witli  fuch  a  cheer» 
As  nit  a  figh,  a  lock,  a  fbrink  bewrays 
The  leaft  felt  touch  of  a  degenerous  fear) 
Gave  life  to  envy,  to  his  courage  praife  ; 
And  made  his  flout  defended  cauie  appear 
With  futh  a  face  of  ri;;ht,  as  that  it  lays 
The  lidc  of  wrong  t'v\ards  him,  who  had  longfincc 
By  parliament  {^c)  forgiven  this  offence. 

LIII. 

And  in  the  unconceiving  vulgar  fort, 
Such  an  impreflion  of  his  goodnefs  gave, 
As  fainted  him.  and  rais'd  a  flrange  report 
Of  miracles  effected  on  his  grave  : 
Although  the  wife  (whom  zeal  did  not  tranfpcrt) 
"  Knew  how  each  great  example  flill  muff  have 
"  Something  of  wrong,  a  tafle  of  violence, 
"  Wherewith  the  public  quiet  doth  difptnfe." 
riv. 

The  king  forthwith  provides  him  of  a  guard, 
A  thcufand  archers  daily  to  attend  ; 
Which  now  upon  the  aft  he  had  prepar'd. 
As  th'  argument  his  adlionsto  defend  : 
But  yet  the  world  hereof  conceiv'd  fo  hard. 
That  all  this  nought  avail'd  him  in  the  end. 
"  In  vain  with  terror  is  he  fortified, 
"  That  is  not  guarded  with  firm  love  beCde." 

LV. 

Now  florm  his  grieved  uncles,  though  in  vain, 
Not  able  better  courfes  to  adviie  : 
They  might  their  grievance  inwardly  complain. 
But  outwardly  they  needs  muft  temporife. 
The  kuig  was  great :  and  they  fliould  nothing  gain 
1'  attempt  revenge,  or  offer  once  to  rife  : 

(a)  At  the  pailiament,  in  anno  1 1.  LL.  of  the  league  with 
G'.occtiLr,  being  pardoned  lor  their  oppoluig  agiiinlt  the 
k'li^'r.  prdccediuiis,  were  quiet  till  annoii.  when  upon 
re|<ort  oi'a  new  conrpir.icy,  they  ucre  furprifcd. 

((i;  Mcwbray,  tarl  Marlhal,  alter  made  DiiX'c  of  Norfolk, 
had  the  charge  of  difpatching  the  Dulce  of  Gluuceilcr  ac 

v., 'ibis. 

,  I.-;  The  kins;  had  by  parliament  before  pardoned  tht; 
dul;c,  and  thofe  t'.vu  earls  j  yet  was  the  pardon  revoked. 
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This  league  with  Ftance  had  made  him  now  fo 

ftrong, 
That  they  muft  needs  as  yet  endure  this  wrong.       ] 

LVl. 

For  hke  a  hon  that  cfcapes  his  bounds, 
Having  bten  lo.'.g  reftrain'd  his  ufe  to  ftray. 
Ranges  the  reftiefs  woods,  ftays  on  no  ground, 
Riots  with  bloodfhcd,  wantons  on  his  prey  ; 
Seeks  not  for  need,  but  in  his  pride  to  wound, 
Glorying  to  fee  his  ftrengtti,  and  what  he  may  : 
So  this  unbridl'd  king,  (^ freed  of  his  fears) 
In  liberty,  himfelf  thus  wildly  bears. 

LVll. 

For  {landing  now  alone,  he  fees  his  might 
Out  of  the  compafb  of  rcfpe<5tiye  awe; 
And  now  begins  to  violate  all  right, 
While  no  reftraining  fear  at  hand  he  faw. 
Now  he  exafls  of  all,  waftes  in  dehght. 
Riots  in  pleafure,  and  neglecfts  the  law  : 
He  thinks  his  crown  is  licens'd  to  do  ill  : 
"  That  lefs  lliould  lift,  that  may  do  what  it  will." 

LVIIl. 

Thus  b'ing  tranfported  in  this  fenfual  courfe  ; 
No  friend  to  warn,  no  counfel  to  withfland, 
He  ftill  proceedeth  on  from  bad  to  worfe, 
Sooth'd  in  all  yc)  adions  that  he  took  in  hand. 
By  fuch  as  all  impiety  did  nurfe. 
Commending  ever  what  he  did  command. 
"  Unhappy  kings!  that  never  may  be  taught 
"  To  know  themfclves,  or  to  dikern  their  fault." 

LIK. 

And  whilft  this  courfe  did  much  the  kingdom 
daunt, 
The  (d)  Duke  of  Her'ford  being  of  courage  bold, 
As  fon  an-1  heir  to  mighty  John  of  Gaunt, 
Utters  the  paffion  which  he  could  not  hold. 
Concerning  thofe  opprcfTions,  and  the  want 
Of  government ;  which  he  to  (<?}  Norfolk  told. 
To  the  end  he  (being  great  about  the  king) 
Alight  do  feme  good,  by  better  counfelliug. 

LX. 

Hereof  doth  Norfolk  prefently  take  hold. 
And  to  the  king  the  whole  dilcourfe  relate : 
Who  not  conceiting  it  as  it  was  told, 
But  judging  it  proceeded  out  of  hate, 
Difdaining  deeply  to  be  fo  controul'd  ; 
That  others  fhould  his  rule  prejudicate, 
Charg'd  Her 'ford  therewithal  :  who  re-accus'd 
Norfolk,  for  words  of  treafon  he  had  us'd. 

LXI. 

Norfolk  denies  them  peremptorily; 
Her'ford  re-charg'd,  and  fupplicates  the  king 
To  have  the  combat  of  his  enemy. 
That  by  his  fword  he  might  approve  the  thing. 
Norfolk  defiresthe  fame  as  earnellly  : 
And  both  with  equal  courage  menacing        [free  : 
Revenge  of  wrong,  that  none  knew  v»'hicii  was 
For  times  of  faclion  times  of  fiander  be, 

LXII. 

The  combat  granted,  and  -the  day  affign'd, 
They  both  in  order  of  the  field  appear, 

(i:)  Nihil  eft  qiu'd  credere  de  fe  non  pofllt,  cum 

biida(i!r,  Diis  aequa  ptucltas. 
(d    Henry  Bolingbroke  ol' flcrci'crd. 
<j)  l  Lonikc.  t!ov.i.nay,  DuUc  of  Korrolk, 


Moft  richly  furnilh'd  in  all  martial  kind, 
And  at  the  point  of  intercombat  were; 
When  lo!  the  king  chang'd  fuddenly  his  mind, 
Calls  down  his  warder,  to  arreft  them  there; 
As  b'ing  advis'd  a  better  way  to  take, 
Which  might  for  his  more  certain  fafety  make, 

LXUI. 

For  now  confidering  (as  it  likely  might) 
The  victory  might  hap  on  Her'ford's  fide, 
(A  man  moft  vahant,  and  of  noble  Sp'rit, 
Belnv'd  of  all,  and  ever  worthy  try'd;) 
H.  w  much  he  might  be  grac'd  in  public  fight, 
By  fuch  an  adl,  as  might  advance  his  pride. 
And  fo  become  more  pi'pular  by  this  ; 
Which  he  fears  too  much  he  already  is. 

LXIV. 

And  therefore  he  refolves  to  (/)  banifli  both, 
Though  th'  one  in  chiefeft  favour  with  him  itood, 
A  man  he  dearly  lov'd ;  and  might  be  loth 
To  leave  him,  that  had  done  him  fo  much  good  : 
Yet  having  caufc  to  do  as  now  he  doth, 
1  o  mitigate  the  envy  of  his  blood, 
Thought  heft  to  lofe  a  friend  to  rid  a  foe. 
And  fuch  a  one  as  now  he  doubted  fo. 

LXV. 

And  therefore  to  perpetual  exile  he 
Mowbray  condemns  ;  Her'ford  for  but  ten  years  : 
Thinking  (for  that  the  wrong  of  this  decree, 
Compar'd  with  greater  rigour,  lefs  appears) 
It  might  of  all  the  better  liked  be. 
But  yet  fuch  murm'ring  of  the  facfl  he  hears, 
That  he  is  fain  four  of  the  ten  forgive. 
And  judg'd  him  fix  years  in  exile  to  live. 

LXVI. 

At  whofe  departure  hence  out  of  the  land. 
How  did  the  open  multitude  reveal 
The  wond'rous  love  they  bare  him  underhand! 
Which  now  in  this  hot  paffi  n  of  their  zeal 
They  plainly  fiiew'd.  that  all  might  underftand 
How  dear  he  was  unto  the  commonweal. 
They  loai'd  not  to  exclaim  againft  the  king. 
As  one  that  ft.ughi  all  good  men's  ruining. 

Lxvii.  [moan. 

Unto  the  fiiore,  with  tears,  with  fighs,  with 
They  him  condudl;  curfing  the  bounds  that  ftay 
Their  willing  feet,  that  would  have  further  gone, 
iladnot  the  fearful  ocean  ftopt  their  way  : 
"  Why,   Neptune,  haft  thou  made  us  ftand  alone, 
"  Divided  from  the  world,  for  this,  fay  they, 
"  Hemm'd  in  to  be  a  fpoil  to  tyranny, 
"  Leaving  affiidtion  hence  no  way  to  fly  ? 

LXVIII. 

"  .A.re  we  lock'd  up,  poor  fouls,  here  to  abide 
''  Within  the  wat'ry  prifon  of  thy  waves, 
"  As  in  a  fold,  v^here  fubjedl  to  the  pride 
"  And  luft  of  rulers,  we  remain  as  flaves  ; 
"  Here  in  the  reach  of  might,  where  non  can  hide 
"  From  ih'  eye  of  wrath,  but  only  in  their  graves  ? 
"  Happy  confiners  you  of  other  lands, 
"  Ihat  fift  your  foil,  an.,  oft  'fcape  tyrants  hands. 
Lxix.  [were  fit 

"  And  muft  we   leave  him   here,  whom  here 
"  We  fhould  retain,  the  pillar  of  our  flate  ? 

(/ )  Mowbray  was  banifli^d  the  very  day  (by  the  courfe  of 
oftlicyea;-;  whereon  I'.c  niurdercd  iheDukeof  Gloceiter. 
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"  Whofe  virtues  well  deferve  to  govern  it, 
"  And  not  this  wanton  young  effeminate. 
*'  Why  fhould  not  he  in  regal  honour  fit, 
"  That  beft  knows  how  a  realm  to  ordinate  ? 
"  But  one  day  yet  we  hope  thou  fhalt  bring  back 
"  (Dear  Bolingbroke)  the  juflice  that  we  lack. 

LXX. 

"  Thus  mutter'd  (lo!)  the  malecontented  fort, 
"  That  love  kings  beft  before  they  have  them  ftill, 
"  And  never  can  the  prefent  ftate  comport, 
"  But  would  as  often  change  as  they  change  will." 
For  this  good  Duke  had  wi.n  them  m  this  fort. 
By  fucc'ring  thtm,  and  pir)'ing  of  their  ill ; 
That  they  fuppoitd  ftrait  it  ^vas  one  thing, 
To  be  both  a  good  man,  and  a  good  king, 
ixxi. 

When  as  the  graver  fort  that  faw  the  courfe, 
And  knew  that  princes  may  not  be  controul'd, 
Lik'd  well  to  fuffer  this,  for  fear  of  worfe ; 
"  Since  many  great  one  kingdom  cannot  hold." 
For  now  thty  faw  inteftine  llrife  of  force 
The  apt-divided  ftate  entangle  would, 
If  he  fhould  flay  whom  they  would  make   their 

head, 
By  whom  the  vulgar  body  might  be  led. 

LXXII. 

"  They  faw  likewife,  that  princes  oft  are  fain 
"  To  buy  their  quiet  with  the  price  of  wrong : 
And  better  'twere  that  now  a  few  complain, 
Than  all  fhould  mourn,  as  well  the  weak  asftrong; 
Seeing  ftill  how  little  realms  by  change  do  gain  ; 
And  therefore  learned  by  obferving  long, 
"  T'  admire  times  paft,  follow  the  prefent  will ; 
"  Wilh  for  good  princes,  but  t'  endure  the  ill." 

LXXIIl. 

For  when  it  nought  avails,  what  folly  then 
To  ftrive  againft  the  current  of  the  time  .' 
Who  will  thro-v  down  himfelf,  for  other  men, 
That  make  a  ladder  by  his  fall  to  climb  ? 
Or  who  would  fctk  t' embroil  his  country,  when 
He  niight  have  reft  ;  fufi 'ring  but  others  crime  ? 
"  Since  wife  men  ever  have  preferred  far 
'.'  Th'  unjuftcft  peace  before  the  jufteft  war." 

LXXIV. 

Thus  they  confiderM,  that  in  quiet  fat, 
Rich,  or  content,  or  elic  unfit  to  ftrive  ; 
Peace-lover  wealth,  hating  a  troublous  ftate. 
Doth  willing  realons  for  their  left  contrive  : 
But  if  that  all  were  thus  confiderate, 
How  fliould  in  court  the  great,  the  favour'd  thrive  ? 
Fatflions  muft  be,  and  thefe  varieties ; 
And  fome  muft  fall,  that  other  fome  may  rife. 

LXXV. 

But  long  the  Duke  remain'd  not  in  exile, 
Before  that  John  of  Gaunt,  his  father,  dies  : 
Upon  whofe  'ftate  the  King  feiz'd  now,  this  while 
Difpofing  of  it  as  his  enemy's. 
This  open  wrong  no  longer  could  beguile 
The  world,  that  faw  thefe  great  indignities  : 
Wiiich  fo  exafperates  the  minds  of  all. 
That  they  refolv'd  him  home  again  to  call. 

1.XXV1. 

For  now  they  faw  'twas  malice  in  the  King, 
s      (Tranfportcd  in  his  ill-conceited  thought) 
That  made  him  fo  to  proftcute  the  thing 
Againft  all  law,  and  in  a  courfe  fo  naught. 


And  this  advantage  to  the  Duke  did  bring 
More  fit  occafions,  whereupon  he  wrought. 
"   For  to  a  man  fo  ftrong,  and  of  fuch  might, 
"  He  gives  him  more,  that  takes  away  his  right." 

LXXVII. 

The  (h)  King,  in  this  mean  time,  (I  know  not 
how) 

Was  drawn  into  fome  acflions  forth  the  land, 
T'  appeafe  the  Irifh,  that  revolted  now  : 
Ap-d  there  attending  what  he  had  in  hand,  [grow, 
Negleits  thofe  parts  from  whence  worfe  dangers 
As  ignorant  how  his  affairs  did  ftand  ; 
Whether  the  plot  was  wrought  it  fliould  be  fo, 
Or  that  his  fate  did  draw  him  on  to  go, 
Lxxvni. 
Moft  fure  if  is  that  he  committed  here 
An  ignorant  and  idle  overfight ; 
Not  locking  to  the  Duke's  proceedings  there, 
Being  in  the  court  of  France,  where  beft  he  might; 
Where  both  the  King  and  all  aflured  were 
T'  have  ftopt  his  courfe,  being  within  their  right : 
But  now  he  was  exil'd,  he  thought  him  fure; 
And,  free  from  farther  doubting,  liv'd  fecure. 

LXXIX. 

So  blinds  the  fharpeft  counfels  of  the  wife 

This  overfhadowiiig  Providence  on  high. 

And  dazzlech  all  their  cleareft-fighted  eyes. 

That  they  fee  not  how  nakedly  they  lie. 

There  where  they  little  think,  the  ftorm  doth  rife. 

And  overcafts  their  clear  fecurity  ; 

When  man  hath  ftopt  all  ways,  fave  only  that 

Which  (as  Icaft  doubted)  ruin  enters  at. 

LXXX. 

And  now  was  all  diforder  in  th'  excefs. 
And  whatfoever  dorii  a  change  portend ; 
As  idle  luxury,  and  wantonncfs, 
Proteus-like  varying  pride,  vain  without  end  ; 
Wr«rg  worker  riot  (motive  to  opprefs) 
Endleis  exadlions  which  the  idle  fpend, 
Confuining  ufury,  and  credits  crack'd, 
Call'd  oil  this  purging  war  that  many  lack'd. 

LXXXl. 

Then  ill-pcrfuading  want,  in  i.artial  minds, 
And  wronged  patience,  (long  opprels'dwithmight) 
l-ooicnef>  in  all,  (which  no  religion  binds) 
Commanding  force,  (the  mcafnie  made  of  right) 
Gave  fuel  to  this  fire  ;  that  eafy  finds 
The  way  t'  enflame,  the  whole  cndanger'd  quite, 
Thcfe  were  the  public  breeders  of  this  war. 
By  which  ftill  greateft  ftates  confounded  are. 

LXXXII. 

For  now  this  peace  with  France  had  fhut  in  here 
The  overgrowing  humours  wars  do  ft^end  : 
Por  where  t'  evacuate  no  employments  were. 
Wider  th'  unwieldy  burdeii  doth  diftend. 
Men  wholly  us'd  to  war,  peace  could  not  bear, 
As  knowing  no  other  courfe  whereto  to  bend  ; 
For  brought  up  in  the  broils  of  thefe  two  realms. 
They  thought  beft  fifliing  ftill  in  troubled  ftrcams. 

LXXXUI. 

Like  to  a  river  that  is  ftopt  his  courfe. 
Doth  violate  his  banks,  breaks  Lis  own  bed, 
Deftroys  his  bounds,  and  over-runs  by  force 
The  neighbour  fields,  irregularly  fnread; 

(b',  Anno  Rcgui  SJ.  "" 
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Ev'n  fo  this  fudden  (lop  of  war  doth  nurfe 
Home-broils  within  itlclf,  from  others  led  : 
So  dangerous  the  change  hereof  is  try'd, 
Zre  minds  'come  foft,  or  otherwife  eniploy'd. 

LXXXIV. 

But  all  this  makes  for  thee,  O  Bolingbroke  '. 
To  work  a  way  unto  thy  fovereignty  : 
This  care  the  heavens.,  Fate  and  Fortune  took, 
To  bring  thee  to  thy  fceptre  eafily. 
Upon  thee  falls  that  hap  which  him  forfook ; 
Who,  crown'd  a  king,  a  king,  yet  mud  not  die. 
Thou  wert  ordain'd  by  Providence  to  raife 
A  quancl,  iafting  longer  than  thy  days. 

LXXXV. 

For  now  this  abfent  lord  out  of  his  land,    [then, 
(Where  though  he  fhew'd  great  fprite  and  valour 
Being  attended  with  a  worthy  band 
Of  valiant  peers,  and  mofl  courageous  men) 
Gave  time  to  them  at  home,  that  had  in  hand 
Th'  ungodly  work,  and  knew  the  feafon  when  ; 
Who  fail  not  to  advife  the  Duke  with  fpced, 
Soliciting  to  what  he  foon  agreed. 

LXXXVl. 

Who  prefently,  upon  fo  good  report, 
Relying  on  his  friends  fidelity. 
Conveys  himfelf  out  of  the  French  King's  court. 
Under  pretence  to  go  to  Brittany; 
^nd  with  his  followers  that  to  him  refort. 
Landed  in  (»)England;  welcom'd  joyfully 
Of  th'  alt'ring  vulgar,  apt  for  changes  ftill, 
/(.s  headlong  carry'd  with  a  prcfent  will. 
Lxxxvn. 

And  com'ng  to  quiet  fliore,  but  not  to  rcil, 
The  firft  night  of  his  joyful  landing  here, 
A  fearful  (,6)  vifion  doth  his  foul  molcfl; ; 
Seciiiing  to  fee  in  rev'rent  fonn  appear 
A  fair  and  goodly  woman  all  diftreil ; 
Which,  with  full-weeping  eyes  and  rented  hair. 
Wringing  her  hands,   as   one    that   gricv'd    and 

pray'd. 
With  fighs  commixt  with  words  unto  him  faid  : 

'  LXXXVUI- 

"  O  !  wliithcr  doll  thou  tend,  my  unkind  fon  ? 
"  What  liiifthief  dolt  thou  go  abouc  to  bring 
*■  To  her,  whofe  gjiiius  thou  here  look'il  upon, 
"  Thy    mother-coumry,    whence    ihyfelf    didft 

fpring  ? 
"  Whither  thus  dofi  thon  in  ambition  run, 
"  To  change  due  conrfebyfoul  difordering .' 
♦'  What  bloodlhed,  what  turmoils  ao'X  thou  com- 
mence, 
"  To  laft  for  many  woful  ages  hence  ? 

'  LXXXIX, 

"  Stay  here  thy  foot,  thy  yf  t  unguilty  foot, 

"  That  canfl  not  flay  vvhen  thou  art  further  in  : 

"  Retire  thee  yet  unllain'd,  whilft  it  dot.h  boot ; 

"  The  end  is  fpoil  of  wliat  thou  doft  begin. 

"  InjulHcc  never  yet  took  lalhng  root, 

"  Nor  held  that  long,  impiety  did  win  : 

"  The  babes  unborn  fliiill  (O  !)  be  born  to  bked 

"  In  this  rhy  quarrel,  if  th  .i  do  proceed." 

(i)  Tlie  Dulce  being  baniilied  in  5cptembfr,  landed  ir.  the 
bef'.innirig  ol  July  aUcr,  nt  K^-vciirpurrc  in  Yorklh'.rK;  P.inc 
fav  but  with  60  men,  or'urs  witli  "OOu,  ?mi  iii;lic  (hips, 
lei  iorth  ami  tuniKhcd  by  tlic  ])uke  or  ]ireta<;ne,  Ann. 
Ktp  22. 
-  i^k,  "i\xgzz'.\ii  oi'Lrielsrii!  .ippeart  :„  BoUnt^l.roke. 


x»3 

-when  he,  in  troubled 


This  faid,  fhe  ceas'd- 
thought, 
Griev'd  at  this  tale,  and  figh'd,  and  thus  replies  : 
"  Dear  country,  O  !  1  have  not  hither  brought 
"  Thefe  arms  to  fpoil,  but  for  thy  liberties  : 
"  The  fin  be  on  their  head  that  this  have  wrought, 
"  Who  wrong'd  me  firli:,  and  thee  do  tyrannize. 
"  I  am  thy  champion  ;  and  I  feek  my  right : 
"  Provok'd  I  am  to  this,  by  others  fpite. 
xci. 
"  This,  this  pretence  (faith  fhe),  th'  ambitious 
find, 
"  To  fmooth  injuftice,  and  to  flatter  wrong  : 
"  Thou  doft  not  know  what  then  will  be  thy  mind, 
"  When  thou  flialt  fee  thyfelf  advanc'd  and  ftrong. 
"  When  thou  hall  fliak'd  off  that  which  others 

bind, 
"  Thou  foon  forgettefl  what  thou  learneft  long  : 
"  Men  do  not  know  what  then  themftlves  will  be, 
"  When  as  more  than  themfclvcs,  themfelvesthey 
fee." 

xcii. 
And  herewithal  turning  about,  he  wakes, 
Lab'ring  in  fpirit  troubl'd  with  this  flrange  fight; 
And  mus'd  a  while,  waking  advifement  takes 
Of  what  had  pafs'd  in  fleep,  and  filent  night; 
Yet  hereof  no  important  reck'ning  makes. 
But  as  a  dream  that  vanlfh'd  with  the  light : 
The  day  defigns,  and  what  he  had  in  hand 
Left  it  to  his  diverted  thoughts  unfcann'd. 
xciu. 
Doubtful  at  firll,  he  wary  doth  proceed ; 
Seems  not  t'  affccSh  that  which  he  did  efted  ; 
Or  c'fe  perhaps  feems  as  he  meant  indeed. 
Sought  but  his  own,  and  did  no  more  expedh 
Then,  Fortune,  thou  art  guilty  of  his  deed, 
I'hat  didft  his  Hate  above  his  hopes  eredl ; 
And  thou  mull  bear  fome  blame  of  his  great  fin. 
That  left'ft  him  worfe  than  when  he  did  begin. 
xciv. 
Thou  didft  confpire  with  pride,  and  with  the 
time, 
To  make  fo  eafy  an  afcent  to  wrong. 
That  he  who  had  no  thought  fo  high  to  climb, 
(With  fav'ring  comfort  ftill  allur'd  along) 
Was  with  occafian  thruft  into  the  crime  ; 
Seeing  others  weaknefs,  and  his  part  fo  ftrong. 
"  And  who  is  there  in  fuch  a  cafe  that  will 
"  Do  good,  and  fear,  that  may  live  free  with  ill  ? 
xcv. 
We  will  ni't  fay  nor  th.ink.O  Lancafter  1 
But  that  thou  then  didft  mean  as  thou  didft  fwcar 
Upon  th'  evangelillsat  Dontafter, 
In  th'  eye  of  heaven,  and  that  afiembly  there 
That  thou  but  as  an  upright  order er, 
Sought'ft  to  reform  th'  abuTed  kingdom  b.ere, 
AvA  -get  thy  right,  and  what  was  thine  before  : 
A'-id  this  was  ail ;  thou  v.'ould'ft  attempt  no  more, 
xcv  I. 
Though,  we  might  fay  and  think  that  this  pre- 
tence 
Was  but  a  ihadow  to  th'  intended  acft; 
Becaufe  th'  cv^ent  doth  argue  ihe  offence, 
And  pki::!v  fituis  to  nianifcft  thi;  fiidl 
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For  that  hereby  thou  might'ft  win  confidence 
With  thofe,  whom  elfe  thy  courfe  might  hap  dif- 

tra6l 
And  all  fufpicion  of  thy  drift  remove  ; 
"  Since  eafily  men  credit  whom  they  love." 
xcvii. 
But  God  forhid  we  fhould  fb  nearly  pry 
Into  the  low  deep  bury'd  fins  long  paft, 
T '  examine  and  confer  iniquity, 
Whereof  faith  would  no  memory  Ihould  laft  ; 
That  our  times  might  not  have  t'  exemplify 
With  aged  ftains  ;  but  with  our  own  fhame  caft, 
Might  think  our  blot  the  firfl,  not  done  before, 
That  new-made  fins  might  make  us  blufh  themore, 

XCVIII. 

And  let  unwrefting  charity  believe, 
That  then  thy  oath  with  thy  intent  agreed, 
And  others  faith  thy  faith  did  lirft  deceive, 
Thy  after-fortune  forc'd  thee  to  this  deed  : 
And  let  no  man  this  idle  cenfure  give, 
Becaufe  th'  event  proves  fo,  'twas  fo  decreed  : 
•'  For  oft  our  counfcls  fort  to  other  end, 
"  Than  that  which  frailty  did  at  firft  intend." 

XCIX. 

,  Whilft  thofe  that  are  but  outward  lookers  on, 
(Whofeldom  found  thefe  myderies  of  ilate) 
IDccm  things  were  fo  contriv'd  as  they  arc  done, 
And  hold  that  policy,  which  was  but  fate  ; 
Imagining  all  former  a6ls  did  run 
Unto  that  courfe  they  fee  th'  cffedls  relate  ; 
Whilft  dill  too  fliort  they  come,  or  caft  too  far, 
"  And  make  thefe  great  men  wifer  than  they  are." 
c. 
But  by  degrees  he  ventures  now  on  blood, 
And  facrific'd  unto  the  people's  love 
The  death  of  thofe  that  chief  in  envy  flood; 
As  th'  officers,  (who  firft  thefe  dangers  prove) 
The  treafurer,and  thofe  whom  they  thought  good, 
(l)  Bufoy  and  Green  by  death  he  muft  remove  : 
'rhefe  were  the  men  the  people  thought  did  caufe 
Thofe  great  exaftions,  and  abus'd  the  laws. 

CI. 

This  done,  his  caufe  was  preach'd  with  learned 
Ikill, 
By  (ti;)  Arundel  th'Archbifliop  ;  who  there  fhow'd 
A  pardon  fent  from  Rome,  to  all  that  v/ill 
'I'uke  part  with  him,  and  quit  the  faith  they  ow'd 
To  Richard,  as  a  prince  ujilit  and  ill. 
On  whom  the  crown  was  fatally  bellow'd  : 
And  eafy-yielding  zeal  was  quickly  caught, 
With  what  the  mouth  of  gravity  had  taught. 
,    oil. 

O  that  this  pow'r  from  everlafting  giv'n, 
(1  he  great  alliance  made  'cwixt  God  and  us, 
Th'    intelligence    that    earth   ihould    hold    with 

hcav'n) 
Sacred  (/i)  religion  I  O  that  thou  mufl  thus 
Be  made  to  fmooth  our  ways  uniufl,  uneven  ; 
Brought  from  above,  earth  quarrels  to  difcuf;. 
Mud  men  beguile  our  fouls  to  win  our  wills; 
And  make  our  zeal  the  furtherer  of  ills  ? 


f/)  The  Duke  putto  desth  V>'iliiam  Scroope,  Ear!  nfWiit- 
fliire.Treafurer  of  Eni^land,  with  St  Hfiuy  Green,  and  Sir 
John  Bufby.  for  nnifC;Ovcniins  the  King  and  the  realm. 

(m)  Thomas  Arumiel,  Archbifnopnf  Canterbury. 

\n)  Bis  peccitti  qui  i:retextu  relis'.onis  fsccut. 


But  th'  ambitious,  to  advance  their  might, 
Difpenfe  with  heaven,  and  what  religion  would  : 
"  The  armed  will  find  right,  or  elfe  make  right  ;'* 
If  this  means  wrought  not,  yet  another  Ihould. 
And  this  and  other  now  do  all  incite 
To  (tfength  the  fadion  that  the  Duke  doth  hold;   ' 
Who  eafily  obtained  what  he  fought ; 
His  virtues  and  his  love  fo  greatly  wrought, 
civ. 

The  King  ftill  bufied  in  this  Irilh  war, 
(Which  by  his  valour  there  did  well  fucceed) 
Had  news  how  here  his  lords  revolted  are,  iA 

And  how  the  Duke  of  Her'ford  doth  proceed;        i 
In  thefe  affairs  he  fears  arc  grown  too  far  ; 
Hafles  his  return  from  thence  with  greateft  fpeeJ  ; 
But  was  by  tempells,  winds,  and  fcas,  debarr'd, 
As  if  they  likewifc  had  againft  him  warr'd. 


But  at  the  length   (though  late)  in  Wales  he 
lands ; 
Where  thoroughly  inform'd  of  Henry's  force. 
And  well  advertis'd  how  his  own  cafe  ftands, 
(Which  to  his  grief  he  fees  tends  to  the  worfe) 
He  leaves  t'  (o)  Aum.arle,  at   Milford,   all  thofe 

bands 
He  brought  from  Ireland  ;  taking  thence  his  courfe 
To  (/))C'onv/ay  (all  difguis'd)  with  fourteen  more. 
To  th'  Earl  of  Salifbury,  thither  fent  before. 
cvi. 
Thinking  the  (5')Earl  had  lais'd.fome  army 
there  ; 
Whom  there  he  finds  forfaken,  all  alone  : 
The  forces  in  thofe  parts  which  levied  were, 
\Vere  clofcly  Ihrunk  away,difpers'd  and  gone. 
The  king  had  ftay'd  too  long;  and  they,  in  fear, 
Rcfolv'd  every  man  to  fliilt  for  one. 
At  this  amaz'd,  fuch  fortune  he  laments; 
Forefees  his  fall,  whereto  each  thing  confents. 
cvu. 
In  this  diflurb'd,  tumultuous,  broken  ftatc, 
Whilll  yet  th'  event  flood  doubtful  what  fliould 

be; 
Whilft  nought  but  headlong  running  to  debate. 
And  glitt'ring  troops  ^nd  armour  men  might  fee  ; 
Fury  and  fear,  compaflion,  wrath,  and  hate, 
Coiifiis'd  through  all  the  land,  no  corner  free  : 
The  ftrong, all  mad,  to  ftrifcto  ruin  bent; 
The  weaker  wail'd;  the  aged  they  lament, 

cviii.  j 

And  blame  their  many  years  that  live  fo  long. 
To  fee  the  horror  of  thefe  mifcries. 
Why  had  not  wc  (fay  they)  r.y'd  with  the  ftrong 
In  foreign  fields,  in  honourable  wife. 
In  jufl.  exploits,  and  noble  without  wrong  ; 
And  by  the  valiant  hand  of  enemies  i 
And  not  thus  now  referved  in  our  age, 
i'o  home  confufion,  and  dilordered  rage. 
cix. 
Unto  the  temples  flock  the  weak,  devout, 
S.id  wailing  women  ;  'here  to  vow,  and  pray 
Fr,r  hufbands,  brothers,  or  their  fons  gone  out 
To  bloodfhed  ;  whom  ncr  tears  nor  love  could  ftay.'^ 


(0}  Edward  Duke  of  Aunriarlc,  foa  to  the  Dukc  of  York. 
(;■)  Conway-c.-.llie  in  Waics. 
(.;;  MuntA£ue£arloi'8saibury, 
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Here  grave  religious  fathers  (which  much  doubt) 
The  fad  events  thefe  broils  procure  them  may) 
As  prophets  -warn,  exclaim,  diffuade  thefe  crimes, 
By  the  examples  frelh  of  other  times. 
ex. 
And  O  !  what  do  you  now  prepare,  faid  they; 
Another  conqueft,  by  thefe  fatal  ways  ? 
What,  mufl  your  own  hands  make  yourfelves  a 

prey 

,  To  defolation,  which  thefe  tumults  raife  ? 
What  Dane,  what  Norman  fhall  prepare  his  way, 
To  triumph  on  the  fpoil  of  your  decays  ? 
That  which  nor  France,  nor  all  the  world  could 

do.  • 

In  union,  fliall  your  difcord  bring  you  to  ? 

CXI. 

Confpire  againfl  us,  neighbour  nations  all, 
That  envy  at  the  height  whereto  w'  are  grov/n  : 
Conjure  the  barb'rous  North,  and  let  them  call 
Strange  fury  from  far  diftant  fhores  unknown  ; 
And  let  them  all  together  on  us  fall. 
So  to  divert  the  ruin  of  our  own ; 
That  we,  forgetting  what  doth  fo  incenfe, 
May  turn  the  hand  of  malice  to  defence, 
cxti. 

Calm   thefe    tempeftuous    fplrits,     O    mighty 
Lord; 
This  threatning  florm,  that  over-hangs  the  land  : 
Make    them    confider     e're   they    unfheath    the 

fword. 
How  vain   is  th'  earth,  this  point  whereon  they 

ftand; 
And  with  what  fad  calamities  is  ftor'd 
The  befl  of  that,  for  which  th'  ambitious  band ; 
"  Labour  the  end  of  labour,  ftrife  of  ftrife, 
"  Terror  in  death,  and  horror  after  life." 
cxiii. 

Thus  they  in  zeal,   whofe  humbl'd  thoughts 
were  good, 
Whilft  in  this  wide-fpread  volume  of  the  ikies, 
The  book  of  Providence  difclofed  ftood, 
Warnings  of  wrath,  foregoing  miferies. 
In  lines  of  fire,  and  charadiers  of  blood ; 
There  fearful  forms  in  dreadful  flames  arife. 
Amazing  comets,  threatning  monarchs  niight. 
And  new-feen  ftars,  unknown  unto  the  night ; 


cxiv.    ' 

Red  fiery  dragons  in  the  air  do  fly, 
And  burning  meteors,  pointed  ftreaming  lights  ; 
Bright  ftars  in  midfl  of  day  appear  in  Iky, 
Prodigious  monllers,  ghailly  fearful  fights  ; 
Strange  ghofts  and  apparitions  terrify: 
The  woeful  mother  her  own  birth  affrights ; 
Seeing  a  wrong  deformed  infant  born, 
Grieves   in  her  pains,  deceiv'd,   in  Ihame  doth 
mourn. 

cxv. 

The  earth,  as  If  afraid  of  blood  and  wounds, 
Trembles  in  terror  of  thefe  falling  blows  : 
The  hollow  concaves  give  out  groaning  founds, 
And  lighing  murmurs,  to  lament  our  woes; 
The  ocean  all  at  difcord  with  his  bounds, 
Reiterates  his  ftrange  untimely  flows. 
Nature  all  out  of  courfe,  to  check  our  courfe, 
Negleils  her  work,  to  work  in  us  r^morfe. 

CXVI. 

So  great  a  wreck  unto  itfelf  doth  (lo  !) 
Diforder'd,  proud  mortality  prepare. 
That  this  whole  frame  doth  even  labour  fo 
Her  ruin  unto  frailty  to  declare  ; 
And  travels  to  fore-fignify  the  woe, 
That  weak  improvidence  could  not  beware. 
"  For  heav'n  and  earth,  and  air  and  feas,  and  all, 
"  Taught  men  to  fee,  but  not  to  fhun  their  fall." 
cxvii. 

Is  man  fo  dear  Unto  the  heavens,  that  they 
Refpedl  the  ways  of  earth,  the  works  of  fin; 
Doth  this  Great  All,  this  Univerfal,  weigh 
The  vain  defignsthat  weaknefs  doth  begin  ? 
Or  doth  our  fear,  father  of  zeal,  give  way 
Unto  this  error  Ignorance  lives  in  ;  [pow'rs. 

And  deem  our  faults  the  caufe  that  move  thefe 
That  have  their  caufe  from  other  caufe  than  ours  i 
cxviii. 

But  thefe  beginnings  had  this  impious  war, 
Th'  ungodly  bloodfhed  that  did  fo  defile 
The  beauty  of  thy  fields,  and  ev'n  did  mar 
The  flow'r  of  thy  chief  pride,  thou  fairefl  ifle  : 
Thefe  were  the  caufes  that  incens'd  fo  far 
The  civil-wounding  hand,  enrag'd  with  fpoil, 
That  now  the  living,  with  afilidled  eye. 
Look  back  with  grief  on  fuch  calamity. 


HISTORY  OF    THE   CIVIL  TVARS. 


BOOK     II. 


"U^he  Argument. 

King  Richard  moans  his  wrong,  and  walls  his  reign  ; 
And  here  betray'd,  to  London  he  is  led, 
Eafcly  attir'd,  attending  Her'ford's  train  ; 
Where  th'  one  is  fcorn'd,  the  other  welcomed. 
His  wife,  miftaking  him,  doth  much  complain  ; 
And  both  together  greatly  forrowed  : 
In  hope  to  fave  his  life,  and  eafe  his  thrall, 
He  yields  up  ftatc,  and  rule,  and  crown  and  all. 


In  dearth  of  faith,  and  fcarcity  of  friends, 
T.ie  late  great  mighty  monarch,  on  the  fhorCj 
111  th'  utmoft  corner  of  his  land  attends. 
To  call  back  falfe  obedience,  fled  before  ; 
Toils,  and  in  vain  his  toil  and  labour  fpends  ; 
jVlore  hearts  he  fought  to  gain,  he  loft  the  more  : 
All  turn'd  their  faces  to  the  rifingfun. 
And  leave  his  fetting  fortune,  night  begun. 

II. 
{a)  Piercy.how  foon,by  thy  example  led, 
The  houfehold  train  forfook  their  wretched  Lord ! 
When  with  thy  ftafFof  charge  dilhonoured. 
Thou  brak'ft  thy  faith,  not  fteward  of  thy  word. 
And  took'ft  his  part,  that  after  took  thy  head; 
When  thine  own  haind  had  ftrengthened  firft  his 

fword. 
"  For  fuch  great  merit  do  upbraid,  and  call 
"  For  great  reward,  or  think  the  great  too  fmall." 

111. 
And  kings  love  not  to  be  beholden  ought ; 
Which  makes  their  chiefeft  friends  oft  fpeed  the 
worft  :  [wrought, 

For  thofe,  by  whom    their  fortunes  have  been 
Put  them  in  mind  of  what  they  were  at  firft; 

(a)  Tliomas  Piercv  was  Earl  of  "Worcefter,  brother  to  the 
Earl  Of  Northumberiana,  and  Steward  oftlic  King'shouf*- 


Whofe  doTibtful  faith  if  once  in  queftioh  trought/i 
'Tis  thought  they  will  offend,  becaufe  they  durft ! 
And  taken  in  a  fault,  are  never  fpar'd ; 
"  Being  eaficr  to  revenge,  than  to  reward." 

IV. 

And  thus  thefe  mighty  aflors,  fons  of  change, 
Thefe  partizans  of  fadlions  often  try'd. 
That  in  the  fmoke  of  innovations  ftrangc 
Build  huge  uncertain  plots  of  unfure  pride; 
And  on  the  hazard  of  a  bad  exchange, 
Have  ventur'd  all  the  ftock  of  life  befide; 
"  Whilft  princes  rais'd,  difdain   to  have    been 

"  rais'd 
"  By  thofe  whofe  helps  defervc  not  to  be  prais'd. 

V. 

But  thus  is  Richard  left,  and  all  alone. 
Save  with  th'  unarmed  title  of  his  right ; 
And   thofe   brave  troops,    his  fortune-followersV 

gone. 
And  all  that  pomp,  (the  complements  of  might)' 
Th'  amufing  fliadows  that  are  caft  upon 
The  ftate  of  prince?,  to  beguile  the  fight ; 
All  vaniih'd  clean,  and  only  frailty  left, 
Himfelf  cf  all  belides  himfelf  bereft. 

VI. 

Like  when  fome great  ColofTuSjwhofe  flrongbafij  I 
Or  mighty  props  are  fhrunk,  or  funk  away, 
Forelhcwing  ruin,  threatning  all  the  place 
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That  In  the  danger  fi  fhis  fall  doth  {lay  ; 
All  ftrait  to  better  fafety  flock  apace, 
None  reft  to  help  the  ruin  while  they  may  : 
"  The  peril  great,  and  doubtful  the  redref?, 
"  Men  are  content  to  leave  right  in  diflrefs." 

VII. 

And  look  how  Thames,  enrich'd  with  many,  a 
flood, 
And  goodly  rivers,  (that  have  made  their  graves. 
And  bury'd  both  their  names,  and  all  their  good, 
Within  his  greatnefs,  to  augment  his  waves) 
Glides  on  with  pomp  of  water-;,  unwithftood, 
Unto  the  ocean,  (which  his  tribute  craves) 
And  lays  up  all  hisweahh  within  thatpow'r, 
Which  in  itfelf  all  greatnefs  doth  devour. 

VIII. 

So  flock  the  (£)  mighty,  with  their  following 
train. 
Unto  the  all-receiving  Bolingbroke  ; 
Who  wonders  at  himfclf,  how  he  fhould  gain 
So  many  hearts  as  now  his  party  took  ; 
And  with  v/hat  eaie,  and  with  how  flender  pain, 
His  fortune  gives  him  more  than  he  could  look  : 
What  he  imagin'd  never  could  be  wrought, 
Is  pour'd  upon  him  far  beyond  his  thought. 

IX. 

So,  often,  things  which  feem  at  firfl  in  fhew. 
Without  the  compafs  of  accomplifhment, 
Once  ventur'd  on,  to  that  fuccefs  do  grow. 
That  ev'n  the  authors  do  admire  th'  event : 
So  many  means  which  they  did  never  know, 
Do  fecond  their  defigns,  and  do  prefent 
Strange  unexpected  helps ;  and  chiefly  then. 
When  til'  adtors  are  reputed  worthy  men. 

X. 

And  Richard,  who  look'd  fortune  In  the  back, 
Sees  headlong  lightnefs  running  from  the  right, 
Amazed  {lands,  to  note  how  great  a  wreck 
Of  faith  his  riots  caus'd  ;  what  mortal  f|.:ite 
They  bear  him,  who  did  law  and  juflice  lack  : 
Sees  how  concealed  hate  breaks  our  in  fight, 
And  fear  depreffed  envy,  (pent  before) 
When  fit  occafion,  thus  unlock'd  the  door. 

XI. 

Like   when    fomc  maftifF-whelp,    dlfpos'd   to 
play, 
A  whole  confufed  herd  of  beafls  doth  chafe, 
Which  with  one  vile  confent  run  all  away; 
If  any  hardier  than  the  reft,  in  place 
.Eut  offer  head  that  idle  fear  to  flay, 
Back  ftrait  the  daunted  chafer  turns  his  face ; 
And  all  the  reft  (with  bold  example  led) 
As  faft  run  on  him,  as  before  they  fled  : 
xn. 

So,  with  this  bold  oppofer  ruflaes  on. 
This  many-headed  monfter,  multitude  : 
And  he,  who  late  was  fear'd,  is  fet  upon, 
And  by  his  own  (Adlason-like)  putfu'd; 
His  own,  that  had  ail  love  and  awe  forgone, 
Whom  breath  and  fliadows  only  did  delude. 


C&)  The  Uuke  nf  York,  left  srovernor  of  the  realm  in  the 
ajjfence  of  the  kinR,  haviiif;  levied  a  great  army,  as  if  to 
Iiave  oppofed  aKaini:  B'-linghroke,  brou^t  molt  of  the 
flobility  ot  the  Kingaym  to  take  hispart. 


And  newer  hopes,  which  promifes  perfuade, 
Though  rarely  men  keep  promifes  fo  made, 
xni. 

Which  wlien  he  faw,  thus  to  himfelf  complains : 
"  O  !  v.'hy  do  you,  fond,  falfe-deceived,  fo 
"  Run  headlong  to  that  change  that  nothing  gains, 
"  But  gain  of  forrow,  only  change  of  woe  ? 
"   Which  is  all  one  ;  if  he  be  like  who  reigns  : 
"  Why  will  you  buy  with  blood  what  you  forego  ? 
"  'Tis  nought  but  fhews  that  ignorance  efteems : 
"  The  thing  poffefs'd  is  not  the  thing  it  feems. 
xiv. 

"  And  when  the  flns  of  Bolingbroke  flaall  be 
"  As  great  as  mine,  and  you  unanfwered 
"  In  thefc  your  hopes  ;  then  may  you  wifli  forme, 
"  Your  lawful  fov'reign,  from  whofe  faith  you 

fled; 
"  And,  grieved  in  your  fouls,  the  error  fee 
"  That  fhining  promifes  had  fhadowed  : 
"  As  th'  hum'rous  fick  removing,  find  no  cafe, 
"  When  changed  chambers  change  not  the  difeafe. 
XV, 

"  Then  fhall  you  find  this  name  of  liberty, 
"   (The  watch-word  of  rebellion  ever  us'd; 
"  The  idle  echo  of  uncertainty, 
"  That  evermore  the  fimple  hath  abus'd) 
"  But  new-turn'd  fervitude,  and  mifery; 
"  And  ev'n  the  fame,  and  worfe,  before  refus'd^ 
"  Th'  afpirer  once  attain'd  unto  the  top, 
*'  Cuts  off  thofe  means  by  which  himfeif  got  up. 

XVI. 

"  And  with  a  harder  hand,  and  ftraiter  rein, 
"  Doth  curb  that  loofenefs  he  did  find  before  ; 
"  Doubting  tk'  occafion  like  might  ferve  again  : 
"  His  own  example  makes  him  fear  the  more. 
"  Then,  O  injurious  land  '   what  doft  thou  gain, 
"  To  aggravate  thine  own  alllidlions  llore  ? 
"  Since  thou  muft  needs  obey  kings  government; 
"  And  no  rule  ever  yet  could  all  content. 

XVII. 

"  What  if  my  youth  hath  offer'd  up  to  luft 
"  Licentious  fruits  of  indifcreet  defires, 
"  When  idle  heat  of  vainer  years  did  thruft 
"  That  fury  on  ?   Yet  now  when  it  retires 
"  'I'o  calmer  ftate,  why  Ihould  you  fo  diftruft 
"  To  reap  that  good  whereto  mine  age  afpires  ? 
"  The  youth  of  princes  have  no  bounds  for  fin, 
"  Unlefs  themfelves  do  make  them  bounds  with- 
in. 

XVIII. 

"  Who  fees  not,  tha:  fees  ought,  (woe  worth 
"  the  while) 
"  The  eafy  way,  that  greatnefs  hath  to  fall  ? 
"  Environ'd  with  deceit,  hernm'd  in  with  guile; 
"  Sooth'd  up  in  flat'.'ry,  fawned  on  of  all ; 
"   Within  his  own  living  as  in  exile  ; 
"  Hears  but  with  others  ears,  or  not  at  all; 
"   And  ev'n  is  m.ade  a  prey  unto  a  few, 
"  Who  lock  up  grace,  that  would  to  other  fliew. 
xir. 

"  And  who  (as  let  in  leafe)  do  farm  the  crown, 
"  And  joy  the  ufe  of  niajcfty  and  might; 
"  Whilft  we  hold  but  the  fhadow  of  our  own, 
"  Pleas'd  with  vain  fliews,  and  dallied  v?ith  de- 
"  light. 
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"  They,     as   huge     unproportion'd    mountains 

grown, 
"  Between  our  land  and  us,  fliadowing  our  light, 
"  Bereave  the  reft  of  joy,  and  us  of  love, 
"  And  keep  down  all,  to  keep  themfclves  above. 

XX. 

"  Which  wounds,  with  grief,  poor  unrefpeft- 
"  ed  zeal, 
"  When  grace  holds  no  proportion  in  the  parts ; 
"  When  diflribution  in  the  common-weal 
"  Of  charge  and  honour,  due  to  jrood  deferts, 
•'  Is  flopt ;  when  others  greedy  hands  mufl  deal 
"  The  benefit  that  Majefty  imparts; 
•'  What  good  we  meant,  comes  gleaned  home  but 
"light;  [right." 

•'  Whilft  we  are  robb'd  of  praife,  they  of  their 

XXI. 

Thus  he  complain'd — When  lo,  from  Lancafter, 
(The  new  entitl'd  Duke)  with  order  fent 
Arriv'd  (c)  Northumberland,  as  to  confer, 
And  make  relation  of  the  Duke's  intent : 
And  offer'd  there,  if  that  he  would  refer 
The  controverfy  unto  Parliament, 
And  punifh  thefe  that  had  abus'd  the  ftatc, 
As  caufers  of  this  univerfal  hate ; 

XXII. 

And  alfo  fee  that  juftice  might  be  had 
On  thofe  the  Duke  of  Glo'fter's  death  procur'd, 
And  fuch  remov'd  from  council  as  were  bad ; 
His  coufm  Henry  would,  he  there  affur'd. 
On  humble  knees  before  his  grace  be  glad 
To  afk  him  pardon,  to  be  well  fecur'd, 
And  have  hi^  rif^ht  and  grace  reftor'd  again  : 
The  which  was  all  he  labour'd  to  obtain. 

XXIII. 

And  therefore  doth  an  enterparle  exhort; 
Perfuades  him  leave  that  unbefeeming  place, 
And  with  a  princely  hardinefs  refort 
Unto  his  people,  that  attend  his  grace. 
They  meant  his  public  good,  and  not  his  hurt ; 
And  would  mofl;  joyful  be  to  fee  his  face. 
He  lays  his  foul  to  pledge,  and  takes  his  oath, 
The  hoft  of  Chrifl,  an  hoftage  for  his  troth. 

XXIV. 

This  proffer,  with  fuch  protef^ations,  made 
Unto  a  king  that  fo  near  danger  flood. 
Was  a  fufhcient  motive  to  perfuade. 
When  no  way  elfe  could  fiicw  a  face  fo  good  : 
Th'  unhonourable  means  of  fafety  bad 
Danger  accept,  v.'hat  majefly  withftood. 
"  When  better  choices  are  not  to  be  had, 
"  We  needs  mufl  take  the  feeming  bcft  of  bad." 

XXV. 

Yet  flands  h'  in  doubt  a  while  what  way  to  take; 
Conferring  w^th  that  fmall  remaining  troop 
Fortune  had  left;  which  never  would  forfake 
Their  poor,  diflreffed  Lord ;  nor  ever  floop 
To  any  hopes  the  flronger  part  could  make  : 
Good  ((/)  Carlifle,  Ferby,  and  Sir  Stephen  Scroope, 
With  that  mofi  worthy  {e\  jVIontague,  were  all 
That  were  content  with  majcfly  to  fall. 

(r)  Trie  Earl  of  Northumbrrlant]  fcm  to  the  King,  from 
perry  BoliiiK'broke,  now  huke  of  Lan'.aft.r. 
(d)  TlicBilhor  ofCarJ.lUv 
{e)  Moiua^ue  Eirl  of  Salisbury. 


Time,  fpare;  and  make  not  facrileglous  theft 
Upon  fo  memorable  conftancy  : 
Let  not  fucceeding  ages  be  bereft 
Of  fuch  exaiiples  of  integrity. 
Nor  thou,  riiae;nan'mous  (_/';  Leigh  mufl  not  be  left 
In  darkncfs,  for  thy  rare  fidelitv  ; 
To  fave  thy  faith,  content  to  lof'e  thy  head  ; 
That  rev'rent  head,  of  good  men  honoured. 
Xxvii. 

Nor  will  my  confcience  I  fhould  injury 
Thy  memory,  mofl  trufly  (g)  Jenico, 
For  b'ing  not  ours;  though  wifh  that  Gafcony 
Claim'd  not  for  hers  the  faith  we  rev'rence  fo; 
That  Engla.id  might  have  this  fmall  company 
Only  to  her  alone,  having  no  moe. 
But  let's  divide  this  good  betwixt  us  both; 
Take  fhe  thy  birth,  and  we  will  have  thy  troth. 

XXVIII. 

Grave  (^h)  Aiontague,  whom  long  experience 
taugh: 
In  either  fortune,  thus  advls'd  his  king  : 
'•  Dear  fov'reign,  know,  the  matter  that  is  fought, 
''  Is  only  how  your  majefly  to  bring 
"  (Fri>m  out  of  this  poor  fafety  you  have  got) 
"  Into  their  hands,  that  elfe  hold  ev'ry  thing. 
"  For  now,  but  only  you  they  want  of  all ; 
"  And  wanting  you,  they  nothing  theirs  can  call. 

XXIX. 

"  Here  have  you  craggy  rocks  to  take  your  part, 
"  That  never  will  betray  their  faith  to  you ; 
''  Thefe  trufly  mountains  here  will  never  flart, 
"  But  {land  t'  upbraid  their  fliame  that  are  untrue. 
"  Here  may  you  fence  your  fafety  vrith  fmall  arc, 
"  Againfl  the  pride  of  that  confufcd  crew  : 
"  If  men  will  not,  thefe  very  clilis  will  fight, 
"  And  be  fufhcient  to  defend  your  right. 

XXX. 

"  Then  keep  you  here ;  and  here  you  fhall  be- 
hold. 
"  Within  fhort  fpace,  the  Hiding  faith  of  thofe 
"  That  cannot  long  their  reiblution  hold, 
"  Repent  the  courfe  their  idle  raflinefs  chofe, 
"  For  that  fame  mercenary  faitli  they  fold, 
"  With  leafl  occafions  difcontented  grows, 
"  ^nd  infoknt  thofe  voluntary  bands; 
"  Prefuming  how  by  them  he  chiefly  flands. 
xxxi. 

"  And  how  can  he  thofe  mighty  troops  fuflain 
"  Long  time,  where  now  he  is,  or  any  where  i 
"  Befides,  wha'  difcipline  can  he  retain, 
"  Whereas  he  dares  not  keep  them  under  fear, 
•'  For  fear  to  have  tlicni  to  revolt  again  ? 
"  So  that  itfelf  when  greatnefs  cannot  bear 
"  Witii  her  own  weight,  mufl  needs  confus'dly  fall, 
"  Without  the  help  of  other  force  at  all. 

XXXII. 

"  -\nd  hither  to  approach  he  will  not  dare  ; 
"  Where  deferts,  rocks,  and  hill's,  no  fuccours  give; 
"  Where  defolation,  and  no  comforts  are ; 
''  Where  few  can  do  no  good,  .".lany  not  live. 

(/)  This  vva.i  Sir  Peter  Leigh's  anceilor,  (of  Lyme  io 
Cbethire)  that  now  is. 
(g)  Tcnico  u'  Artois,  a  Gafco'en. 
(fcj  Tlie  Er.rl  of  Saliftury  his  'rj>ccch  to  Kii'g  R'c!i.-.ru. 
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"  BtfiJes,  we  have  the  ocean,  to  prepare 
•'  Some  other  place,  if  tliis  fhould  not  relieve  : 
"  So  fliall  you  tire  his  force,  confume  his  fhength, 
*'  And  weary  all  his  followers  out  at  lei;gth. 
xxsiu. 
"  Debut  refer  to  time,  and  to  fmall  time; 
"  And  infinite  occalions  you  fliall  find, 
"  To  quel  the  rebel,  even  in  the  prime 
"  Of  all  his  hopes,  beyond  all  thought  of  mind. 
"  For  many  (with  the  confcience  of  tb.e  crime) 
"  In  colder  blood  will  curfe  what  they  defign'd  ; 
"  And  bad  fucctfs  upbraiding  their  ill  fadt,      [acS. 
•'  Draws  them  (whoni  others  draw)  from  fuch  an 

XXXIV. 

"  For  if  the  lead  imagin'd  overture 
"  But  of  conceiv'd  revolt  men  once  efpy, 
"  Strait  flirink  the  weak;  the  great  will  not  endure; 
"  Th'  impatient  run  ;  the  difcontented  fly  : 
"  The  friend  his  friend's  example  doth  procure  ; 
"  And  all  together  hafte  them  prefently, 
"  Some  to  their  home,  fome  hide  ;  others  that  ftay 
"  To  reconcile  themfelve>,  the  reft  betray. 
xxxv. 

"  What  hope  have  you  that  ever  Bolingbroke 
•'  Will  live  a  fubje<Sl:,  that  hath  try'd  his  fate  ^ 
"  Or  what  good  reconcilement  can  you  look, 
••'  Where  he  niuft  always  fear,  and  you  muft  hate? 
"  And  never  think  that  he  this  quarrel  took, 
"  To  re-obtain  thereby  his  private  flate  : 
"  'Twas  greater  hopes,  that  hereto  him  did  call ; 
"  And  he  will  thruft  for  All,  or  elfe  lofe  All. 
xxxvi. 

"  Nor  truft  this  fubtle  agent,  nor  his  oath. 
"  You  know  his  faith — You  try'd  it  beforehand. 
*'  His  fault  is  death — And  now  to  lofe  his  troth, 
"  To  fave  his  life,  he  will  not  greatly  {land 
"  Nor  truft  your  kinfman's  proffer  ;  fmce  you  both 
"  Shew,  blood  in  princes  is  no  ftedfaft  band. 
"  What  though  he  hath  no  title  ? — He  hath  might : 
"  That  makes  a  title,  where  there  is  no  right. 
xxxvii. 

Thus  he.— When  that  good  (i)  bilhop  thus 
replies. 
Out  of  a  mind  that  quiet  did  affeft  : 
"  My  lord,  I  niuft  confefs,  as  your  cafe  lies, 
*'  You  have  great  caufe  your  fubjeds  to  fufpcfl, 
"  And  counterplot  againft  their  fubtleties, 
"  Who  all  good  care  and  honefty  n-glecfl ; 
"  And  fear  the  worft  what  infolence  may  do, 
'•  Or  armed  fury  may  incenfe  th  -m  to. 
xxxvni. 

"  But  yet,  my  lord,  fear  m.ay  as  well  tranfport 
"  Your  care,  beyond  the  truth  of  what  is  meant ; 
"  As  otherwife  negkiS  may  fall  too  fhort, 
"  In  not  examining  of  their  intent  : 
"  But  let  us  weigh  the  thing,  which  they  exhort ; 
"  'Tis  peace,  fubmiffion,  and  a  parliament  : 
"  Which,  how  expedient 'tis  for  either  part, 
"  'Twere  good  we  judg'd  with  an  impartial  heart. 

XXXIX. 

"  And  firft,  for  you,  ray  lord,  in  grief  we  fee 
"  The  miferable  cafe  wherein  you  ftand; 
"  Void  here  of  fuccour,  help,  or  majefty, 
"  On  this  poor  promontory  of  your  land  : 
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And  where  how  long  a  time  your  grace  may  be 
(txpediing  what  niay  fall  into  your  hand) 
We  know  not ;  fmce  th'  event  of  things  do  lie 
Clos'd  up  in  darknefs,  far  from  mortal  eye. 

XL. 

"  And  how  unfit  it  were  you  fhould  protracS; 
Long  tirrte,  in  this  fo  dangerous  difgrace  ? 
As  though  that  you   good  fp'rit  and  courage 

lack'd, 
To  iffue  out  of  this  opprobridus  place  : 
When  ev'n  the  face  of  kings  do  oft  exa(S 
Fear  and  remorfe  in  faulty  fubje(!:l:s  bafe  ; 
And  longer  ftay  a  great  preiumption  draws, 
That  you  were  guilty,  or  did  doubt  your  caufe. 

XLI. 

''  What  fubjefls  ever  fo  enrag'd  would  dare 
To  violate  a  prince  ;  t'  offend  the  blood 
Of  that  renowned  race,  by  which  they  are 
Exalted  to  the  height  of  all  their  good  ? 
What  if  fome  things  by  chance  mifguided  were. 
Which  they  have  now  rebellioufly  withftood  ? 
They  never  will  proceed  with  that  defpite. 
To  wreck  the  Hate,  and  to  confound  the  right, 

XLir. 
*'  Nor  do  I  think  that  Bolingbroke  can  be 

■  So  blind  ambitious  to  afftdl  the  crown; 
'  Having  himlllf  no  title,  and  doth  fee 

'  Others,  if  you  fhould  fail,  muft  keep  him  down,' 
'  Befides,  the  realm,  though  mad,  will  never  'grec 

■  To  have  a  right  fucceffion  overthrown  ; 
To  raife  confufion  upon  them  and  theirs, 

'  By  prejudicing  true  and  lawful  heirs. 

XLlll. 

"  And  now  it  may  be,  fearing  the  fuccefs 
Of  his  attempts,  cr  with  lemorfe  of  mind, 
Or  elfe  diftrufting  fecret  pra<3:ices, 
He  would  be  glad  his  quarrel  were  refign'd  ; 
So  that  there  were  fome  orderly  redrefs 
In  thofe  diforders,  which  the  realm  did  f5nd  : 
And  this,  I  think,  he  now  fees  were  his  beft ; 
Since  further  adions  further  but  unreft. 

XL  IV. 

"  And  fnr  th'  impofiibility  of  peace, 

And  reconcilement,  which  my  lord  objedls; 

I  think,  when  dying  injury  ftiall  ceafe, 

(The  caufe  pretended)  then  furceafe  th'  effeds ; 

J'ime,  and  fome  other  aiftions,  may  increafe, 

As  may  divert  the  thought  of  thefe  refpeds; 

Others  {i)  law  of  forgetting  injuries, 

May  fervc  our  turn  in  like  calamities. 

XLV. 

"  And  for  his  oath,  in  confcience  and  in  fenfe. 
True  honour  would  not  fo  be  found  untrue. 
Nor  fpot  his  blood  with  fuch  a  foul  offence 
Againft  his  foul,  againft  his  God,  and  you. 
Our  Lord  forbid,  that  ever  with  th*  expence 
Of  heav'n,  and  heav'nly  joys,  that  fhall  enfu^ 
•  Mortality  fliould  buy  this  little  breath, 
T'  endure  the  horror  of  eternal  death. 

XLVI. 

"  And  therefore,  as  I  think,  you  fafely  may 
Accept  this  proffer,  that  determine  fhall 
'  All  doubtful  courfes  by  a  quiet  way ; 
Needful  for  you,  fit  for  them,  good  for  alJ, 

fi)  Lex  Amneftiae. 
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f  And  here,  my  fov'reign,  to  make  longer  ftay, 
"  T'  attend  for  what  you  are  unlure  will  fall, 
"  May  flip  th'  occafion,  and  incenfe  their  will  : 
"  For  fear,  that's  wiler  than  the  truth,  doth  ill." 

XLVII. 

Thus  he  perfuadcs,  out  of  a  zealous  mind, 
Suppofing  men  had  fpoken  as  they  meant ; 
And  unto  this  the  king  likewife  jnclin'd, 
As  wholly  unto  peace  and  quiet  bent ; 
Andyieldshimfelfto  th'earl : — Goes,  leavesbehind 
His  fafety,  fceptre,  honour,  government : 

For  gone,  All's  gone He  is  no  more  his  own  : 

And  they  rid  quite  of  fear,  he  of  the  crown. 

XLVIII. 

A  place  there  is, where  proudlyrais'dthercftands 
A  huge  afpiring  rock,  neighb'ring  the  flcies, 
Whofe  furly  brow  imperioufly  commands 
The  fea  his  bounds,  that  at  his  proud  feet  lies ; 
And  fpurns  the  waves,  that  in  rebellious  band* 
Affault  his  empire,  and  againfl  him  rife. 
Under  whole  craggy  government  there  Avas 
A  niggard  narrow  v/ay,  for  men  to  pafs  : 

XLIX. 

And  here,  in  hidden  cliffs,  concealed  lay 
A  troop  of  armed  men,  to  intercept 
'I  he  unfufpetSing  king  ;  that  had  no  way 
To  free  his  foot,  that  into  danger  ilept. 
The  dreadful  Qcean  on  the  one  fide  lay; 
The  hard-encroaching  mountain  th'  other  kept. 
Before  him,  he  beheld  his  hateful  foes; 
$ehind  him,  trait'roiis  enemies  enciofe. 

Environ'd  thus,  the  earl  begins  to  cheer 
His  ^U-amszed  lord,  by  him  betray'd: 
Bids  him  take  courage,  tliere's  no  caufe  of  fear ; 
Thefe  troops  but  there  to  guard  himfafe  were  laid. 
To  whom  the  king  :  what  need  [o  many  here  ? 
This  is  agaiml  your  oath,  my  lord,  he  faid. 
But  now  he  fees  in  what  diftrefs  he  flood  : 
To  llrive  was  vain  ;  t'  entreat  would  do  no  good. 

LI. 

And  therefore  on  with  careful  heart  he  goes  ; 
Complains(^bnt  to  himfelf)figh5,  grieves, and  frets; 
At  Rutland  dines,  though  feeds  but  on  his  woes  ; 
The  grief  of  mmd  hinder'd  the  mind  of  meats. 
For  forrow,  {hamc,  and  fear,  fcorn  of  his  foes ; 
The  thought  of  what  hev.'as.andwhatnow  threats; 
Then  what  he  fhould,  and  now  what  he  hath  done; 
Muftefs  confufed  pftiTions  all  in  one. 
■      '  i.ii. 

To  Flint  from  thence,  unto  a  refllefs  bed. 
That  miffrable  night  he  crjjies  convey 'd; 
[Poorly  provided,  poorly  followed  ; 
'Uncourfcd,  unrefpe61ed,uni;bey'd  : 
"Where  if  uncertain  flcpp  hut  hovered 
Over  the  drooping  cares  that  heavy  \yeigh'J, 
Millions  of  figures  fantafy  prefenis 
■^nto  that  forrow,  waken'd  grief  augments. 

His  new  misfortune  makes  deluding  flecp 

Say  'twas  not  fo  :- f  alfe  dreams  the  truth  deny. 

iVhercwith  he  Harts;  feels  vs'aking  cares  do  creep' 
XJpon  his  foul,  and  gives  his  dream  the  lie; 

Then  fleeps  again  :- And  then  again  as  deep 

Deceits  •f  darkni-fs  mock  his  nii^ry. 


So  hard  believ'd  was  forrow  in  her  youth; 
That  he  thinks  truth  was  dreams,  and  dreams  wera 
truth. 

LIV. 

The  morning  light  prelents  unto  his  view 
(Walking  upon  a  turret  of  the  place) 
The  truth  of  what  he  fees  is  prov'd  too  true, 
A  hundred  thoufand  men  before  his  face 
Came  marching  on  the  fhore,  which  thither  drew. 
And  more  to  aggravate  his  great  difgracc, 
Thofe  he  had  wrong'd,  or  done  to  them  defpitc, 
(As  if  they  him  upbraid)  came  firll  in  fight. 
I.  v. 

There  might  he  fee  that  falfe,  forfworn,  vile 
crew, 
Thofe  fliamelefs  agents  of  unlawful  luft ; 
His  pandars,  parafites,  (people  untrue 
To  God  and  man,  unwortliy  any  truii) 
Preaching  unto  that  fortune  that  vsas  nevr, 
And  with  unblufhing  faces  forcmoil  thruft;- 
As  thofe  that  llill  with  profp'rous  fortune  fort, 
And  are  as  born  for  court,  or  made  in  cpurt. 
i.vi. 

There  he  beheld,  how  humbly  diligent 
New  adulation  was  to  be  at  hand ; 
How  ready  falfehood  ftept ;  how  nimbly  went 
Bafe  pick'thank  flatt'ry,  and  prevents  command. 
He  faw  the  great  obey,  the  gi^'ve  conient. 
And  all  with  this  new-rais'd  afpirer  fland  : 
But,  which  was  worft,  his  own  part  adled  there 
Not  by  himielf ;  his  pow'r  not  his  appear. 

LVII. 

Which  whilfl  he   view'd,  the  duke  he   might 
perceive 
Make  t' wards  the  caflle  to  an  interview  : 
Wherefore  he  did  his  contemplation  leave. 
And  down  into  fome  fitter  place  v.'ithdrew; 
Where  now  he  mufl.  adrnir,  without  his  leave, 
Him,  who  before  with  all  lubmifiion  due, 
Would  have  been  glad  t'  attend,  and  to  prepare  . 
The  grace  of  audience  with  refpedtive  care. 

LVllI. 

Who  now  being  come  in  prefence  of  his  king, 
(Whether  the  fight  of  majefty  did  breed 
Remorfe  of  what  he  was  cncompafling. 
Or  whether  but  to  formalize  his  deed) 
He  kneels  him  down  with  fome  aftonifliing; 

Rofe Kneels  again  (for  craft  will  flill  exceed) 

When  as  the  king  approach'd,  put  off  his  hood. 
And    weicom'd  him;  though  wifh'd  him    little 
good. 

L!X. 

"  To  whom  the  duke  began  :  my  lord,  I  know:, 
"  That  both  uncall'd,  andunexpedled  too, 
"  1  have  prefumed  in  this  fort  to  fliew, 
"  And  feek  the  right  vihich  1  am  horn  unto. 
"  Yet  pardon,  1  befetch  yo'-.,  and  allow 
"  Of  that  conflraint,  which  drives  me  thus  to  do., 
"  For  fince  1  could  not  by  a  fairer  ccurfe 
"  Attain  mine  own,  I  muii:  ufe  this  offeree. 

LX. 

"  Well;  fo  it  feems,  dear  coufin,  faid  the  lur| 
"  Ti'.ourh  you  might  has"e  procur'd  it  otheiwils 
"  And  I  am  here  content  in  ev'ry  thing 
'■  I'o  right  yon,  as  ycurftlf  {hall  belt  devifc. 

■     ■  '  •  a 
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•*  And  God  vouchfafe,  the  force  that  here  you 

■'  bring 
"  Beget  not  England  greater  injuries." 
And  fo  they  part. The  duke  made  hade  from 

thence ; 
It  was  no  place  to  end  this  difference. 

LXl. 

Strait  towards  London,  in  this  heat  of  pride. 
They  forward  fet,  as  they  had  fore-decreed ; 
With  whom  the  captive  king,  conftrain'd,  mufi: 

ride, 
Moft  meanly  mounted  on  a  fimple  fteed  : 
Degraded  of  all  grace  and  eafe  btl'ide, 
Thereby  negledl  of  all  relpeft  to  breed. 
For  th'  overfpreading  pomp  of  prouder  might 
Muft  darken  weaknefs,  and  debafe  his  fight. 

LXII. 

Approaching  near  the  city,  he  was  met 
With  all  the  fumptuous  fhews  joy  could  devlfe  ; 
Where  new  defire  to  pleafe  did  not  forget 
To  pafs  the  ufaal  pomp  of  former  Guife. 
Striving  applaufe,  as  out  of  prifon  let, 
Runs  on,  beyond  all  bounds,  to  novelties; 
And  voice,  and  hands,  and  knees,  and  all  do  now 
A  ftrange  deformed  form  of  welcome  fhcw. 

LXIII. 

And  manifold  confufion  running,  greets, 
Shouts,  cries,  clap  hands,  thrufts,  Itrives,  and  pref- 

fcs  near : 
Houfes  impov'rifli'd  were  t'  enrich  the  ftreets. 
And  ftreets  left  naked,  that  (unhappy)  were 
Plac'd  from  the  fight  where  joy   with    wonder 

meets; 
Where  all  of  all  degrees  Arive  to  appear ; 
Where  divers-fpeaking  zeal  one  murmur  finds, 
In  undiftinguifli'd  voice  to  tell  their  minds. 

LXIV. 

He  that  in  glory  of  his  fortune  fat. 
Admiring  what  he  thought  could  never  be. 
Did  feel  his  blood  within  falute  his  Hate, 
And  lift  up  his  rejoicing  foul,  to  fee 
So  many  hands  and  hearts  congratulate 
Th'  advancement  of  his  long-defir'd  degree; 
When,  prodigal  of  thanks,  in  paihng  by. 
He  re-falutes  them  all  with  cheerful  eye. 

LXV. 

Behind  him,  al!  aloof,  came  penfive  on 
The  unregarded  king ;  that  drooping  went 
Alone,  and  (but  for  fpite)  fcarce  look'd  upon  : 
Judge,  if  he  did  more  envy,  or  lament  ? 
See  what  a  wondrous  work  this  day  is  done  ? 
Which  th'  image  of  both  fortunes  doth  prefent ; 
In  th'  one  to  fhew  the  heft  of  glory's  face. 
In  th'  other,  worfe  than  Vvorft  of  all  difgrace. 

LXVl. 

Now  Ifabei,  the  young,  afflidled  queen, 
(V/hofe    years    had    never   fhew'd    her  but    de- 
lights, 
>?or  lovely  eyes  before  had  ever  fcen 
Other  than  fmiling  joys,  and  joyful  fights  : 
Eorn  great,  nmtch'd  great,   Ijv'd  great,  and  ever 

been 
Partaker  of  the  world's  beft  benefits) 
Had  plac'd  herfeli,  heariig  her  lord  fhould  pafs 
'Ihat  vi;ay,  where  Ihe  unfcen  infecret  was; 
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r^r 


Lxvir. 

Sick  of  delay,  and  longing  to  behold 
Her  long-mifs'd  love  in  fearful  jeopardies : 
To  whom  although  it  had  in  fort  been  told 
Of  their  proceeding,  and  of  his  furprife ; 
Yet  thinking  they  would  never  be  fo  bold. 
To  lead  their  lord  in  any  ftiameful  wife  ; 
But  rather  would  condudl  him  as  their  king, 
As  fecking  but  the  ftate's  re-ordering, 
i.xviii. 

And  forth  ihe   looks,  and  notes  the  foremoft 
fain;  [there. 

And  grieves  to  view  fome   there  ftie  wifti'd  not 
Seeing  the  chief  not  come,  ftays,  looks  again  ; 
And  yet  Ihe  fees  not  him  that  fhould  appear. 
Then  back  Ihe  ftands ;  and  then  defires,  as  fain 
Again  to  look,  to  fee  if  he  were  near, 
At  length  a  glitt'ring  troop  far  off  ftie  fpies ; 
Perceives  the  throng,  and  hears  the  fhouts  and 
cries. 

LXIX. 

Lo  yonder!  now  at  length  he  comes,  faith  Ihe  t 
Look,  my  good  women,  where  he  is  in  fight. 
Do  you  not  fee  him  ?  Yonder;  that  is  he  I 
Mounted  on  that  white  courfer,  all  in  white  ; 
There  where  the  thronging  troops  of  people  be.    ' 
I  know  nim  by  his  feat :    He  fits  upright. 
Lo,  now  he  bows !    Dear  lord,  with  what  fvveet' 

grace ! 
How  long  have  I  long'd  to  behold  that  face  ! 

LXX.  ' 

O  what  delight  my  heart  takes  by  mine  eye  !     " 
I  doubt  me  when  he  comes  but  fomething  near,      ' 

1  fliaii  let  wide  the  window What  care  I. 

Vi'^ho  doth  fee  me,  fo  him  I  may  fee  clear  ? 
Thus  doth  falfe  joy  delude  her  wrongfully 
(Sweet  lady)  in  the  thing  llie  held  fo  dear  : 
For,  nearer  come,  Ihe  finds  Ihe  had  mlftook, 
And  him  Ihe  mark'd  was  Henry  Bolingbroke, 

LXXI. 

Then  envy  takes  the  place  in  her  fweet  eyes, 
Where  forrow  had  prcpar'd  herfelf  a  feat ; 
And  words  of  wrath,   from  whence   complaints 

fhould  rife. 
Proceed  from  eager  looks,  and  brows  that  threat  : 
"  Traitor,  faith  llie;  is't  thou,  that  in  this  wife 
"  To  brave  thy  lord  and  king  art  made  fo  great?- 
"  And  have  mine  eyes  done  unto  me  this  wrong, 
"  To  look  on  thee  ?  For  this  ftay'd  1  fo  long  ? 

LXXll. 

"  Ah  !  have  they  grac'd  a  perjur'd  rebel  fo  ? 
"  Well ;  for  their  error  I  will  weep  them  out, 
"  And  hate  the  tongue  defil'd,  that  prais'd  my  foe  ; 
"  And  loathe  the  mind,  that  gave  me  not  to  doubt. 
'   What  i  Have  I  added  Ihame  unto  my  woe  ? 
"   I'll  look  no  more — Ladies,  look  you  about ; 
"   And  tell  me  if  my  lord  be  in  this  train; 
"  Left  my  betraying  eyes  fhould  err  again. 
Lxxm, 

And  in  this  paffion  turns  herfelf  away. 
The  reft  look  all,  and  careful  note  each  wight ; 
Whilft  fhe,  impatient  of  the  leaft  delay, 
Demands  again  :   And  what !  not  yet  in  fight  ? 
Where  is  my  lord  :  What !  gone  fome  other  way  ? 
I  niufe  at  this — O  God,  grant  all  go  right : 
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Then  to  the  window  goes  again  at  laft, 
And  fees  the  chiefeft  train  of  all  was  paft  ; 

LXXIV. 

And  fees  not  him  her  foul  deCr'd  to  fee  : 
And  yet  hope  fpent  makes  her  not  leave  to  look. 
At  laft  her  love-quick  eyes,  which  ready  be 
Fattens  on  one;  whom  though  fhe  never  took 
Could  be  her  lord ;  yet  that  fad  cheer  which  he 
Then  fliew'd,  his  habit  and  his  woful  look. 
The  grace  he  doth  in  bafe  attire  retain, 
Caus'd  her  fhe  could  not  from  his  fight  refrain. 

LXXV. 

"  What  might  he  be,  flie  faid,  that  thus  alone 
"  Rides  penfive  in  this  univerfal  joy  ? 
"  Some  I  perceive,  as  well  as  we,  do  moan  : 
"  All  are  not  pleas'd  with  ev'ry  thing  this  day. 
•'  It  may  be,  he  laments  the  wrong  is  done 
"  Unto  my  lord,  and  grieves ;  as  well  he  may. 
*'  Then  he  is  fome  of  ours ;  and  we  of  right- 
*'  Muft  pity  him,  that  pities  our  fad  plight. 

LXXVI. 

•'  But  ftay :  Is't  not  my  lord  himfelf  I  fee  ? 
"  In  truth,  if  'twere  not  for  bis  bafe  array, 
"  I  verily  fliould  think  that  it  were  he  : 
"  And  yet  his  bafenefs  doth  a  grace  bewray. 
"  Yet  God  forbid — Let  me  deceived  be  : 
'*  And  be  it  not  my  lord,  although  it  may  : 
*'  Let  my  defire  make  vows  againft  defire  ; 
*'  And  let  my  fight  approve  my  fight  a  liar, 
xxxvn. 

"  Let  me  not  fee  him  but  himfelf,  a  king : 
*'  For  fo  he  left  me,  fo  he  did  remove. 
*'  This  is  not  he,  this  feels  fome  other  thing; 
"  A  paffioh  of  dillike,  or  elfe  of  love. 
"  O  yes,  'tis  he  I  That  princely  face  doth  bring 
"  The  evidence  of  majefty  to  prove  : 
"  That  face  I  have  conferr'd  which  now  I  fee, 
"  With  that  within  my  heart,  and  they  agree." 

LXXVllI. 

Thus  as  flie  flood  affur'd,  and  yet  in  doubt ; 
Wilhing  to  fee,  what  feen  fhe  griev'd  to  fee  ; 
Having  belief,  yet  fain  would  be  without ; 
Knowing,  yet  llriving  not  to  know  'twas  he  : 
Her  heart  relenting ;  yet  her  heart  fo  ftout, 
As  would  not  yield  to  think  what  vi^as,  could  be ; 
Till  quite  condemn'd  by  open  proof  of  fight. 
She  muft  confefs,  or  elfe  deny  the  light.  .      - 

LXSIX. 

For  whether  love  in  him  did  fympathifc. 
Or  chance  fo  wrought  ro  manifeft  her  doubt; 
Ev'n  juft  before  where  fhe  thus  fecret  prys, 
He  ftays,  and  with  clear  face  looks  all  about. 
When  fhe — 'Tis,  O  !  too  true,  I  know  his  eyes  : 
Alas !  it  is  my  own  dear  lord,  cries  out : 
And  with  that  cry  finks  down  upon  the  floor ; 
Abundant  grief  lack'd  words  to  utter  more.    : 

LXXX. 

Sorrow  keeps  full  poffeffion  in  her  heart; 
liOcks  it  within  ;  flops  up  the  way  of  breath  ; 
Shuts  fenfes  out  of  door  from  ev'ry  part ; 
And  fo  long  holds  there,  as  it  hazardeth 
OpprefTed  nature,  and  is  forc'd  to  part. 
Or  elfe  muft  be  conftrain'd  to  ftay  with  death  : 
So  by  a  figh  it  lets  in  fenfe  again, 
And  fenfe  at  length  gives  words  leave  to  explain. 


LXXXI. 

Then  like  a  torrent  had  been  ftopt  before. 
Tears,  fighs,  and  words,  doubled  together  flow; 
Confus'dly  flriving  whether  fhould  do  more, 
1  he  true  intelligence  of  grief  to  fhcw. 
Sighs  huider'd  words;    words  perifh'd  in  their 

llore ; 
Both,intermix'd  in  one,  together  grow. 
One  would  do  ail ;  the  other  more  than's  part; 
Aeing  both  fent  equal  agents  from  the  heart. 
Lx::xii. 

At  length,  when  palt  the  firft  of  forrows  worft, 
Whencaim'd  confufion  better  form  affords;  ' 
Her  heart  commands,  her  words  fhould  pafs  out 

firft, 
And  then  her  fighs  fhould  iuterpoint  her  words; 
The  whiles  her  eyes  out  into  tears  Ihould  burft. 
This  order  with  her  forrow  fhe  accords ; 
Which  orderlefs,  all  form  of  order  brake  ; 
So  then  began  her  words,  and  thus  fhe  fpake  : 

LXXXIII, 

"  What !   doft  thou  thus  return  again  to  me  ? 
"  Are  thefe  the  trium.phs  for  thy  vidlorics  ? 
"  Is  this  the  glory  thou  doft  bring  with  thee, 
"   From  that  unhappy  Jrilli  cnterprife  ? 
"  And  have  I  made  fo  many  vows  to  fee 
"  Thy  fafe  return,  and  fee  thee  in  this  v/;fe  ? 
"  Is  this  the  look'<i-for  comfort  thou  doft  bring; 
"  To  come  a  captive,  that  wcnt'ft  out  a  king  i 
ixxxrv. 

"  And  yet,  dear  lord,  though  thy  ungrateful 
land 
"  Hath  left  thee  thus;  yet  I  will  take  thy  part, 
"  I  do  remain  the  fame,  under  thy  hand ; 
"  Thou  ftill  doft  rtsle  the  kingdom  of  my  heart ; 
"   If  all  be  loft,  that  government  doth  ftand  ; 
"  And  that  fhall  never  from  thy  rule  depart. 
"  And  fo  thou  be,  I  care  not  how  thou  be ; 
"  Let  greatnels  go,  fo  it  go  without  thee. 

LXXXV. 

"  And  welcome  come,  how  fo  unfortunate; 

"  I  will  applaud  what  others  do  defpife.  • 

"  I  love  thee  for  thyfeif,  not  for  thy  ftate  : 

"  More  than  thyfeif  is  what  without  thee  lies  ; 

"  Let  that  more  go,  if  it  he  in  thy  fate  ; 

"  And  having  but  thyfeif,  it  will  fuffice. 

"  1  married  was  not  to  thy  crown,  but  thee  ; 

"  And  thou,  without  a  crown,  all  one  to  me. 

LXSXVI. 

"   But  what  do  I  here  lurking  idly  moan, 

"  And  wail  apart ;  and  in  a  fingle  part         [one; 

"  Make  feveral  grief?  which  jhould  be  both  ia 

"  The  touch  being  equal  of  each  other's  heart. 

"  Ah !  no,  fweet  lord,  thou  muft  not  moan  alone; 

"  For  without  me  thou  art  not  all  thou  art ; 

"  Nor  my  tears  without  thine  are  fully  tears, 

"  For  thus  unjoiii'd,  forrow  but  half  appears. 

LXXXVII. 

"  Join  then  our  plaints,  and  make  our  grief 
"  fuil  grief; 
"  Our  ftate  being  one,  let  us  not  part  our  care  : 
"   Sorrow  hath  only  this  poor  bare  relief, 
"  To  be  bemoan'd  of  fuch  as  woful  are. 
"   And  fhould  I  rob  thy  grief,  and  be  the  thief,        j 
"  To  Ileal  a  private  part,  and  fev'ral  fharc;  i 
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"  Defrauding  forrow  of  her  pcrfedl  due  ? 
"  No,  no,  my  lord ;  I  come  to  help  thee  rue." 

LXXXViil. 

Then  forth  fhe  goes  a  elofe  concealed  way, 
(As  giieving  to  be  feea  not  as  fhe  was)  ; 
Lab'  c'.rs  C  attain  his  prefence  all  {he  may; 
"Which,  with  mod  hard  ado  was  brought  to  pafs. 
For  that  night  nnderftanding  where  he  lay, 
With  earnell  'treating  (he  procur'd  her  pafs. 
To  come  to  him.     Rigour  could  not  deny 
Thofe  tears,  (fo  poor  a  fuit)  or  put  her  by. 

LSiXXIX 

Ent'ring  the  chamber,  where  he  was  alone, 
(As  one  whofe  former  iortune  was  hislhame) 
.Loathing  th'  upbraiding  eye  of  any  one 
That  knew  him  once,   and  knows  him   not   the 

fame  : 
When  having  given  exprefs  command  that  none 
Should  prefs  to  him  ;  yet  hearing  fome  that  came, 
Turus  angrily  about  his  grieved  eyes  ; 
V/hen  lo  '.  his  I'weet  aillidied  queen  he  fpies. 
xc. 
Strait  clears  his  brow,  and  with  a  borrow'd 
fmiie  ; 
"  What !  my  dear  queen  1  Welcome,    my  dear, 

"  he  fays ." 
And  (ftriving  his  ownpaffion  to  beguile. 
And  hide  the  forrow  which  his  eye  betrays) 
Could  fpeak  no  more  i  but  wrii)gs  her  hands  the 

while  ; 
And  then — Sweet  lady  !  And  again  he  ftays. 
Th'  excefs  of  joy  and  forrow  both  affords 
AiHi6tion  none,  or  but  poor  niggard  words, 
xci. 
She  that  was  come  with  a  refolved  heart, 
And  with  a  mouth  full  flor'd,   with  words  v.'ell 

chofe; 
Thinking,  this  comfort  will  I  firlb  impart 
Unto  my  lord,  and  thus  my  fpeech  difpofe  : 
Then  thus   I'll  fay  ;    thus  look ;    and    with    this 

art. 
Hide  mine  own  foiiow,  to  relieve  his  woes. 
When   being  come,   all  this  prov'd  nought  but 

wind ; 
Tears,  looks,  and  fighs,  do  only  tell  her  mind, 
xcii. 
Thus  both  ftood  filent,  and  confufed  fo 
Their  eyes  relating  how  their  hearts  did  mourn  t 
Both  big  with  forrow,  and  both  great  with  woe, 
In  labour  with  what  was  not  co  be  born ; 
This  mighty  burden  wherewithal  they  go. 
Dies  undeliver'd,  perifhes  unborn. 
Sorrow  makes  filenoe  her  bell  orator. 
Where  words  may  make  it  lefs,  not  fhcw  it  more 
xciir. 
But  he,  whom  longer  time  had  learn'd  the  art 
T*  endure  afflidlion,  as  a  ufual  touch. 
Strains  forth  his  words,  and  throws  difmay  a- 

part. 
To  raife  up  her,  whofe  pafllons  now  were  fuch 
As  quite  opprefs'd  her  over-charged  heart, 
(Too  fmall  a  veiTel  to  contain  fo  much;) 
And  cheers,  and  moans,  and  feigned  hopes  doth 

frame, 
As  if  himfelf  belicv'd,  or  hop'd  the  fame. 
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And  now  the  while  thcfe  princes  forrowed, 
Forward  ambition  (come  fo  near  her  end) 
Sleeps  notv  nor  0ips  th'  occafiou  offered, 
T*  accomplfn  what  it  did  before  intenol. 
A  parliament  is  forthwith  fummoned 
In  Richard's  name  ;  whereby  they  might  pretend 
A  fijrm  to  grace  diforder,  and  a  ftiew 
Of  hsly  right,  the  right  to  overthrow. 
xcv. 
Order, how  much  predominant  art  thou! 
That  if  but  only  thou  pretended  art. 
How  foon  deceiv'd  mortality  doth  bow, 
To  follow  thine,  as  ftill  the  better  part  ? 
'Tis  thought  that  rev'rent  form  will  not  allow 
Iniquity,  or  facred  right  pervert. 
Within  our  fouls  fmce  then  thou  dwell'ft  fo  flrowgj 
How  ill  do  they,  that  ufe  thee,  to  do  wrong  ? 
xcvj. 
So  ill  did  thev,  that  in  this  formal  courfe 
Soupht  to  eftablifh  a  deformed  right ; 
Who  might  as  well  effeifled  it  by  force, 
But  that  men  hold  it  wiong  what's  wrought  hy 

might. 
Offences  urg'd  in  public,  are  made  worfe  : 
The  fhew  of  jufttce  aggravates  defpite. 
"  The  multitude  that  look  not  to  the  caufe, 
"  Reft  fatisfy'd  fo  it  feem  done  by  laws." 
xcvu. 
And  now  they  divers  articles  objeft. 
Of  rigor,  malice,  private  favourings, 
f  xaftion,  riot,  fallehood,  and  negledl ; 
Crimes  done,  but  feldom  anfwered  by  kings ; 
Which  fubjedls  do  lament,  but  not  corredl. 
And  all  thefe  faults  which  Lancafter  nnv/ brings 
AgainfV  a  king;  muft  be  his  own,  when  he 
By  urging  others  fins,  a  king  fhall  be. 
xcviu. 
For  al)  that  was  moft  odious  was  devis'd, 
And  publifh'd  in  thefe  articles  abroad  : 
All  th'  errors  of  his  youih  were  here  compris'dj 
Calamity  with  obloquy  to  load, 
And  more  to  make  him  publicly  defpis'd, 
Libels,  inveiSives,  railing  rhymes  were  fow'd 
Among  the  vulgar,  to  prepare  his  fall 
With  more  applaufe,  and  good  confent  of  all, 
xcix. 
Lock  hew  the  day -hater,  Minerva's  (/)  bird^ 
Whilll  privileg'd  with  darknefs  and  the  night, 
Doth  live  fecure  t'  himfelf,  of  others  fear'd  : 
If  but  by  chance  difcover'd  in  the  light. 
How  doth  each  little  fowl  (with  envy  ftirr'd) 
Call  him  to  juftice,  urge  him  wih  defpite  ; 
Summon  the  feather'd  flocks  of  all  the  wood, 
To  come  to  fcorn  the  tyrant  of  their  blood  ? 
c. 
So  fares  this  king,  laid  open  to  difgrace, 
Whilfl  ev'ry  mouth  (full  of  reproach)  inveighsj 
And  ev'ry  bafe  detraAor,  in  this  cafe, 
Upon  th'  advantage  of  misfortune  plays  : 
Down-falling  greatnefs,  urged  on  apace, 
Was  follow'd  hard  by  all  difgraccful  ways, 
Now  in  the  point  t'  accelerate  an  end, 
Whilft  mifery  had  no  means  to  defend, 

(l)  The  owl  \i  fald  to  be  Minerva's  birS, 
,  I  jjj 
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Upon  thofe  at  tides  in  parli'ment. 
So  heinous  made,  enforc'd,  and  urg'J  fo  hard, 
He  was  adjiidg'd  unfit  for  government-, 
And  ot"  all  regal  pow'r  and  rule  debarr'd  : 
For  who  durft  contradi<St  the  duke's  intent  ? 
Or  if  they  durft,  (hould  patiently  be  heard  ? 
Defire  of   change,  old  wrongs,   new  hopes,  freth 

fear,    , 
Being  far  the  major  part,  the  caufe  muft  bear. 

CIl. 

Yet  muft  we  think,  that  fome  which   faw  the 
cowrie, 
(The  better  few,  whom  paffion  made  not  blind) 
Sloodcateful  lookers  on,  with  fad  commorfe, 
Anaz'd  to  fee  what  headlong  rage  defign'd ; 
And  in  a  more  confiderate  difcourfe 
Of  tragical  events,  thereof  divin'd ; 
And  would  exciife  and  pity  thofc  defecfls, 
Which  with  fuch  hate  the  adverfe  parts  objeSs  ; 
cm. 
Saying,  "  Better   years   might  work  a  better 
care ; 
"  And  time   might  well   have  cur'd    what  was 

"  amifs; 
*'  Since  all  thefe  faults  fatal  to  greatnefs  are, 
"  And  worfe    deferts   have    not   been   punifli'd 

"  thus. 
"  But  yet  in  this,  the  heavens  (we  fear)  prepare 
"  Confufion  for  our  fins,  as  well  zs  his; 
"  And  his  calamity  beginneth  our  : 
•'  For  he  his  own,  and  we  abus'd  his  pow'r." 
civ. 
Thus  murmur'd  they  ;  When  to  the  king  were 
fent 
Certain,  who  might  perfuade  him  to  forfake 
And  leave  his  crown,  and  with  his  free  confcnt 
A  voluntary  refignation  make  ; 
Since  that  he  could  no  other  way  prevent 
Thefe  dangers,  which  he  elfe  muft  needs  partake. 
For  not  to  yield  to  what  fear  would  conftraia, 
.Would  bar  the  hope  of  life  that  did  remain. 
ev. 
And   yet   this  fcarce  could  work  him  to  con- 
fent 
To  yield  up  that  fo  foon.  men  hold  fo  dear: 
"  Why,  let  him  take  (faid  he)  the  government; 
"  And  let  me  yet  the  name,  the  title  bear. 
"   Leave  me  thatfiiew,  and  I  will  be  content; 
"   And  let  them  rule  and  govern  without  fear. 
"  What !  can  they  not  my  ftiadownow  endure; 
"  When  they,  of  all  the  reft,  do  ftand  fecure  ? 
cvi. 
"  Let  me  held  that,  I  afk  no  other  good  : 
"  Nay,  that  I  will  hold— -Henry,  do  thy  worft. 
"   For  e're  I  yield  my  crown,  I'll  lofe  my  hiood  ; 
"  That  blood,  thrv".  lliall  make  thee  and  thine  ac- 

"  curs'd." 
Thusrefoluto  a-while  he  firmly  ftood ; 
'l"ill  love  of  life,  and  fear  of  being  forc'd, 
Vanquifii'd  th'  innated  valour  of  his  mind  ; 
And  hope  and  friends  fo  wrought,  that  he  refign'd. 
cvii. 
•  Then  to. the  Tow'r,  (where  he  remained)  v/ent 
Ths  duke,  with  all  the  peers  in  company, 


To  take  his  offer  with  his  free  confent. 

And  this  hi;  refignation  teftify  ; 

And  thereof  to  inform  the  parli'ment, 

Tha*  all  things  might  be  done  more  formally^ 

And  men  thereby  reft  better  fatiffy'd, 

As  of  an  a&.  not  forc'd  or  falfify'd. 

ffVIlI. 

And  forth  he's  brought  unto  th'  accomplifh- 
ment, 
Deck'd  with  the  crown  in  princely  robes  that  day  f 
Like  as  the  dead,  in  other  lands,  are  fent 
Unto  their  graves  in  all  their  beft  array. 
And  ev'n  like  good  did  him  this  ornament : 
For  what  he  brought  he  muft  not  bear  away ; 
But  buries  there  his  glory  and  his  name, 
Entom'b'd  both  in  his  own,  and  others  blame, 
cix. 

And  tliere  ointo  th'  affembly  of  thefe  ftates, 
His  forrow  for  their  long-endured  wrong 
Through  his  abus'd  authority  relates, 
Excufes  with  confeffions  mix'd  among  : 
And  glad  (he  fays)  to  finifh  all  debates, 
He  was  to  leave  the  rule  they  fought  for  long  J 
Protefting,  if  it  might  be  for  their  good, 
He  would  as  gladly  facrifice  his  blood. 
ex. 

There  be  hisfubjeds  all  In  general 
Affoils.  and  quits  of  oath  and  fealty; 
Renounces  int'reft,  title,  right,  and  all 
That  appertain'd  to  kingly  dignity  : 
Subfcribes  thereto,  and  d'oth  to  witnefs  call 
Both  heav'n  and  eartfc^  and  God,  and  faints  o^ 

high. 
To  teftify  his  aft  ;  and  doth  profefs 
To  do  the  fame  with  moft  free  willingnefs. 

CXI. 

'Tis  faid,    with  his  own  hands  he  gave   the 
crown 
To  Lancafter  ;  and  wlfh'd  to  God  he  might 
Have  better  joy  thereof  than  he  had  known  ; 
And  that  his  pow'r  might  make  it  his  by  right. 
And  furthermore  he  crav'd  (of  all  his  own) 
But  life   to  live  apart  a  private  wight : 
The  vanity  of  gtcatnefs  he  had  try'd. 
And  how  unfureJy  ftands  the  foot  of  pride, 
cxii. 
This   brought  to  pafs,    the  lords  return    with 
fpecd. 
The  parli'ment  hereof  to  certify; 
V/here  they  at  large    putlifti'd   the  king's   own" 

deed, 
And  form  of  his  refignmcnt  verbally  : 
And  thereupon  doth  Lancafter  proceed, 
To  make  his  claim  unto  the  riionarehy  ; 
And  fliewsthe  right  he  hath,  both  by  defcent, 
nd  by  rccov'ry  to  the  government. 

CXUI-.    ; 
Which  being  granted,  (m)  Ganterbury  rofe, 
And  animates  them  by  the  facred  word 
In  this  their  courfe  :  And  by  this  text  he  fhews 
"  How  well  they  made  their  choice   of  fuch   a 
"  lord; 

(m)  The  ArcIibiOiop  orCantcrburv  takes  his  text  out  o£ 
tliefirft  book  of  Kingr,,  chap,  ix,  Yir  iloniiiubitur  in  po- 
pulu. 
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"   Who,  as  aman,  was  able  to  difpofe,         [fword 
"   And    guide    the   ftate :     And    how   the  royal 
"  Ought  to  be  at  man's  commandment ; 
"  Not  at  a  child's  or  one  as  impotent, 
cxiv. 
"  Since  when  the  greacnefs  of  his  charge  exceeds 
"  The  fmallnefs  of  his  pow'rs,  he  mufl  collate 
"  The  fame   on  others — Whence,  fays  he,  pro- 

"  ceeds 
"  This  rav'nous  expilation  of  the  ftate  : 
"  Whence  no  man  any  more  the  public  heeds, 
•'  Than  fo  much  as  imports  his  private  ftate. 
«'  Our  health  is  from  our  head  :  If  that  be  ill, 
"  Diflemper'd,  faint  and  weak,  all  the  reft  will, 
cxv. 
"  Then  to  the  prefent  all  his  fpeech  he  draws, 
'^  And  Ihews  what  admirable  parts  abound 


"  In  this  brave  prince  ;  being  fit   to  give  theiti 

"  laws  : 
"  Fit  for  his  valour ;  fit  for  judgment  found." 
And  Lancafler,  indeed   I  would  thy  caufe 
Had  had  as  lawful  and  as  fure  a  ground. 
As  had  thy  virtues  and  thy  noble  heart, 
Ordain'd  and  born  for  an  imperial  part, 
cxvi. 
Then  had  not  that  confus'd  fucceediiig  age 
Ou'  fields  ingrain'd  with  blood,  our  rivers  dy'd 
With  purple-ftreamjng  wounds  of  our  own  rage. 
Nor  feen  our  princes  flaughter'd,  peers  dellroy'd. 
Then  had'ft  not  thou,  dear  country,    come   to' 

wage 
War  with  thyfelf,  nor  thofe  affli(5tions  try'd 
Of  all-confuming  difcord  here  fo  long ; 
Too  mighty  now,  againft  thyfelf  too  ftroDg, 

J,  iiij 
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O   O   K     li 


"l^hs  ArgU7?ien,t, 

Henry  the  IV.  the  crown  euabliflied. 
The  lords  that  did  to  Gloc'fter's  death  confent. 
Degraded,  do  rebel;  are  vanquiflied. 
King  Richard  unto  Pomfret  caftie  fent, 
Is  by  a  cruel  knight  there  aiurderett, 
After  the  lords  had  had  their  punifliment. 
His  corps  from  thence  to  London  is  convey'd; 
And  there,  for  all  to  \iew,  is  open  laid. 


Now  rifen  is  that  head,  by  which  did  fpring 
The  birth  of  two  ftrong  heads,  two  crowns,  two 

rights; 
That  monflrous  fliape,  that  afterward  did  bring 
Deform'd  confufion  to  diflradted  wights. 
Mow  is  attain'd  that  dearly  purchas'd  thing, 
That  fill'd  the  world  with  lamentable  fights; 
And  now  attain'd,  all  care  is  how  to  frame 
Means  to  eftablifh,  and  to  hold  the  fame. 
II. 
Flrft,  he  attends  to  build  a  ftrong  conceit 
Of  his  ufurped  pow'r  in  people's  minds, 
And  arms  his  caufe  with  furniture  of  weight ; 
"Which  eafily  the  fword,  and  greatnefs  finds. 
Succeffion,  conqueft,  and  eledlion  ftraight 
Suggefted  are,  and  prov'd  in  all  their  kinds. 
IVIore   than  enough   they  find,   who  find   their 
might  [right. 

Hath   force   to  make  all  (that  they  will  have) 
III. 
Though  one  of  thefe  might  very  well  fufJice, 
His  prefent  approbation  to  procure  : 
"  But  who  his  own  caufe  makes,  doth  ftill  devife 
*'  To  make  too  much,  to  have  it  more  than  fure. 
"  Fear  cafts  too  deep,  and  ever  is  too  wife  : 
•'  No  ufual  plots  the  doubtful  can  fecure." 
And  all  thefe  difagreeing  claims  he  had, 
With  hope  to  make  one  good  of  many  bad. 


Like  unto  him  that  fears,  and  fain  would  ftcp- 
An  inundation  working  on  apace  ; 
Runs  to  the  breach,  heaps  mighty  matter  up; 
Throws  indigeiled  burdens  on  the  place  : 
Leads  with  huge   weights   the   outfide,  and  the 

top, 
But  leaves  the  inner  parts  in  feeble  cafe  ; 
Whilft  th'  under- ft  arching  water  working  on. 
Bears  proudly  down  all  that  was  idly  done  : 

V. 

So  fares  it  with  our  indirefl  defigns, 
And  wrong- contrived  labours,  at  the  laft  ; 
Whiifl  working  time,  and  jiiilice,  undermines 
The  feeble  frame,  held  to  be  vi'rought  fo  faft  : 
Then  when  out-breaking  vengeance  uncombines 
The  ill-join'd  plots,  fc  fairly  overcaft; 
Turns  up  thofe  huge  pretended  heaps  of  £iews. 
And  all  thefe  weak  illufions  overthrows. 

VI. 

But  after  having  made  his  title  plain, 
Unto  his  coronation  he  proceeds  : 
Which,  in  moftfumptuous  fort,  (to  entertain 
The  gazing  vulgar,  whom  this  fplendour  feeds) 
Is  {lately  furnifh'd,  with  a  glorious  train  ; 
Wherein  the  former  kings  he  far  exceeds; 
And    all    t'    amufe   the    world,    and    turn    the 

thought. 
Of  what  and  how  'twas  done,  to  what  is  wrought. 
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And  tliat  lie  might  on  many  props  rcpole, 
He  ftrer.gths  his  own,  and  who  his  part  did  take  : 
New  officers,  Dew  couniellors  he  chofe. 
His  eldeft  Ion,  the  Prince  of  Wales  doth  make  : 
His  fecond,  Lord  High  Steward,    And  to  thofe 
Had  hazarded  their  fortunes  for  his  fake, 
He  gives  them  charge  as  merits  their  defert, 
And  raifes  them  by  crulhing  th'  adverfe  pare. 

VIII. 

So  that  hereby  the  univerfal  face 
Of  court,  with  all  the  offices  of  itate. 
Are  wholly  chang'd,  hy  death  or  by  difgrace, 
Upon  th'  advantage  of  the  people's  hate  ; 
♦'    Who  ever  envying  thofe  of  chiefeft  place, 
"   (Whom  neither  worth  nor  virtue,  but  their  fate 
"  ExaUed  hath)  do,  when  their  kings  do  naught, 
"  (Becaufe   it's   in   their  pow'r)  judge  it  their 
fau't." 

IK. 

And  in  their  ftead,  fuch  as  were  popular, 
And  well  deferving,  were  advanc'd  by  grace. 
Grave  Shirley  he  ordains  Lord  Chancellor, 
Both  worthy  for  his  virtues,  and  his  race  : 
And  Norbury  he  appoints  for  Treafurcr ; 
A  man  though  mean,  yet  fit  to  ufe  that  place  : 
And  others  t'  other  rooms ;  whom  people  hold 
So  much  more  lov'd,how  much  they  loathe  the  old. 

X. 

And  it  behoves  him  now  to  do  his  heft 
T'  approve  his  vow,  and  oath  made  to  the  ftate  : 
And  many  great  diforders  he  redrefs'd  ; 
Which  always  ufurpation  makes  the  gate 
To  let  itfelf  into  the  people's  breaft, 
And  feeks  the  public  beft  t'  accommodate  : 
Wherein  injuflice  better  doth  than  right ; 
"  For  who  reproves  the  lame,  muft  go  upright." 

XI. 

Though  it  be  eafy  to  accufe  a  ftate 
Of  imperfciftion,  and  mifgovcrnment; 
And  eafy  to  beget  in  people  hate 
Of  prefent  rule,  which  cannot  all  content  : 
A  few  attempt  it,  that  efTeiSt  it  not : 
Yet  t'  introduce  a  better  government 
Inftead  thereof,  if  we  t'  example  look, 
The  undertakers  have  been  overtook. 
xn. 
Then  agalnft  (a)thofe  he  ftridly  doth  proceed, 
Who  chief  of  Glos'iler's  death  were  gsiity  tliought : 
Not  fo  much  for  th'  hatred  of  that  deed  ; 
But  under  this  pretext,  the  means  he  fought 
To  ruin  fuch  whofe  might  did  much  exceed 
His  pow'r  to  wrong,  or  elfe  could  well  be  wrought. 
Law,  juftice,  blood,  the  zeal  unto  the  dead, 
Were  on  his  fide,  and  his  drift  coloured, 
xui.  ' 
Here  many  of  the  (i)greateli  of  the  land 
Accus'd  were  of  the  adl ;  itrong  proofs  brought 

out ; 
Which  flrongly  were  refell'd.  The  lords  all  ftand. 
To  clear  their  caufe,  moft  refolutely  flout. 

la)  The  nobility  zccufed  for  the  death  of  TJiomas  of 
Woodttock,  Dukeof  Glocefter. 

(fr;'riie  Dukes  <if  Surrey, Exeter,  and  Aumarle;  the  Earls 
of  .Salifbury  andGlocclter;  the  HilhopofCarlille,  Sir  Tlio- 
mas  Blount,  and  others,  were  the  parties  aceuftfti  for  Uie 
dcatli  of  the  Duke  of  Glocetter. 


The  king  perceiving  what  he  took  in  hand, 
Was  not  with  fafety  to  be  brought  about, 
Defifts  to  urge  their  death  in  any  wife  ; 
Refpeding  number,  flrength,  friends,  and  allieSo 
xiv. 
Nor  was  it  time  now,  in  his  tender  reign, 
And  infant  young  beginning  government. 
To  ftrive  with  blood  ;  when  lenity  muft  gain 
The  mighty  men,  and  pleafe  the  difcontent. 
"  New  kings   do  fear,  when  old  courts  farther 

ftrain." 
Eftablifti'd  ftates  to  all  things  will  confent. 
He  muft  difpenfe  with  his  wili,  and  their  crime. 
And  feek  t'  opptefs  and  wear  them  out  with  time. 

XV. 

Yet  not  to  feem  but  to  have  fomething  done 
In  what  he  could  not  as  he  would  effcdi, 
To  fatisfy  the  people,  (that  begun 
Revenge  of  wrong,  and  juftice  to  expedl) 
He  caus'd  be  put  to  execution  one, 
Who  to  perform  this  murder  was  eletSi ; 
A  bafe  companion,  few  or  none  would  mifs  ; 
Who  firil  did  ferve  their  turn,  and  now  ferves  his. 

XVI. 

And  to  ubafe  the  too  high  ftate  of  thofe 
That  were  accus'd,  and  leflen  their  degrees  ; 
Aumarle,  Surrey,  and  Ex«ter,  muft  lofe 
The  names  of  dukes,  their  titles,  dignities, 
And  whatfover  profits  thereby  rife  : 
The  carh,  then-  titles,  and  their  fignories  : 
And  all  they  got  in  th'  end  of  Richard's  reign, 
Since  Gloc'iler's  death,  they  muft  reftore  again ; 
xvii. 

Ey  this,  as  if  by  oftracifm,  t'  abate 
That  great    prefumptive    wealth  whereon   they 

"ftand. 
For  firll,  hereby  impov'riftiing  their  ftate, 
He  kills  the  means  they  might  have  to  withftand; 
Then  equals  them  with  other  whom  they  hate. 
Who  (by  their  fpoils)  are  rais'd  to  high  command; 
That  v/eak,  and  envy'd,  if  they  fhould  confpire. 
They  wreck  thtmfeives,  and  he  hath  his  delire. 

XVIII. 

Yet  by  this  grace  (which  muft  be  held  a  grace, 
As  both  they  and  the  world  are  made  believe) 
He  thinks  t'  have  dealt  benignly  in  this  cafe. 
And  left  them  ftate  enough,  to  let  them  live  : 
And  that  the  taking  from  them  means  and  place. 
Was  nothing  in  icfpecS;  what  he  did  give  : 
But  they  that  know  how  their  own  reck'ning  goes. 
Account  not  what  they  have,  but  what  they  lofe. 

XIX. 

The  parliament  w-hich  now  is  held,  decreed. 
Whatever  pleas'd  the  king  but  to  propound ; 
Confirm'd  the  crown  to  him,  and  to  his  feed. 
And  by  their  oath  their  due  obedience  bound; 
Which  was  the  pow'r  that  ftood  him  beft  in  flead. 
And  made  whatever  broken  courfes  found. 
For  what  he  got  by  fortune,  favour,  might, 
It  was  the  ftate  that  now  muft  make  his  right. 


Here  v/as  agreed,  (to  make  all  more  fecure) 
That  Richard  ftiould  remain  for  evermore 
Clofe  prifoner;  left  the  realm  might  chance  endure 
Some  new  ^evoltj  or  any  frelh  uproar  ; 
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And  that  if  any  fliould  fuch  broil  procure. 
By  him,  or  tor  him,  lie  fhould  die  therefor. 
So  that  a  talk  of  tumult,  and  a  breath, 
Would  ferve  him  as  hii  paffing-bell  to  death. 

XXI. 

Yet  reverend  Carliile,  thou  didft  there  oppofe 
Thy  holy  voice,  to  fave  thy  prince's  blood. 
And  freely  check'd'ft  this  judgment,  and  his  foes  : 
When  all  n-ere  bad,  yet  thou  dar'fl  to  be  good. 
Be  it  enrnll'd,  fthat  time  may  never  lofe 
The  memory)  how  firm  thy  courage  ftood ; 
When  pow'r,  difgrace,  nor  death  could  ought  di- 
vert 
Thy  glorious  tongue  thus  to  reveal  thy  heart. 

XXII. 

"  Grave,    rev'rent  lords,  fince  that  this  facred 
place, 
«•  Our  Aventine  retire,  our  holy  hill, 
"  This  place,  foul  of  our  fi:ate,the  realms  beft  grace 
"  Doth  privilege  me,  fpeak  what  reafon  will  : 
"  Let  me  but  fay  my  confcience  in  this  cafe  ; 
"  JLeft  fin  of  filence  fliew  my  heart  was  ill : 
"  And  let  thefe  walls  witnefs,  if  you  will  not, 
"  1  do  difcharge  my  foul  of  this  foul  blot. 

XXIII. 

"  Never  Ihall  this  poor  breath  of  mine  confent, 
*'  That  he  that  two  and  twenty  years  hath  reign'd 
"  As  lawful  lord,  and  king  by  juft  defcent, 
"  Should  here  be  judg'd,  unheard.and  unarraign'd  ; 
♦'  By  fubjedis  too,  (judges  incompetent 
"  To  judge  their  king,  unlawfully  detain'd) 
*'  And   unbrought   forth   to   plead   his   guiltlefs 

caufe ; 
"  Barring  th'  anointed  liberty  of  laws. 

XXIV. 

"  Have  you  not  done  enough  with  what  is  done  ? 

"  Muft  needs  diforder  grow  from  bad  to  worfc  ? 

"  Can  never  mifchief  end  as  it  begun  ; 

•'  But  being  once  out,  muft  further  out  of  force  ? 

•'  Think  you,  that  any  means  under  the  fun, 

'•  Can  affecure  fo  indired  a  courfe  ? 

"  Or  any  broken  cunning  build  fo  (trong, 

"  As  can  hold  out  the  hand  of  vengeance  long?" 

XXV. 

Stopt  there  was  his  too  vth'ment  fpeech  with 
fpced. 
And  he  fent  clofe  to  ward  from  where  he  ftood  ; 
His  zeal  untimely  deem'd  too  much  t'  exceed 
The  nieafure  of  his  wit,  and  did  no  good. 
They  refolate,  for  all  this,  do  proceed 
Unto  that  judgment  could  not  be  withflood. 
The  king  had  all  he  crav'd,  or  could  compel ; 
And  all  was  done— let  others  judge  how  well. 

XXVI. 

Now,  Mufe,  relate  a  woful  accident. 
And  tell  the  bloodlhed  of  thefe  mighty  peers, 
Who  (lately  reconcil'd)  reft  difcontent, 
Griev'd  with  difgrace,  remaining  in  their  fears  : 
However,  feeming  outwardly  content, 
Yet  th'  inward  touch  that  wounded  honour  bears, 
Rclh  clofely  wrenkling,  and  can  find  no  eafe, 
Till  death  of  one  fide  cure  this  great  difeafe. 

XXVII. 

Means  how  to  feci  and  learn  each  other's  heart, 
By  the  Abbot's  Ikill  of  WcUm'Jsifter  is  found  ; 
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Who  fecretly  difliking  Henry's  part, 
Invites  thefe  lords,  and  thofe  he  meant  to  found ; 
Feafts  them  with  cofl,  and  draws  them  on  with  art ; 
And  dark  and  doubtful  queltions  doth  propound : 
Then  plainer  fpeaks,  and  yet  uncertain  fpeaks  : 
Then  wiflies  well — then  (fF  abruptly  breaks, 
xxviii. 

"  My  lords,  faith  he,  I  fear  we  fhali  not  find 
"  This  long-defired  king  fuch  as  was  thought. 
"  But  yet  he  may  do  well — God  turn  his  mind  : 
"  'Tis  yet   new   days — but   ill  bodes  new  and 

nought. 
"  Some  yet  fpeedwell — though  all  men  of  my  kind 
"  Have  caufe  to  doubt.     His  fpeech  is  not  forgot, 
"  That  princes  had  too  little  ;  we  too  much. 
"  God  give  him  grace — but  'tis  ill  trufting  fuch."' 
XXIX.  , 

This  open-clofe.  apparent-dark  difcourfe. 
Drew  on  much  fpeech — and  every  man  replies  t 
And  ev'ry  man  adds  heat— and  words  enforce. 
And  urge  out  words.  For  when  one  man  efpies 
Another's  mind  like  his ;  then  ill  breeds  worfe  ; 
And  out  breaks  all  in  th'  end,  what  clofeft  lies. 
For  when   men   well  have  fed,  th'  blood  being 

warm. 
Then  are  they  mofl  improvident  of  harm. 

XXX. 

Bewray  they  did  their  inward  boiling  fplte ; 
Each  ftirring  others  to  revenge  their  caufe. 
One  fays,  he  never  fhould  endure  the  fight 
Of  that  forfworn,  that  wrongs  both  land  and  laws* 
Another  vows  the  fame  ;  of  his  mind  right. 
A  third  t'  a  point  more  near  the  matter  draws  ; 
Swears    if   they   would,  he   would   attempt  the 

thing, 
To  chafe  th'  ufurper,  and  replace  their  king. 

XXXI. 

Thus  one  by  one  kindling  each  other's  fire. 
Till  all  inflam'd,  they  all  in  one  agree; 
All  refolute  to  profecute  their  ire. 
Seeking  their  own,  and  country's  caufe  to  free ; 
And  have  his  firfl:,  that  their  blood  didconfpire. 
For  no  way  elfe,  they  faid,  but  this,  could  be 
Their  wrong-detained  honour  to  redeem  ; 
Which   true-bred   blood   fliould   lAore  than  life 
efteepi. 

XXXII. 

"  And  let  not  this  cur  new-made  faithlefs  lord, 
"  Saith  (c)  Surrey,  think  that  we  are  left  fo  bare, 
"  (Though  bare  enough)  but  we  will  find  a  fword 
"  To  kill  him  with,  when  he  fhall  not  beware." 
For  he  that  is  with  life  and  will  enftor'd. 
Hath  (for  revenge)  enough,  and  needs  not  care  5 
For  time  brings  means  to  furnifh  him  withal ; 
Let  him  but  wait  th'  occafions  as  they  fall. 

XKXIII. 

Then  of  the  manner  how  t'  efFe6i  the  thing, 

Confultcd  was and  in  the  end  agreed, 

That  at  a  mafque  and  common  revelling, 
■W^hich  was  ordain'd,  they  fliould  perform  the  deed"-. 
For  that  would  be  leaft  doubted  of  the  king. 
And  fittefl  for  their  fafety  to  proceed. 
The  night,  their  number,  and  the  fudden  adH, 
Would  dafli  all  order,  and  protedl  their  fad, 
CO  Thcmas  late  Duke  of  Surrey, 
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Befides,  they  might  under  the  fair  pretence 
Gf  tilts  and  tournaments,  wnich  they  intend, 
Provide  them  horfe  and  armour  for  defence. 
And  all  things  elfe  convenient  for  their  end. 
Befides,  they  might  hold  fure  intelligence 
Among  thenifelves,  without  fufpect  t'  offend  : 
The  king  would  think,  they  fought  bat  grace  in 

court, 
With  all  their  great  pfeparing  in  this  fort. 

XXXV. 

A  folemn  oath  religioufiy  they  take. 
By  intermutual  vows  protefting  there, 
This  never  to  revt al,  nor  tc  forfake 
So  good  a  caufe  for  danger,  hope,  or  fear. 
The  facrament,  the  pledge  of  taith,  th ./  take  : 
And  cv'ry  man  upon  his  fword  doth  fwear, 
By  knighthood,  honour,  or  what  elfe  Ihould  bind, 
To  affecure  the  more  each  other's  mind. 
XXXVI. 

And  when  all  this  was  done,  and  thought  well 
done, 
And  every  one  affures  him  good  fuccefs. 
And  eafy  feems  Lke  thing  to  every  one,       [prefs  ; 
That  nought  coaid  crofs  their  plot,  or  them  fap- 
Yet  one  among  the  reft,  (whofe  mind  fJot  won 
"With  th'  over-weaning  thought  of  hot  excefs, 
Nor  headlong  carry'd  with  the  ftream  of  will, 
Nor  by  his  own  eledion  led  to  ill ;) 
XXXVII. 

Judicious  ((/)  Blount,  (whofe  learning,  valour, 
wit. 
Had  taught  true  knowledge  in  the  courfe  of  things  ; 
Knew  dangers  as  they  were  ;  and  th'  hum'rous  fit 
Of  'warelcfs  difcontent,  what  end  it  brings) 
Counfeis  their  heat  with  ca  m  grave  words,  and  fit, 
(Words  well  forethought,  that  from  experience 

fprings) 
And  warns  a  warrler  carriage  in  the  thing. 
Left  blind  prefumption  work  their  ruining. 

XXXVIII. 

"  My  lords,  faich  he,  I  know  your  ■wifdom's 
fuch 
"   As  that  of  mine  advice  you  have  no  need ; 
"   I  know  you  know   how  much  the  thing  doth 
touch  [feed ; 

"  The  main  of  all  your  ftates,  your  blood,  your 
"   Yet  fince  the  fame  concerns  my  life  as  much 
"   As  his,  whofe  hand  is  chiefeft  in  this  deed, 
"  And  that  my  foot  muft  go  as  far  as  his ; 
"  I  think  my  tongue  may  fpeak  what  needful  is. 
xxxix. 

"  The  thing  we  enterprife,  I  know,  doth  bear 
"  Great  poflibiliry  of  good  efFetl:; 
"  For  that  fo  many  men  of  nijoht  there  are, 
*'  Thar  venture  here  this  adtion  to  diretl ; 
"   Which  meaner  wights,  of  truft  and  credit  bare, 
"  N'  t  fo  refpedled  could  not  look  t'  efTed. 
"  For  none,  without  great  hopes,  will  follow  fuch, 
"  Whofe  pow'r  and  honour  dou>  nor  promifcmuch. 

XL. 

"  Befides  this  new  and  doubtful  government, 
"  The  wav'ring  faith  of  people  vam  and  light ; 

.id)  Sir  Thomas  Blount, 


"  The  fecret  hopes  of  many  difcontent ; 
"  The  natural  affedlion  to  the  right ; 
"  Our  lawful  fov'reio;n's  life,  in  prifon  pent, 
"  Whom  men  begin  to  pity  now,  not  fpite 
"  Our  weil-laid  plot  and  all,  I  muft  conl'sfs, 
"  With  our  juft  caule,  doth  promife  gcod  ficcefs. 
xn. 

*•  But  this  is  yet  the  outward,  faireft  fide 
"  Of  our  defign — within  rcfts  more  of  fear, 
"  More  dread  of  fad  event  yet  undefcry'd,  were. 
"  Than  (my  moft  worthy  lords)  I  would  there 
"   But  yet  1  fpeak  not  this,  as  to  divide        'cheer  ; 
"  Your  thoughts  from  th'  aiS,  or  to  difmiy  your 
"  Only  to  add  unto  your  forward  will, 
"  A  mod'rate  fear,  to  caft  the  worft  of  ill. 
xtn. 

"  Danger  before,  and  in,  and  after  th'  atl, 
"  You  necdsmuft  grant  is  great, and  to  beveigh'd. 
"  Before;  left  while  we  do  the  deed  protridl, 
"  It  be  by  any  of  ourfelves  bewray'd  : 
"  For  many  being  privy  to  the  fad:, 
"  How  hard  is  it  to  keep  it  unbetray'd  ? 
"  When  the  betrayer  fhall  have  life  and  grace, 
"  And  rid  himfelf  of  danger  and  difgrace. 
xmr. 

"  For  though  fome  few  continue  refolnte, 
"  Yet  many  fhrink,  which  at  the  firii  would  dare, 
"  And  be  the  foremoft  men  to  execute, 
"  If  th'  a<5t  and  motion  at  one  inftant  were  : 
"  But  intermiflion  fuffers  men  difpute 
"   What  dangers  are,  and  caft  with  further  care. 
"  Cold  doubt  cavils  with  honour,  fcorneth  fame  j 
"  ADd  in  the  end,  fear  weighs  down  faith  witlS 
ihame. 

XLIV. 

"  Then  in  the  ad:  what  perils  fhall  we  find, 
"  If  either  place,  or  time,  or  other  courfe, 
"  Caufe  us  to  alter  th'  order  now  afTign'd  ; 
"  Or  that  than  we  cxped  things  happen  worfe  ? 
"  If  either  error,  or  a  fainting  mind, 
"   An  indifcreet  amazement,  or  remorfe, 
"   in  any  at  that  inftant  fhouid  be  found ; 
"  How  much  It  might  the  ad,  and  all  confound  ? 

XLV. 

"  After  the  deed,  the  dangers  are  no  lefs ; 
"  Left  that  our  forwardnefs  not  feconded 
"  By  our  own  followers  and  accomplices, 
"  (Being  kept  back,  or  flow,  or  hindered) 
"  The  hafty  multitude  riifti  on,  t'  opprefs 
"  Confufed  weaknefs,  there  unfuccoiired  ; 
"  Or  raife  another  head  of  that  fame  race, 
"  T'  avenge  his  death,  and  profecute  the  cafe, 

XL  VI. 

"  All  this,  my  lords,  muft  be  confidered, 
*'   (The  heft  and  worft  of  that  which  may  fuccecd) 
"  That    val&ur    mix'd   with  fear,  boldneli  with 

dread, 
"  May  march  more  circumfped:,  with  better  heed. 
"  And  to  prevent  thefe  mifchiefs  mentioned, 
"  Is  by  our  fai^h,  our  fecrefy,  and  ipeed  : 
"   For  ev'n  already  is  the  work  begun  ; 
"  And  we  reft  all  undone,  till  all  be  done. 

XLVll. 

"  And  though  IcouIq  hawie  wifh'd  another  courfcj 
"  In  open  field  i'  have  hiizarded  my  blood  i 
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*'  Yctfome  are  here,  vvhofe  love  is  of  that  force 
«'  To  Iraw  my  life,  whom  zeal  hath  not  with- 

ftood. 
"  But  like  you  not  of  your  defign  the  worfe  : 
"  If  the  fuccefs  be  good,  your  courfe  is  good; 
"  Anc  ending  well,  our  honour  then  begins  : 
"  No  band  of  flrife  is  pure,  but  that  which  wins." 

XLVllI. 

This  faid,  a  fad  ftill  filence  held  their  minds^ 
Upon  the  fearful  projetSt  of  their  woe  ; 
But  thit  not  long  e'er  forward  fury  finds, 
Encouraging  perfuafions  on  to  go. 
•*  We  nuft,  (faid  they)  we  will;  our  honour  binds; 
"  Our  fafety  bids ;  our  faith  muft  have  it  fo. 
"  We  Inow  theworft  can  come:  'tis  thought  upon. 
"  We  cannot  fiiift — ^being  in,  we  mull  go  on." 

XI.1X. 

And  on,  indeed,  they  went but  O!  not  far; 

A  fatal  flop  travers'd  their  headlong  courfe  ; 
Their  drift  'comes  known,  and  they  difcover'd  are  : 
For  fome  (of  many)  v/ill  be  falfe  of  force. 
Aumarle  became  the  man  that  all  did  mar, 
Whether  through  indifcretion,  chance,  or  worfe  ; 
He  makes  his  peace  with  off'ring  others  blood, 
And  Ihews  the  king  how  all  the  matter  ftood. 

L. 

Then  lo  1  difmay'd  confufion  all  poffefs'd 
Th'  afflided  troop,  hearing  their  plot  defcry'd. 
Then  runs  amaz'd  diftrefs,  with  fad  unreft. 
To  this,  to  that ;  to  fly,  to  ftand,  to  hide  : 
Diftradted  terror  knew  not  what  was  bed  ; 
On  what  determination  to  abide. 
At  lad,  defpair  v/ould  yet  ftand  to  the  fword. 
To  try  what  friends  would  do,  or  fate  afford. 

LI. 

Then  this,  then  that  man's  aid,  tliey  crave,  im- 
plore; 
Poft  here  for  help,  feek  there  their  followers ; 
Conjure  their  friends  they  had,  labour  for  more  ; 
Solicit  all  reputed  favourers, 
Who  Richard's  caufe  feem'd  to  zffc&  before  : 
And  in  his  naine  write,  pray,  ftnd  meifengers. 
To  try  what  faith  was  left,  if  by  this  art 
Any  would  llcp  to  take  afflidlion's  part. 

LII. 

And  fome  were  found — And  ferae  again  drew 
Uncertain  pow'r  could  not  itfcif  retain.        [back  : 
Entreat  they  may  ;  authority  they  lack  : 
And  here  and  there  they  march  (but  all  in  vain) 
With  defp'rate  courfe  ;    like  thofe   that  fee  their 

wreck, 
Ev'n  on  the  rocks  of  death ;  and  yet  they  ftrain, 
That  death  may  not  them  idly  find  t'  attend 
Their  certain  laft,  but  work  to  meet  their  end. 

LIII. 

And  long  they  ftand  not,  e're  the  chief  fur- 

pris'd, 
Conclude  with  their  dear  blood  their  tragedy  : 
And  all  the  reft  difpers'd,  run,  fome  difguis'd 
To  unknown  coaft  ;  fome  to  the  fhorcs  do  fly  ; 
Some  to  the  woods,  or  whither  fear  advis'd  : 
But  running  from,  all  to  deftrucSion  hie. 
The  breach  once  made  upon  a  battor'd  ftate, 
Down    goes  diftrefs ;    no   fhelter    ftirouds   their 

fate. 


And  now  what  horror  in  their  fouls  doth  grow  I 
What  forrows  with  their  friends  and  near  allies  1 
What  mourning  in  their  rum'd  houfes  now  ! 
How  many  children's  plaints,  and  mother's  cries  I 
How  many  wofiil  widows  left  to  bow 
To  fad  difgrac'd  !   What  perifli'd  families ! 
What  heirs  of  iiigh  rich  hopes  Uieir  thought  muft 

frame 
To  bafe  down-looking  poverty  and  ftiamc ! 

LV. 

This  flaughter  and  calamity  foregocj 
Thy  eminent  deftrudtion,  woeful  king: 
This  is  the  bloody  comet  of  thy  woes, 
That  doth  foretel  thy  prefent  ruining. 
Here  was  thy  end  decreed,  when  thefe  men  rofe; 
And  ev'n  with  their's  this  adl  thy  death  did  bring. 
Or  haften'd  at  the  leaft  upon  this  ground  ; 
Yet  if  not  this,  another  had  been  found, 
tvi. 

Kings,  lords  of  times,  and  of  occafions,  may. 
Take  their  advantage  when,  and  how  they  lift, 
For  now  the  realm,  he  thought,  in  this  difmay, 
T'  avoid  like  mifchiefs,  neither  would  refilt. 
Nor  feel  the  wound  at  all :  fince  by  this  way,      ", 
All  future  difturbations  would  defiil. 
The  root  cut  off,  from  whence  thefe  tumults  rofe» 
He  would  have  reft,  the  commonwealth  repofe. 

LVII. 

He  knew  this  time  :  and  yet  he  would  not  feemf' 
Too  quick  to  wtath,  as  if  affeding  blood  ; 
But  yet  complains  fo  far,  that  men  might  deem 
He  would  'twere  done,  and  that  he  thought  it 

good: 
And  wifti'd  that  fome  would  fo  his  life  efteem, 
As  rid  him  of  thefe  fears  wherein  he  ftood. 
And  therewith  (f)  eyes  a  knight  that  then  was  by. 
Who  foon  could  learn  his  leffon  by  his  eye. 

LVIII. 

The  man  he  knev/  was  one  that  willingly 
For  one  good  look  would  hazard  foul  and  all  j 
An  inftrument  for  any  villany, 
That  needed  no  commiflion  more  at  all : 
A  great  eafe  to  the  king,  that  fliould  hereby 
Not  need  in  this  a  courfe  of  juftice  call. 
Nor  feem  to  will  the  ad.    For  tho'  what's  wrought 
Were  his  own  deed,  he  grievesftiould  fo  bethought. 

LIX. 

"  So  foul  a  thing  (O  1)  thou  Injuftice  art, 
"  That  tott'reft  both  the  doer  and  diftrcft, 
"  For  when  a  man  hath  done  a  wicked  part, 
"  How  doth  he  ftrive  t'  excufe,  to  make  the  heft,   . 
"  To  fliift  the  fault,^  t'  unburden    his    charg'd 

"  heart ; 
"  And  glad  to  find  the  leaft  furmife  of  reft  I 
"  And  if  he  could  make  his  feem  others  fin, 
"  What  great  lepofe,  what  cafe  he  finds  therein  ?'* 

LX. 

This  knight — but  yet  why  fhould  I  call  him 
To  give  Impiety  to  the  rev'rent  ftylc  ?      f  knight'. 
Title  of  honour,  worth,  and  virtue's  right, 
Should  not  be  given  to  a  wretch  fu  vile. 
But  pardon  me,  if  I  do  not  aright ; 
It  is  becaufe  1  will  not  here  defile 

ie]  Thig  Uni"ht  was  Sir  PJer«e  of  E2on» 
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My  unftainftain'd  verfe  with  hisopprobrious  name, 
^'ind  grace  him  fo,  to  place  him  in  the  fame. 

LXI. 

This  caitiff  goes,  and  with  him  takes  eight  more, 
As  defp'rate  as  himfelf,  impioufly  bold, 
(Such  villains,  as  he  knew  would  not  abhor 
To  execute  what  wicked  a.&.  he  would) 
And  haftes  him  down  to  Pomfret :  where  before, 
The  reftlcfs  king  convey'd,  y?as  laid  in  hold: 
There  would  he  do  the  deed  he  thought  flioald 

bring 
To  him  great  grace  and  favour  with  his  king. 

LXU. 

Whether  the  foul  receives  intelligence 
By  her  near  genius  of  the  body's  end. 
And  fo  imparts  a  fadnefs  to  the  fenfe, 
Foregoing  ruin,  whereto  it  doth  tend  : 
Or  whether  Nature  elfe  hath  conference 
With  profound  fleep,  and  fo  doth  warning  fend 
By  prophet  ifing  dreams,  what  hurt  is  near, 
And  gives  the  heavy  careful  heart  to  fear : 

LXUI. 

However,  fo  it  is ;  the  now  fad  king 
(Tofs'd  here  and  there,  his  quiet  to  confound) 
Feels  a  ftrange  weight  of  forrows  gathering 
Upon  his  trembling  heart,  and  fees  no  ground; 
Feels  fudden  terror  bring  cold  Ihivering; 
Lifts  not  to  eat;   ftill  mufes;  lleeps  unfound  : 
His  fenfes  droop,  his  fteddy  eyes  unquick  ; 
And  much  he  ails,  and  yet  he  is  not  fick. 

IX IV. 

The  morning  of  that  day  which  was  his  laft. 
After  a  weary  reft  rifing  to  pain, 
Out  of  a  httle  grate  his  eyes  he  caft  ,' 
Uponthofe  bord'ring  hills,  and  opeji  plain. 
And  views  the  town,  and  fees  how  people  pafs'd ; 
Where  others  liberty  makes  him  complain 
The  more  his  own,  and  grieves  his  foul  the  more  ; 
Conferring  captive  crowns,  with  freedom  poor. 

LXV. 

"  O  happy  man,"  faith  he,  "  that  lo  1  fee 
"  Grafing  his  cattle  in  thofe  pleafant  fields  T 
"  If  he  but  knew  his  good,  (how  bleifed  he, 
"  That  feels  no:  what  afilldlion  greatnefs  yields  !) 
"  Other  than  what  he  is  he  would  not  be, 
"  Nor   change   his  ftate   with   him    that   fceptre 

"  v.'ields. 
"  Thine,  thine  is  that  true  life— that  is  to  live, 
•    "  To  rep  fccure,  and  not  rife  up  to  grievs. 

LXVl. 

"  Thou  fitt'ft  at  home  fafe  by  thy  quiet  fire, 
"  And  hear'ft  of  others  harms,  but  feeleft  none  ; 
"  And  there  thnu  tcU'ft  of  kings,  and  who  afpire, 
"  Who  fall,   who  rife,   who  truimphs,    v.'ho   do 

"  moan. 
"  Perhaps  thou  talk'ft  of  me,  and  doft  inquire 
"  Of  my  reftraint ;  why  here  I  live  alone  ; 
"  And  piticft  this  my  miferable  fall ; 
•'  For  pity  mnft  have  part ;  envy  not  all. 
Lxvii. 

"  Thrice  happy  you,  that  look  as  from  the  Ihore, 
*'  And  have  no  venture  in  the  wreck  you  fee ; 
"  No  int'reft,  no  occafion  to  dejslore 
*'  Other  men's  travels,  while  yourfelves  fit  free. 
"  How  much  doth  your  fweet  reft  make   us   the 
^  To  fee  our  mifery,  and  what  we  be !         [more 
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"  Whofe  blinded  greatnefs  ever  in  turmoil, 
"  Still  fccking  happy  life,  makes  life  a  toil.      \ 

LXVJII. 

«  Great  (/)  Dioclefian,  (and  more  great  tiere- 
"  fore, 
"  For  yielding  up  what  whereto  pride  afpires* 
"  Reckn'ning  thy  gardens  in  lUyria  more 
"  Than  all  the  empire,  all  what  th'  earth  ad- 

"  mires ; 
"  Thou  well  did'ft  teach,  that  he  is  never  poor 
"  That  little  hath,  but  he  that  much  defires  ; 
"  Finding  more  true  delight  in  that  fmall  grdund, 
"  Than  in  poffeffing  all  the  earth  was  found,' 
t-xix. 
"  Are  kings    (that  freedom  give)  themCelves 
"  not  free, 
"  As  meaner  men,  to  take  what  they  may  gire  ? 
"  What !  arc  they  of  fo  fatal  a  degree, 
"  That  they  cannot  defcend  from  that,  and  live  ? 
"  Unlefs  they  ftill  be  tings,  can  they  not  be  i 
"  Nor  may  they  their  authority  furvive  .' 
"  Will  not  my  yielded  crown  redeem  my  breath  ? 
"  Still  am  I  fear'd? — Is  there  no  way  but  desth  ? 
Lxx.  [ceed. 

Scarce  this  word  death  from   forrow  did  pro- 
When  in  rulh'd  one,  and  tells  him,  fuch  a  knight 
Is  new  arriv'd;  and  comes  from  court  in  fpeed. 
"  What  news  (faidhe)  with  him,  that  trait'rous 

"  wight  f 
"  What  more  removing  yet  ? — alas  !  what  need  ? 
"  Are  we  not  far  enough  fent  out  of  fight  f 
"  Or  is  this  place  here  not  fufficient  ftrong, 
"  To  guard  us  in  ?  Or  muft  we  havemore  wrong?" 

LXXI. 

By  this  the  bloody  troop  were  at  the  door; 
When  as  a  fudden  and  a  ftrange  difmay 
Enforc'd  them  ftrain  who  ftiould  go  in  before. 
One  oilers,  and  in  ofi'ring  makes  a  ftay  : 
Another  forward  fets,  and  doth  no  more  : 
\  third  the  hke  :  and  none  durft  make  the  vyay. 
So  much  the  horror  of  fo  vile  a  deed. 
In  vileft  minds,  deters  them  to  proceed. 

LXXII. 

At  length,  as  to  feme  great  advent'rous  fight. 
This  bra'uo  cheers  thefe  daftards  all  he  can  ; 
And  valiantly  their  courage  doth  incite. 
And  all  againft  one  weak,  unmarmed  man. 
A  great  exploit,  and  fit  for  fuch  a  knight; 
Wherein  fo  much  renown  his  valour  wan. 
But  fee  how  men  that  very  prefence  fear. 
Which  once  thty  knew  authority  did  bearl 

LXXIll. 

Then  on  thrufts  one,  and  he  would  foremoftbe. 
To  ftjed  another's  blood  ;  but  loft  his  own. 
For  ent'ring  in,  as  foon  as  he  did  fee 
The  face  of  majefty,  to  him  well  known  ; 
Like  Marius'  foldicr  at  Minternum,  he 
Stood  ftill  amaz'd,  his  courage  overthrown. 
The  king  feeing;  this,  ftarting  from  where  he  fat, 
Out  from  his  treinbling  hand  his  weapon  gat. 
txxiv. 

Thus  ev'n  his  foes,  who  came  tobring  him  death. 
Bring  him  a  weapon,  that  before  had  none ; 

(/)  rrimus  Imperium  communicavit,  et  pofuit  Dio- 
clefianus;  et  in  eo  i)«nendo  dixifTe  fertur.  Recipe  Jup> 
ter  iir.i-eriuin,  liuod  mihi  commotlalti- 
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Thatyct  he  might  not  idly  lofe  his  breath, 
But  lie  rcvcng'cl  in  av5}ion,  not  alone. 
Andthis  good  chance  that  thus  much  favoureth, 
He  lacks  not — For  lie  prefcntly  fpeeds  on; 
And,  Ilon-like,  upon  the  rxfl  he  flics  : 
Aiuhere  falls  one  ; — and  there  another  lies. 

LXSV. 

Aid  up  and  dawn  he  traverfes  his  ground  ; 
Nov  waru?  a  felling  blow,  now  flrikes  again  ; 
Thei  nimbly  fnifts  a  thrufl:,  then  lends  a  wound ; 
IvJov  back  he  give*,  then  ruihes  on  amain. 
Hisjuickand  ready  hand  dothfo  confound 
Thee  ihameful  bfalls,  that  four  of  thtni  lie  flain  : 
And  all  had  perifh'ii  happily  and  well, 
But  br  one  ad,  that  (O  !)  I  grieve  to  tell. 

LXXVl. 

Tlis  coward  kn^^ht  feeing  wit!:  fhame  and  fear, 
His  men  thi:s  flain.  and  doubting  his  own  end, 
^Leafs  up  into  a  chair,  that  (lo  I)  was  there  ; 
The  whiKt  the  king  did  all  his  courage  bend 
Aga.nft  thofe  four,  which  now  before  him  were, 
Doujting  not  who  behind  him  doth  attend; 
And  plies  hishands  undaunted,  unaffear'd, 
And  with  good  heart,  and  life  for  life  he  fbirr'd. 

LXXVU. 

And  whilfl  he  this,  and  that,  and  each  man's 
blow 
Doth  eye,  defend,  and  fliift,  being  laid  to  fore  ; 
Backward  be  bears  for  more  advant.ige  now, 
Thinking  the  wall  woald  fafeguard  him  the  more  ; 
When  lo !  with  impious  hand,  O  wicked  thou, 
That  (fhameful)  durll  not  come  to  ftrike  before. 
Behind  him  gav'il  that  lamentable  wound. 
Which  laid  that  wretched  prince  fiat  to  the  ground. 

LXXVIII. 

Now  proditorious  wretch,  what  haft  thou  done, 
To  make  this  barb'rous  bafe  afTalllnate 
Upon  the  perfon  of  a  prince ;  and  one 
Porefpent  with  forrow,  and  all  defolate  ? 
"With  great  advancement  hall  thou  hereby  won, 
By  being  the  inftrument  to  perpetrate 
So  foul  a  deed  ?  Where  is  thy  grace  in  court, 
Per  fuch  a  fervice,  adled  in  this  fort  ? 
Lxx;x. 

Firft,  he  for  whom  thou  doft  this  villany, 
Thougli  pleas'd  therewith,  will   not   avouch  thy 
But  let  the  weight  of  thine  own  infamy  [fa<ft, 

Fall  on  tliee  unlupported  and  unback'd  : 
Then  all  nitn  elfe  will  loathe  thy  treachery. 
And  thou  thyfelf  abhor  thy  proper  aft. 
*'  So  th'  wolf,  in  hi^pe  the  lion's  grace  to  win, 
"  Betraying  other  bcafls,  lofl  his'own  fkin." 

LXXX. 

But  now,  as  this  fweet  prince  diftended  lay, 
And  him  nor  life  nor  death  their  <iwii  could  call ; 
(For  life  removing,  rid  not  all  away  ; 
And  death,  though  ent'ring,  had  not  feiz'd  on  all ;) 
That  flict-tiiu'd  motion  had  a  little  ftay, 
(The  mover  ceafing)  though  it  v/ere  but  fmall  : 
As  th'  organ  found  a  time  lurvivcs  the  flop, 
Before  it  doth  the  dying  note  give  up  : 

LXXX  I. 

When  lo  !  there  flreams  a  fprino^  of  blood  fo 
fall.  ^       '^ 

From  tholi;  deep  wouiidr.,  as  all  cmbru'J  the  face, 


Of  that  accurfed  caitiff,  as  he  pafs'd 
(After  the  deed  effefted)  through  the  place  ; 
And  therewithal,  thofe  dying  eyes  did  cafl 
Such  an  upbraiding  look  on  his  difgrace, 
(Seeming  to  check  fo  cowardly  a  part) 
As  left  th   impreffion  even  in  his  heart. 

LXXXU. 

And  this  one  ki  ig,  moft  near  in  blood  ally'd,     ' 
Is  made  th'  oblation  for  the  other's  peace  : 
WJiich  peace  yet  was  not  hereby  ratify'd, 
So  as  it  could  all  future  fears  relcafe. 
For  though  the  other  did  forthwith  provide. 
To  have  the  rumour  rua  of  his  deceafe,  [was 

By  drawing  the  (g)  corps  to   London,  where  it 
Laid,  three  days  to  be  feen,  with  open  face. 
Lxxxin. 

Yet  fo  great  was  th.s  execrable  deed, 
As  men  would  I'carce  therein  believe  their  eyes. 
Much  lefs  their  ears  :  and  many  fought  to  feed 
The  eafy  creditors  of  novelties, 
By  voicing  him  (i)  alive — how  he  was  freed 
By  ftrange  efcape  out  of  his  miferies. 
And  many  did  confpire  now  to  relieve 
Him  dead,  who  had  forfakcn  him  aUve. 

LXXXIV. 

And  many  fuffer'd  for  his  caufe,  when  now 
He  had  none.  Many  wifh'd  for  him  again. 
When  ihey  perceiv'd  th'  exchange  did  not  allow 
1  heir  '-opes  fo  much  as  they  did  look  to  gain. 
By  trafiicking  of  kings ;  and  all  faw  how 
Their  full  expediar.ces  were  in  the  wain. 
They  had  a  king  was  more  than  him  before; 
But  yet  a  king,  where  they  were  nought  the  more* 

LXXXV. 

And  fure   this  murd'red  prince,  though  weak 
he  was, 
He  was  not  ill ;  nor  yet  fo  weak,  but  that 
He  fhew'd  much  martial  valour  in  his  place, 
Advent'ring  oft  his  perfon  for  the  flate  : 
And  might  amongtl  our  better  princes  pafs; 
Flau  not  the  fiact'ry,  rapine,  and  debate 
Of  faelious  lords,  and  greedy  officers, 
Difgrac'd  his  adtions,  and  abus'd  his  ears. 

LXXXVI. 

Nor  is  it  fo  much  princes  weaknefTes, 
As  the  corruption  of  their  minifters, 
Wherebj'  the  commonwealth  receives  difl;refs. 
For  they  attending  their  particulars, 
Make  imperftdlions  their  advantages. 
To  be  themfclves  both  kings  and  counfellors, 
And  fure  this  commonwealth  can  never  take 
Hurt  by  weak  kings,  but  fuch  as  we  do  make. 

I-XXXVIl, 

Befides,  he  was  (which  people  much  refpcft 
In  princes,  andv\fhich  plcafcs  vulgarly) 
Of  goodly  pers'iiage,  and  of  fweet  afpedt ; 
Of  mild  accefs,  and  liberality  ; 
And  feafls,  and  (hews,  and  triumphs  did  afFeft, 
As  the  delights  of  youth  and  jollity. 

(g)  The  corps  was  conveyd  ''rom  romfret  to  Lon- 
don ;  where  it  lay  with  npen  face  in  Paul's  thre;  day's  ; 
and  after  a  loleran  obfcquy,  was  liad  to  I.an^ky,  and" 
tlifremiMnly  ini erred, 
(/.i;  Kill};  R'l  hard  bruited  to  he  ilive,  after  he  was  thus  iriur- 
dercd  ;  vvliicii  bri;ai  a  cniifpiracv  for  the  which  sir  Roger 
Claruiuion  ,fiiiiiiored  to  be  the  b.-!ri'  funorthj;  Ulack  I'rintc) 
w,ts  executed,  with  Oivcis  friius. 
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But  here  the  great  (/)  profufion,  and  expence 
Of  his  revenues,  bred  him  much  offence  : 
Lxxxvm. 
And  gave  advantage  unto  enmity, 
This  grievous  accufation  to  prefer; 
"  That  he  confum'd  the  common  treafury; 
*'  Whereof  he  being  the  fimple  ufager 
"  But  for  the  (late,  (not  in  propriety) 
■*'  Did  alien  at  his  pleafure,  and  transfer 
*'  The  fame  t'  his  minions,  and  to  whom  he  lift  ; 
'*  By  which  the  commonwealth  was  to  fubfill. 

LXXXIX. 

"  Whereby,  faid  il.ey,  the  poor  concuffed  flate, 
•♦  Shall  ever  be  exafhed  for  fupplles." 
Which  accufation  was  th'  occafion  that 
His  fuccefTor,  by  order,  nullifies 
Many  his  {i)  parents,  and  didrevocate 
,/Vnd  rcaffume  his  liberalities. 


(/)  Hehsd  in  hi'!  court  loooperfons,  in  ordinary  allow- 
ance of  diet;  30c  ■  jrvitors  in  his  kitchen  ;  above  300  ladies, 
chambercrs,and  laundcrer*.  His  apparel  was  fiimptuous; 
and  fo  was  it  tjenerally  in  his  time,  l-ieliadoneioat  of  gold 
and  Hone,  valued  at  30,000  merks.  One  interview  with 
tht  French  king  at  Ardes,  when  his  wile  Ifabel  was  delivcr- 
led  unto  Inm,  colt  him  300,000  merks. 

(t)  Henry  IV.  rcvoltcth  all  letters-patent  of  annuities, 
granted  by  King  Hdward  and  King  Richafd,  anno  rcgni  (5. 


And  yet,  for  all  thefe   waftes,  tliefe  gifts    and 

fcatts. 
He  was  not  found  a  (/)  bankrupt  in  his  chefls. 
xc. 

But  they  who  took  to  Syndick  in  this  fort 
The  aftions  of  a  monarch,  knew  thofe  things 
Wherein  the  accounts  were  likely  to  fall  (hort. 
Between  the  flate  of  kingdoms  and  their  kings  ; 
Which  prefident,  of  pellilent  import, 
(Had  not  the  lieav'ns  blefs'd  thy  cndeavourings) 
Againil  thee,  Henry,  had  been  likewife  brought, 
Th'  example  made  of  thy  example  wrought. 
xci. 

For  though  this  bounty,  and  this  lib'ralnefs, 
A  glorious  virtue  be  ;  it  better  fits 
Great  men  than  (?»)  kings.  Who  giving  in  excefs. 
Give  not  their  own,  but  others  benefits  : 
Which  calls  up  many's  hopes,  but  pleafur«s  lefs; 
Deftroying  far  more  love,  than  it  begets. 
"  Fo-juftice  is  their  virtue— That  alone 
"  Makes  them  fit  fure,  and  glorifies  the  throne. 

(/)  When  lie  was  lirli  furprifed  in  Wales,  the  Duke  of 
Lancalter  Imd  in  Hoit  CdUIe  100,000  merks  iu  coin,  and 
;oo,ooo  mtiks  in  jewels;  and  at  his  relignation  in  the 
tower,  300,000  I.  in  coin,  be'idcs  p!atc  and'jeweln. 

(w)  A  prince  exceffive  in  gifts,  makes  his  lubjeds  excef- 
ftvc  in  luits. 
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1'he  Argument. 

King  Henry  his  excufes  publiflies 

For  Richard's  death ;  and  truce  doth  entertain 

With  France. — The  Scots  aggriev'd  for  wrongs,  addref* 

Themfelves  to  v/ar  ;  and  are  appeas'd  again. 

—The  Welch  rebel. — The  Piercies  practices 

(To  part  the  flate)  are  ftopp'd ;  in  battle  ilaia. 

Continual  troubles  ftill  afflifi  this  king; 

Till  death  an  end  doth  to  his  travels  bring. 


The  bounds  once  overgone  that  hold  men  in, 
They  never  ftay ;  but  on  from  bad  to  worfe. 
"  Wrongs  do  not  leave  off  there  where  they  begin, 
"  But  ftiU  beget  new  mifchicfs  in  their  courfe. 
Now,  Henry,  thou  haft  added  to  thy  fin 
Of  ufurpation,  and  intruding  force, 
A  greater  crime ;  which  makes  that  gone  before 
T*  appear  more  than  it  did,  and  noted  more. 
II. 

For  now  thou  art  enforc'd  t'  apologife 
With  (3)  foreign  ftates,  for  two  enormous  things, 
Wherein  thou  doll  appear  to  fcandalize 
The  public  right,  and  common  caufe  of  kings  : 
Which,  though  (with  all  the  Ikill  thou  canft  devife) 
Thou  overlay'ft  with  faireft  colourings; 
Yet  th'  underwork,  tranfparent,  (hews  too  plain. 
"  Where  open  ads  accufe,  th'  excufc  is  vain. 
III. 

And  thefe  defences  are  but  compliments. 
To  dally  with  confining  potentates  ; 
Who,  bufied  in  their  proper  governments, 
Po  feldom  tend  th'  affairs  of  other  ftates ; ' 
Their  wifdom,  which  to  prefent  pow'r  confents, 
Live  dogs  before  dead  lions  eftimates  : 
"  And  no  man  more  refpeds  thefe  public  wrongs, 
"  Than  fo  much  as  t'  his  private  ftate  belongs. 

(<s)  Cotnmimoncrs  are  fent  to  foreign  princes,  to  exeufo 
arid  juflify  the  king's  proceedings. 


Yet  moft  it  leem'd  the  French   king  to  im- 
port, 
As  fharer  in  his  daughter's  injury  : 
"  Though  blood  in  princes  links  not  in  fuch  fort, 
"  As  that  it  is  of  any  power  to  tie. 
Where  their  eftates  may  feem  t'  adventure  hurt ; 
Or  where  tliere  is  not  a  necefiity, 
That  doth  combine  them  with  a  ftronger  chain. 
Than  all  thefe  great  alliances  contain. 

V. 

For  though  this  king  might  have  refentimf  nt. 
And  will  t'  avenge  him  of  this  injury  ; 
Yec  at  that  time  his  (b)  ftate  being  turbulent, 
Fadioui,  and  full  of  partiality, 
And  oftentimes  he  himfelf  impotent. 
By  means  of  h  is  frenetic  malady ; 
It  was  not  likely  any  good  could  rife. 
By  undertaking  fuch  an  enterprife. 

VI. 

And  therefore,  both  fides,  upon  intercourfe, 
(As  fitted  beft  their  prefent  terms)  agreed. 
The  former  (f)  truce  continue  ftiould  in  force. 
According  as  it  had  been  fore-decreed  j| 

(b)  In  this  time  of  Charles  VI.  hegan  the  Civil  Wars  in 
France,  between  the  Dukes  of  Orleans  and  BurROign. 

(c)  The  truce  made  with  Richard  H.  renewed  for  3oyears; 
hut  broken  the  next  year  after,  upon  their  part ;  fending 
Jaques  de  Bourbonwich  forces  into  Wales,  to  the  ai*  of 
Gleudour, 
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Upon  the  match  with  Richard ;  and  a  courfe 
For  Ifabel  (with  all  convenient  fpeed) 
Provided,  with  an  honourable  train 
Suiting  her  ftate,  to  be  fent  home  again  : 

VII. 

Whom  willingly  they  would  have  fiill  retain'd, 
And  match'd  unto  the  (</)  prince.  But  Ihe  (though 

young ; 
Yet  fenfible  of  that  which  appertain'd 
To  honour  and  renown)  fcorn'd  any  tongue, 
That  rffer'd  fuch  a  motion  ;   and  difdain'd 
To  have  it  thought, slie  would  but  hear  that  wrong 
Mov'd  to  her.  of  her  lord  and  hufband  dead, 
To  have  his  murderers  race  enjoy  his  bed. 

VIII. 

Befides,  the  French  (doubting  the  government, 
Thus  gotten,  would  be  fabjed:  ftill  to  ftrife) 
Not  willing  were  to  urge  her  to  confent 
T'  accept  a  troublous  and  uncertain  life  : 
And  being  return'd,fhe  grew  in  th'  end  content 
To  be  (at  home)  a  (f)  Duke  of  Orlean's  wife  ; 
'Scap'd  from  fucli  ftorms  of  pow'r,  holding  it  beft 
To  be  below  herfelf,  to  be  at  reft. 

IX. 

And  fo  hath  Henry  aflecur'd  that  fide, 
And  therewithal  his  (/)  flate  of  Galcony  ; 
Which,  on  th'  intelligence  v>fasnoiify'd 
Of  Richard's  death,  were  wrought  to  mutiny  ; 
And  hardly  came  to  be  repacify'd, 
And  kept  t!i  hold  in  their  fidelity. 
fSo  much  to  him  were  they  affediioned, 
For  having  been  amongft  them  born  and  bred. 

X. 

Thefe  toils  abroad,  thefe  tumults  v/ith  his  own, 
(As  if  the  frame  of  all  disjointed  were, 
With  this  diforder'd  Ihifting  of  the  crown) 
Fell  in  the  revolution  of  one  year. 
Beiide,the  Scot  (in  difcontentment  grown. 
For  the  detaining,  and  fiipporting  here,  [Dunbar) 
The   fcourge  of  all  that    kingdom,   (|-)  George 
With  fire  and  fword  proclaims  an  open  war ; 
II. 

Taking  their  time  in  thefe  difturbances, 
And  nev.-nefs  of  a  wav'ring  government, 
T'  avenge  them  of  their  former  grievances. 
And  by  onr  fpoils  their  fortunes  to  augment. 
Againll  whole  forces  Henry  furnilhes 
A  pow'rful  army,  and  in  pcrfon  went ; 
But  wars  with  a  retiring  enemy. 
With  much  more  travel  than  with  vicflory. 

XII. 

And  being  (by  fharp  deformed  winter's  force) 
Caui'd  to  retire,  he  finds  new  florms  at  home, 
From  other  coafts  arlfing  ;  that  prov'd  worfe 
Than  thofe  which  now  he  was  returned  from. 

id)  The  kiiijT  labours  to  have  Q^ieen  Ifabel  matclied  to 
iii>i  fon  He^r^ ,  Prince  of  Wales. 

(<-■)  Qiieen  Il>bcl  was  married  to  Ciiarlcs,  fon  to  Louis 
Puke  of  Orleanf. 

(/)  Thoi'^as  Piercy,  F.arl  of  Worccfier,  was  fent  into 
Gafcony,  with  loo  men  .it  arms,  and  400  arclicrs,  to  alfilt 
Sir  Robert  Knowlci,  lieutenant  there;  wliere  he  pacified 
that  country, fceini;  inceafed  by  tliepiench  to  revolt,  upon 
their  difcontentment  for  the  death  of  King  Richard,  whom 
they  efpecially  loved  for  beiny  born  at  Bourdesux. 

(i)  George  Dunbar.  Earl  of  March,  tlvint;  out  of  Scot- 
land, was  received  s.ni  ths:iihed  in  bndanJ,  and  warred 
^a'.r.it  his.  country. 
Vo-.  IV. 


In  (b)  Wales,  a  caufe  of  law,  by  violent  courfe, 
Was  (from  a  variance)  now  a  war  become; 
And  Owen  Glendour,  who  with  Grey  of  late 
Contefts  for  private  lands,  now  feeks  a  ilate. 

XIII. 

Whom  to  reprefs,  he  early  in  the  fpring, 
With  all  provifions  fit,  doth  forward  fet ; 
When  flrait  his  enemies  (not  purpofing 
To  hazard  battle)  to  the  mountains  get : 
Where  after  long  and  weary  travelling. 
Without  performing  any  great  defeat, 
He  only  their  provifions  wades  and  burns, 
And  with  fome  prey  of  cattle  home  returns. 

XIV. 

Wherewith  the  rebel  rather  was  the  more 
F.ncourag'd  than  undaunted ;  and  begun 
T'  adventure  farther  than  he  did  before ; 
Seeing  fuch  a  monarch  had  fo  little  done. 
Being  come  in  perfon  \vlth  fo  great  a  pow'r. 
And  I'uddjnly  again  retir'd  and  gone. 
"   For  In  this  cafe  they  help,  who  hurt  fo  fmall ; 
"  And  he  hath  nothing  done,  that  doth  not  all." 
XV. 

But  now  (behold !)  other  new  heads  (i)  ap- 
pear, 
New  hydra's  of  rebellion,  that  procure 
More  work  to  do,  and  give  more  caufe  of  fear ; 
And  fliew'd,  that  nothing  in  his  ftate  ftood  fure. 
And  thefe  ev'n  of  his  chiefeft  followers  were. 
Of  whom  he  might  prefume  him  moft  fecure ; 
Who  had  th'  efpecial  engines  been,  to  rear 
His  fortunes  up  unto  the  ftate  they  were. 

XVI. 

The  Piercies  were  the  men — men  of  great  might, 
Strong  in  alliance,  and  in  courage  ftrong; 
Who  now  confpire,  under  pretence  to  right 
.Such  wrongs  as  to  the  commonwealth  belong: 
Urg'd  either  through  their  oonfcience,  or  defpite; 
Or  finding  now  the  part  they  took  was  wrong. 
Or  elfe  ambition  hereto  did  them  call, 
Or  oihers  envy'd  grace  ;  or  rather  all. 

XVII. 

And  fuch  they  were,   who  might  prefume  t* 
have  done 
Much  for  the  king,  and  honour  of  the  ftate  ; 
Having  the  chiefeft  adions  undergone, 
Both  foreign  and  domeftical  of  late  : 
Bcfide  that  famous  day  of  (i)  Homeldon, 
Where  Hotfpur  gave  that  wonderful  defeat 
Unto  the  Scots,  as  fliook  that  kingdom  more 
Than  many  mouarchs  armies  had  before. 

XVIll. 

Which  might  perhaps  advance  their  minds  fo  far. 
Above  the  level  of  fubjedion,  as 


(b)  Owen  Glendour,  an  Efquire  in  North  Wale:,  con- 
teftino;  witli  the  Lord  Grey  <sr  Ruthven,  for  certain  binds 
wiiieh'  l;c  claimed  bv  inheritance  ;  and  beinj;  n.t  pow- 
rrttil  enough  by  \-.\^  own  means  to  recover  them,  pro- 
cured force,  and  made  war  upon  the  Lord  Grev  ;  and  after 
at-tempts  for  the  prineipality  of  that  country.  Anno 
regni  i. 

(;')  Anno  Rec,ni  3. 

(i)  In  this  battle  of  Homeldon,  the  Lord  Henry  Piercy, 
Cfirnamed  Hotfpur)  accompanied  with  George  iJunbar, 
Earl  of  March,  overthrew  the  Scottilh  force-i :  Where 
were  flain  zjkniuhts,  and  10,000  of  the  commons;  the 
Earls  of  Fife.  .Murray,  yingus,  with  five  hundred  other  of 
meaner  degree,  toksn  prifoners. 
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T'  affume  to  them  the  glory  of  that  war; 
Where  all  things  by  ih.ir  pow'r  were  brought  to 

pafs.   . 
They  being  fo  mighty,  and  fo  popular, 
And  their  command  io  fpacious  as  it  was, 
Might  (in  their  ftate'j  forget,  how  all  thefe  things 
That  fubjeds  do  effedt,  muft  be  their  kings. 

XIX. 

And  fo  fell  after  into  difcontent, 
For  that  the  king  requir'd  to  have  as  his,    [meant 
Thofe  lords  were    taken  prifoners;  whom   they 
To  hold  {till  as  their  proper  purchafes  : 
Then,  that  he  would  not  at  their  fuit  confent 
To  work  their  coufin  Mortimer's  releafe 
Out  of  the  rebel  Owen  Glendour's  hands, 
Who  held  him  prifoner  in  difgraceful  bands. 

XX. 

But  be  what  will  the  caufe,  ftrong  was  their 

Their  parties  great,  means  good,  the  feafon  fit ; 
Their  pradlice  clofe,  their  faith  fufpedted  not ; 
Their  ftates  far  off,  and  they  of  wary  wit : 
Who  with  large  promifes  fo  woo  the  Scot 
To  aid  their  caufc,  as  he  confents  to  it ; 
And  glad  was  to  difturb  that  furious  ftream 
©f  war  on  us,  that  elfe  had  fwallowed  them. 

XXI. 

Then  join  they  with   the  Welch ;  who,  now 
well  train'd 
In  arms  and  action,  daily  grew  more  great ; 
T  heir  leader  by  his  wiles  had  much  attain'd, 
And  done  much  mifchief  on  the  Englifh  State  : 
Bcfide  his  pris'ner  Mortimer  he  pain'd. 
From  being  a  foe,  to  b'  his  confederate ; 
A  man   the  king  much  fear'd — And  well  he    (/) 
might;  [right 

Lefl'he  ftiould  look   whether  his   Crown  flood 

XXII. 

For  Richard,  (for  the  quiet  of  the  flate) 
Before  he  took  thofe  Irifh  wars  in  hand, 
About  fucceffion  doth  deliberate  ; 
And  finding  how  the  certain  right  did  (land, 
With  full  confent  this  man  did  ordinate 
The  heir  apparent  to  the  Crown  and  land  ; 
Whofe  competency  was  of  tender  touch  :     [much. 
Although    his  might    was  fmall,   his  right  was 
xxui. 

With  thefe  the  Piercies  them  confederate. 
And  as  three  heads  conjoin  in  one  intent; 
And  inilituting  a  triumvirate, 
Do  part  the  land  in  triple  government ; 
Dividing  thus  amo.-g  themfelves  the  ftate  : 
The  Piercies  fhould  rule  all  the  North  from  Trent ; 
And  Glcndour,  Wales  :   The  Earl  of  March  fhould 
be  ['gfee. 

Lord   of  the    South,  from  Trent — And  fo  they 

(/)  In  the  9th  year  of  the  reipn  of  Kinc  Rrchanl  II.  was 
by  Parliament  ordained  Roger  tarl  ot  March,  heir  appa- 
rent to  the  Crown. 

This  Rojrer  was  tlie  fon  of  I'dmund  Mortimer,  who 
married  rhilippa,  the  orlv  daughter  of  Lionel  Cuke  of 
Clarence  the  rliird  fon  of  K.  Edward  III.  who  by  her  had 
ilfiic  thi5  RoRcr,  and  Elizabeth.  Roger  had  ilTue  four  cliil- 
dren  ;  all  whicli  (fave  or.lv  Anne)  die  i  witi'iout  ilTuc. 
Anne  was  nnrried  to  Richard  Earl  of  C:onbrid;::e,  fecond 
fon  to  Edmund  Duke  o''  York.  Tliis  Richard  "(beheaded 
at  Southampton)  had  illui-  by  Anne,  Uichsicl,  (lirnamcd 
Plantagemt;  alter  Duke  of  York. 


XXIV. 

Then  thefe  fair  baits  thefe  trouble  Hates  flill 
ufe, 
(Pretence  of  common  good,  the  kir;g's  ill  conrfe) 
Mtifl  be  cafl  forth,  the  people  to  abufc. 
And  give  their  caufe  and  them  the  better  force. 
The  king  for  tyranny  they  do  accufe. 
By  whom  the  State  was  grown  from  bad  to  worfe  ; 
A  perjur'd  man,  who  held  all  faith  in  fcorn; 
Whofe  trulled  oaths  had  others  made  forfworn. 

XXV. 

And  (m)  therewithal  the  execrable  a6l 
On  their  late  murder'd  king  they  aggravate  : 
"  Kow  he  employ'd  the  doers  of  the  fad:, 
"   Whom  afterwards  he  did  remunerate; 
"  And  daily  fuch  taxations  did  exacfl, 
"  As  were  againfl  the  crder  of  the  ftate  ; 
"  Prefuming  thofe  great  fums  he  did  impofe, 
"  About  his  private  ufes  to  difpofc. 

XXVI. 

•'  And  how  he  was  environed  with  filch 
"  As  had  pofiefs'd  him ;  and  in  fland'rous  fort 
"  Accus'd  them  fo,  as  they  durfl  not  approach 
"  To  clear  themfelves  of  fuch  unjuft  report. 
"  And  thereupon  they  flatly  difavouch 
"  To  yield  him  more  obedience,  or  fupport : 
"  And  as  t'  a  perjur'd  Duke  of  Lancaftcr, 
"  Their  cartel  of  defiance  they  prefer; 
XXVII. 

"  Protefting  thefe  objetSions  to  make  good 
"  With  fword  in  hand  ;  and  to  confirm  and  feal 
"  Their  undertaking  with  their  dearefl  blood, 
"    As  procurators  for  the  commonweal. 
"  And  that  upon  their  confciences  it  flood, 
"  And  did  import  their  duty  and  their  zeal 
"   Unto  the  (late,  as  peers,  to  fee  redrcfs'd 
"  Thofe  miferies  wherewith  it  was  opprefs'd." 

XSVIII. 

Great  feem'd  their  caufe;    and  greatly  too  dii 
add 
The  people's  love  thereto,  thefe  crimes  impos'd ; 
That  many  gather'd  to  the  troops  they  had. 
And  many  fcnt  them  aid,  thougli  undifclos'd  : 
So  that  the  king  (with  all  main  fpeed)  was  glad;, 
Both  by  his  remondrances  well  compos'd, 
And  with  his  fword  (his  bed  defence)  provide 
To  right  himfelf,  and  to  correal  their  pride. 

XXIS. 

"  Divulging  firft  a  fair  apology 
"  Of  his  clear  heart,  touching  the  foul  report 
"   Of  that  affaffmate  ;  which  utterly 
"   He  doth  abjure  :   Proteding,  in  no  fort 
"  1"  agree  thereto,  in  will  or  privity. 
"  And  how  he  had  been  ufcd  to  exhort, 
"  The  (late  could  witnefs  bed ;  by   whofe  con» 

"  feiit 
"  Was  granted  what  he  had  in  parll'ment  ] 

XXX. 

"   Which  never  was  but  only  one  fupply, 
"   In  four  years  troublous  and  expenfive  reign  ; 
"  And  that  upon  extreme  necedlty, 
"  The  fafety  of  the  public  to  maintain. 

(m)  The  PJercieS  article  againft  Henry  IV.  Anno  Reg-  I 
ni.  4.  ' 
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■*'  And  that  the  Pierciesbefl  could  teftify, 
"  How  mod  that  money  iffued  was  again  ; 
"  To  whom  the  fame  was  render'd,  to  the  end 
"  To  war  the  Scot,  and  borders  to  defend. 

XXXI. 

"  And  that  the  reft  was  to  the  fame  effcA, 
"  For  which  it  was  obtain'd,  in  like  fort  fpent. 
"  And  whereas  they  did  flanderoufly  obje<Sl, 
•'  How  that  they  durft  not  hazard  to  prefent 
"  In  perfon  their  defences,  in  refpesft 
"  He  was  incens'd  by  feme  malevolent : 
"  It  was  mod  falfe — for  he  knew  no  defence 
"  They  were  to  make,  till  now  they  made  offence. 

XXXII. 

"  And  how  far  he  had  been  from  cruelty, 
"  Both   Wales  and   Scotland    could  him  witnefs 
"  Where  thofe  effects  of  his  great  clemency,  [bear  ; 
"  In  fparing  blood,  did  to  his  cofl  appear, 
"  Much  more  his  fubjeds  find  his  lenity  ; 
"  Whofe  love  he  feeks  to  have,  and  not  their  fear. 
"  But  thus,  faid  he,  they  ever  do  pretend 
*'  To  have  receiv'd  a  wrong,  who  wrong  intend." 

XXXII). 

Not  to  give  time  unto  th'  increafing  rage, 
And  gath'ring  fury  ;  forth  he  march'd  with  fpecd, 
Left  mere  delay,  or  giving  longer  age 
To  th'  evil  grown,  it  might  the  cure  exceed. 
.All  his  beft  men  at  arms,  and  leaders  fage ; 
All  he  prepar'd  he  could  :  and  all  did  need  : 
For  to  a  mighty  work  thou  goeft,  O  king. 
That  equal  fpirits,  and  equal  pow'rs  fhall  brmg. 

XXXV. 

There  fliall  young  Hotfpur,  with  a  fury  led, 
Engrapple  with  fon,  as  fierce  as  he  : 
There  martial  Worc'fter,  long  experienced 
In  foreign  arms,  fiiall  come  t'  encounter  thee. 
There  Douglas,  to  thy  Stafford,  ftiall  make  head  ; 
There  Vernon,  for  thy  valiant  Blount,  (hall  be. 
There  (halt  thou  find  a  doubtful  bloody  day. 
Though  ficknefskeep  Northumberland  away. 

XXXV. 

Who  yet  referv'd  (though  after  quit  for  this) 
Another  temped  on  thy  head  to  raife ; 
As  if  ftill  wrong-revenging  Nemefis 
Meant  to  afHidl  all  thy  continuing  days. 
And  here  this  field  he  happily  doth  mifs, 
For  thy  great  good  ;  and  therefore  well  he  ftays. 
What  might  his  force  have  done,  being  brought 
When  that  already  gave  fo  much  to  do  ?  [thereto, 

XXXVI. 

The  fwift  (/)  approach,  and  unexpefted  fpeed, 
The  king  had  made  upon  this  new-rais'd  force, 
In  th'  unconfirmed  troops  much  fear  did  breed, 
Untimely  hind'ring  their  intended  courfe. 
The  joining  with  the  Welch,  they  had  decreed. 
Was  hereby  dafli'd  ;  which  made  their  caufe  the 

worfe : 
Northumberland,  with  forces  from  the  North, 
Expedted  to  be  there,  was  not  fet  forth. 

(p)  The  kinp  (haftened  forward  by  George  Dunbar)  was 
in  iiglit  ot  his  enemies,  lying  in  camp  near  to  Shrew(bury, 
fooner  than  he  was  exv)eclecl.  For  the  Piercies  fuppoled  he 
would  have  Itaid  hmcer  .ban  he  did  at  Burton  upon  Trent, 
for  tlie  coming  or  his  council  with  other  forces,  which 
were  there  to  meet  lii  n.  Whereupon  they  left  to  afTail  the 
town  of  shrewfbury,  and  prtrpartd  to  encounter  the  king's 
faixes,    anno  t.fgni4. 


xxxvir. 
And  yet  undaunted  Hotfpur  (feeing  the  king 
So  near  arriv'd)  leaving  the  work  in  hand. 
With  forward  fpeed  his  forces  marfhalling, 
Sets  forth,  his  father  coming  to  withftand  ; 
And  with  a  cheerful  voice  encouraging 
His  well-experienc'd  and  advent'rous  band, 
Brings  on  his  army,  eager  unto  fight. 
And  plac'd  the  fame  betcre  the  king  in  fight. 

XXXVIII. 

"  This  day,  faith  he,  my  valiant  trufty  friends, 
"  Whatever  it  doth  give,  (hall  glory  give  : 
"  This  day  with  honour  frees  our  ilate,  or  ends 
"  Our  mifery  with  fame,  that  ftill  ftiall  live. 
"  And  do  but  think,  how  well  the  fame  he  fpends, 
"  Who  fpends  his  blood,  his  country  to  relieve ! 
•'  What!  have  we  hands;  and  fliall  we  fervilebe  ? 
"  Why  were  fwords  made ;  but  to  preferve  men 
«  free  ? 

XXXIX. 

"  Befides,  th'  affured  hope  of  viflory, 
"  Which  we  may  ev'n  fore-promife  on  our  fide: 
"  Againft  this  weak  conitrained  company  ; 
"  Whom  force  and  fear,  not  vyill  and  love,  doth 
"  Againft  a  prince,  whofe  foul  impiety      [guide  ; 
"  The  Heav'ns  do  hate ;  the  earth  cannot  abide. 
"  Our  number  being  no  lefs,  our  courage  more  ; 
"  No  doubt  we  have  it,  if  we  work  therefor." 

XL. 

This  faid,  and  thus  refolv'd,  ev'n  bent  to  charge 
Upon  the  king  who  well  their  order  view'd, 
And  wary  noted  all  the  courfe  at  large 
Of  their  proceedings,  and  their  multitude  : 
And  deeming  better,  if  he  could  difcharge 
The  day  with  fafety,  and  fonle  peace  conclude  5 
Great    q)  proffers  fent  of  pardon  and  of  grace, 
If  fhey  would  yield,  and  quietnefs  embrace. 

XLI. 

Which  though  his  fears  might  drive  him  to  pro- 
To  time  his  bus'nefs  for  fome  other  end  ;     [pofe; 
Yet  fure   he  could  not  mean  t'  have   peace  with 
Who  did  in  that  fupreme  degree  offend.        [thofe 
Nor  were  they  fuchas  would  be  won  with  fliews, 
Or  breath  of  oaths,  or  vows  could  apprehend  ; 
So  that  (in  honour)  th'  offers  he  doth  make. 
Were  not  for  him  to  give,  nor  them  to  take. 

XLII, 

And  yet  thus  much  his  courfes  do  approve. 
He  Was  not  bloody  in  his  natural ; 
And  yield  he  did  to  more,  than  might  behove 
His  dignity  to  have  difpens'd  withal. 
And  unto  Worc'fter  he  himlelf  did  move 
A  reconcilement  to  be  made  of  all; 
But  Worc'fter  knowing  't  could  not  be  fecur'd, 
His  nephew's  onfet  yet  for  all  procur'd. 
sun. 

Which  feeing,  the  king  with  greater  wrath  in- 
cens'd, 
Rage  againft  fury  doth  with  fpeed  prepare  : 

,q  !'he  abbot  of  Shrewfbnry,  and  one  of  the  clerks  of 
the  Pr.vy  Seal,  were  lent  troin  rhe  king  to  the  Pitrcies,  to 
ofler  them  pardon,  if  thev  would  come  to  any  real'onable 
agreement.  Whereupon  the  Earl  of  Worcelter  coming  to 
tlietinp;,  received  many  kind  proifer-.;  and  promiiing  to 
mc.ve  his  neplicw  tlierein,  dlil  at  his  return  (as  is  faid> 
conceal  there,  and  halteneri  to  rlie  battle  ;  which  was 
fought  near  ShrewH)ury,  anno  regni  4. 
K  ij 
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•  And  though  (faid  he)  T  could  have  well  dif- 

"  pens'd 
"  With  this  day's  hlood,  which   I   have  fought  to 

"  fpare ; 
"  That  greater  glory  might  have  recompens'd 
"  The  forward  worth  of  thefe  that  fo  much  dare  ; 
"   I'hat  we  niightgoodliave  hadby  th'  overthrown, 
"  And  th'  wounds  we  make  might  not  have  been 

"  our  own  : 

XL'.V. 

"  Yet  fince  that  other  men's  iniquity 
"  Calls  on  the  fword  of  wrath  agamil  my  will ; 
"  And  that  themfelves  exa(5l  this  cruelty, 
"  And  I  conilrained  am  this  blood  to  fpill  : 
"  Then  on,  brave  followers;  on  courageoufly, 
*'  True-hearted  fubjeds,  againft  traitors  ill : 
"  And  fpare  not  them  who  feek  to  fpoil  ui  all; 
"  Whofe  foul,  confufed  end,  focn  fee  you  Ihall." 

XLV. 

Forthwith  began  thefe  fury-moving  founds, 
The  notes  of  wrath,  the  mufic  brought  from  hell ; 
'i'he  rattling  drums,  (which  trumpet's  voice  con- 
founds) 
The  cries,  th'  encouragements,  the  fhouting  fhrill, 
That  all  about  the  beaten  air  rebounds 
Confufed,  thund'ring murmurs,  horrible; 
To  rob  all  fenfe,  except  the  fenfe  to  fight. 
Well  hands  may  work :     The  mind  hath  lofl  his 
light. 

XLVl. 

O  war !  begot  in  pride  and  luxury. 
The  child  of  malice,  and  revengeful  hate  ; 
Thou  impious  good,  and  good  impiety, 
Thou  art  the  foul  refiner  of  a  Itate ; 
Unjuft-juft  fcourge  of  men's  iniquity, 
IJharp-eafer  of  corruptions  defperate  : 
Is  there  no  means,  but  that  a  fln-fick  land 
iVIuft  be  let  blood  with  fuch  a  boifl'rous  hand  ? 
xtvir. 

How  well  might'ft  thou  have  here  been  fpar'd 
this  day. 
Had  not  wrong-counfcU'd  Piercy  been  perverfe? 
Whofe  forward  hand,   inur'd  to  wounds,   makes 

way 
Upon  the  Iharpell  fronts  of  the  moft  fierce  ; 
Where  now  an  equal  fury  thruRs,  to  Hay 
And  back-repel  that  force,  and  his  difperfe. 
Then  thefe  alfail;  then  thofe  re-chafe  again; 
Till  ftay'd  with  new  made  hills  of  bodies  flain, 

XLVIII. 

There  lo  !  that  new  appearing  glorious  flar, 
Wonder  of  arms,  the  terror  of  the  field, 
Young  (r)  Henry  lab'ring  where  the  floutcfl  are, 
And  ev'n  the  ftouteft  forceth  back  to  yield  : 
There  is  that  hand  bolden'd  to  blood  and  war. 
That    muft    the    fword     in    wondrous    adions 

wield  : 
Though  better  he  had  learn'd  with  othcts  blood; 
A  lefs  expencc  to  us,  to  him  more  good. 

XLIX. 

Yet  here  had  he  not  fpeedy  fuccour  lent 
To  his  endanger'd  father,  near  opprefs'd, 

(r)  Prince  Henry,  at  this  battie,  was  not    feventecn 
^ears  ct  nge. 


OF   DANIEL. 

That  day  had  feen  the  full  accompllfliment 

Of  ail  his  travels,  and  his  final  reft. 

For  M^rs-like  Douglas  all  his  forces  bent 

T'  encounter,  and  to  grapple  with  the  beft ; 

As  if  difdaining  any  other  thing 

To  do  that  day,  but  to  fubdue  a  king. 

L. 

And  three,  with  fiery  courage,  he  affalls; 
Three,  all  as  kings  adoin'd  in  royal  wife; 
And  each  fucceffive  afrer  other  quails, 
Still  Vi'ond'ring  whence  fo  many  kings  fhould  rife. 
And  doubting  left  his  hand  or  eye-fight  fails, 
(In  thefe  confounded)  on  a  fourth  he  flies. 
And  him  unhorfes  too  :   Whom  had  he  fped. 
He  then  all  kings  in  him  had  vanquifhed. 

Ll. 

For  Henry  had  divided  (as  it  v7ere) 
The  pcrfon  of  himfelf  into  four  parts; 
To  be  lefs  known,  and  yet  known  ev'ry  where. 
The  more  to  animate  his  people's  hearts : 
ViHio  cheered  by  his  prefence,  would  not  fpare 
To  execute  their  befl  and  worthieft  parts. 
By  which,  two  fpecial  things  elfecSled  are; 
His  fafcty,  and  his  fubjecfls  better  care. 

LII. 

And  never  worthy  prince  a  day  did  quit 
With  greater  hazard,  and  with  more  renown. 
Than  thou  did'ft,  mighty  Henry,  in  this  fight ; 
Which  only  made  thee  owner  of  thine  own  1 
Thou  never  prov'dft  the  tenure  of  thy  right 
(How  thou  did'ft  hold  thy  eafy-gotten  crown) 
Till  now  :   And  nowthou  fnew'ft  thyfelf  chief  lord, 
By  that  efpecial  right  of  kings,  the  fword. 

LIIl. 

And  dear  it  coib,  and  much  good  blood  is  flied, 
To  purchafe  thee  a  laving  vidlory : 
Great  (s)  Stafford,  thy  High  Conflable,  lies  dead, 
V/ith  S'norley,  Clifton,  Gawfell,  Calverly, 
And  many  more,  whofe  brave  deaths  witnelfed 
Their  noble  valour  and  fidelity  : 
And  many  more  had  left  their  deareft  blood 
Behind  that  day,  had  Hotfpur  longer  flood, 

LIV. 

But  he,  as  Douglas  with  his  fury  led, 
Rufheth  into  the  thickeft  woods  of  fpears, 
And  brakes  of  fwords,  ftill  laying  at  the  head, 
(The  life  of  th'  army)  whilft  he  nothing  fears, 
Or  fpares  his  own  ;  comes  all  environed 
With  multitude  of  pow'r,  that  over-bears 
His  manly  worth  :   Who  yields  not  in  his  fall  ; 
But  fighting  dies,  and  dying  kills  withal. 

IV. 

What  ark,  what  trophy,  what  magnificence 
Of  glory,  Hotfpur,  had'fl  thou  purchas'd  here; 
Could  but  thy  caufe  as  fair  as  thy  pretence. 
Be  made  unto  thy  country  to  appear  ! 
Had  it  been  her  proteAion  and  defence, 
(Not  thy  ambition)  made  thee  fell  fo  dear 
Thyfelf  this  day  '.  fhe  muft  have  here  made  good 
An  everlafting  ftatue  for  thy  blood. 

I.  VI. 

Which  thus  roif-fpent,  thy  army  prefently 
(As  if  they  could  not  ftand  when  thou  wer't  down) 

(s)  Etlmond  Earl  of  Stafford,  Conftablc  of  England, 
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Difpers'd  in  rout,  betook  them  cill  to  fly, 
And  Douglas,  faint    with    wounds,    and    over- 
thrown. 
Was  takon  ;  who  yet  won  the  enemy 
Which  took  him,  (by  his  noble  valour  fnevvn, 
In  that  duy's  mighty  work)  and  was  prelerv'd 
With  all  the  grace  and  hohour  he  delerv'd. 

ITll. 

(/)  Worc'fter  (who  had  efcap'd  unhappily 
His  death  in  battle)  on  a  fcajTold  dies, 
The  next  day  after,  in  the  company 
Of  other  chiefeft  of  that  enterprifc. 
And  fo  the  tenipeft  of  this  rnutiny 
Became  allay'd  ;  and  thofe  great  jeopardies 
Elown  over  in  this  fort,  the  coaftswell  clear'd, 
But  for  one  threat'ning  cloud  that  yet  appear'd. 

LVIll. 

Northumberland  recover'd,  ftill  out  Hands; 
The  jrincipal  of  this  great  family, 
And  faction  :   Having  Berwick  in  hiii  hands, 
With  other  holds  ;   Strong  by  confed'racy 
With  Scotland  :  mighty  by  his  own  command. 
And  likely  novv'  his  utmoft  pow'r  to  try, 
T'  avenge  him  on  the  ruin  of  his  blood, 
And  join  with  Wales,  which  yet  undaunted  flood, 
i.ix. 

Which  mov'd   the  king,  (who  l.ad  Leo  much 
endur'd 
In  this  days  work,  to  hazard  new  again) 
By  all  the  apteil  means  could  be  procur'd, 
To  lay  to  diaw  him  in  by  any  train. 
And  wr-t-e  he  did, and  vow'd,  and  him  affur'd 
(Upon  his  princely  word)  to  entertain 
With  former  grace,  if  he  would  but  fubmit, 
And  corne  to  yield  th'  obedience  that  was  fit. 

LX. 

The  earl  being  new  by  this  defeat  difmay'd, 
(And  fearing  Ids  confederates  would  fail. 
With  fortune,  and  betray,  rather  t'.  an  aid 
Thofe  who  are  down;   being  for  their  own  avail) 
Relying  on  his  fover^gn's  oath,  obey'd  ; 
WJiich  with  his  tender  griefs  did  much  prevail : 
And  in  he  came,  and  had  no  detriment, 
But  (for  a  fhcw)  feme  fhort  imprifonment. 

I.X!. 

The  parli'ment  that  afterwa-d  er.fu'd, 
Reflor'd  liim  t'  all  his  dignities  and  lands. 
And  now  none  but  the  Vv'clch  fecni'd  to  fcclude 
'I'he  king,  from  having  wholly  in  hiij  hands 
All  peace  within  :  And  them  he  had  purfu'd, 
WhiKt  this  brave  army,  with  tlufe  ready  bands, 
Were  yet  on  foot ;  could  he  but  have  got  pay 
I'o  hold  them,  and  his  charge  of  war  defray. 

LXII. 

But  that  he  could  not  gain,  though  all  the  ways 
7  hat  might  be  wrought,  he  labours  to  procure 
Means  to  efFea  the  fame.     But  thofe  delays, 
And  long  protradlion,  which  he  mufl  endure 
By  way  of  parli'ment,  fo  much  betrays 
The  opportunity,  that  might  fecure 
His  undertaking ;  as  th'  occafion  lofl, 
Drave  both  the  Hate  and  him  to  greater  coH:. 

(t)  Thomas  Piercy,  Earl  o''  \VorceRcr;\vith  Sir  Ricliard 
Vernon,  ,11, t!  the  Bann  of  Kir.dcrtcn.  wae  tatcii  m  tlie 
Lt^tlej  and  beheadea. 


For  now   the   (k)  rebel,  thus  forborn,  grows 
ffrong, 
Both  in  his  reputation  and  fuccefs : 
For  having  with  his  pow'r  held  out  fo  long, 
Many  adventure  with  more  forwardnefs 
To  yield  him  aid,  and  to  fupport  his  wrong. 
And  foreign  princes  (in  his  bufinefs 
WJloni  he  folicits)  now  will  lend  their  hand 
To  hold  bim  up,  feeing  himfelf  can  fland. 

LXIV. 

And  thus  he  profpers  :     Whilfl  the  king  here 
fpent 
Much  time  to  (x)  levy  trcafure,  to  maintain 
His  charge  abroad  :   Which,  with  that  difcontentj 
That  murmur,  thofe  denials,  he  dota  gain  ; 
As  that  he  finds  it  cv'n  as  turbulent 
To  war  for  ir,  as  with  it,  all  his  reign  ; 
Though  he  had  thofe  enforcements  of  expence. 
Both  lor  offence,  retainmcnts,  and  defence. 

LXV. 

For  here  befide  tbefe  troubles  in  the  land, 
His  large  dominions  held  abroad  retjuire 
A  jdentiful,  and  a  prepared  hand. 
To  guard  them;  where  fo  ( y)  mighty  men  afpirc 
T'  alfail,  diftrad:,  and  trouble  his  connnand, 
With  hopes  and  promifes,  with  fword  and  lire. 
And  then  as  deep  imports  his  coaits  to  clear, 
Which  by  his  neighbours  much  infefled  were  : 

LXVI. 

The  Flemings,  Britons,  with  the  French  and 
all, 
Attempt  incurfions,  and  work  much  defpite. 
Orleans  for  Guien  :  And  here  the  (a:)  Count  St^ 

Paul 
For  Calais  labours,  and  the  Ifle  of  Wight ; 
Wherein  though  neither  had  fuccefs  at  all; 
Yet  Cler'mont  overcame,  and  won  by  fight 
Important  holds  in  Gafcony  the  \  >hile, 
And  did  the  Enghfb  much  diflrefs  andfpoil. 

LXVII. 

All  which  require  provifions  to  withftand; 
And  all  arc  fuccour'd  with  great  providence. 
A  navy,  to  fecure  the  feas,  is  mann'd; 
And  (a)  forces  fent  to  Calais,  for  defence. 
And  wherein  other  parts  deftftive  (land, 
They  are  fupply'd  with  careful  diligence: 
So  that  his  fubjecfls  could  not  but  well  !-.iU)w, 
That  what  they  granted,  he  did  fure  bellow. 


(u)  The  French  king  fends  aid  to  Orven  Glendour,  with 
14-1  Ihips,  which  landeil  at  Milford  Havtn,  Ah.  1  tn    6. 

(X''  An.  Rc).'.  6.  Witli  much  ado,  the  l.iitypranted  two 
fi'tcenilis,  upon  condition  tliat  liic  Lord  Fvirnival  Ihould 
roccivi;  ail  the  money,  and  fee  it  to  be  Ipcnt  in  tlie  king's 
wars. 

(y)  The  Duke  of  Orleans,  wiili  an  army  of,(}coo  men. 
entered  into  Giiienne,  and  be(ie;<ed  Vermi  tlie  fpace  of 
tliiee  months,  and  renirned  without  olitaininp;  it.  Anno 
Reg.  5.  T.he  Count  Clerimont,  Ion  to  the  Dnke  of  Eonr- 
lion,  witli  Monfieur  de  i.i  lirctt.  won  divers  cilUes  iit 
Gafcony.  The  fame  time  the  Count  St.  paul  ijwad-siii 
the  llle  of  \Vi<,'lit  with  i(5oo  men. 

(z)  Anno  Regni  6.  The  Co'int  St.  Paul  benepeth  the 
Ciftle  of  Mark,  within  tljree  iniie;*  of  Caljis,  The  Bri- 
tons, under  the  ronduft  01  tlic  Lord  of  C.iiiils,  fpoiled 
and  burnt  tlic  town  of  I'lymouth. 

f  17}  The  king  fends  4000  men  to  Calais,  and  3000  to  the 
feas,  under  tlic  tonduft  oihis  fecond  fon,  I'honias  oJ'Laa« 
carter,  .a/ttr»v6rd5  Duks  (/f  Clarence. 

K  ilj 
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LXVIII. 

Nor  did  he  fpare  himfelf,  nor  his ;  but  (bent 
All  wholly  unto  ad:ive  worthinefs) 
The  Prince  of  Wales  unto  his  province  fent, 
Where  he  was  Aire  he  fhould  not  take  his  eafe: 
His  fccond  fon  is  with  the  Earl  of  Kent, 
Employ'd  as  governor  to  keep  the  feas. 
A  {6)  third,  though  very  young,  likewife  fent  forth 
With  Weftmorland,  attends  unto  the  north. 

LXIX. 

Thus  vi^cre  they  bred,  who  after  were  to  be 
JVIenamongftnien.  Here, with  thefe  grave  adjoints, 
(Thefe  learned  mafters)  they  were  taught  to  fee 
Themfelves,  to  read  the  world,  and  keep  their 

points. 
Thus  were  they  entel'cd  in  the  firft  degree 
(And  accidence)  of  avflion  ;  which  acquaints 
Them  with  the  rults  of  worth  and  noblenefs; 
Which  in  true  concord  they  learn'd  well  t'  exprefs. 

LXX. 

And  whilft  h'  attends  the  flate  thus  carefully. 
The  Earl  of  March's  children  are  convey'd 
Out  of  the  Tow'r  of  Windfor  fecretly  ; 
Being  pris'ners  there  not  for  their  merit  laid, 
But  for  their  blood;  and  to  the  end  whereby 
This  chain  of  nature  might  be  interlaid 
Between  the  father  and  his  high  intents. 
To  hold  him  back,  to  fave  thefe  innocents. 

LXXI. 

For  which  attempt,  ( though  it  were  fruflrated 
3y  their  recov'r'-,  who  were  got  again) 
Auniarle  (now  Duke  of  York)  is  challenged 
By  his  own  (f)  fifter.  to  have  laid  that  train  ; 
Who  late  her  lord  (with  pthers)  ruined. 
In  fecretly  betraying  them,  t'  obtain 
His  grace  and  peace — which  yet  contents  him  not ; 
For  who  hath  grace  and  peace  by  treafon  got  ? 

LXXIl 

So  much  did  love  t'  her  executed  lord 
Predominate  in  this  fair  lady's  heart, 
As  in  that  region  it  would  not  afford 
Kature  a  place  to  reft,  in  any  part 
Of  her  affedions ;  but  that  flie  abhorr'd 
Her  proper  blood,  and  left  to  do  the  part 
Of  fifterhood,  to  do  that  of  a  v;ife  ; 
T'  avenge  a  huiband's  death,  by  brother's  life. 

LXXIII. 

Upon  which  accufation,  prefently 
The  duke  committed  is,  without  much  ftir 
Or  vulgar  noife  ;  for  that  it  tenderly 
Did  touch  the  fecret'ft  wounds  of  Lancafter  : 
When  ftrajt  another  (d)  new  confpiracy 
(As  if  it  were  a  certain  fucceffor, 
Ally'd  to  this)  engender'd  in  the  north, 
Js  by  th'  Archbilhop  Scroope  with  pow'r  brought 
fprth. 

{b)  John,  after  Duke  of  Bedford,  fent  with  Ralph  Nevile, 
Earl  of  Wettmoreland,  into  tlie  north. 

(c)  The  Lady  Spencer,  filler  to  Edward  P.  of  VorU,  late 
wife  to  Thomas  I. ord  Spencer,  (executed  at  Briltul,  anno 
rcR.  I.)  accufed  licr  brotlicr  to  be  tlic  cbiei'author  oi  cnn-_ 
veying  a\vay  the  Hail  of  March's  fons  out  of  the  Tower  of 
Windfor. 

■(d)  Henrr  Piercv,  Earl  of  Korth'umberland,  again  ccn- 
fpirps  ,T.;airiH  tlie  kins;;  with  Rich.  Scroope.  Archbifhop 
of  York";  Tlioma.s  Mowbray,  Earl  Marllial ;  Thomas  Lord 
Burdolph,  and  others.  They  affcnibled  the  citizens 
pf  York,  with  tlie  covintry  adjoining,  to  taHp  thfir  part, 
ti?r  tftP  commodity  of  the  realin-  '       • 


LXXIV. 

And  with  fair  zeal  and  piety  approv'd. 
To  be  for  th'  uiiiverfal  benefit 
And  fuccour  of  the  people  ;  who  (foon  movM 
By  fuch  perfuaders  as  are  held  upright, 
And  for  their  zeal  and  cliarity  belov'd) 
Ufe  not  t'  examine  if  the  caufe  be  right. 
But  leap  into  the  toil,  and  are  undone 
By  following  them  that  they  rely'd  upon. 

LXXV. 

Here  new  afperfions,  with  new  obloquies. 
Are  laid  on  old  deferts;  and  future  ill 
On  prefent  fuff'rings  bruted  to  arife, 
That  farther  {e)  grievances  engender  will. 
And  then  concuflion,  rapine,  pillories, 
Their  catalogue  of  accufations  fill  : 
Which  to  redrefs,  they  do  prefume  to  make 
Religion  to  avow  the  part  they  take. 

LXXVI. 

And  ev'n  as  Canterbury  did  produce 
A  pardon,  to  advance  him  to  the  crown ; 
The  like  now  (_/")  York  pronounces,  to  induce 
His  faiSion  for  the  pulling  of  him  down  : 
Whilft;  th'  ignorant,  deceiv'd  by  this  abufe. 
Makes  others  ends  to  be  as  if  their  own. 
But  whatwould  thefe  have  done  againft  the  crimes, 
Oppreffions,  riots,  waftes  of  other  times  ? 

LXXVII. 

Since  now  they  had  a  monarch,  and  a  man, 
Rais'd  by  his  worth,  and  by  their  own  confent. 
To  govern  them ;  and  works  the  beft  he  can, 
T'  advance  the  crown,  and  give  the  ftate  content; 
Commits  not  all  to  others  care,  nor  ran 
An  idle  courfe,  or  on  his  minions  fpent. 
"   But  thus  the  horfe  at  firft  bites  at  the  bit, 
"  That  after  is  content  to  play  with  it." 

LXXVIII. 

Grown  to  a  mighty  pow'r  (attending  now 
Northumberland,  with  his  prepared  aid) 
The  bifhop  (by  a  parley)  is,  with  a  ftiow 
Of  combination,  cunningly  betray 'd 
By  (g)  Weftmoreland  ;  whofe  wit  did  overthrow 
(Without  a  fword)  all  thefe  great  fears,  and  ftay'd 
The  mightieft  danger  that  did  ever  yet 
Thy  crown  and  ftate,  difturbed  Henry,  threat. 

LXXIX. 

For  which  this  {h)  rev'rcnd  prieft  with  Mow- 
bray dies; 
Who  both  drawn  on  with  paflion  of  defpite, 
To  undertake  this  fatal  enterprife, 
(The  one  his  brother's  bloodfhead  to  require; 
The  other  for  his  father's  injuries) 
Did  wrong  themfelves,  and  did  not  others  right. 
"   For  who  through  the  eyesof  their  affedions  lookj 
*'  And  not  of  judgment,  thus  are  overtook." 

(e)  Thev  divulpc  grievous  articles  againfl  the  king, 

{/jTheArchbiihop  of  York  offers  pardon  to  all  that  take 
thei  r  part  againft  the  king. 

[g}  Tlie  Earl  of  V/elfvnoreland,  with  John  D.  of  Lancafter, 
gathered  ;.n  army  agairll  tlie  confpirators  ;  whofe  power 
being  too  great  for  them,  tlie  Earl  made  fcmblance  to  join 
v/ith  tlic  -Archbilhop,  lor  redrefs  of  luch  grievances  as  lie 
prerended  ;  and  fo  circumvented,  and  Uisfurnilhed  him  ot 
his  tprces,  anno  reg.  6. 

(h)  T)ie  Archbilhop  was  brotlier  to  William  Scroope, 
Earl  of  \VilFlhirc,Trtafurer  of  England, before  beheaded.:) 

'I'homas  Mowbray,  Karl  Marthal,  foil  to  tlie  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  baniihe^  sbeut  the  quarrel  with  Henry  Doling-, 
(jrpke, 
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Whereof,  when  news  came  to  (/)  Northumber- 
land, 
(Who  fcUlom  other  than  of  mifery 
Seems  born  to  hear;  being'  ever  behind  hand 
With  fortune,  and  his  opportunity) 
To  Scotland  flies :  Where  giv'n  to  underfland 
Of  fome  entrapment  by  confpiracy. 
Gets  into  Wales;  whence  he  adventured 
T'  attempt  another  day,  and  loft  his  head. 

LXXXI. 

Whereby  onceninre  thofe  parts  are  quieted  : 
When  as  the  (i)  king  (who  never  had  his  brow 
Seen  free  from  fweat,  nor  heart  from  trouble  rid) 
Was,  with  fufpicion  that  his  fon  grew  now 
Too  popular,  and  forward,  fo  muth  fed 
By  wicked  inflruments  (who  well  knew  how 
To  gain  by  princes  fears)  as  he  thereby 
Fell  in  his  grief  to  great  extremity. 

LXXXII. 

Which  when  that  virtuous  prince  (who  born 
to  be 
The  model  nf  a  glorious  monarch)  heard, 
With  humble  proteftations  did  fo  free 
His  father's  fears,  and  his  own  honour  clear'd, 
As  that  he  plainly  made  the  world  to  fee, 
How  bafe  detraiflion  and  deceit  appear'd  ; 
And  tliat  a  heart  fo  nobly  built,  could  not 
Contain  (within)  a  thought  that  wore  a  blot. 
Lxxxiir. 

Wherewith  the  king  betakes  him  to  fome  peace; 
Yet  to  a  peace  much  like  a  ficlc  man's  fleep, 
(Vv'hofe  unrelenting  pains  do  never  ccafe. 
But  always  watch  upon  his  weaknefs  keep) 
That  never  any  Sabbath  of  rcleafe 
Could  free  his  travels,  and  affliAions  deep  : 
But  ftill  his  cares  held  working  all  his  life. 
Till  death  concludes  a  final  end  with  ftrifc. 

LXXXIV. 

Whofe  herald,  ficknefs,  being  employ'd  before, 
With  full  conimifTion  to  denounce  his  end  ; 
And  pain  and  grief  enforcing  more  and  more, 
Befieg'd  the  hold  that  could  not  long  defend; 
Confuming  fo  all  that  refifting  flore 
Of  thofe  provifions  nature  deign'd  to  lend. 
As  that  the  walls  (worn  thin)  permit  the  mind 
To  look  out  thorough,  and  his  frailty  find. 

LSXXV. 

For  now  (as  if  thofe  vapours  vanilh'd  were, 
Which  heat  of  boiling  blood  and  health  did  breed, 
To  cloud  the  judgment)  things  do  plain  appear 
In  their  own  colours,  as  they  are  indeed  ; 
When  as  th'  illighteii'd  foul  difcovers  clear 
Th'  abuiivc  fbewsof  fenfe,  and  notes  with  heed 
How  poor  a  thing  is  pride  ;  "  When  all,  as  {laves, 
"  Differ  but  in  their  fetters,  not  their  graves." 

LXXXVI. 

And  lying  on  his  laft,  afflifled  bed. 
Pale  death  and  confcience  both  before  him  Hand  ; 

(i)  The  Earl  of  Korthumberland  returninpoutoF  Wales, 
recovers  new  forces  in  Yorklhire ;  and  is,  with  the  Lorcl 
Bardolpli,  overcome  at  Bramham  moor,  and  flain  in  the 
battle,  anno  ret;ni  9. 

(k)  The  kinp  grows  jealous  of  his  fon  Henry,  Prince  of 
Wales  ;  wlio,  with  .i  better  mind  than  falhioii,  came  to  Jus 
fattier,  and  cleared  himfeU,  anso  rcgni  f  3. 


Th'  one  holding  out  a  book,  wherein  he  read 
In  bloody  lines  the  deeds  of  his  own  hand  : 
The  other  fhews  a  glafs,  which  figured 
An  ugly  form  of  foul  corrupted  fand; 
Both  bringing  horror  in  the  high'ft  degree, 
With  what  he  was,  and  what  he  foon  fnould  be. 

LXXXVII. 

Which  feeing,  (all  trembling,  and  confus'd  with 

fear,) 
He  lay  a  while  amaz'd  with  this  affright  : 
At  lail  commands  fome  that  attending  were. 
To  fetch  the  crown,  and  fet  it  in  his  fight : 
On  which,  with  fixed  eye,  and  heavy  cheer, 
Calling  a  look — "  O  God,  faith  he,  what  right 
"  I  had  to  thee,  I  now  in  grief  conceive  ! 
"  I'hce — which  with  blood  I  held,  with  horror 

leave  !" 

LXXXVII  I. 

And  herewithal,  the  foul  (rapt  with  the  thought 
Of  mifchiefs  pafi)  did  fo  attentive  weigh 
Thefe  prefent  terrors,  whilfh  (as  if  forgot) 
The  dull  oppreffed  body  fenftlefs  lay  ; 
That  he  as  breathlefs  quite,  quite  dead  is  thought  : 
When  lo  !  the  fon  comes  in,  and  takes  away 
This  fatal  crown  from  thence  ;  and  out  he  goes, 
As  if  impatient  longer  time  to  lofe. 

LXXXIX. 

To  whom  (call'd  back  for  this  prefumptuous 
deed) 
The  king,  return'd  from  out  his  ecflafy,      [fpeed. 
Began — ''  O   fon,  what  necd'il   thou   make  fuch 
"  To  be  before  hand  with  thy  mifery .' 
"  Thou  fliak  have  time  coough,  if  thou  fucceed, 
"  To  feel  the  ftorm.s  that  beat  on  dignity. 
"  And  if  thou  could'ft  but  be  (be  any  thing) 
"  In  liberty,  then  never  be  a  king, 
xc. 

"  Nay,  father,  fince  your  fortune  did  attain 
"  So  high  a  ftand,  1  mean  not  to  defcend, 
"  R^eplies  the  prince.  As  if  what  you  did  gain, 
"  I  were  of  fpirit  unable  to  defend. 
"  Time  will  appeafe  them  well,  who  now  complain, 
"  And  ratify  our  int'reft  in  the  end. 
"  What  wrong  hath  not  continuance  quite  out- 
worn ? 
"  Years  make  that  right,  which  never  was  fo  born, 
xci. 

"  If  fo,  God  work  his  pleafure,  faid  the  king  : 
"  Yet  thou  muft  needs  contend  with  all  thy  might, 
"   Such  evidence  of  virtuous  deeds  to  bring-, 
"  That  well  may  prove  our  wrong  to  be  our  right. 
"  And  let  the  goodneP  of  the  managing 
"  Raife  out  the  blot  of  foul  attaining  quite  ; 
"  TJpt  difcontent  may  all  advantage  mifs, 
"  To  wifli  it  othcrwife  than  now  it  is. 
xcu. 

"  And  fince  my  death  my  purpofe  doth  prevent, 
''  Touching  this  Holy  War  I  took  in  hand, 
''   (An  adlion  wherewithal  my  foul  had  meant 
«'  T'  appeafe  my  God,  and  reconcile  my  land) 
''  To  thee  is  left  to  finiih  my  intent ; 
t'  Who,  to  be  fafe,  mufl  never  idly  ftand  : 
i'  But  fome  great  actions  entertain  thou  ftill, 
t'  To  hold  their  minds,  who  elfe  will  prailife  i|!, 
K  iiij 
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"  Thou  hafl:  not  that  advantage  by  my  reign, 
*'  To  riot  it,  as  they  Avhom  long  defcent 
*'  Hath  purchased  love  by  cuftom  :   But  with  pain 
*'  Thou  muft  contend  to  buy  the  world's  content. 
•*  What  their  birth  gave  them  thou  hall  yet  to 

•'  gain, 
"  By  thine  own  virtues  and  good  government : 
•'  So  that  unlefs  thy  worth  confirm  the  thing, 
"  Thou  never  Ihalt  be  father  to  a  king, 
rciv. 
*'  Nor  art  thou  born  in  thofe  calm  days,  where 

«'  reft 
*'  Hath  brought  afleep  fluggifti  fecurity  : 
♦'  But  in  tumultuous  times,  where  minds  addrefs'd 
"  To  fa(5ions,  are  inur'd  to  mutiny ; 
"  A  mifchief,  not  by  force  to  be  fupprefs'd, 
«'  Where  rigour  fllll  begets  more  enmity. 
f  Hatred  muft  be  beguil'd  with  fome  new  courfe, 
^'  Where  ftates  are  ftiff,  and  princes  doubt  their 

torce." 


This,  and  much  more, aSliftion  Would  hr.ve  faid. 
Out  of  th'  experience  of  a  troublous  reign, 
(F(ir  which  his  high  defires  had  dearly  paid 
The  int'reft  of  an  ever-toiling  pain) 
But  that  this  all-fubduingpow'r  here  flay'd  [again) 
His  falt'rJng  (/)  tongue;  and  pain   (t'  enforce  'c  , 
Barr'd  up  th'  oppreffed  pafTages  of  breath. 
To  bring  him  quite  under  the  ftate  of  deuth. 
xcvi. 

In  whofe  poffeflion  1  muft  leave  liim  now; 

And  now  into  the  ocean  of  new  toils, 

Into  the  ftormy  main  (where  tempeftsgrow 

Of  greater  ruins,  and  of  greater  fpoils) 

Set  forth  my  courfe  (to  haften  on  my  vow) 

O'er  all  the  troublous  deep  of  thefe  turmoils. 

And  if  I  may  but  live  t'  attain  the  fhore 

Of  my  deCred  end,  I  wifh  no  more. 

(/j  Annodom.  141 1,  the  king  died  in  t}ie4(5Lh  year  of  Iiii 
afie,  when  hr  had  reigned  i  3  years  and  6  months  ;  and  Iclt 
four  I'lriis,  Henry,  after  him  king,  rhe  Duke  of'  Clarence, 
John  Duke  of  Bedford,  and  Huirphry  tuke  uf  Gloccfttr, . 
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|*fS;,  ^*" 


'The  Argument* 

Henry  the  V.  cuts  off  his  enemy, 

The  Earl  of  Cambridge,  that  confpir'd  his  death. 

Henry  the  VI.  (marry'd  unluckily) 

His,  and  his  country's  glory  ruineth, 

Smffolk,  that  made  the  match,  preferr'd  too  high. 

Going  t'  exile,  a  pirate  murdereth. 

What  means  the  Duke  of  York  obfcrv'd,  to  gain 

The  worlds  good  will,  feeking  the  crown  t'  attain. 


Close  fmothcr'd  lay  the  low  deprelTed  fire, 
Whofe  after-ifluing  flames  confounded  all, 
The  whilft  vidlorious  (a)  Kenry  did  confpire 
The  wreck  of  France,  that  at  his  feet  did  fall ; 
Whilll  joys  of  gotten  fpoils,  and  new  defire 
Of  greater  gain,  to  greater  deeds  did  call 
His  conqu'ring  troops ;  that  could  no  thoughts 

retain, 
Save  thoughts  of  glory,  all  that  adlive  reign. 
II. 
Whom  here,  mcthinks,  (as  if  he  did  appear 
Out  of  the  cloudy  darknefs  of  the  night) 
1  do  behold  approach  with  martial  cheer, 
And  with  a  dreadful  (and  yet  lovely)  fight : 
Whofe  eye  gives  courage,  and  whofe  brow  hath 

fear, 
Both  reprefenting  terror  and  delight; 
And  flays  my  courfe,  and  off  my  purpofe  breaks ; 
And  in  upbraiding  words  thus  fiercely  fpeaks. 

IIT. 

"  Ungrateful  times '.  that  impioufly  neglecfl 
•'  That  worth,  that  never  times  again  fhall  (how. 
•'  What !  merits  all  our  toil  no  more  refpedl  ? 
"  Or  elfe  flands  idlenefs  afham'd  to  know 
"  Thofe  wondrous  adtions,  that  do  fo  obje(5l 
•'  Blame  to  the  wanton,  fin  unto  the  flow  ? 

{a)  Henry  V.  began  his  reign  March  so.  1413. 


Can  England  fee  the  beft  that  Ihe  can  boaft 
Lie  thus  ungrac'd,  nndeck'd,  and  almoft  lofl  ? 

IV. 

"  Why  do  you  feek  for  feigned  palladines; 
(Out  of  the  fmoke  of  idle  vanity) 
Who  may  give  glory  to  the  true  defigns 
Of  Bourchier, Talbot,  Nevile,  Willoughby  ? 
Why  fhould  not  you  flrive  to  fill  up  your  line?. 
With  wonders  of  your  own,  with  verity? 
T'  enflame  their  offspring  with  the  love  of  o-ocdj 
An(i  glorious  true  examples  cf  their  blood. 

v. 
"  What  everlafting  matter  here  is  found, 
Whence  new  immortal  iliads  might  proceed  2 
That  thofe  whofe  happy  graces  do  abound 
In  bleffed  accents,  here  may  have  to  feed 
Good  thoughts,  on  no  imaginary  ground 
Of  hungry  fliadow?,  which  no  profit  breed; 
W^hence,  mufic  like,  inflant  delight  may  grow ; 
Yet  when  men  all  do  know,  they  nothing  knov,% 

VI. 

"  And  why  doll  thou,  in  lamentable  vcrfe, 
Nothing  but  bloodflied,  treafons,  fin  and  fhame. 
The  worfl  of  times,  th'  extreme  of  ills  rehearfe  ; 
Toraife  old  ftains,  and  to  renew  dead  blame  I 
As  if  the  minds  of  th'  evil  and  perverfe, 
Were  not  far  fooner  trained  from  the  fame, 
By  good  example  of  fair  virtuous  ads. 
Than  by  thp  Iliew  of  foul  ungodly  fads. 
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VJI.  j 

"  Would  God  our  times  had  had  fome  facred 
"  wight, 
«'  Whofe  word*  as  happy  as  our  fwords  had  been, 
"  To  have  prcpar'd  for  us  trophies  aright 
«'  Of  undecaying  frames  t'  have  refted  in ; 
"  Triumphant  arks  of  perdurable  might : 
"  O  holy  lines  !  that  fuch  advantage  win 
"  Upon  the  fcythe  of  time,  in  fpite  of  .years : 
"  tiow  bklTcd  they,  who  gain  what  never  wears ! 

VIII. 

"  For  what  Is  it  to  do ;  if  what  we  do 
«'  Shall  perifli  near  as  foon  as  it  is  done  ? 
"  What  is  that  glory  we  attain  unto 
««  With  all  our  toil,  if  loft  as  foon  as  won  ? 
«'  A  fmall  requital  for  fo  great  ado, 
"  Is  this  poor  prcfent  breath,  a  fmoke  foon  gone  ; 
"  Or  thefe  dumb  ftones,  crecfted  for  our  fake  : 
"  Which  formlefs  heaps  few  flormy  changes  make, 

IX. 

"  Tell  great  Eliza,  (Cnce  her  days  arc  grac'd 
*'■  With  thofe  bright  ornaments  to  us  deny'd) 
"  That  ftie  repair  what  darknefs  hath  defac'd, 
"  And  get  our  ruin'd  deeds  re-edifyd. 
"  She  !  in  whofe  all-direding  eye  is  plac'd 
"  A  pow'r,  the  higheft  pow'rs  of  wit  to  guide; 
"She  may  command  the  work,  andoverfec 
•'  The  holy  frame,  that  might  eternal  be. 

X. 

"  For  would  fbe  be  content  that  time  fhould 
"   make 
*'  A  rav'nous  prey  upon  her  glorious  reign  ; 
"  That  darknefs  and  the  night  fliould  overtake 
"  So  clear  a  brightnefs  fhining  without  flain  ? 
"  Ah !  no.  She  fofters  fome,  no  doubt,  that  wake 
•'  For  her  eteenity,  with  pleafing  pain. 
"  And  if  Ihe  for  herfelf  prepare  this  good, 
«  Let  her  not  fo  negledl  thofe  of  her  blood." 

XI. 

This  that  great  monarch  Henry  feem'd  to  crave : 
When  (weighing  what  a  holy  motive  here 
Virtue  propos'd,  and  fit  for  him  to  have. 
Whom  all  times  ought  of  duty  hold  moft  dear) 
I  figh'd and  wifli'd  that  fome  would  take  t'  en- 
grave, 
With  curious  hand,  fo  proud  a  work  to  rear, 
(To  grace  the  prefent,  and  to  blefs  times  paft) 
That  might  for  ever  to  our  glory  laft  ! 

XII. 

So  fhould  our  well-taught  times  have  learn'd 
alike, 
How  fair  fhin'd  virtue, and  how  foul  vice  flood; 
When  now  myfelf  am  driven  to  millike 
Thofe  deeds  of  worth  1  dare  not  vow  for  good  : 
1  cannot  moan  who  lofe,  nor  praife  who  feek 
By  mighty  adions  here  t'  advance  their  blood. 
1  muft  fay,  who  wrought  moft,  leaft  honour  had  : 
However  good  the  caufe,  the  deeds  were  bad. 

XIII. 

And  only  tell  the  v.-orft  of  ev'ry  reign  ; 
And  not  the  intermeddled  good  report. 
1  leave  what  glory  virtue  did  attain 
At  th'  ever  memorable  Agincourt. 
I  leave  to  tell,  what  wit,  what  pow'r  did  gain 
Th'  affieged  Roan,  Caen,  Dreu\ ;  or  in  what  fort : 


How  majefty  with  terror  did  advance 
Her  conq'ring  foot  on  all-fubdued  France4 

XIV. 

All  this  I  pafs;  and  that  magnan'mous  king, 
Mirror  of  virtue,  miracle  of  worth; 
Whofe  mighty  adions,  with  wife  managing, 
Forc'd  prouder  boafting  climes  to  ferve  the  north  ; 
The  beft  of  all  the  heft  the  earth  can  bring. 
Scarce  equals  him  in  vifhat  his  reign  brought  forth; 
Being  of  a  mind  as  forward  to  afpire, 
As  fit  to  govern  what  he  did  defire. 

XV. 

His  comely  body  was  a  goodly  feat. 
Where  virtue  dwelt  moft  fair,  as  lodg'd  moft  pufe  ; 
A  body  ftrong  ;  where  ufe  of  ftrength  did  get 
A  ftronger  ftate  to  do,  and  to  endure. 
His  life  he  makes  th'  example  to  beget 
Like  fpirit  in  thofe  he  did  to  good  inure  ; 
And  gave  to  worth  fuch  life  and  livelihood, 
As  if  he  greatnefs  fought  but  to  do  good. 

XVI. 

He,  as  the  chief  and  all-direAing  head, 
Did  with  his  fubjedls  as  his  members  live  ; 
And  them  to  goodnefs  forced  not,  but  led ; 
Winning,  not  much  to  have,  but  much  to  give, 
(Deeming  the  pow'r  of  his,  his  pow'r  did  fpread) 
As  born  to  blefs  the  world,  and  not  to  grieve  : 
Adorn'd  with  others  fpoils,  not  fubjeits  ftore  ; 
No  king  exading  lefs,  none  winning  more, 
xvn. 

He,  after  that  corrupted  faith  had  bred 
An  ill  inur'd  obedience  for  command. 
And  langulftiing  luxurioufnefs  had  fpread 
Wayward  unaptnefs  over  all  the  land ; 
Thofe  long-unorder'd  troops  fo  marfhalled. 
Under  fuch  formal  difcipline  to  ftand. 
That  ev'n  his  foul  feem'd  only  to  diredb 
So  great  a  body  fuch  exploits  t'  effeft. 

XVIII. 

He  brings  abroad  diftraded  difcontent, 
Difpers'd  all  humours  into  adlions  high ; 
And  to  unite  them  all  in  one  confent, 
Plac'd  the  fair  mark  of  glory  in  their  eye; 
That  malice  had  no  leifure  to  diffent. 
Nor  envy  time  to  pradife  treachery. 
The  prefent  adlions  do  divert  the  thought 
Of  madnefs   paft,    while    minds    were    fo   well 
wrought. 

XIX. 

Here  now  were  pride,  opprefTion,  ufur^', 
(The  canker-eating  mifchiefs  of  the  ftate) 
Call'd  forth  to  prey  upon  the  enemy  ; 
Whllft  the  home-burden' d  better  lighten'd  fat, 
Exadlors  did  not  with  a  greedy  eye 
Exam.ine  ftates,  or  private  riches  rate. 
The  filent  (i)  courts  warr'd  not  with  bufy  words 
Nor  wrefted  law  gave  the  contentious  fwords. 

XX. 

Now  nothing  entertains  th'  attentive  ear,     , 
But  ftratagems,  affaults,  furprifcs,  fights  : 
How  to  give  laws  to  them  that  conquer'd  were ; 
How  to  articulate  with  yielding  wights. _ 
The  v/eak  with  mercy,  and  the  proud  with  fea}-, 
How  to  retain  :  To  give  deferts  their  rights; 
(*;  The  courts  of  juftic?. 
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Were  now  the  arts— And  nothing  elfe  ■Oyasthought, 
But  how  to  win,  and  maintain  what  was  got. 

XXI. 

Nor  here  were  any  privately  poffefs'd, 
Or  held  alone  imprifon'd  majefty  ; 
Proudly  debarring  entrance  from  the  reft. 
As  if  the  prey  were  theirs  by  vicflory, 
Here  no  detratftor  wounds  who  merits  beft  ; 
Nor  fliamelefs  brow  cheers  on  impiety. 
Virtue  who  all  her  toil  with  zeal  had  fpent, 
l^ot  here  all  unrewarded  fighing  went. 

XXII. 

But  here,  the  equally-refpedling  eye 
Of  pow'r,  looking  alike  on  like  deferts, 
Bleffing  the  good,  made  others  good  thereby  ; 
iMore  mighty  by  the  multitude  of  hearts. 
The  field  of  glory  unto  all  doth  lie 
Open  alike  ;  honour  to  all  imparts. 
So  that  the  only  fafhion  in  requeft, 
Was,  to  be  good,  or  good-like  as  the  reft. 

XXIII. 

So  much,  O  thou  example,  doft  effeifl:,'' 
(Being  far  a  better  (c)  mafter  than  command 
That  how  to  do,  by  doing  doft  direcl, 
And  teacheft  others  aJlion  by  thy  hand. 
•'  Who  follows  not  the  eourfe  that  kings  eleft  ? 
•'  When  princes  work,  who  then  will  idle  ftand  ? 
"  And  when  that  doing  good  is  only  thought 
•'  Worthy  reward ;  who  will  be  bad  for  nought  ? 

XXIV. 

And  had  not  (J)  th'  Earl  of  Cambridge,  with 
vain  fpeed, 
Untimely  pravftis'd  for  another's  right, 
With  hope  t'  advance  thofe  of  his  proper  feed, 
(On  whom  the  rule  feem'd  deftined  to  light) 
The  land  had  feen  none  of  her  own  to  bleed, 
During  this  reign,  nor  no  aggrieved  fight  : 
None  the  Icaft  blacknefs  interclouded  had 
So  fair  a  day,  nor  any  eye  look'd  fad. 

XXV. 

But  now  when  France  perceived  from  afar 
The  gath'ring  tempeft  growing  on  from  hence, 
Ready  to  fail,  threat'ning  their  ftate  to  marr. 
They  labour  all  means  to  provide  defence  : 
And  pradifing  how  to  prevent  this  war, 
And  ft.ut  out  fuch  calamities  from  thence  ; 
Do  fofter  here  fome  difcord  lately  grown, 
To  hold  ambition  bufied  with  her  own. 

XXVI. 

Finding  thofe  humours  which  they  faw  were  fit 
Soon  to  be  wrought,  and  eafy  to  be  fed, 
Swol'n  full  with  envy,  that  the  crown  ftiould  fit 
There  where  it  did,  (as  if  eftabliftied) 
And  whom  it  t.ouch'd  in  blood,  to  grieve  at  It ; 
They  with  fuch  hopes  and  helps  folicited. 
That  this  great  earl  was  drawn  t' attempt  the  thing. 
And  pradllfeth  to  depofe  the  king. 

XXVII. 

For  being  of  mighty  means  to  do  the  deed. 
And  yet  of  mightier  hopes  than  means  to  do  ; 

(c)  nocet  talerarclaberes;  nonjubet. 

(d)  Ricliara  Earl  of  Cambridge,  tlie  I'econil  fon  to  Fd- 
itiiind  Langlev.Uukeo:  York;  married  Anne,  tlie  daugh- 
terotRoRcr  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March,  dclcended  from  Lio- 
nel Duke  ot'  Clarence,  tlie  third  fon  to  King  Edward  III. 
By  wliofe  rigl.t.  Richard  Duke  of  York,  fon  to  this  Earl  of 
V^.ml)riugc,  aitcrwar^ls  cUimtd  the  crovyn. 


And  yet  of  fpirit  that  did  his  hope's  exceed; 
And  then  of  blood  as  great,  to  add  thereto  : 
All  thefe,  with  what  the  gold  of  France  couI4 

breed, 
(Being  pow'rs  enough  a  climbing  mind  to  woo) 
He  fo  employ 'd,  that  many  he  had  won 
Ev'n  of  the  (?)  chief  the  king  rely'd  upon. 

XXVIII. 

Thewell-knovi'nrightofth'EarlofMarchallur'd 
A  leaning  love ;  whofe  caufe  he  did  pretend  : 
Whereby  he  knew  that  fo  himfelf  procur'd 
The  crown  for  his  own  children  in  the  end. 
For  the  earl  being  (as  he  was  affur'd) 
Unapt  for  iffue  ;  it  muft  needs  defcend 
On  thofe  of  his,  being  next  of  Clarence  race. 
As  who  by  courfe  of  right  fhould  hold  the  place, 

XXIX. 

It  was  the  time,  when  as  the  forward  prince 
Had  all  prepar'd  for  his  great  (_/")  enterprife; 
And  ready  (land  his  troops  to  part  from  hence, 
And  all  in  ftately  form  and  order  lies ; 
When  open  fame  gives  out  intelligence. 
Of  thefe  bad  complots  of  his  enemies. 
Or  elfe  this  time  of  purpofe  chofen  is  ; 
Though  known  before,  yet  let  run  on  till  this, 

XXX. 

That  this  might  yield  the  more  to  aggravate 
Upon  fo  foul  a  deed  untimely  fought. 
Now  at  this  point  t'  attempt  to  ruinate 
So  glorious  a  dgfign  fo  forward  brought ; 
Whilft  careful  virtue  feeks  t'  advance  the  ftate. 
And  for  her  everlafting  honour  fought : 
That   though  the  caufe  feem'd  right,   and   title 

ftrong  ; 
The  time  of  doing  it  yet  makes  it  wrong. 

XXXI. 

But  ftrait  an  unlamented  death  he  had. 
And  ftrait  were  joyfully  the  anchors  weigh'd. 
And  all  flock  fall  aboard  with  vifage  glad; 
As  if  the  facrifice  had  now  been  paid 
For  their  good  fpeed,  that  made  their  ftay  fo  fad, 
Lothing  the  leaft  occafion  that  delay'd. 
And  now  new  thoughts,  great  hopes,  calm  feas, 

fair  winds. 
With  prefent  adtion  entertain  their  minds. 

XXXII. 

No  other  crofs,  O  Henry,  faw  thy  days 
But  this,  that  touch'd  thy  now  poffefTed  hold; 
Nor  after  long,  till  this  man's  (^)  fon  afTays 
To  get  of  thine  the  right  that  he  contrcrnl'd; 
For  which  contending  long,  his  life  he  pays. 
So  that  it  fatal  feem'd,  the  father  ftiould 
Thy  winning  feek  to  ftay ;  and  then  his  fon 
Should  be  the  caufe  to  lofe,when  thou  hadft  won, 

XXXllI, 

Yet  now  in  this  fo  happy  a  meanwhile, 
And  interllghting  times  thy  virtues  wrought. 
That  difcord  had  no  leifure  to  defile 
So  fair  attempts  with  a  tumultuous  thought : 


(e)  The  Earl  of  Cambridge  confpiring  the  death  of  the 
kinp;,  was,  with  Henry  Scroope,  Lord  Treafurer,  and  Sir 
Tliomas  Grey,  executed  at  Southampton,  anno  regni.  3. 

(/)  At  Southampton. 

(gt  Richard  Duke  of  York,  fon  to  the  Earl  of  Cambridge, 
by  Anne  dau£»hter  to  the  Earl  of  March,  made  his  claim  in 
the  30th  year  of  Henry  Vi. 
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And  ev'n  thyfelf  thyfelf  didfl  fo  beguile 
With  fuch  attention  upon  what  was  fought, 
That  time  afford->  not  now  (with  fear  or  hate) 
Others  to  feek,  thee  to  fecure  thy  ftate. 

XXX IV. 

Or  clfe  how  eafy  had  it  been  for  thee, 
All  the  preteirdent  race  t'  have  laid  full  low  ? 
If  thou  proceeded  hadft  with  cruelty. 
Not  fuft'ring  any  fatal  branch  to  grow. 
But  unfufpicious  magnanimity 
Shames  fuch  effedls  of  fear  and  force  to  fhew ; 
Bufied  in  free  and  open  adtions,  flill 
Being  great — For  being  good,  hates  to  be  ill. 
XXXV. 

And  yet  fuch  wrongs  are  held  meet  to  be  done. 
And  often  for  the  ftate  thought  requifite ; 
As  when  the  public  good  dependp  thereon, 
When  great  injuftice  is  efteem'd  great  right. 
But  yet,  what  good  with  doing  ill  is  won  i 
Who  hath  of  blood  made  fuch  a  benefit. 
As  hath  not  fear'd  more  wfter  than  before; 
And   made  his  peace  the   lefs,  his  plague    the 
more  ? 

XXXVI. 

For  otherwife  dealt  this  undaunted  king, 
That  cheriflied  the  offspring  of  his  foes, 
And  his  competitors  to  grace  did  bring ; 
And  them  his  friends  for  arms  and  honours  chofe: 
As  if  plain  courfes  were  the  fafeft  thing, 
Where  upright  goodnefs  fure  and  ftedfaft  goes  ; 
Free  from  that  fubtle  nialk'd  impiety. 
Which  this  depraved  world  tails  policy, 
xxxvii. 

Yet  how  hatK  fate  difpos'd  of  all  this  good  ? 
What  fiave  thefe  virtues  after-times  avail'd  ? 
In  wl4t  ftead  hath  high-raifed  valour  ftood. 
When  diis  continuing  caufe  of  greatnefs  fail'd? 
Then  whe»^roud  grown  the  irritated, 
Enduring  not  itfelf,  itfelf  afTail'd ; 
As  thouo'h  that  prov/efs  had  but  learn'd  to  fpill 
Much  bfood  abroad,  to  cut  her  throat  with  ikill. 

XXXVITI. 

How  doth  th'  Eternal,  in  the  courfe  of  things, 
Immix  the  caufes  both  of  good  and  ill  ? 
TUt  thus  the  one  effcSs  of  th'  other  brings; 
As  what  fecms  made  to  blifs,  is  born  to  fpill  ? 
What  1  from  the  bed  of  virtues,  glory,  fprings 
That  which  the  world. with  mifery  doth  fill  ? 
Is  th'  end  of  happinefs  but  wretchednefs  ? 
Hath  fin  his  plague,  and  virtue  no  fuccefs  ? 
xxxix. 

Either  that  is  not  good  the  world  holds  good ; 
Or  elfe  is  fo  confus'd  with  ill,  that  we 
(Abufed  with  th'  appearing  likelihood) 
Kun  to  offend,  whilft  we  think  good  to  be  : 
Or  elfe  the  heav'ns  made  man  (in  furious  blood) 
To  torture  man  ;  allotting  no  courfe  free 
From  mifchief  long.  Sending  fair  days,  that  breed 
But  ftorms ;  to  make  more  foul  times  that  fucceed. 

XL. 

Who  would  have   thought  that  fo  great  vic- 
tories, . 
Such  conquefts,  riches,  land,  and  kingdom  gam  d, 
Could  not  but  have  ellablifli'd  in  fuch  wife  ^ 
•JThis  pow'iful  ftate,  in  ftate  to  haveremain'd  ? 


OF   DANIEL. 

Who  would  have  thought  that   mifchief  coul(| 

"devlfe 
A  way.  fo  foon,  to  lofe  what  was  attaln'd  ? 
As  if  pow'r  were  but  ftie-v.'d  to  grieve,  not  grace^ 
And  to  reduce  us  into  far  worfe  cafe. 

XLI. 

With  what  contagion,  France,  didft  thou  infe<5l 
This  land,  by  thee  made  proud,  to  difagrce  ? 
T'  enrage  them  fo,  their  own  fwords  to  diredl 
Upon  themfelves,  that  were  made  fliarp  in  thee  i 
Why  didft  thou  teach  them  here  at  home  t'  eredb 
Trophies  of  their  blood,  which  of  thine  ftiould  be? 
Or  was  the  date  of  thine  afflidlion  out ; 
And  fo  (by  courfe)  was  ours  to  come  about? 

XLII. 

But  that  untimely  death  of  this  (i)  great  king, 
Whofe  nine  years  reign  fo  mighty  wonders  wrought. 
To  thee  thy  hopes,  to  us  defpair  did  bring ; 
Not  long  to  keep  and  govern  what  was  got. 
For  thofe  that  had  th'  affairs  in  managing,  | 

Although  their  country's  good  ihey  grcatlyfought;:^ 
Yetfo  ill  accidents  unfitly  fell,  | 

That  their  defigns  could  hardly  profper  well.       '.  | 

XLIII. 

An  (i)  infant  king  doth  in  the  ftate  fucceed, 
Scarce  one  year  old,  left  unto  others  guide  :  ! 

Whofe  careful  truft,  though  fuch  as  flie\v'd  indeed 
They  weigh'd  their  charge  more  than  the  world^ 
befide,  1 

And  did  with  duty,  zeal,  and  love  proceed  ;  j 

Yet  (for  all  what  their  travel  could  provide)  i 

Could  not  woo  fortune  to  remain  with  us,  j 

When  this  her  minion  was  departed  thus  : 

XLIV. 

But  by  degrees,  firft  this,  then  that  regaln'd. 
The  turning  tide  bears  back  with  flowing  chance 
Unto  the  dauphin,  all  we  had  attain'd  ; 
And  fills  the  late  low-running  hopes  of  France. 
When  Bedford  (who  our  only  hold  maintain'd 
Death  takes  from  us,  their  fortune  to  advance; 
And  then  home-ftrife,  that  on  itfelf  did  fall, 
Negleding  foreign  cure,  did  foon  lofe  all. 

XLV. 

Near  threefcore  years  are  pafs'd  fince  Eoling 
broke 
Did  firft  attiin  (God  knows  how  juft)  the  crown 
And  now  his  race,  for  right  poffeffors  took, 
Were  held  of  all  to  hold  nouglu  but  their  own  : 
When  Richard  Duke  of  York  begins  to  look 
Into  their  right,  and  makes  his  title  known  ; 
Wak'ning  up  ftecping  right,  that  lay  as  dead, 
To  witncfs  how  his.  race  was  injured. 

XLVl. 

His  father's  end.  In  him  no  fear  could  move, 
T'  attempt  the  like,  againft  the  like  of  might; 
Where  longpoffcffion  now  of  fear  and  love, 
Seem'd  to  prefcribe  ev'n  an  innated  right. 
So  that  to  prove  his  ftate,  was  to  difprove 
Time,  law,  confent,  oath,  and  allegiance  quite  ; 
And  no  way  but  the  way  of  blood  there  was, 
Through  which  (with  all  confufion)  hemuftpaf 

(h)  Henry  V.  reigned  nine  years  and  ten  months,  an 
t\icil  ill  tlie  36tl\  year  oflils  age. 

t/j  Henry  VI.  fcarce  one  year  old  when  he  began  n 
reign,  was  committed  to  tlie  charge  cftlic  twosooU  (lutC 
Bcdfurd  asd  CU'cclie.'-,  his  uncles. 
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XLVII. 

"  And  how  much  better  for  him  had  it  been, 
"  T'  endure  a  wrong  with  peace,  than  with  fuch 

"toil 
■"  T'  obtain  a  bloody  right  ?--- Since  right  is  fin, 
"  That  is  ill  fought,  and  purchafed  with  fpoii." 
But  this  fo  wretched  flate  are  kingdoms  in, 
Where  one  man's  caufe  (hall  all  the  reft  embroil : 
"  And  oft  t'  advance  a  tyrant  to  a  crown, 
"  Men  run  t'  undo  the  ftate  that  is  their  own." 

XLVIII. 

And  yet  that  opportunity  which  led 
Him  to  attempt,  feem'd  likcwife  him  t'  excufe  : 
A  feeble  Ipirited  king  that  governed, 
Who  ill  could  guide  the  fceptre  he  did  ufe; 
His  enemies,  that  his  worth  maiiced. 
Who  both  the  land  and  him  did  much  abufe  : 
The  peoples  love;  and  his  apparent  right, 
May  feeni  fufficient  motives  to  incite. 

XLIX. 

Befides,  the  now  ripe  wrath  (deferr'd  till  now) 
Of  that  fure  and  unfailing  juflicer, 
That  never  fufFers  wrong  fo  long  to  grow, 
And  to  incorporate  with  right  fo  far, 
As  it  might  come  to  feem  the  fame  in  fiiew, 
(T'  encourage  thofe  that  evil-minded  are 
By  fuch  fuccefs)  but  that  at  laft  he  will 
Confound  the  branch,  whofe  loot  was  planted  ill. 

L. 

Elfe  might  the  impious  Aiy,  with  grudging  fpite, 
"  Doth  God  permit  the  great  to  riot  free, 
"  And  blefs  the  mighty  though  they  do  unright, 
"  As  if  he  did  unto  their  wrongs  agree  ? 
"  And  only  plague  the  weak  and  wretched  wight, 
*'  For  fmalleft  faults,  ev'n  in  the  high'ft  degree  ? 
*'  When  he  but  ufing  them  for  others  fcourge, 
"  Like  wife  of  them  at  length  the  world  doth  purge. 

LI. 

"  But  could  not  yet  for  bloodlhed  fatisfy 
*■  The  now  well-ruling  of  th'  ill-gotten  crown  .' 
"  Muft  ev'n  the  good  receive  the  penalty 
"  Of  former  fins,  that  never  were  their  own  ? 
"  And  mull  a  juft  king's  blood  (with  mifery) 
"  Pay  for  a  bad,  unjuftly  overthrown  .' 
"  Well !— then  we  fee,  right  in  hiscourfe  muft  go : 
"  And  men,  t'  efcape  from  blood,  muft  keep  it  fo." 

LII. 

And  fure  this  king  that  now  the  crown  poffefs'd, 
(Henry  the  Sixth)  was  one  whofe  life  was  free 
From  that  command  of  vice,  whereto  the  reft 
Of  moft  thefe  mighty  fov'reigns  fubjeds  be; 
And  number 'd  might  have  been  among  the  beft 
Of  other  rtien,  if  not  of  that  degree. 
A  right  good  man,  but  yet  an  evil  king } 
Unfit  for  what  he  had  in  managing. 

hill. 

Of  humble  fpirit,  of  nature  continent ; 
No  thought  t'  encreafe  he  had ;  fcarce  keep  his 

own : 
For  pard'ning  apter,  than  for  punilhment ; 
He  chokes  his  pow'r,  to  have  his  bounty  known. 
Far  from  revenge ;  foon  won  ;  foon  made  content ; 
As  fitter  for  a  cloifter  than  a  crown  : 
Whofe  holy  mind  fo  much  addidled  is 
On  th'  world  to  come,  that  he  neglefteth  this. 


With  fuch  a  weak-good,  feeble-godly  king, 
Hath  Richard  Duke  of  York  his  caufe  to  try  ; 
Who  by  th'  experience  of  long  managing 
The  wars  of  France  with  fupreme  dignity  ; 
And  by  his  own  great  worth,  with  furthering 
'I'he  common  good  againft  the  enemy. 
Had  wrought,  that  zeal  and  love  attend  his  might, 
And  make  his  fpirit  equal  to  his  right. 

LV. 

For  now  the  Duke  of  Bedford  being  dead. 
He  i.iordain'd  the  {i)  regent  to  fucceed 
In  France,  for  five  years  :  where  he  travcl'd 
With  rea»ly  hand,  and  with  as  careful  heed, 
To  feek  to  turn  back  fortune,  (that  now  fled) 
And  hold  up  failing  pow'r  in  time  of  need  : 
And  got  and  loft  ;  and  rc-attains  again. 
That  which  again  was  loft  for  all  his  pain. 

LVI. 

His  time,  expir'd,  he  Ihould  for  five  years  more 
Have  had  his  charge  prolong'd:  but  (/)  Somerfet, 
That  ftill  had  envy'd  his  command  before, 
That  place  and  honour  for  himfelf  did  get  : 
Which  adds  that  matter  to  th'  already  ftore 
Of  kindled  hate,  which  fuch  a  fire  doth  fet 
Unto  the  touch  of  a  confounding  flame, 
As  both  their  bloods  could  never  quench  the  fame. 

LVII. 

And  now  the  weaknefs  of  that  feeble  head 
(That  doth  ncgledt  all  care,  but  his  foul's  care) 
So  eafy  means  of  praAice  minift'red 
Unto  th'  ambitious  members,  to  prepare 
Their  own  defires  to  what  their  humours  led; 
rhat  all  good  adions  coldly  followed  are. 
And  fev'ral  tending  hopes  do  wholly  bend 
I'o  other  now  than  to  the  public  end. 

LVIII. 

And  to  draw  on  more  fpecdy  mifery, 
The  king  unto  a  fatal  match  is  led, 
With  (m)  Rayner's  daughter,  King  of  Sicily  ; 
Whom,  with  unlucky  ftars,  he  married. 
For  by  the  means  of  this  affinity. 
Was  loft  all  that  his  father  conquered; 
Ev'n  as  if  France  had  fome  Erynnis  fent, 
T*  avenge  their  wrongs  done  by  the  infolent. 

LIX. 

This   marriage  was  the  («)  Earl  of  Suffolk's 
deed, 
With  great  reward?  won  to  effe<a  the  fame; 
Which  made  him  that  he  took  fo  little  heed 
Unto  his  country's  good,  or  his  own  fliame  : 
It  being  a  match  could  ftand  us  in  no  ftead. 
For  ftrength,  for  wealth,  for  reputation,  fame; 
But  cunningly  contriv'd  for  others  gain  ; 
And  coft  us  more  than  Anjou,  Mons,  and  Main. 

(k)  The  Duke  of  Vork  nn.-!de  regent  in  France,  after  the 
death  ottlie  Duke  o!  Eedtord. 

'/}  Edmund  Duke  o{  Somerfet,  a  great  enemv  of  the 
Duke  of  York.  ' 

{m  TMs  Rayner  was  Duke  of  Anion,  and  only  enioved 
the  title  of  King  oiSicJly.  J      J   J 

(.rt)  William  de  la  Pole,  Earl  of  Suffolk,  after  created 
Duke  of  Suffolk,  the  chieielt  inllruiw-iu  in  this  marriase  ; 
wiiiclj  was  folemniled,  anno  reRni  ij.  between  the  king 
and  the  Lady  Margaret,  daughter  to  Ravner  Duke  of  An- 
jou ;  to  whom  was  delivered  up  tl:e  ducliy  of  Anjou,  ar.d 
the  i^ount}'  of  Main,  Upon  tHi  concluliynci  U'.e  in..i.;h, 


xj8 


The  WORKS  OF  daniel. 


And  yet  (as  if  he  had  accompllflied 
Some  mighty  benefit  unto  the  land) 
He  got  his  travels  to  be  regiftered 
In  parliament,  for  evermore  to  ftand 
A  witnefs  to  approve  all  what  he  did  ; 
To  th'  end  that  if  hereafter  it  were  fcann'd, 
Authority  might  yet  be  on  his  fide. 
As  doing  nought  but  what  was  ratify 'd. 

LXI. 

Imagining  th'  allowance  of  that  place 
Would  make  that  good,  the  which  he  knew  was 
And  fo  would  his  negociation  grace,         [naught; 
As  none  might  think  it  was  his  private  fault. 
Wherein  though  wit  dealt  wary  in  this  cafe, 
Yet  in  the  end  itfelf  it  overwrought : 
Striving  to  hide,  he  open'd  it  the  more  ; 
His  after-care  fliew'd  craft  had  gone  before. 

LXIl. 

Dear  didfl  thou  buy,  O  king,  fo  fair  a  wife, 
So  rare  a  fpirit,  fo  high  a  mind  the  while  ; 
Whofe  portion  was  deftruflion,  dowry  ftrife ; 
Whofe  bed  was  forrow,  whofe  embracing  fpoil ; 
Whofe  maintenance  cofl  thee  and  thine  their  life  ; 
And  whofe  heft  comfort  never  was  but  toil. 
What  Paris  brought  this  booty  of  defire, 
To  fet  our  mighty  Ilium  here  on  fire  ? 

LXIII. 

I  grieve  I  fhould  be  forc'd  to  fay  thus  much, 
To  blame  her,  whom  I  yet  muft  wonder  at; 
Whofe  fo  fweet  beauty,   wit,  and  woith  were 

fuch, 
As  (though  fhe  fortune  loft)  ftie  glory  gat. 
Yet  doth  my  country's  zeal  fo  nearly  touch. 
That  here  my  mufe  it  doth  exafperate  ; 
Although  unwilling  that  my  pen  Ihould  give 
Stain  to  that  fex  by  whom  her  fame  doth  live. 

LSIV. 

For  fure  thofe  virtues  well  deferv'd  a  crown  : 
And  had  it  not  been  ours,  no  doubt  fhe  might 
Have  been  among  the  worthies  of  renown. 
And  now  fat  fair  with  fame,  with  glory  bright. 
But  coming  in  the  way  where  fin  has  grown 
So  foul  and  thick,  it  was  her  chance  to  light 
Amidfl;  the  grofs  infedlion  of  thofe  times  ; 
And  fo  came  ftain'd  with  black  difgraceful  crimes, 

LXV. 

For  fome  the  world  muft  have,  on  whom  to  lay. 
The  heavy  burden  of  reproach  and  blame ; 
Againft  whofe  deeds  th"  afflicted  may  inveigh. 
As  th'  only  authors  whence  de£lru6lion  came  : 
When  yet,  perhaps,  'twas  nor  in  them  to  ftay 
The  current  of  that  flream,  nor  help  the  fame  ; 
But  living  in  the  eye  of  adion  fo, 
Not  hind'i-ing  it,  are  thought  to  draw  on  woe. 

LXVI. 

So  much  unhappy  do  the  mighty  fland, 
Who  {land  on  other  than  their  own  defence, 
When  asdeftrudion  is  fo  near  at  hand ; 
That  if  by  weaknefs,  folly,  neghgence, 
They  do  not  toming  mifery  withftand, 
They  fliall  be  deem'^  the  authors  of  th'  offence, 
And  to  call  in  that  which  they  kept  not  out ; 
And  curs'd,  as  they  who   brought  thofe  plagues 
about; 


LXVlt. 

And  fo  remain  for  ever  regiftered 
In  that  eternal  book  of  infamy  ; 
When  yet  how  many  other  caufes  led 
As  well  to  that  as  their  iniquity  ? 
The  worft  complots  oft  lie  clofe  fmothered  : 
And  well-meant  deeds  fall  out  unluckily  ; 
Whilft  the  aggriev'd  ftand  not  to  weigh  th'  intentj 
But  ever  judge  acccording  to  th'  event. 

LXVIIl. 

I  fay  not  this  t'  excufe  thy  fin,  O  queen, 
Nor  clear  their  faults  who  mighty  adlors  are  ; 
I  cannot  but  affirm  thy  (o)  pride  hath  been 
A  fpecial  means  this  commonwealth  to  mar  ; 
And  that  thy  wayward  will  was  plainly  feen 
In  vain  ambition,  to  prefume  too  far  : 
And  that  by  thee  the  only  way  was  wrought, 
The  Duke  of  Gloc'fter  to  his  death  was  brought : 

LXIK. 

A  man,  though  feeming  in  thy  thought  to  fit 
Between  the  light  of  thy  defires  and  thee, 
Yet  did  his  taking  thence  plainly  permit 
Others  to  look  to  that  they  could  not  fee 
During  his  life,  nor  would  adventure  it : 
When  his  remove  quite  made  that  paffage  free ; 
That  by  his  fall  thinking  to  ftand  alone. 
Thou  fcarce  couldft  ftand  at  all  when  he  was  gone, 

LXX. 

For  this  duke  (as  protedlor)  many  years 
Had  rul'd  the  land,  during  the  king's  young  age; 
And  now  the  felf  fame  charge  and  title  bears. 
As  if  he  ftill  were  in  his  pupilage  : 
■Which  fuch  difgrace  unto  the  queen  appears. 
That  (all  inccns'd  with  an  ambitious  rage) 
She  doth  confpire  to  have  him  made  away. 
As  one  that  ftay'd  the  current  of  her  fway, 

LXXI. 

Thruft  thereinto  not  only  with  her  pride, 
But  by  her  father's  counfel  and  confent ; 
Who  griev'd  likewife  that  any  one  befide. 
Should  have  the  honour  of  the  government : 
And  therefore  he  fuch  deep  advice  apply'd. 
As  foreign  craft  and  cunning  could  invent, 
To  circumvent  an  unfufpeding  wight. 
Before  he  could  difcern  of  their  defpite. 

LXXII. 

And  many  ready  hands  fhe  ftrait  doth  find 
To  aid  her  deed,  of  fuch  as  could  not  brook 
The  length  of  one  man's  office  in  this  kind ; 
Who  all  th'  efpecial  charges  undertook. 
Rul'd  all  himfelf ,  and  never  had  the  mind 
T'  impart  a  part  with  others,  who  would  look 
To  have  likewife  fome  honour  in  their  hands. 
And  griev'd  at  inch  engroffing  of  commands. 

LXXIII. 

For  had  he  not  had  fuch  a  greedy  (/>)  love 
To  entertain  his  offices  too  long, 
F.nvy  had  been  unable  to  reprove 
His  ailed  life,  unlefs  Ihe  did  him  wrong. 
But  having  liv'd  fo  many  years  above. 
He  grieves  now  to  defcend,  to  be  lefs  ftrong ; 

(0)  The  pride  and  liaus^litinefs  of  tliis  Queen  Marparet, 
gave  tlie  firlt  original  to  ti-c  mifchicts  that  loUowcd,  by  the 
death  of  Humiilirey,   Duke  of  Glocelltr,  proceclc;!;. 

ip    Nil  tain  utile,  qu«m  brevcm  poultjittm  tffe  quae 

magna  lic^ 
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And  kills  that  fame  which  virtue  did  beget, 
Chofe  to  be  held  lefs  good,  than  feem  lefs  great. 

LXXIV. 

"  For  could  the  mighty  but  give  bounds  to  pride, 
••  And  vifeigh  back  Fortune  e're  flie  pull  them 

"  down ; 
"  Contented  with  enough,  with  honour  fatisfy'd  ; 
"  Not  ftriving  how  to  make  fo  much  their  own, 
"  As  to  leave  nothing  for  the  rell  befide  ; 
"  Who  feem  by  their  high-fpreading  overgrown, 
«  Whillt  they  themfelvcs  remain  in  all  mens  fight, 
"  The  odious  mark  of  hatred  and  defpite  : 

LXXV. 

"  Then  never  fliould  fo  many  tragedies 
«  Burden  our  knowledge  with  their  bloody  end ; 
"  Nor  their  difgrac'd,  confounded  families, 
"  From  fo  high  pride  to  fo  low  fhame  deff  end ; 
•*  But  planted  on  that  ground  where  fafety  lies, 
"  Their  branches  ftiould  t'  eternity  extend. 
"  But  ever  they  who  overlook  fo  much, 
**  Will  overfee  themfelves,  their  ftate  is  fuch, " 

LXXVI. 

Severe  (jr)  he  was,  and  flridily  did  obferve 
Due  form  of  jufticc  towards  every  wight; 
Unmoveable,  and  never  won  to  fwerve 
For  any  caufe,  in  what  he  thought  was  right : 
Wherein  although  he  did  fo  well  deferve. 
In  the  licentious  yet  it  bred  defpite ; 
"  So  that  ev'n  virtue  fcems  an  adlor  too, 
"  To  ruin  thofe  fortune  prepares  t'  undo." 

LXXVII. 

Now  fuch  being  forward,  who  (the  queen  well 
Hated  his  might,  and  glad  to  innovate  ;        [knew 
Unto  fo  great  and  ftrong  a  party  grew, 
As  it  was  cafy  to  fubvert  his  ftate ; 
And  only  hope  of  alteration  drew 
Many  to  yield,  that  had  no  caufe  to  hate. 
"  For  ev'n  with  goodnefs  men  grow  difcontent, 
"  Where  ftates  are  ripe  to  fall,  and  virtue  fpent." 

LXXVllI. 

And  taking  all  the  rule  into  her  hand, 
(Under  the  ihadow  of  that  feeble  king) 
Thee  duke  fti'  excludes  from  office  and  command ; 
And  in  the  reach  of  enmity  doth  bring, 
From  that  refpecled  height  where  he  did  ftand, 
(When  malice  fcarce  durft  mutter  any  thing), 
And  now  the  worft  of  him  comes  all  reveal'd. 
Which  former  fear,  or  rigour  kept  conceal'd. 

LXXIX. 

Now  is  he  taxed  that  he  rather  fought 
His  private  profit  than  the  public  good  ; 
And  many  things  prcfumptuoully  had  wrought, 
Other  than  with  our  laws  and  cuftoms  ftood  : 
As  one  that  into  the  land  have  brought 
The  civil  form,  in  cafes  touching  blood  .     [found; 
And  fuch  poor  crimes — that  fhew'd  their  fpite  was 
But  yet  bewray'd,  their  matter  wanted  ground. 

LXSX. 

Yet  ferv'd  they  well  the  turn,  and  did  effed 
That  which  is  eafy  v/rought  in  fuch  a  cafe ; 
Where  what  fuborned  juftice  fhall  objedl:, 
Is  to  the  purpofe,  and  niuft  pafs  with'grace  ; 

W)  The  virtues  of  HuiDplirey  Duke  of  Glocefter. 


And  what  the  wretched  bring,  of  no  efieft  ; 

Whofe  heinous  faults  iiis  matter  muft  deface. 

"  For  where  pow'r  hath  decreed  to  find  the  of- 

"  fence, 
"  The  caufe  is  better  ftill  than  the  defence." 

LXXXI. 

A  parliament  at  Berry  fummoned, 
Difpatch'd  the  deed  more  fpeedily  than  well. 
For  thither  came  the  (r)  duke  without  all  dread^ 
Or  ought  imagining  of  what  befel : 
Where  now  the  matter  is  fo  followed. 
That  he  convented  is,  e're  he  could  tell 
He  was  in  danger,  or  had  done  offence  ; 
And  prefently  to  prifon  fent  from  thence. 

LXXXII. 

Which  quick  and  fudden  acftion  gave  no  time 
For  men  to  weigh  the  juftice  of  the  deed ; 
Whilft  looking  only  on  the  urged  crime. 
Unto  the  farther  drift  they  take  no  heed. 
For  thefe  occafions  taken  in  the  prime 
Of  courfes  new,  that  old  diflikes  fucceed, 
Leave  not  behind  tliat  feeling  touch  of  wrong. 
"  Satiety  makes  palfions  ftill  lefs  ftrong." 

'.  LXXXIII. 

And  yet  they  feem'd  fome  mutiny  to  doubt. 
For  thus  proceeding  with  a  man  of  might ; 
Confid'ring  he  was  popular  and  ftout. 
And  refolute  would  ftand  upon  his  right : 
And  therefore  did  they  caft  this  way  about. 
To  have  him  clofely  murder'd  out  of  fight ; 
That  fo  his  trouble,  and  his  death  hereby. 
Might  come  together,  and  together  die. 

LXXXIV. 

Reck'ning  it  better,  fince  his  end  Is  meant, 
And  muft  be  wrought,  at  once  to  rid  it  clear. 
And  put  it  to  the  fortune  of  th'  event, 
Than  by  long  doing  to  be  long  in  fear  : 
When  in  fo  fuch  courfes  of  high  punilhment, 
The  deed  and  the  attempt  like  danger  bear. 
And  oft  things  done  (perhaps)  do  lefs  annoy, 
Than  may  the  doing  handled  with  delay. 

LXXXV. 

And  fo  they  had  it  ftrait  accomplilhed. 
For  next  day  after  his  coiimiitment,  he 
Is  dead  brought  forth,  being  found  fo  in  his  bed ; 
Which  was  by  fudden  ficknefs  faid  to  be. 
That  had  upon  his  forrows  newly  bred, 
As  by  apparent  tokens  men  might  fee. 
"  And  tiius  O  ficknefs,  thou  art  oft  bely'd, 
"  When  death  hath  many  ways  to  come  befide." 

LXXXVI. 

Are  thefe  the  deeds  high  foreign  wits  invent  ? 
Is  this  that  wifdom  whereof  they  fo  boaft  ? 
Well ; — then  I  would  it  never  had  been  fpent 
Here  amongft  us,  nor  brought  from  out  their  coaft. 
L.et  their  vile  cunning,  in  their  limits  pent. 
Remain  among  themfelves  that  it  like  moft  : 


(r)  The  Duke  of  Glocefier  comino;  to  this  parliament, 
from  his  cattle  of  rhe  Viez  in  Wiltthire,  was  arretted  by 
Jolin  Lord  Beaumont,  hii;h  conlt.t'Dle,  tlie  Dukes  of  Buc- 
kingham and  Somerlet,  with  ocl.ers  ;  who  appointed  cer- 
tain or  the  King's  houfeliold  to  .  ttend  apoii  him  :  but  he 
died  before  he  was  brought  to  his  anfwer;  fcne  fay  ot" 
forrow,  others  of  apalfy,  or  an  impotlliumc,  anno  rcfjni 
2?.  The  Duke  of  Suffolk  was  a  principal  initrument  in 
t!ii3buf;iicfs 
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And  let  the  north  (I'r.ey  count  of  colder  blood) 
Be  held  more  grofs,  fo  it  remain  more  good. 

LXXXVIl. 

Let  them  have  fairer  cities,  g^oodlier  foils, 
And  fweeter  fields  for  beauty  to  the  eye, 
So  long  as  they  have  thefe  ungodly  wiles, 
Such  deteftable,  vile  impiety. 
And  let  us  want  their  vines,  their  fruits  the  whiles. 
So  that  v.'e  want  not  faith  and  honefty. 
We  care  not  for  thofe  pleafurcs ;  fo  we  may 
Have  better  hearts,  and  flronger  hands  than  they. 

LXXJ2VIII. 

Neptune,  keep  out  from  thy  embraced  ifle 
This  foal  contagion  of  iniquity  ; 
Drown  all  corruptions,  coming  to  defile 
Our  fair  proceedings  order'd  formally. 
Keep  us  mere  Englifh  :  let  not  craft  beguile 
Honour  and  juflice,  with  firange  fubtilty  : 
Let  us  not  think  how  that  our  good  can  frame. 
Which  ruin'd  hath  the  authors  of  the  fame. 

LXXXIX. 

But  by  this  impious  means,  that  worthy  man 
Is  brought  unto  this  lamentable  end  : 
And  now  that  current  with  main  fury  ran 
(The  {lop  remov'd  that  did  the  courfe  defend) 
Unto  the  full  of  mifchief,  that  began 
T'  an  univerfal  ruin  to  extend; 
That  Ifthmus  falling,  which  the  land  did  keep 
From  the  entire  poffcffion  of  the  deep, 
xc. 
And  nov/the  king  alone,  all  open  lay, 
No  under  prop  of  blood  to  flay  him  by  : 
None  but  himfelf  Hands  weakly  in  the  way, 
'Twixt  York  and  the  affeifted  fov'reignty. 
Gone  is  that  bar,  that  would  have  been  the  flay, 
T'    have   kept  him   back  from   mounting  up  fo 

high. 
"  But  fee,  fah  !)  fee  :  what  flate  (land  thefe  m.en 

"in-, 
♦'  That  cannot  live  ivMcut,  nor  ivlth  their  kin  ?" 
xci. 
The  queen  hath  yet  by  this  her  full  defire  ; 
And  now  flie  with  her  minion  Suffolk  reigns  : 
Now  fne  hath  all  authority  entire. 
And  all  affairs  unto  herfelf  retains. 
Anci  only  (j)  Suffolk  is  advanced  higher; 
He  is  the  man  rewarded  for'his  pains ; 
H-S  that  did  in  her  Head  moft  chiefly  Hand, 
And  more  advanced  her  than  he  did  the  land, 
xcii. 
Which  when  they  fa.w,  who  better  did  expecl, 
Then  they  began  their  error  to  defcry, 
And  well  perceive  that  only  the  defedt 
Was  in  their  judgment,  paflion-drav.n  awry  ; 
Found  formal  rigour  fitter  to  diredt. 
Than  pride  and  infolent  inconflancy. 
••'  Better  feverity  that's  right  and  jull, 
"  Than  impotent  affedlions  led  by  lull." 

XCIll. 

And  thereupon  in  forrow  thus  complain  : 
"  V/hut  wond'rous  inconvenience  do  they  feel, 
"  Where  as  fuch  imbecility  doth  reign, 
"  As  io  neglcdb  the  commonweal  ? 


o  lie  la  role  is  cieaied  nuke  of  SufToIk,  .-,nno  recrni, 
.  and  is  baniiJiet),  ana  rowr^ered  the  next  year  atti;!. 


"  Wherever  one  or  other  doth  obtain, 
"  So  high  a  grace  thus  abfolute  to  deal ; 
"  The  whilll  th'  aggriev'd  fubjecfl  fuffers  ftill 
"  The  pride  of  fome  predominating  will, 
xciv. 
"  And  ever  one  remov'd,  a  worfe  fucceeds  : 
"  So  that  the  bed  that  we  can  hope,  is  war, 
"  Tumults  and  flirs,  that  this  difliking  breeds  ; 
"  The  fword  muft  mendj  what   inl'olence   doth 

"  mar. 
"  For  what  rebellions,  and  what  bloody  deeds 
"  Have  ever  fallow'd,  where  fuch  courfes  are  ?' 
"  What  oft  removes  ?  what  death  of  counfellors  ? 
"  What  murder  ?  what  exile  of  officers  ? 
xcv. 
"  Witnefs  the  Spencers,  Gaveftone,  and  Vere  ; 
"  The  mighty  minions  of  our  feebleft  kings ; 
"  Who  ever  fubje<5ts  to  their  fubjeAs  were, 
"  And  only  the  procurers  of  thefe  things. 
"  When  worthy  monarchs,  that  hold  honour  dear, 
"  Mailer  themfelves  and  theirs;  which  ever  brings 
"  That  univerfal  rev'rence  and  refpedl. 
"  For  who  weighs  him,  that  doth  himfelf  negledt? 
xcvi. 
"  And  yet  our  cafe  is  like  to  be  far  worfe  ; 
"  Having  a  king,  though  not  fo  bent  to  ill, 
"  Yet  fo  negle(fting  good  ;   that  giving  force, 
"  By  giving  leave,  doth  all  good  order  kill ; 
"  Suff'ring  a  violent  woman  take  her  courfe, 
"  To  manage  all  according  to  her  will  : 
"  Which  hov/  fhe  doth  begin,  her  deeds  exprefs; 
"  And  what  will  be  the  end,  ourfelves  may  guefs. 
xcvii. 
Which  after  follow'd  ev'n  as  they  did  dread  : 
When  now  the  ihameful  lofs  of  (/)  France  much 
Which  unto  Suffolk  is  attributed,  [grieves 

As  who  in  all  men's  fight  moft  hateful  lives  ; 
And  is  accus'd,  that  («)  he  (with  lucre  led) 
Betrays  the  ftate,  and  fecret  knowledge  gives 
Of  our  defigns  :  and  all  that  we  did  hold, 
By  his  c6iruption  is  or  lofl  or  fold. 

XCVIII. 

And  as  he  deals  abroad,  fo  likewife  here 
He  rc.bs  at  home  the  trealury  no  lefs ; 
Here,  where  all  authorities  doth  bear, 
And  makes  a  monofoly  of  offices. 
He  is  enrich'd  ;  he's  rais'd,  and  placed  near  : 
And  only  he  gives  counfel  to  opprefs. 
Thus  men  objeA  ;  whilll  many,  up  in  arms, 
Offer  to  be  revenged  of  thefe  harms, 
xcix. 

The  queen  perceiving  In  what  cafe  fhe  flood, 
To  lofe  her  minion,  or  engage  her  Hate  ; 
(After  with  long  contention  in  her  blood, 
Love  and  ambition  did  the  caufe  debate) 
She  yields  to  pride  ;  and  rather  thought  it  good 
To  facrifice  her  love  unto  their  (x)  hate. 

4^ 

(r)  The  duchy  of  Normandv  wAs  loft  in  the  year  I449i 
after  it  had  been  held  thirty  years,  conquered  by  Hetiry 
V.  annii  rigni  i7-  ,        ^  c  r 

(iij  Articles  objcacd  againft  De  la  Pole,  Duke  ot  Sut- 
folk. 

f;^)  At  the  parliament  at  Leiccftcr,  the  lower  houfe  be- 
fou-Iit  the  king,  that  fuch  pcrfons  as  aff^iued  t'>  the  ren- 
derinpo^' Anjou  and  Mam,  mielube  uuly  I'UuKhcd:  ur 
which  fadt,  thev  accuTcd  as  principals  the  Duke  of  -^ur- 
fjlk,  the  Lord  S.iv,  Trsirurer   of  tngland,  with  others. 
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Than  to  adventure  elfe  the  lofs  of  all ; 
Which  by  maintaining  him  was  like  to  fall. 
c. 
Yet'feeklngj  at  the  firft  to  temporife, 
She  tries  if  that* feme  fhort  imprifonnient 
Wpuld  calm  their  heat.     When  that  would  not 

fuffice, 
Then  to  exile  him  fbe  mud;  needs  confent ; 
Hoping  that  time  would  falve  it  in  fuch  wife, 
As  yet  at  length  they  might  become  content, 
And  file  again  might  have  him  home  at  laft, 
When  this  firfl  fury  of  their  rage  was  pad. 
ci. 
But  as  he  to  his  judged  (j)  exile  went, 
Hard  on  the  fliore  he  comes  encountered 
By  fome,  that  fo  far  off  his  honour  fent, 
As  pnt  his  back-return  quite  ont  of  dread  : 
For  there  he  had  his  rightful  punifliment, 
Though  wrongly  done ;    and  there  he    loft  his 

head. 
Part  of  his  blood  hath  Neptyne,  part  the  fand ; 
As  who  had  mifchief  wrought  by  fea  and  land. 
cii. 
Whofe  death  when  fwift-wing'd  Fame  at  full 
convey'd 
To  this  difturbed  Queen,  mifdoubting  nought ; 
Defpite  and  forrow  fuch  afHiiftipn  laid 
Upon  her  foul,  as  wond'rous  paffions  wrought. 
*'  And  art  thou  Suffolk,  thus  (faid  flie)  betray'd  ? 
"  And  have  my  favours  thy  deftruiflion  brought  ? 
"  Is  this  their  gain  whom  highnefs  favoureth; 
"  Who  chief  preferr'd,  fland  aspreferr'dtodeath? 
cm. 
"  O  fatal  grace  !  without  which  men  complain, 
*'  And  with  it  periih — what  prevails,  that  we 
■"  M'lft  wear  the  crown,  and  other  men  mull  reign; 
*'  And  cannot  ftand  to  be,  that  which  we  be  ? 
"  Mufl  our  own  fubjedts  limit  and  conflrain 
"  Our  favours,  whereas  they  themfelves  decree  ? 
"  Myft  we  our  love  at  their  appointment  place  ? 
*'  Do  we  command,  and  they  diredl  our  grace  ? 

CIV. 

"  Muft  they  our  pow'r  thus  from  our  will  dl- 
"  vide  ? 
"  And  have  w«  might,  but  muil  not  ufe  our  might  ? 
"  Poor  majelly,  v/hich  other  men  muft  guide  ; 
"  Whofe  diftontcnt  can  never  look  aright. 
*'  Forevermore  we  fee,  thofe  who  abide 
"  Gracious  in  our's  are  odious  in  their  fight, 
"  Who  would  all-nvdfl'ring  majefly  defeat 
•'  Of  her  befl  grace  ;  that  is,  to  make  men  great. 
cv. 

"  But   well; — we   fee,    although    the    king  be 
"  head, 
"  The  flate  will  be  the  heart.     This  fov'reignty 
"  Is  but  in  place,  not  pow'r;  and  governed 
"  By  th'  equal  fceptre  of  necellity. 
*'  And  we  have  feen  more  princes  ruined 
"  By  their  immod'rate  fav'ring  privately, 

Whereupon  the  Kinu,  to  appeafe  the  commons,  fequcfler- 
eathern  ti-oin  their  offices  and  rooms:  an*l  after  baiiilhed 
the  Duke  for  five  years. 

(>■)  As  t)ie  Duke  was  failing  into  France,  lie  was  encoun- 
tered with  a  ihip  of  war  apperuining  ro  the  Duke  of  Exe- 
ter;  vvho  took  him,  and  broufihc  liim  back  to  Dover; 
wiiere  his  .lead  was  (trikcn  g.T,  ajid  hU  body  'eft  on  tlie 
lauds,  anno  rcpni  j; 

Vol.  IV. 


"  Than  by  feverity  in  general  : 
"  For  bell  he's  lik'd,  that  is  alike  to  all." 
cvi. 

Thus  fborms  this  lady,  all  difquieted  ; 
When  as  far  greater  (s)  tumults  now  burll  out ; 
Which  clofe  and  cunningly  were  praelifed, 
By  fuch  as  fought  great  hopes  to  bring  about. 
For  up  in  arms  in  Kent  were  gathered 
A  mighty,  infolent,  rebellious  rout. 
Under  a  dang'rous  head ;  who  to  deter 
The  {late  the  more,  himfelf  nam'd  Mortimer. 
evil. 

The  Duke  of  York,  that  did  not  idle  ftand, 
(But  fceks  to  work  on  all  ad  vantages  j. 
Had  likewife  in  this  courfc  a  fecret  hand. 
And  hearten'don  their  chiel'tft  'complices  ; 
To  try  how  here  the  people  of  the  land 
Would  (if  occafion  ferv'd)  b'  in  readinefs 
To  aid  that  line,  if  one  fhould  come  indeed 
To  move  his  right,  and  in  due  courfe  proceed  : 
cvui. 

Knowing  himfelf  to  be  the  only  one 
That  mull  attempt  the  thing,  if  any  fhould; 
And  therefore  lets  the  rebel  now  run  on, 
With  that  falfe  name,  t'  effed:  the  beft  he  could  ; 
To  make  a  way  for  Iiim  to  work  upon, 
Who  bu:  on  certain  ground  adventure  would. 
For  if  the  traitor  fped,  the  gain  were  his; 
If  not,  yet  he  ftands  fafe,  and  blamelefs  is, 
cix. 

T'  attempt  with  others  dangers,  not  his  own. 
He  counts  it  wifdom  if  it  could  be  wrought ; 
And  t'  have  the  huir.our  of  the  people  known, 
Vv''as  now  that  which  was  chiefly  to  be  Ibught. 
For  with  the  bell  he  knew  himfelf  was  grown 
In  fuch  account,  as  made  him  take  no  thought; 
Having  obierv'd  in  thofe  he  meant  to  prove, 
Their  wit,  their  wealth,  their  carriage,  and  their 
love. 

ex. 

With  whom,  and  with  his  own  alliances, 
He  firft  begins  to  open  (in  fome  wife) 
The  right  he  had;  yet  with  fuch  doubtfulnefs, 
As  rather  fon-ow  than  his  drift  defcries  : 
Complaining  of  his  country's  wrecchediiefs, 
In  what  a  miferable  cafe  it  lies  : 
And  how  much  it  imports  them  to  provide, 
For  their  defence,  againll  this  woman's, pride. 

CXI. 

Then  with  the  difcontented  he  doth  deal, 
In  founding  theirs,  not  utt'ring  his  intent ; 
As  b'ing  advis'd  not  fo  much  to  reveal. 
Whereby  they  might  be  made  again  content  ; 
But  when  they  grieved  for  the  commonweal, 
H*  doth  petfuade  them  to  be  patient, 
And  to  endure — there  was  no  other  courfe  : 
Yet  fo  perfuades,  as  makes  their  malice  worfe. 
cxn. 

And  then  with  fuch  as  with  the  time  did  run, 
In  moft  upright  opinion  he  doth  ftand; 
As  one  that  never  crofs'd  what  they  begun, 
But  fcem'd  to  like  that  which  they  took  in  hand  : 

Cs)  The  commons  of  Kent  afTjmbled  themfelves  in  great 
nuinber;  and  had  to  tlieir  Captain  Jack  Cade,  'vho  na- 
med himfelf  Mortimer,  coulln  to  the  Uuke  o.'  Yorkj  \\Mi 
j.urpjre  torcdrefs  ths  abufes  of  tliei^ov^rp.m.at. 
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Seeking  all  caufes  of  offence  to  (hun, 
Praii'es  the  rule,  and  blames  th'  unruly  land  ; 
Works  fo  with  gifts  and  kindly  offices, 
That  ev'n  of  them  he  lervcs  his  turn  no  i.fs. 
•  •   ■  CXIII. 

Then  as  for  thofe  who  were  his  followers, 
(Being'  all  choice  men  for  virtues,  or  dclerts), 
He  fo- with  grace  and  benelits  preiers, 
That  he  becomes  the  monarch  T)ltheif  hearts. 
He  pets  the  learned  for  his  counfcllors, 
And  chcriihes  all  men  of  rarell  parts  : 
•'  To  whom  good  done  doth  an  imprefiion  ftrike 
"  Of  joy  and  love,  in'  all  that-  are  alike." 
•■-■•■•    '     -cxiv.     "  - 

And  now  by  means  of  th'  intermitted  war, 
Many  moft  valuiDt  men  impov'iifhed,       ■      ' 
Only  by  him  fed  and  relleYt;d  are ; 
Only  rcfpecled,  grac'd,  and  honoured. 
Which  fet  him  in  unto  their  hear  s  fo  far, 
i^s  they  by  him  were  wholly  to  be  led.    •• 


OF  J>ANIEL. 

"  He  only  treads  the  ^ur?  and  p?rfe^  path 
''  To  greatntl's,  who  love  and  opinion  hath.!' 

'  CSV. 

And  to  have  one  ftmic  certain  province  his. 
As  the  main  body  that  mxift  W(  rk  the  feat  ;  ' 
\'orkrnire  he  chole,  tfce  place  wherein  he  it> 
By  title,  livings,  and  poiltilions  great. 
No  country  he  prefers  lo'  much  as  this  ; 
Here  Lath'his  bounty  her  abiding  ioat; 
Here  is  liis  juiiricc  and  relieving  hand, 
Ready  to  all  that  in  diflrefs  do  Hand. 
csvi. 

What  with  his  tenants,'iervants,followers,friends4 
And  their  alliances  and  amities; 
All  that  Ihirc  univerlally  attends 
His  hand,  held  up  to  aiiy  entcrpiife. 
And  thus  far  Viitue  with  her  pnw'r  extends  ; 
The  refl,  touching  th'  event,  in  Fortune  lies. 
With  which  accomplemtnts  fo  mighty  grown. 
Forward  he  tends  wuh  hope  t'  attain  a  erov/jn 


HIS  TORT  OF  THE  CIFI L  WARS. 


B  O   O  K    VI. 


'The  Argument, 

The  bad  fuccefs  of  Cade's  rebellion, 
York's  open  pradice,  and  confpiracv  ; 
His  coming  in  ;  and  his  fubmiffion. 
Th*  eife(ft  of  printing   and  artillery. 
Bourdeaux  revolts ;  craves  our  protedlion. 
Talbot,  defending  ours,  dies  glorioufly. 

The  French  wars  end and  York  begins  again; 

And  at  St.  Alban's  Somerfpt  is  flain. 


X^HE  furious  train  of  that  {a)  tumultuous  rout 
Whom  clofe  fubaiding  pow'r,  and  good  luccefs. 
Had  made  unwifcly  proud,  and  fondly  flout, 
1  hruft  headlong  on,  opprcffion  to  opprefs  ; 
And  now  to  fulnefs  giown,  boldly  give  out 
That  they  the  public  wrnigs  meant  to  redrefs. 
*'  Formlefs  themfelves,  reforming  do  pretend  ; 
''  As  if  confufion  coUld  diforder  mend." 
11. 
And  on  they  march  Vt-ith  their  falfe-named  head. 
Of  bafe  and  vulgar  birth,  though  noble  feign'd; 
Who  puif 'd  with  vain  defires,  to  London  led 
His  rafli,  abufed  troops,  with  fhadows  train'd. 
When  as  the  king  thereof  afcertained, 
Suppofing  fome  Imall  pow'r  would  have  reftrain'd 
Dilorder'd  rage;   lends  with  a  fimple  crew, 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  whom  they  overthrew. 


(fli  The  commons  of  Kent,  with  their  leader.  Jack  Ca4e, 

divu'.pe  their  many  grievances:  atnongtt  whicli,  that 
the  king  was  dtivcn  to  live  Duly  on  his  conunons,  and 
other  in^n  to  enjoy  the  rcyenuc-i  of  tlie  crown  ;  which 
caiifed  poye  tv  in  liis  Majeliy,  and  the  p:reat  paymcnis  o' 
the  people  niiw  late  granted  to  ti  e  kinc;  in  pailiameiU. 
Aliothev  de'.-.rc,  that  the  king  would  rertji.ve  all  the  falfe 
pr<j<;eny  and  alfinity  ot  the  lare  Duke  of  Suffolk,  -Bhich  be 
openly  known  ;  ancl  them  to  punilh  :  and  to  lake  about  his 
perfon  the  tr  e  lords  ot  his  royal  blood  ;  to  wit,  tlie  mighty 
prince,  the  Duke  o'  Yoik.  Lite  exikd  by  the  traiteri.us 
motion  of  the  ialfe  Duke  of  fcutfoik,  and  his  atBaity,  &c. 
Aho  they  crave,  that  tliev  wi  o  contrived  the  death  o{' 
the  high  and  mighty  prince,  Huinplucy  Dukc  ol  Giccef- 
ttr,  mi£ht  have  puuiibmcac, 


Which  fo  mcreas'd  th'  opinion  of  their  might, 
That  much  it  gave  to  do,  and  much  it  wrongut; 
Confirm'd  their  rage,  drew  on  the  vulgar  wight, 
Cail'd  forth  th'  tim'rous,  frefh  partakers  brought. 
For  many,  though  moft  glad  their  wrosgsto  right. 
Yet  durft  not  venture  their  ellates  for  nought : 
But  fee'ng  the  caufe  had  fuch  advantage  got, 
Qccafioii  makes  them  ftir,  that  elfe  would  not. 

IV. 

So  much  he  errs  that  fcorns,  or  elfe  neglecSts 
The  fmall  beginnings  of  arifing  broils; 
And  cenfures  others,  not  his  own  defedts, 
And  with  a  felf-conceit  himfelf  beguiles ; 
1  hinking  fmall  force  will  compafs  greit  c ffefls, 
And  fpares  at  firft  to  buy  more  coflly  toils  : 
"  When  true  obferving  Providence,  in  war, 
"  StiU  makes  her  foes  far  ftronger  than  thty  are.** 

V. 

Yet  this  good  fortune  all  their  fortune  marr'd  j 
"  Which  fools  by  helping,  ever  doth  fupprcfs  :" 
For  warelefs  infolence  i^whilft  undtbarr'd 
Of  bounding  awe)  runs  on  to  fuch  excefs, 
'I'hat  following  iuH,  and  fpoil,  and  blood  fo  hard. 
Sees  n>'t  how  they  procure  their  own  diftrefs 
The  better  loathing  courfesfo  impure. 
Rather  will  hke  their  wounds  thaa  fuch  a  curca 

VI. 

For  whilfl  this  wild,  unreined  multitude 
',  (^Led  with  an  unforefeeing,  greedy  mind, 
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Of  an  imagin'dgoocl,  that  diJ  delude 
Their  ignorance,  in  their  defircs  niaiie  blind) 
Ranfack  the  city,  and  (with  hands  erabru'd) 
Run  to  all  oiitrag-e  in  th'  estremeft  kind  ; 
Heaping  up  wrath  and  horror  more  and  mere, 
They  add  frefli  guilt  to  mifchiefs  done  before. 

VII. 

And  yet  f&s'ng  all  this  forting  to  no  end, 
But  to  their  own  ;  no  promis'd  aid  t'  appear  ; 
No  fuch  partakers  as  they  did  attend, 
Nor  fuch  fuccefles  as  imagin'd  were  ; 
Good  men  refolv'd  the  prefent  to  defend  : 
Juflicc  againfl  them,  with  a  brow  ftverc. 
Thenifelves  fear'd  of  themfelves ;  tir'd  with  excefs, 
"  Found  mifchief  was  no  fit  way  to  redrcfs." 

vui. 
:^  And  as  they  (land  in  defp'rate  combermcnt. 
Environ'd  round  witli  horror,  blood  and  fliame  ; 
Crofs'd  of  their  courfe,  defpairing  of  th'  even*^ 
A  pardon  (that  fmooth  bait  for  bafenefs)  came  ; 
"Whicli  as  a  fnare  to  catch  the  impotent, 
Being  once  pronounc'd,  they  flrait  embrace  the 

fame  : 
And  as  huge  fnowy  mountains  melt  with  heat, 
So  they  diffolv'd  with  hope,  and  home  they  get ; 

IX. 

Leaving  their  (b)  Captain  to  difcharge  alone 
The  fhot  of  Mood,  confumeJ  in  their  heat ; 
Too  fmall  a  facrifice  for  mifchiefs  done, 
Was  one  man's  breath,  which  thoufands  did  defeat, 
"  Unrighteous  death,  why  art  thou  but  alone 
'•  Unto  the  fmall  offender  and  the  great .'' 
»'  Why  art  thou  not  more  than  theu  art,  to  thofe 
"  Thoufands  fpoij,  and  thoufands  lives  do  iofe  V 

X. 

This  fury  pafling  with  fo  quick  an  end, 
Difclos'd  not  thofe  that  on  th'  advantage  lay; 
Who  fee'ng  t'ne  courfe  to  fuch  diforder  tend, 
Withdrew  their  foot,  alham'd  to  take  that  way ; 
Or  elfe  prevented  whilft  they  did  attend 
Some  mightier  force,  or  for  occafiofi  flay  : 
But  whar  they  meant,  ill  fortune  mull  not  tell ; 
Alifchief  b'ing-  oft  made  good  by  fpecding  welL 

Ml. 

Put  by  from  this,  the  {c)  Duke  of  York  defigns 
Another  coiirfe  to  bring  his  hopes  about ; 
And  with  thofe  friends  affinity  combines 
In  furefl^bonds,  his  thoughts  he  poureth  out ; 
And  clofely  feels,  and  clofely  undermines 
'I'he  faith  of  whom  he  had  both  hope  and  doubt  ; 
Meaning  in  more  apparent,  open  courfe. 
To  try  his  right,  his  fortune,  and  his  force. 

(i)  Anno  recni  29. 

'c)  'I'litf  Dutc  oj'  York,  who  at  t]\'<<  time  was  in  Ire- 
lanil,  (fent  thither  to  nppe^ft  a  rebellion  j  wiiich  he  ef- 
fecleti  in  fiicli  fort,  as  got  him  and  l-.ia  liiiLa?e  exctedint; 
iuveand  lilsinj;  witii  th,it  people  tvtv  after)  retiirninf; 
home,  and  pretendinqcrcat  injuiies  to  be  offered  him,  both 
wh.hthewas  in  tlie  king's  fervice,  and  likewife  upon  liis 
IindiHijin  N'urth  Wales;  coinbints  himfclf  with  Richard 
Nevik,  Earl  of  Salifbury,  fecond  Ton  to  Ralph,  tarl  of 
Wtftmoreland,  (whole  dauceter  Im  liad  married),  and 
\vul(  Richard  Ncvile  (che  ton)  £arl  of  Warwick,  witli  o- 
tlicr  liis  efpe  ill  friends  ;  wicli  whom  he  confults  for  the 
re  oniiation  of  the  Rovtriinier.t.  atter  he  had  complained 
of  the  great  difiirders  cliLrein  ;  lavmq  the  blame,  Jor  t'h.c 
lots  of  NonnanUv,  uptm  the  Duke  of  ijomcrlet  ;  whom, 
iiponhis"  returning  thence,  he  caufetl  to  be  arrclleil,  and 
epuimitted.' 
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Xll. 

Love  and  aJIianceliad  rnoft  firmly  joia'd 
Unto  liis  part  that  mighty  family. 
The  far  diftended  flock  of  Nevil's  kind  ; 
Great  by  their  many-iffu'd  progeny  ; 
Eat  greater  by  their  worth  that  clearly  (hin'd, 
And  gave  fair  light  to  their  nobility; 
So  that  each  corner  of  the  land  became 
Enrich'd  with  fome  great  worthy  of  that  name. 
xiu. 

But  greatcft  in  renown  doth  Wrrwlck  fit ; 
That  brave  king-maker,  Warwick,  fo  far  grown 
In  grace  with  Fortune,  that  he  governs  it, 
And  monarchs  makes;  and  made,  again  putsdown; 
What  revolutions  his  firfl-moving  wit 
Here  brought  about,  are  more  than  too  well  known; 
The  fatal  kiridle-fire  of  thofe  hot  days; 
Whofe  wc.  th  1  may,  whofe  work  J  cannot  praife. 

XIV. 

With  him,  with  Richard  Earl  of  Salifbury, 
Courtney  and  Brooke,  and  other  his  dear  friends. 
He  intimatts  his  mind  ;  and  openly 
The  prelent  bad  proceedings  difcommends; 
Laments  the  flate,  the  people's  mifery, 
And  (iha:  which  fuch  a  pitier  fcldom  mends) 
OpprefTiori,  that  fiiarp  two-edged  fword, 
That  others  vi^ounds,  and  Vi'ounds  likev/ife  his  lord. 

XV. 

<'  My  lords,"  faith  he,  "  how  things  arc  car- 
'•  ry'd  here, 
"  III  this  corrupted  flate,  you  plainly  fee  ; 
"  What  burden  our  abufed  ihoulder*  bear, 
"  Charg'd  with  the  weight  of  imbecility  : 
"  And  in  what  hafc  accojnt  all  we  apjjcar, 
'•  That  fland  without  her  grace  that  all  mull  be  ; 
"  And  who  they  be,  aiid  how  their  courfe  fucceeds, 
"  Our  fliarne   reports,   and   time   bewrays  their 
XVI.  [deeds. 

"  Anjou  and  Main,  (the  maim  that  foul  appears; 
I  *'  Th'  eternal  fear  of  cur  difmcmber'd  laud) 
"  Guien,  all  lofl ;  that  did  three  hundred  years 
"  Keniain  lubjeded  under  our  command. 
*'  From  whence,  methiiiks,  there  founds  unto  our 
"  ears  [hand 

"  The  voice  of  thofe  dear  ghofls,  whofe  living 
"  Got  it  with  f-.veat,  and  kept  it  with  their  blood, 
"  To  do  US  (tbanklefs  us)  their  ofTtpriEg  good  : 

XVil. 

"  And   feem   tc  cry.  What!  can  you  thus  be- 
"  hold 
"  Their  hateful  feet  upon  our  graves  fliould  tread  ? 
'■  Your  fathers' graves ;  who  glorioufly  did  hold 
"  That  which  your  fljame  hath  left  recovered  ; 
"  Redeem  our  tombs,  O  fpirits  too  too  cold  ; 
"  Pull  back  thefe  tow'rs  our  arms  have  honoured: 
"  Thefe  tow'rs  are  your's  :   thefe  forts  we   built 
"  for  you  :  [due. 

"  Thefe  walls  do  bear  our  names,  and  are  your 
xviu. 
"  Thus  well  they  may  upbraid  our  wretchednefs^ 
"  V/hilfl  we  (as  if  at  league  with  infamy) 
"  Riot  away  for  nought  whole  provinces ; 
"   Give  up  as  nothing  v»'orth  all  Normandy; 
''  Traffic  important  holds,  fell  fortreffi-s 
j  ''  bo  long,  th.u  nought  is  left  but  mifery, 
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"  Poor  Calais,  and  thefe  water-walls  about, 
"  That  bal'cly  pound  lis  in  from  breaking  out. 

XIX. 

"  And  (which  is  worfe)  I  fear  we   fliall  in  th' 
"  end 
"  (Thrown  from  the  glory  of  invading  war) 
"  Be  forc'd  our  proper  limits  to  defend  ; 
"  Wherever  men  are  not  the  fame  they  are  ; 
"  The  hope  of  conqueli:  doth  their  fpirits  extend 
"   Beyond  the  ufual  powVs  of  valour  far. 
"   For  more  is  he  that  ventureth  for  more, 
"  Than  who  fights  but  for  what  he  had  before. 

XX. 

*'  Put  to  your  hands,  therefore,  to  refcue  now 
"  Th'  endanger'd  flate  (dear  lords)  from  this  dif- 
"  And  let  us  in  our  honour  labour  now     [grace  ; 
"  To  bring  this  fcorned  land  in  better  cafe. 
"  No  doubt  but  God  our  adlion  will  allow, 
"  That  knows  my  right,  and  how  they  rule  the 

"  place, 
"  Whofe  weaknefs  calls  up  our  unwillingnefs, 
"  As  op'ning  ev'n  the  door  to  our  redrefs. 

XXI. 

"  Though  I  proteft,  it  is  not  for  a  crown 
"  My  foul  is  mov'd ;  (yet  if  it  be  my  right, 
"  I  have  no  reafon  to  refufe  mine  own) 
"  But  only  thefe  indignities  to  right. 
"  And  what  if  God  (whofe  judgments  are  un- 

"  known) 
*'  Hath  me  ordain'd  the  man ;  that  by  my  might 
"  My  country  (hall  bebleft  ?  If  fo  it  be  ; 
"  By  helping  me,  you  raife  yourfelves  with  me." 

XXII. 

Thofe  in  whom  zeal  and  amity  had  bred 
A  fore-impreflion  of  the  right  he  had, 
Thefe  ftirring  words  fo  much  encourao-ed, 
That  (with  defire  of  innovation  mad) 
They  feem'd  to  run  afore,  not  to  be  led, 
And  to  his  fire  do  quicker  fuel  add  : 
For  where  fuch  humours  are  prepar'd  before, 
The  op'ning  them  makes  them  abound  the  more. 

XXI II. 

Then  counfel  take  they,  fitting  their  defire  : 
(For  nought  that  fits  not  their  defire  is  weigh'd) 
The  (d)  duke  is  firait  advifed  to  retire 
Into  the  bounds  of  Wales,  to  levy  aid  : 
Which,  under  fmooth  pretence,  he  doth  require; 
T'  amove  fuch  perfons  as  the  ftate  betray'd, 
And  to  redrefs  th"  oppreffion  of  the  land  : 
The  charm  which  weaknefs  feldom  doth  withftand. 

XXIV. 

Ten  thoufand  firait  caught  with  this  bait   of 
Are  towards  greater  look'd-for  forces  led  ;  [breath, 
Whofe  pow'r  the  king  by  all  means  travaiieth, 
In  their  arifing  to  have  ruined  : 

n.'-^il  T^^  ^"^^  "^  ^"'■'^  raifeth  an  army  in  the  Marclies 
u^.,.^,  ;■'"""  ^'^^^"^^  '"  remove -divers  couiifellorsa- 
Dout  the  king;  and  to  revenjjethe  manireit  injuries  done 
r?J\-  commonwea  rh  :    ;,nd  withal  he   pnbHiheth  a  de- 

cramenc,  to  have  heen  ever  true  liesre-rr.an  fo  the  kinc. 
and  fo  ever  to  continue.  Which  declaration  was  writtei 
tirom   h,s   cajlle  ut  t.udlow,   Janu.fy  9.    anno  reen  %o 

miceo  v".,!..  1  '"i"*',''  '""^'•'J'  the  Marches;  but  the 
London.  °     ""'"  "■'»''   =^'"'  '-^'^'^   I'P. towards 


But  their  preventing  head  fo  compafretb, 
That  all  ambufhments  warily  are  fled  ; 
Refufing  ought  to  liazard  by  the  way, 
Keeping  his  greatnefs  for  a  greater  day. 

XXV. 

And  to  the  city  firait  dire(?l:s  his  courfe  ; 
The  city,  feat  of  kings,  and  king's  chief  grace  ! 
Where  liaving  found  his  entertainment  worfe 
By  far  than  he  expefled  in  that  place; 
Much  difappointed,  draws  from  thence  his  force, 
And  towaras  better  truft  marcheth  apace  ; 
And  down  in  Kent,  (^fatal  for  difcontents) 
Near  to  thy  banks,  fair  Thamesdoth  j^itch  his  tents. 

XXVI. 

And  there,  intrench'd,  plants  his  artillery  ; 
Artillery,  th'  infernal  (e)  inftrument 
New  brought  from  hell,  to  fcourge  mortality 
With  hideous  roaring  and  aftonifhment. 
Engine  of  horror  !  fram'd  to  terrify 
And  tear  the  earth,  and  llrongeft  tow'rs  to  rent : 
Torment  of  thunder  !  made  to  niockthe  fkies, 
As  more  of  pow'r  in  our  calamities, 

XXVII. 

If  that  firfl:  fire  fubtle  Prometheus  brought, 
Stol'n  out  of  heav'n  did  fo  afHrdl  mankind. 
That  ever  fince  plagu'd  with  a  curious  thought 
Of  flirring  fearch,  could  never  quiet  find  ; 
What  hath  he  done,  who  now  by  fte.-ilth  hath  got 
Lightning  and  thunder  both,  in  wond'rous  kind  ? 
What  plague  deferves  fo  proud  an  enterprife:' 
Tell,  mufe  ;  and  how  it  came ;  and  in  what  wife. 

XXVIII. 

It  was  the  time  when  fair  (/)  Europa  fat 
With  many  goodly  diadems  addrefs'd. 
And  all  her  patts  (in  flourifhing  eftate) 
Lay  beautiful,  in  order,  at  their  reft. 
No  fwelling  member,  unproportionate, 
Grown  out  of  form,  fought  to  difturh  the  reft  : 
The  lefi  fubfifting  by  the  greater's  might ; 
The  greater  by  the  leffer  kept  upright. 

XXIX. 

No  noife  of  tumult  ever  wak'd  them  all ; 
Only  perhaps  fome  private  jar  within, 
For  titles,  or  for  confine*,  might  befal ; 
Which  ended,  foon  made  better  love  be<Tin  ; 
But  no  eruption  did  in  general 
Break  down  their  reft  with  univerfal  fin  : 
No  public  fhock  disjointed  this  fair  frame, 
Till  Nemefis  from  out  the  Orient  came  ; 

XXX. 

Fierce  Nemefis,  mother  of  Fate  and  change  ! 
Sword-bearer  of  th'  eternal  Providence  I 
(That  had  fo  long  with  fuch  afHidtions  firange 
Confounded  Afia's  proud  magnificence, 

(e)  The  iif-:  of  j^uns,  and  jreat  ordnance,  becan  about 
this  time,  or  not  long  before. 

(fj  This  principal  part  of  tiirope,  vvliieh  contained  the 
moll  flour. Ihm;;  itacc  of  Chrirtendom,  was  at  this  time 
in  the  hands  of  many  fcveral  princes  and  commonwealths, 
which  quictjy  t;overned  the  faine  :  For  being  fo  many,  and 
none  over  grejt,  they  were  lets  attemptive  to  dltiurb  o- 
thers.  and  more  careful  to  keep  their  own,  with  a  mutual 
correlponuence  of  amity,  ,1s  Italy  had  then  many  more 
princip-ilities  and  coir,monwea!tIis  than  it  hath;  Spain 
was  divided  into  many  kingdoms:  France  conlitted  of  di- 
vers irce  i  ruices.  Eoth  the  Germaniea,  of  many  mors 
goveriimimtB. 
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And  brought  foul  impious  barbarifni  to  range 
On  all  the  glory  of  h^r  excellence) 
Turns  her  Item  look  at  laft  unto  the  Weft, 
As  gricv'd  to  fee  on  earth  fi.ch  happy  reft. 

XXXI. 

And  for  Pandora  calltth  prefently  ; 
Pandora,  Jove's  fair  gift,  thai  firft  deceiv'd 
Poor  I.pimetheus  imbecility, 
That  thought  he  had  a  wond'rous  boon  receiv'd; 
By  means  whereof  curious  mortality 
Wa    of  all  former  quiet  quite  bereav'd  : 
To  whom  b'ing  come,  deck'd  with  all  qualities, 
The  wrathful  goddefs  breaks  out  in  this  wife  : 
xxxn. 

*'  Doft  thou  not  fee  in  what  fecure  eflate 
•'  Thofe  flnurifhing  fair  Wtflern  parts  remain  ? 
"   As  if  they  had  niaile  covenant  with  fate, 
*'  Tr  be  I  xempreil  free  from  others  pain  ; 
*'  At  c-ne  with  their  defires.  friend"  wi;h  deba'e; 
''  In  peacewith  pride,  con'enr  withtheirown  gain  ; 
•'  1  heir  b-unds  contain  their  minds,   their  minds 

"  apply '<' 

"  To  have  their  bounds  with  plenty  beautify'd. 

XXX]  II. 

*'  Devotion  fmotber  of  obedience) 
*•  B-  ars  fuch  a  hand  on  their  credulity, 
*'  That  it  abates  the  fpirit  of  eminence, 
•'  And  bufics  them  with  humbie  piety. 
"  For  fee  what  works,  what  ii  finite  eipence, 
"  What  monuments  of  zeal  they  edify  ! 
'*  As  if  they  would  (fo  tha;  no  flop  were  found) 
"  Fill  all  with  ten:ples  make  all  holy  ground. 

XXXIV. 

"  But  v/e  muft.  cool  this  all-believing  zeal, 
"  That  hath  enjoy'd  ic  fair  a  ti-rn  fo  lorg; 
"  And  other  revolutions  mufl  reveal, 
"  Other  defires,  ether  defigns  among  : 
«  D  flike  of  this  firft  by  degrees  {Hall  fteal 
"  Upon  the  fouls  of  men,  perluaded  v  rong  ; 
"  And  that  abufed   (g)   pow'r  which   thus  hath 

"  wrought, 
"  Shall  give  herfelf  the  fword  to  cut  her  throat. 

XXXV, 
"  Go  therefore  thou,  with  all  thy  flirring  train 
•*  Of  fwelling  fciences,  the  gifts  of  grief; 
•*■  Gn  loofe  the  link<  of  that  foul-binding  chain, 
"  Enlarge  this  uninquifjfive  bel'.ef ; 
**  Cal   up  men's  fpirits,  that  fimplenefs  retain  ; 
"  Enter   their  hearts,  and  knmvledge  make   the 
"   i  o  open  all  the  doors,  to  let  in  light ;         fthief, 
"  ■]  hat  all  may  all  things  fee,  but  what  is  right. 
jIxxvi. 

"  Opinion  arm  againft  (pinion  grown  ; 
•'  Make  new-born  conrradid.ion  fiill  to  rife, 
"  As  if  Thebes   founder  (Cadmus)   tongues  had 

"  fcwn 
•*  Inflead  of  teeth   for  greater  nuitinies. 
*'  Bring  new-defended  faith  againft  iaith  known ; 
"  'Weary  the  fcul  with  cot  trarieties; 
"  Till  all  religion  become  retrogade, 
"  And  that  fair  'tire  the  m.aflc  of  fin  be  made, 
xxxvii. 

*'  And  better  to  effcii  a  fpecdy  end, 
"  Let  there  be  found  two  fatal  inftnmients ; 

(g)  The  Church. 
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"  The  one  to  publifh,  tb'  other  to  defend 
"  Impious  contention,  and  proud  difcontents  * 
"  Make,  that  inftamped  chara<fter<  may  fend 
"  Abroad  to  thonfand,=,  thoufand  men's  intent; 
"  And  in  a  moment  may  difpatch  much  more, 
"  Than  could  a  world  of  pens  perfoim  before, 
xxxvm. 
"  Whereby  all  quarrels,  titles,  fecrecies, 
"  May  unto  all  be  prefently  made  known  ; 
"  Fa(5lions  prepar'd,  parties  allur'd  to  rife; 
"  Sedition  under  fair  pretenfions  fown 
"  Whereby  the  vulgar  may  become  fo  wife, 
"  That  (with  a  felf-prefumption  over-grown) 
"  They  may  of  deepeft  myfteries  debate, 
"  Control  their  betters,  cenfure  adls  of  ftate. 

XXXIX. 

"  And  then  when  this  d^fperfed  mifchief  fhalT 
"  Have  brought  confufion  in  each  myftery, 
"  Call'd  up  contempt  of  flates  in  general, 
!  "  Ripen'd  the  humour  of  im>  iety  ; 
"  Then  have  they  th'  other  engine,  wherewithal 
"  They  may  torment  their  fc'f-wrought  mifery, 
"  And  fcourge  each  other  in  fo  ftrange  a  wife, 
"  As  time  or  ty^antt  never  could  devife. 

XL. 

"  For  by  this  ftratagem  they  (hall  confound 
"  All  th'  ancient  form  ami  difcipline  of  war  ; 
"  Altertht  ir  cam.pi,  alter  their  fights,  their  ground; 
"  Daunt  mighty  fpirits, prowtf';  and  manhood  mar: 
"  For  bafefl  cowards  from  a-far  fhaU  wound 
■'  The  moft  courageous,  forc'd  to  fij^l't  a-far; 
"  Valour  wrapt  up  in  fmoke  (as  in  the  night) 
"  Shall  perifh  without  witnefs,  without  fight. 

XLI. 

"  Bur  firft,  before  this  general  difeafe 
"  Break  forth  into  fo  great  extremity, 
"  Prepare  it  by  degrees  :   Firft  kill  this  cafe. 
"  Spoil  this  proportion ;  mar  this  harmony  : 
"  Make  (/i)  greater  flates  upon  the  leffer  feizc; 
"  Join  many  kingdoms  to  ine  fov'rejgnty  : 
"  Raife   a  fev/   great,   that  may    (with    greater 

"  pow'r) 
"'  Slaughter  each  other  and  mankind  devour. 
xi.ir. 

"  And  firft  begin  with  fadtion?  to  divide 
"  The  faireft  larid;  that  from  her  thrufts  the  reftg 
"  As  if  fhe  car'd  not  for  the  world  befide  : 
"  A  world  within  herfelf,  with  wonders  bleft! 
"  Raife  fuch  a  ftrife  as  time  fhall  not  decide, 
"  Till  the  dear  blood  of  moft  of  all  her  beft 
"'  Be  poured  forth;   and  all  her  leople  tofs''i 
"  With  unkind  tumults,  and  almoft  all  loft. 

XL  HI. 

"  I.et  her  be  made  the  fable  ftage,  whereon 
"  Shall  firft  be  aded  bloody  tragedies; 
"  That  all  the  neighbour  ftate«  gazing  thereon, 
"  May  make  their  profit  by  hei*  mifcries  : 
"  And  thofe  whom  fhe  before  had  march'd  upon,' 
"  (Having  by  this  both  time  and  mean  to  rife) 
"  Made  martial  by  her  arms,  fhall  gn.w  fo  great, 
"  A«  (^fave  their  own)  no  force  ftiail  them  defeat,' 

XLIV. 

"  Then  when  their  pow'r,  unable  to  fuftain 
"  And  bear  itfelf,  upon  itfclf  fhall  fall, 

ib)  The  aiany  jtatee  of  ChriRendom  reducecJrto  a  few,- 
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tS) 


'<  She  m.T.y  (recoverM  of  her  wounds  again) 

"  Sit  and  bihold  their  p:urts  as  tragical. 

"  For  there  inu!l  come  a  time,  that  fhall  obtain 

"  Truce   for   diftrel's;  when  make-peace  Hymen 

"  niall 
"  Bring  the  conjoined  adverfe  pow'rstobed, 
"  And  let  the  crov/n  (made  one)  upon  one  head, 
xi.v. 
"  Out  of  which  bleffed  union  fliall  arifc 
"  A  facred  branch,  (with  grace  and  glory  bicfl) 
"  Whofe  virrue  fhall  her  land  fo  patrouife, 
"  As  aH  our  pow'r  Iball  not  her  days  moled  : 
*'  For  flie  (fair  fhe)  the  minion  of  the  ikies, 
"  Shall  purchafe  (of  the  high'ft)  to  hcr'ol'uch  reft, 
*'  (Standinj^   between  the  wrath    of  heav'n  and 

"  them) 
*'  As  no  dillrefs  Ihall  touch  her  diadem  : 

XLVf, 

,    "  And  from  the  rocks  of  fafety  fhall  defcry 

•'  The  wondrous  w'eck^  that  wrath  lays  ruined  : 

"  All  round  about  her  blood  and  mifery  ; 

"  Powers  betray'd,  princes  fiain,  kings  mafTacred  ; 

"  StaieisU  confus'd,  brought  to  calamity, 

"  And  all  the  face  of  kingdoms  altered  : 

"  Yet  ihe  the  fame  inviolable  {lands, 

*'  Dear  to  her  ©wn,  wonder  to  other  lands. 

XI.VII. 

"  But  let  not  her  defence  difcourage  thee, 
*  For  never  one  but  fhe  fliall  have  thi^  grace, 
"  From  all  diflurbs  to  be  Cq  long  kept  free, 
"  And  with  fuch  glory  t»  difcharge  that  place. 
"  And  therefore,  if  by  fuch  a  pow'r  thou  be 
"  Stopt  of  thy  courfe  ;  reckon  it  no  difgrace  ; 
"  Sith  fhe  alone  (b'ing  privileg''d' from  high) 
"  Hath  this  large  patent  of  her  dignity." 

XLVIU. 

This  charge  the  goddefs  gave — V/hen  ready 
flrait 
The  fubtle  meifemr'-r,  accompany'd 
With  all  her  ere-/  of  arts  that  on  her  wait, 
Haftes  to  effei-t  what  fhe  was  counfelled  : 
And  out  fha  pours  of  her  immenfc  conceit. 
Upon  fu';<"i  fearching  fpirits  as  travailed 
In  perforating  hidden  fecrectes  ; 
Wh'j  foon  thcfe  means  of  mifery  devife. 

■     .      ;,  XLir. 

And  boldly  breaking  with  rebellions  mind 
Into  their  mother's  clofe-lock'd  treafury, 
'They  minerals  combuftible  do  find, 
Which  (in  flopt  concaves  placed  cunningly) 
They  (ire  :  And  fire  imprifon'd  againft  kind, 
Tears  out  a  way,  thrufts  out  his  enemy  ; 
Barking  with  fuch  a  horror,  as  if  v;roth 
With  man,  that  wVongs  himfelf  and  nature  both. 

h. 
.  And  this  beginning  had  this  curfed  frame, 
Which  (i)   York  nov/  planted  hath   againfl  his 

Prefuming-  by  his  pow'r,  and  by  the  fame. 
His  purpofs  unto  good  effeft  to  bring ; 

;  ft)  The  Duke  of  York  being  not  admittedinto  the  city, 
patfed  over  Kincfton-bricl>:;e,  and  fo  into,  Kent ;  arid  on 
Brent  heath,  near  Dartibnl,  [.itch'd  liis  tielU.  The  Kins 
niake»  after,  and  embattel'd  upon  Blackheath  :  From 
Whence  he  fends  the  Blihops  of  Winchester  and  fjy,  with 
^A  tarh  of  Ealiftury  ,-,nii  Vvarwkk,  ts  r-saiaSe  apsace/ 


When  divers  of  the  gravefl  council  came,. 
Sent  from  the  king,  to  underfland  what  thing 
Hid  thruH  him  into  thefe  pioceedings  bad; 
And  what  he  fought,  and  what  intent  he  had. 

LI. 

Who  with  words  mildly-fharp,  gently-fevere, 
Wrought  on  thofe   wounds  that  mufl  be  tuuch'tj 

with  heed;, 
Applying  rather  falves  of  hope  than,  fear, 
Lefi  corrofive.s  fhould  defp'ra  e  mifchiefs  breed. 
"  And  what,  my  Lord,  (faid  they)  fliould  move 

"  you  here, 
"  In  this  unfcemiy  manner  to  proceed  ? 
"  Whofe  worth  b'ing  fuch  as  all  the  land  admire^' 
"  Hath  fairer  ways  than  thefe  to  your  defires. 
Lii.  . 

"  Will  you  whofe  means,  whofe  many  friendsj' 
"  whofe  grace 
"  Can  work  the  world  in  peace  unto  your  will, 
'.'  Take  fuch  a  courfe  as  (hall  your  blood  deface,    , 
"  And  make  (by  handling  bad)  a  good  caufe  ill  J 
"  How  many  hearts  hazard  you  in  this  cafe, 
"    That  in  all  quiet  plots  would  aid  you  flill  ? 
"  Hiving  in  court  a  party  far  more  ftrong 
"  Than  you  conceive,  prefs'd  to    redrefs    your 

"  wrong. 

LIII. 

"  Fie  !  fie  !  forfake  thi'  hateful  courfe,  my  Lord^ 
"  Down  with  thefe  arms,  that  will   but  wound 

"  your  caufe.  .  , 

"  What  pqace  may  do,  hazard  not  with  the  fword  5 
"  l,ay  down  the  force  that  from  your  force  with- 

"  draws; 
"  And  yield  :  And  w?  will  mediate  fuch  accord, 
"  As  fhall  difpcnfe  with  rigor  and  the  laws ; 
"  And  interpofe.this  fulemn  faith  of  our 
"  Betv/ixt  your  fault  and  the  ofiisnded  ^ow'r. 

Which  engines  of  protefts,  and  proffers  &in^,' 
,  Urg'J  out  of  feeming  grref  and  fliews  of  love, 
So  fliook  the  wh  'ie  (^)  foundation  of  his  mindj 
As  they  did, all  his  refohuion  move; 
And  preient  feem'd  tinto  their  courfe  inclin'd. 
So  that  the  kin*  would  (/)  Somerfet,  remove  ; 
The  man,  whole  nioft  intolerable  pride 
Trod  down  his  worth,  and  ail  good  hieii'sbelidea 

LV. 

Which  they  there  vow'd  fliould  pr'efently  fcc 

done. 
For  what  will  ret  peace-lovers  willing  grant. 
Where  dangVous  events  depend  tliereon, 
'\nd  nicn  unf'jrniih'd   and  the  k'dte  in  want .' 
And  if  with  words  the  conquefl:  will  be  wun,  ,     « 
The   coll  is  fmall :     And    who  holds  breath  f*^ 

fcant, 
As.  then  to  fpare,  though  wifh  indignity  ? 
"  Better  defcend,  than  end  in  majelly." 

;      ^■^^'' .  '■        -  . 

A,nd  hereupon  the  duke  dffolves  his  forcCj' 
Submits  him  to  the  king  on  public  vow  ; 

(i)  And  finding  the  Kentii'a  roen  ret  to  ^.nfwer  his  ex-» 
peclation,  and  the    Kinj^'s    fo.ces  far  more  -than  hia;   he 


wiiliiiglv  ciintleicenila  to  cuiulitioiis  of  peace, 

(.';  Edn'uriJ  Uiike  of  Sonicrfet,  (jf  tlie  Houfe  of  Lsn<.af 
tefi^defeended  from  John  o.'  Gaunt,  was  the  e.pecial  O^** 
;  anainitTvlxein  k";  t:reten4e(i  his  quarrel..  ____. 

i.  iiij 
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The  rather  too  prefuming  or  tiiis  courfe, 
For  that  his  fon,  the  earl  of  March,  was  now 
With  mightier  pow'rs  abroad  ;  which  would  en- 
force 
His  peace  ;  which  elfe  the  kinjj  would  not  allow. 
For  feeing  not  all  of  him  in  him  lie  hath. 
His  dearh  would  but  give  life  to  greater  wrath. 

LVII. 

Yet  coming  to  the  king,  in  former  place 
(His  foe)  the  duke  of  Somcifct  he  finds  ; 
Whom  openly  reproaching  to  his  face, 
He  charg'd  with  treafon  in  the  higheft  kinds. 
The  duke  returns  like  fpcccliesof  difgrace  ; 
And  fiery  words  bewray '<!  their  flan.ing  minds  : 
But  yet  the  trial  was  for  them  deferr'd, 
Till  fitter  time  allow'd  it  to  be  heard. 
Lvm. 

At  Weftminfler  a  council  fummaned, 
Delibeiates  what  cOurfe  the  caufe  fliould  end 
Of  th'  aj  prehended  Duke  of  York  ;  whofe  head 
Doth  now  on  others  doubtful  breath  depend. 
Law  fiercely  urg'd  his  acjt,  and  foimd  liim  dead ; 
Friends  fail'd  to  fpeak,  where  they  could  not  de- 
Only  the  king  himfelf  for  mercy  flood ;       [fend  : 
As  prodigal  of  life,  niggard  of  blood. 

LIX. 

And  as  if  angry  with  the  laws  of  death, 
"  Ah  1    why  fliould  you,  faid  he,  urge  things  fo 

"  far  ? 
"  You,  that  inur'd  with  mercenary  breath, 
"  And  hired  tongue,  fo  peremptory  are  ; 
"  Braving  on  him  whom  fcrrow  proflratcth  : 
"  As  if  you  did  with  poor  afflidlion  war, 
"  And  prey  on  frailty  folly  hath  betray'd  : 
"  Bringing  the  laws  to  wound,  never  to  aid. 

LX. 

"  Difpenfe  fometimes  with  fiern  feverity  ; 
"  Make  not  the  laws  flill  traps  to  appreherxl  : 
"  Win  grace  upon  the  bad  with  clemency  ; 
"  Mercy  may  mend,  whom  malice  made  offend. 
"  Death  gives  no  thanks,  but  checks  authority ; 
'•  And  life  doth  only  majcfty  commend. 
"  Revenge  dies  not ;  rigor  begets  new  wrath  : 
"  And  blood  hath  never  glory;  mercy  hath. 

LXI. 

"  And  for  my  part,   (and  my  part  flioulJ  be 
"  chief) 
"  I  am  mod  willing  to  rcftore  his  ftate  ; 
"  And  rather  had  I  win  him  with  relief, 
"  Than  lofe   him  with   defpite,    and  get    more 

"  hate. 
"  Pity  draws  love  :   Bloodihed  is  nature's  grief: 
"  Companion  follows  the  unfortunate  ; 
"  And  lofing  him,  in  him  I  lofe  my  pow'r. 
"  We  rule  who  live — The  dead  are  none  of  our. 

LXIl. 

"  And  ftiould  our  rigour  lefTen  then  the  fame, 
'^  Which  we  with  greater  glory  fliould  retain  ? 
"  No  ;  let  him  live — His  life  mufl:  give  us  fame ; 
"  The  child  of  mercy  newly  born  again. 
"  As  often  burials  are  phylician's  fhamc; 
•'  So  many  deaths  argue  a  king's  hard  reign. 
"  Why  fhould  we  fay,  'i'ht  law   mull  have   hef 

"  vigour  ? 
"  The  law  kills  him ;  but  quits  not  us  of  rigour  ? 


OF   DANIEL. 

Lxni. 
"  You,  to  get  mere  preferment  by  your  wit,    , 
"  Others  to  gain  the  fpoils  of  mifery, 
"  Labour  with  all  your  pow'r  to  follow  it ; 
"  Shewing  us  fears,  to  draw  on  cruelty. 
"  You  urge  th'  offence,  not  tell  us  what  is  fit ; 
"  Abufing  wrong-informed  majefty; 
"  As  if  our  pow'r  were  only  but  to  flay ; 
"  And  that  to  fave  were  a  mofl:  dang'rous  way." 

LXIV. 

Thus  out  of  pity  fpake  that  holy  king; 
Whom  mild  aff'cc^ions  led  to  hope  the  beft^ : 
When  Somerfet  began  to  urge  the  thing 
With  words  of  hotter  temper,  thus  exprefl : 
"  Dear  fov'rcign  lord,  the  caufe  in  msnaging 
"  Is  more  than  yours ;  't  imports  the  ptiblic  refl, 
"  We  all  have  part ;  it  toucheth  al!  pur  good  :      , 
"  And  life's  ill  fpar'd,  that's  fpair'd  to  coft  more 
"  blood. 

"  Companion  here  is  crueJty,  my  lord  '. 
"  Pity  will  cut  our  throats,  for  faving  fo. 
"  What  benefit  enjoy  we  by  the  fword, 
"  If  mifchief  fliall  efcape  to  draw  on  mo  ? 
"  Why  fliould  we  give  what  law  cannot  afford  , 
"  To  b'  acceflaries  to  our  proper  wbe  ? 
"  Wifdom  mufl  judge  'twixt  men  apt  to-amend; 
"  And  minds  incurable,  born  to  offend, 
ixvi. 

"  Tt  is  no  private  caufe,  I  do  proteft, 
"  That  moves  me  thus  to  profecute  this  deed  : 
"  Would  God  his  blood  and  mine  had  well  releas'd 
"  The  dangers  that  his  pride  is  like  to  breed. 
"  Although  at  me  he  feems  to  have  addrefs'd 
"  His  fpite  ;  'tis  not  the  end  he  hath  decreed. 
"  I  am  not  he  alone  he  doth  purfue  : 
"  But  thorough  me,  he  means  to  fhoot  at  you.- 

I-XVII. 

"  For  thus  thefe  great  reformers  of  a  ftate, 
"  Afpiring  to  attain  the  government, 
"  Still  take  advantage  of  the  people's  hate,. 
"  Who  ever  hate  fuch  as  are  eminent. 
"  (For  who  can  great  affairs  negociate, 
"  And  all  a  wayward  multitude  content?) 
"  And  then  thefe  people-minions,  they  mud  fall 
"  To  work  out  us,  to  work  themfelvcs  int'  all. 
i.xvni. 

"  But  note,  my  l4^rll,  firft  who  is  in  your  hand  ; 
"  Then  how  he  hath  offended;  wliat's  his  end. 
"  It  js. the  man,  whofe  race  would  feem  to  fl„nd 
"  Before  your  right,  and  doth  w  right  pretend  : 
"  Who  (tVaitor-like)  hath  lais'd  a  mighty  band, 
"  With  colour,  your  proceedings  to  amend  : 
"  Which  if  it  fliould  have  happcn'd  to  fucceed, 
"  You  had  not  now  fat  to  adjudge  his  deed. 

I.XIX. 

"  If  oftentimes  the  pcribn,  not  th'  offence, 
"  Have  been  fufllci'.nt  caufe  of  death  to  fonic, 
"  Where  public  fafety  puts  in  evidence 
"  Of  mifchief,  likely  by  their  life  to  come; 
"  Shall  he,  whofe  fortune  and  his  irifolence, 
"  Have  both  deferv'd  to  ^ie,  efcape  that  doom  • 
"  When  you    fliall  fave  your  land,   your  crown' 

"thereby; 
'•  And  fince  you  cannot  live,  unlefs  he  die  ?" 
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Succours  from  far  come  feldom  to  our  mind  ; 

"  For  who  holds  league  with  Neptune  and  the 


Thus  fpake  th'  aggrieved  dales,   that   gravely 
favv 
Th'  incompatible  pow'rs  of  princes  minds ; 
And  what  afflidtion  his  efcape  mii'ht  draw 
Unto  the  ftate,  and  people  of  all  kinds  : 
And  yet  the  humble  yielding,  :md  the  awe 
Which  (w)  York  there  Ihew'd,  fo  good  opinion 

finds, 
That  (with  the  rumour  of  his  fon's  great  flrength, 
And  French  affairs)  he  there  came  quit  at  length, 

LXXI. 

For  ev'n  the  fear  t'  exafperate  the  heat 
Of  th'  Earl  of  March,  whofe  forward  youth  and 

might 
Well  follow'd  feem'd  a  proud  revenge  to  threat, 
If  any  Ihame  fliould  on  his  father  light ; 
And  then  defire  in  Gafcoign  to  re-get 
The  glory  loft,  which  home-broils  liinder  might, 
Advantaged  the  duke,  and  fav'd  his  head. 
Which  queftionlefs  had  elfe  been  hazarded. 

IXXII. 

For  now  had  («)  Bourdeaux  offer'd  (upon  aid) 
Prefent  revolt,  if  we  Would  fend  with  fpced  : 
Which  fair  advantage  to  have  then  dclay'd 
Upon  fuch  hopes,  had  been  a  fhameful  deed. 
And  therefore  this  all  other  courfes  ftay'd. 
And  outwardly  thefe  inward  hates  agreed. 
Giving  an  interpaufe  to  pride  and  fpiie  ; 
Which  breath'd  but  to  break  out  with  gteater 
might. 

LXXIII. 

Whilft  dreadful  Talbot,  terror  late  of  France, 
Againft  the  genius  of  our  fortune  ftrove. 
The  down-thrown  glory  of  our  flate  t'  advance  ; 
Where  France  far  more  than  France  he  now  doth 

prove  i 
For  friends,  opinion,  and  fucceeding  chance, 
(Which  wrought  the  weak  to  yield,  the  flrong  to 

love) 
Were  not  the  fame  that  he  had  found  before 
In  happier  times,  when  lefs  would  have  done  more, 
txxiv. 
For  both  the  (o)  Britain  and  Burgonian  now 
Came  alter'd  with  our  luck,  and  won  with  theirs. 
Thofe  bridges,  and  the  gates  that  did  allow 
So  eafy  paffage  utito  our  affairs  ; 
Judging  it  fafer  to  endeavour  how 
To  link  with  ftrength,  than  lean  unto  defpairs. 
"  And  who  wants  friends  to  back  what  he  begins, 
"  In  lands  far  off  gets  not,  although  he  wins." 

LXXV. 

Which  too  well  prov'd  this  fatal  enterprife, 
Tte  laft  that  loft  us  all  we  had  to  lofe  ; 
Where,  thougli  advantag'd  by  fonie  mutinies, 
And  petty  lords  that  in  our  caufe  arofe  ; 
Yet  thofe  great  fail'd,  whofe  ready,  quick  fupplics, 
Ever  at  hand,  chetr'd  us,  and  qutli'd  our  foes. 


.qo  to  Ills  caflle  iitWip;- 


(m)  TIi:  CuVe  wjs  fufloi'd  to 
more. 

<.•!■  Thecitvof  Bourdeaux  fend  tlifir  anibifr:i(lor<!,  ol- 
lerin^  to  revolt  troin  tiie  French  part,  ir  aid  iruRlit  l)t:  I'cnt 
unto  r'Hm:  Wliereupon  John  Lcrd  I  aUioc,  1-arl  of 
ShrcwflMiry,  was  en-.plovcd  with  a  {uAver  of  ;ooo  men, 
and  iUrpriied  tlie  city  of  Bourdeaux. 

[(i)  Tiie  Dukes  of  Britanny  and  Burpundv  were  "rent 
lueans,  in  times  paft,  for  the  conquering  ol  Fi  ante,     " 


wind?" 

LXXVl. 

Vet  worthy  {p)  Talbot,  thou  did'ft  fo  employ 
The  broken  remnants  of  dif-fcatter'd  pow'r, 
'l  ..at  they  might  fee  it  was  our  deftiny, 
N'. :  want  of  fpirit,  that  loft  us  what  was  our  : 
Thy  dying  hand  fold  them  the  vidlory 
With  fo  dear  wounds,  as  made  the  conqueft  four; 
So  much  it  coft  to  fpoil  who  were  undone, 
And  fuch  ado  to  win  when  they  had  won. 

LXXVU. 

For  as  a  fierce,  courageous  maftiff  fares, 
That  having  once  fure  faften'd  on  his  foe, 
I.ief  tugging  on  that  hold  ;  never  forbears 
W'nat  f  rce  foever  force  him  to  forego  : 
The  more  he  feels  his  wounds,  the  more  he  dares  • 
As  il  his  death  v/ere  fweet,  in  dying  fo  : 
So  held  Jiis  hold  this  lord,  whilft  he  held  breath ; 
And  fc?.rce,  but  with  much  blood,  lets  go  in  deathi 

I.  XXVI II. 

For  though  he  faw  prepar'd  againft  his  fide, 
Botti  unlike  fortune,  and  unequal  force, 
Born  with  the  fwelling  current  of  their  pride 
Down  the  main  ftrgani  of  a  moft  happy  courfe  • 
Yet  ftands  he  ftiff,  undalh'd,  unterrify'd ; 
His  mind  the  fame,  although  his  fortune  worfe  : 
Virtue  in  greateft  dangers  b'lng  beft  fhown ; 
And  though  opprefs'd,  yet  never  overthrown. 

LXXIX. 

Forrefcuing  of  befieg'd  ChatilHon, 
(Where  having  firft  conftrain'd  the  French  to  ily. 
And  following  hard  on  their  confufion) 
Comes  (lo  !)  encounter'd  with  a  ftrong  fupply 
Of  frefli-arriving  pow'rs,  that  back  thruft  on 
Thofe  flying  troops,  another  chance  to  try ; 
Who  double  arm'd,  (with  fhame  and  fury)  ftraia 
To  wreak  their  foil,  and  win  their  fame  again. 

LXXX. 

Which  feeing,  th'  undaunted  Talbot  (with  more 
might 
Of  fpir't  to  will,  than  hands  of  pow'r  to  do) 
Preparing  t'  entertain  a  glorious  fight, 
Cheers  up  his  vveary'd  foldiers  thereunto. 
"  Courage,  faith  he — thofe  braving  troops  in  fio-htj 
"  Are  but  the  fame  that  now  you  did  undo. 
"  And  whri  if  there  be  come  fome  more  than  they? 
"  They  come  to  bring  more  glory  to  the  day. 

LXXSI. 

"  Which  day  muft  either  thruft  us  out  of  all, 
"  Or  all  with  greater  glory  back  reftore. 
"  This  day  your  valiant  worth  adventure  fhall, 
"  For  what  our  land  fiiall  never  fight  for  more  : 
''  If  no  .y  we  fail,  with  us  is  like  to  fall 
"  All  that  renown  vi'hich  we  have  got  before. 
"  This  is  the  laft — if  we  difchargc  the  fame, 
"  The  fame  ftiall  laft  to  our  eternal  fame. 

LXXXII. 

"  Never  had  worthy  men  for  any  facSb 
"  A  moie  fair,  glorious  theatre  than  we; 

(f)  Tlie  Earl  of  ihren-fburv.accoirpanied  with  hi'!  fon,  Sir 
John  Pal  hot.  Lord  Lille,  by  tile  rijilic  of  Uis  v»i,e,  wiMi  the 
Lnnls  -loluic,  HarrinKtr-i,  and  Caineis,  Sir  John  Howard, 
bir  John  Vernon,  and  otiiets,  iccovered  divrs  towns  lu 
Gafcony  ;  amor«it  others,  the  town  and  caltle  of  ChattiUion 
in  Pcngenv,  waicfi  the  French  looij  af£&  uj  licked  ' 


fjo  T  H  E    W  O  R  It  S 

*'  Whereon  true  magjnanimity  might  acS 
*'  Brave  deeds,  which  better  witnefTed  could  be. 
*'  For  lo  1  from  yonder  turrets  yet  unfacic'd, 
"  Your  valiant  fellows  (land  your  worth  to  fee; 
*'  T*  av<>uch  your  valour,ifyou  live  to  gain; 
**  And  if  we  die,  that  we  dy'd  not  in  vain. 

LXXXIII 

*'  And  ev'n  our  foes  (whofe  proud  and  pow'r- 
ful  might 
*  Would  feem  to  fwallow  Up  our  dignity) 
*'  Shall  not  keep  back  the  glory  of  our  right ; 
"  Which  their  confounded  blood  fhall  teftify ; 
"  For  in  their  wounds  our  gory  iVords  fhall  write 
"  The  monuments  of  our  eternity. 
"  For  vile  is  honour,  and  a  title  vain, 
"  The  which  true  worth  and  danger  do  not  gain. 

LXXXIV. 

"  For  they  fnall  fee,  when  we  (in  carelefs  fort) 
^  Shall  throw  nurfelves  on  their  defpifed  fpears; 
"  'Pis  riot  defpair  that  doth  us  fo  tranfport, 
*'  But  ev'n  true  fortitude  that  nothing  fears; 
"  Sith  we  may  well  retire  us  in  fome  fort ; 
"  But  Ihame  on  him  that  fuch  a  foul  thought  bears. 
"  For  be  they  more,  let  fortune  tike  their  part; 
*'  We'll  tug  her  too,  and  fcratch  her  e'er  we  part." 

LXXXV. 

This  faid,  a  frefli-infus'd  defire  of  fame 
Enters  their  warm.d  blood,  with  fuch  a  Will, 
That  they  deem'd  long  they  were  not  at  the  game; 
And  though   they  march'd  apace,  thought  they 

fcood  dill, 
And  that  their  ling'ring  foes  too  Howly  came 
To  join  with  them,  fpending  much  time  but  ill. 
"  Such  force  had  words  fierce  humours  up  to  call, 
''  Sent  from  the  mouth  of  fuch  a  general." 

LXXXVI. 

Who  yet  his  forces  weighing,  (with  their  fire) 
Turns  him  about  in  private  to  his  (y)  fon, 
(t\.  wortiiy  fon,  and  wdrthy  fuch  a  lire) 
And  telleth  him  what  ground  he  flood  upon, 
A'dvifmg  him  in  fecret  to  retire ; 
Conlid'ring  hov/  his  youth,  bur  now  begun. 
Would  make  it  unto  him  at  all  no  ftain ; 
His  death  fmall  fame,  his  flight  no  fhame  could 
gain. 

LXXXVIl. 

To  whom  th'  aggrieved  fon,  (as  if  difgrac'd) 
"   Ah  !  father,  have  you  then  felecled  me 
*■    To  be  the  man,  whom  you  v.'ou!d  have  difplac'd 
"  Out  of  the  roll  of  immortality  I 
*'  What  have  I  done  this  day,  that  hath  defac'd 
"  My  worth  ;  that  my  hands  work  defpis'd  fhould 

be .? 
"  God  fhield  I  fhould  bear  home  a  coward's  name  : 
*'  He  long  enough  hath  liv'd,whodies  with  fame." 

LXXXVIII. 

Atwhich  the  father,  touch'dwithforrowing  joy, 
Turn'd  him  about,  (fliaklng  his  head)  and  fays, 
"   O  my  dear  fon,  worthy  a  better  day, 
"   To  enter  thy  firfl  youth  in  hard  allays  !" 
And  how  had  wrath,  impatient  of  delay. 
Begun  the  fight,  and  farther  fpeeches  flays.' 
Fury  thrufls  on;  ftriving  whofe  fword  fliould  be 
Firfl  warmed  in  the  wounds  of  th'  enemy. 

(4)  TJie  Lord  Lifls  v/3si  advifed  by  lus  father  to  retire  him  1 
oucu'tUebatth,  ' 


OF  Daniel. 

LXXXIX. 

Hotly  thefe  fmall  (but  mighty  minded)  bandsf 
(As  if  amhiiious  now  of  death)  do  ftrain 
Againil  innumerable  armed  hands, 
And  glorioufly  a  w  oiidrous  fight  maintain  ; 
RuTning  on  all  whatever  ftrength  withftauds. 
Whetting  their  v/rath  on  blood,  and  on  difdain  / 
And  fo  far  thrud,  that  hard  'twere  to  defcry. 
Whether  they  more  defire  to  kill,  or  die. 
xc. 

Frank  of  their  own,  greedy  of  others  blood, 
No  flroke  they  givs  but  wounds,  no  wound  but 

kills  : 
Near  to  the  ir  hate,  clofe  to  their  work  they  flood  ; 
Hit  where  they   would,  their  hand  obeys  their 

wills; 
Scorning  the  blow  from  far  that  doth  no  good. 
Loathing  the  crack,  unlefs  fome  blood  it  fpills  : 
No  wounds  could  let  out  life  that  wrath  held  in, 
Till  others  wounds  reveng'd  did  firfl  begin, 
xci. 

So  much  true  refolution  wrought  in  thofe 
Who  had  made  covenant  v.'ith  death  before. 
That  their  fmall  number  (fcorning  fo  great  foes) 
Made  France  mod  happy,  that  there  were  no  more] 
And  fortune  doubt  to  whom  flie  might  difpofe 
That  weary  day ;  or  unto  whom  rellore 
The  glory  of  a  conqueft  dearly  bought. 
Which  fca'rce  the  conqueror  could  think  well  got, 
xcir. 

For  as  with  equal  tagc,  and  equal  might. 
Two  adverfe  wind's  combat,  with  billows  proud. 
And  neither  yield  :  (feas,  fl:ies  maintain  like  fight,' 
Wave  againtl  wave  oppos'd,  and  cloud  to  cloud  :) 
So  war  both  fides  with  obflinate  defpite. 
With  like  revenge  ;  and  neither  party  bow'd  : 
Fronting  each  other  with  confounding  blows. 
No  wound  one  fword  unto  the  other  owes, 
xciii. 

Whilll  Talbot  (whofe  frefli  ardour  having  got 
A  marvellous  advantage  of  his  years) 
Carries  his  unfelt  age  as  if  forgot. 
Whirling  about  where  any  need  appears. 
His  hand,  his  eye,  his  wits  all  prefent,  wrought 
The  function  of  the  glorious  part  he  bears  : 
Now  urging  here,  now  cheering  there,  he  flies; 
Unlocks  the  thlckefl  troops,  where  moft  force  lies, 
xciv. 

In  midfl  of  v/rath,  of  wounds,  of  blood  and 
death. 
There  is  he  mofl,  where  ns  he  may  do  befl ; 
And  there  the  clofeft  ranks  he  fevereth, 
Drives  backtheftouteftpow'rsthat  forward  prefs'di 
There  makes  his  fword  his  way — there  laboured^ 
Th'  in'fatigable  hand  that  never  ceas'd  ; 
Scorning  unto  his  mortal  wounds  to  yield. 
Till  death  became  bed  mader  of  the  field, 
xcv. 

Then  like  a  durdy  oak,  that  having  long 
Againd  the  wars  of  ficrced  v/inds  made  head, 
Vvhen  (with  fome  forc'd  tempeduous  rage  mors 

drong) 
His  down-born  top  comes  over-madered, 
All  the  near  bord'ring  trees  (he  dood  among) 
Crulh'd  with  his  weighty  fall,  lie  ruined  ; 
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So  lay  his  fpoils,  all  round  about  (r)  him  flain, 
T'  adorn  his  death,  that  could  not  die  in  vain, 
xcvi. 
On  th'  other  part,  his  mod  all-daring  (s)  ion 
(Although  the  inexperience  of  his  years 
Made  him  lefs  (kill'd  in  what  was  to  be  done ; 
And  yet  did  carry  him  beyond  all  fears) 
Into  the  main  batallion,  thrufting  on 
Near  to  the  king,  a!ni<ift  the  chiefeft  peers. 
With  thnufond  wounds  became  at  length- opprefs'd ; 
As  if  he  Icorn'd  to  die,  but  with  the  befl:. 
xcvii. 
Who  thus  both  having  gain'd  a  glorioui  end, 
Soon  ended  that  great  day  ;  that  iet  fo  red, 
As  all  the  purple  plains  that  wide  extend, 
^  fad  tempcftuous  feafon  witnefTed. 
So  'iiuch  ado  had  toiling  France  to  rend 
From  u-  the  right  fo  long  inherited  ; 
And  fn  hard  went  we  from  what  we  pofieft, 
As  with  it  went  the  blood  we  loved  belt. 

xcviii,  [heed 

Which  blood  not   loft,  but  faft   laid  up  with 
In  everlalling  fame,  h  there  held  dear, 
To  feal  the  memory  of  this  day's  leed  ; 
Th'  eternal  evidence  of  what  we  were  : 
To  which  our  fathers,  we,  and  who  fucceed. 
Do  owe  a  figh,  for  that  it  (t)  touch'd  us  near. 
Nor  mnft  we  fin  fo  much,  as  to  negle<5l 
The  holy  thought  of  fuch  a  dear  refpedl. 
xcix. 
Yet  happy  haplefs  day,  bleft  ill-loft  breath. 
Both  for  our  better  fortune,  and  your  own  ! 
For  what  foul  wounds,  what  fpoil,  what  Ihameful 

death. 
Had  by  this  forward  refolution  grown  ; 
If  at  St.  Albans,  Wakefield,  Barnet-heath, 
It  fhould  unto  your  infamy  bee/i  fliown  ? 
Bleft  ydit.  that  did  not  teach  how  great  a  fault 
Ev'n  Virtue  is  in  adlions  that  arc  naught, 
c. 
Yet  would  this  fad  day's  lofs  had  not  been  all 
That  this  day  loft  :   Then  fhould  we  not  much 
^  plain. 

If  hereby  we  had  com'n  but  there  to  fall. 
And  that  day  ended,  ended  had  our  pain. 
Then  fmall  the  lofs  of  France  of  Guicn  fmall : 
Nothing  the  fliame  to  be  turn'd  home  again, 
Compar'd  with  'ther  fhames — but  now  Franct  loft, 
Sheds  us  more  blood  than  all  her  winning  coft. 

CI 

For  lofing  war  abroad,  at  home  loft  peace  ; 
B'ing  with  our  unfupporting  felves  dole  pent  ; 
And  no  defigns  for  pride,  (that  did  incrcafe) 
But  our  own  throats,  and  our  own  puniftiment : 
The  working  Ipirit  ceas'd  not,  though  work  did 

ceale, 
Having  fit  time  topradlife  difcont^nt, 

.  (r,  Ihe  death  o.' Julin  t^orrt  Talbor,  Earl  of  Shrewsbury^ 
Who  had  Icrvc  I  in  the  wars  or  France  molt  valtantly,  lOr 
the  fpace  ot  30  years. 

(:i!  t  he  death  ot  the  Lord  Line,fon  to  this  worthy Earlof 
Shrewiliury 

/)  14s  3,  annoreprni  ^2  Tlius  was  trie  duchy  of  Aqui- 
taln  loll ;  which  had  remained  in  ihc  poUelTioii  of  tlie  cruwii 
Cf  EngLind  by  tlie  fpace  almcirt  oi'  300  years.  I  lie  right 
whcreo:  camt.  by  the  marriage  of  Kinj;  Henry  JI.  with  Elea- 
nor, daughter  to  William  Jiulce  of  Aquitaui.  Ii:  thi^  duchy 
ah;4archbi(hops,  ^4  biihop»,  i;o  candoms,  j,Oi  Uaionita, 
»ntl  above  1000  captjinihipa  auU  bailiwicks. 


And  ftir  up  fuch  as  could  not  long  lie  fUll ; 

"  Who  not  employ'd  to  good,  muft  needs  do  ilL'* 

Cll. 

And  now  this  grief  of  our  received  fliame, 
Oive  fit  occafion  for  ambitious  care, 
To  draw  the  chief  reproach  of  all  the  fame 
Of  fuch  as  obvious  unto  hatred  are, 
Th'  cfpecial  men  of  ftate  :   Wlio  all  the  blame 
Of  whatfoever  fortune  doth  muft  bear. 
For  ftill  in  vulgar  ears  delight  it  breeds. 
To  have  the  hated  authors  of  mifdeeds. 

CJIl. 

And  therefore  eafily  great  (a)  Somerfet 
(Whom  envy  long  had  fingled  out  before) 
With  all  the  volley  of  difgraces  met. 
As  th'  only  mark  that  fortune  plac'd  therefore  : 
On  whofe  ill-wrought  opinion  fpite  did  whet 
The  edge  of  wrath,  to  make  it  pierce  the  more  : 
And  grief  was  glad  t'  have  gotten  now  on  whom 
To  lay  the  fault  of  what  muft  light  on  fomc. 

CIV. 

Whereon  th'  again  out-breaking  York  begins 
To  build  new  models  of  his  old  defire  : 
And  fee'ng  the  booty  fortune  for  him  wins. 
Upon  the  ground  of  this  enkindled  ire. 
He  takes  th'  advantage  of  others  fins 
To  aid  his  own,  and  rselp  him  to  afpire. 
For  doubting  peace  fhould  better  fcan  deeds  pail;,' 
He  thinks  not  fafe  to  have  his  fword  out  laft. 
cv. 

Efppcially  fince  ev'ry  man  (now  prefs'd 
To  innovation)  do  with  rancour  fwdll ; 
A  ftirring  hu"!Our  gen'rally  polTefs'd 
Thofe  peace  fpilt  times,  weary  of  being  well : 
The  weak  with  wrongs,  the  happy  tir'd  with  refl ; 
And  many  mad,  for  what  they  could  not  tell. 
The  world,  ev'n   great  with  change,  thought  it 

went  wrong, 
To  ftay  beyond  the  bearing  time  fo  long".  • 

CVI; 

And  therefor;:  now  thefe  lords  confedered 
(Being  much  increas'd  in  number  and  in  fpite) 
So  fhap'd  ihei? courfe,  that  gath'ring  to  ahead, 
rhey  grew  to  be  of  formidable  might : 
Th'  abufed  world  fo  haftily  is  led,  [Hgbt) 

(Some  for  revenge,  fonie  for  wealth,  fome  for  de- 
That   York  (from  fmall- beginning  troops)  foon 

draws 
A  world  of  men  to  venture  in  his  caufe. 

CVII. 

Like  as  proud  Severn  from  a  private  head. 
With  h'lmble  hreams  at  firft  doth  gently  glide. 
Tin  other  rivers  have  contributed 
The  fpringing  riches  of  their  ftore  befide  ; 
Wherewith   at   length   (high^lwelli;ig)   fhe   dotk 

fpread 
Her  broad-diftended  waters  laid  fo  wide, 

j'u)  York  procures  the  hatred  of  tlie  people  ag-ainfl  the' 
Duke  of  Sr.merlet  ;  and  fo  wrought,  in  a  ti/nc  oi' tin  kiiig'« 
ncknefs;  that  he  cauiedhimto  be  arreittd  in  the  queen's 
great  clumber,  and  fent  to  tlie  Tower  of  London  ;  accu-.';ng 
him  to  havebeen  the  occaiion  of  the  lofs  of  France  :  BuC 
the  king  being  recovered,  he  was  again  fet  at  liberty,  anno 
rcgni  ?i.  Thi:  Dulcc  o,  York  perceiving  hi,  accufations  not 
to  prevail  againil  the  Duke  O:  Somerfct,  refolves  to  obtain- 
his  purpoie  by  open  war:  And  lb  being  in  Wales,  accom-' 
panicd  with  iiis  fpeciai  friends,  alfeiatkd  an  aiiny,  aiift 
ala:c^Ied  tevvarUt  LouUkir.. 
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That  coming  to  the  fea,  (he  feems  from  far, 
Not  to  have  tribute  brought,  but  rather  war  : 

CVllI. 

Ev'n  fo  is  York  now  grown  ;  and  now  is  bent 
T'  encounter  with  the  beft,  and  for  the  beft : 
"Whofe  near  approach  the  (x)  king  haftes  to  prevent 
With  hope  (far  off)  to  have  his  pow'r  fupprefs'd  ; 
Fearing  the  city,  left  feme  infolent 
And  mutinous,  Ihould  hearten  on  the  refl 
To  take  his  part.     But  he  fo  forward  fet, 
That  at  St.  Albans  both  the  aimies  met. 
cix. 

Whereto  their  hafte  far  fewer  hands  did  bring, 
Than  elfe  their  better  leifure  would  have  done  ; 
And  yet  too  many  for  fo  foul  a  thing ; 
Sith  who  did  beft,  hath  but  diftionour  won. 
Tor  whilft  fome  offer  peace,  fent  from  the  king, 
Warwick's  too  forward  hand  hath  war  begun  ; 
A  war,  that  doth  the  face  of  war  deform  ; 
Which  ftill  is  foul,  but  fouleft  wanting  form. 
ex. 

And  never  valiant  leaders  (fo  well  known 
For  brave  performed  a<5tions  done  before) 
Did  blemifli  their  difcretion  and  renown 
In  any  weak-effedled  fervice  more ; 

(^x)  King  Henry  fets  forward  from  London  with  iO,ooo 
men  of  war,  to  encounter  with  the  Dulte  of  Yorlt  :  attend- 
ed with  Humphrey  Dulce  of  Buckingham,  and  Humphrey 
his  Ton,  Earl  of  Stafford,  Edmund  Duke  of  Somerfet,  Ken- 
TV  Piercy  Earl  of  Northumberland,  James  Butler,  Earl  ot 
Wiltthirc  and  Srmond,  Jafper,  Earl  of  Pemhroke,  the  fon  of 
Owen  Tudor,  half  brother  to  the  king,  Thomas  Courtney, 
Earl  of  Uevonihirc,  John  Lord  Clifibrd,  the  Lords  Sudley, 
BarnesiRofs.and  otliers. 

The  Duke  of  York,  with  the  lortis,  pitched  their  battel 
without  the  town,  in  a  place  called  Keytield  :  And  the 
king's  power  (to  their  great  difadvantagc)  took  up  the 
town;  where  being  aCfailed.and  wantin;^  room  to  ufe  their 
power,  were  miferably  overthrown  and  flauglire:ed.  On 
ihe  king's  fide  were  flain,  Edmund  Duke  of  Stitnerfet ; 
^vho  left  behind  him  tliree  fons,  Edmund,  Henry,  and  John. 
Here  was  alfo  fiain,  the  Earl  of  Northumberland,  the  Earl 
of  Stafford,  the  Lord  Clifford,  Sir  Robert  Vere,  with  divers 
others,  to  the  number  of  5000  ;  and  on  the  lords  part,  but 
600.  And  this  was  the  firft  battel  at  St.  Albans,  May  23. 
annoregni  33.  The  Duke  of  York,  with  other  lords,  came 
to  the  king  where  he  was,  and  craved  grace  and  forgive- 
Tiefs  on  their  knees,  of  that  that  they  had  done  in  his  pre- 
lence;  intending  nothing  but  lor  the  good  of  him  and  his 
Kingdom  :  With  whom  they  removed  toi-ondijn;  conclud- 
ing there  to  hold  a  parliament  the  pth  of  July  following. 


Bringing  fuch  pow'rs  into  fo  flraight  a  town, 
As  to  fome  city-tumult  or  uproar  : 
Wliich  flaughter  (and  no  battle)  might  be  thought, 
Sith  that  fide  us'd  their  fwords,  and  this  their 
throat. 

cki. 

But  this  on  th'  error  of  the  king  is  laid. 
And  upon  Somerfet's  defire  t'  obtain 
The  day  with  peace ;  for  which  they  longer  ftay'd 
Than  wlfdom  would,  advent'ring  for  the  main  : 
Whofe  force  in  narrow  ftreets  once  overlaid. 
Never  recover'd  head  ;  but  ev'n  there  flain 
The  duke  and  all  the  greateft  leaders  are, 
The  king  himfelf  b'ing  taken  prifoner. 
cxii. 

Yet  not  a  pris'ner  to  the  outward  eye. 
For  that  he  muft  fecm  grac'd  with  his  loft  day ; 
All  things  b'ing  done  for  his  commodity, 
Againft  fuch  men  as  did  the  ftate  betray. 
For  with  fuch  apt-deceiving  clemency. 
And  feeming  order.  York  did  fo  allay 
That  touch  of  wrong,  as  made  him  make  great 

ftealth 
In  weaker  minds,  with  Ihew  of  commonwealth. 

CXIII. 

Long-lcok'd-for  pow'r  thus  got  into  his  hand. 
The  former  face  of  court  doth  new  appear ; 
And  all  th'  (^r)  efpecial  charges  of  command 
To  his  partakers  diftributed  were. 
Himfelf  is  made  protcdor  of  the  land  ; 
A  title  found,  which  covertly  did  bear 
All-working  pow'r  under  another  ftyle ; 
And  yet  the  fov'reign  part  doth  adt  the  while, 
cxiv. 

The  king  held  only  but  an  empty  name. 
Left  with  his  life  ;  whereof  the  proof  was  fuch. 
As  ftiarpeft  pride  could  not  tranfpierce  the  fame. 
Nor  all-defiring  greedinefs  durft  touch: 
Impiety  had  not  enlarg'd  their  fhame 
And  yet  fo  wide,  as  to  attempt  fo  much. 
Mifchief  was  not  full  ripie  for  fuch  foul  deeds ; 
Left  for  th'  unbounded  malice  that  fucceeds. 

(j>i  Richard  Earl  of  .Salifbury  made  Lord  Chancellor,  an4 
th.e  Earl  of  Warwick  Governor  01"  Calais. 


..'■*-• 
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HIS  TORT  OF  THE  CIVIL  WARS. 


BOOK     VII. 


l!he  Argument, 

The  King's  repris'd — York  and  his  fide  retires; 

And  making  head  again,  is  put  to  flight  : 

Returns  into  the  land,  his  right  requires: 

Having  regain'd  the  King,  confirms  his  right ; 

And  whim  his  rafh  improvidence  alpires, 

Is  flain  at  Wakefield  by  Queen  Marg'ret's  might ; 

Who  (at  St.  Albans)  back  her  lord  regains: 

Is  forc'd  from  thence — And  March  the  Crown  attain*. 


DisoRDiNATE  ((j)  authority,  thusgain'd, 
Knew  not  at  firft,  or  durfl  not  to  proceed 
With  an  outbreaking  courfe ;  but  flood  reftraln'd 
Within  the  compafs  of  refpedlive  heed ; 
Diflruft  of  friends,  and  pow'r  of  foes,  detain'd 
That  mounting  will  from  making  too  much  fpeed. 
For  though  he  held  the  pow'r  he  long'd  to  win, 
Yet  had  not  all  the  keys  to  let  him  in. 
ji. 

The  queen  abroad,  with  a  revenging  hand 
( Arm'd  with  her  own  difgrace,  and  others  fpite, 
Gath'ring  th'  oppreffed  party  of  the  land) 
Held  over  him  the  threat'ning  fword  of  might ; 
That  forc'd  him  in  the  terms  of  awe  to  ftand, 
(Who  elfe  had  burft  up  right,  to  come  t'  his  right) 
And  kept  him  fo  confus'd,  that  he  knew  not 
To  make  ufe  of  the  means  which  he  had  got. 
III. 

For  either  by  his  fearing  to  reftrain 
The  perfon  of  the  king  ;  or  by  neglecfl 
Of  guarding  him  with  a  fufficient  train  ; 
The  watchful  queen  with  cunning  doth  effeA 

(aj  The  Duke  of  York,  in  refpecl  that  King  Henry,  for 
liin  holinefs  of  life,  and  clemency,  was  highly  elteerceU  of 
the  commons,  durft  notattemptany  violent  courfeagainrt 
his  perlon  ;  but  only  labours  to  Itrengtlien  his  own  party  ;  1 
whitl;  li=  cijuld  not  d;),  but  by  the  oppreflion  and  difpla- 
ci;ij;  of  many  worthy  men,  with  committing  other  vio- 
lences, whcreunro  neceflicy  «niorced  him,  for  the  prefcr- 
iBtiot  of  hir  rriends,  which  railed  a  greater  party  agiinlt 
Jlim  than  chat  he  liad  aiadc. 


A  pradlice,  that  recovers  him  again, 
( A"?  ons,that  with  beft  care  could  him  proted  :) 
And  he's  convey'd  to  Coventry,  to  thofe 
Wlio  well  knew  how  of  majcfty  difpofe. 

IV. 

Though  this  weak  king  had  blunted  thus  be- 
fore 
The  edge  of  poW'r  with  fo  dull  clemency, 
And  left  him  nothing  elfe  was  gracious,  more 
Than  ev'n  the  title  of  his  fov'reignty  ; 
Yet  is'  that  title  of  fo  precious  ftore, 
As  it  makes  golden  leaden  majefly  : 
And  where,  or  howfoever  it  doth  fit, 
Is  fure  t'  have  the  world  attend  on  it. 

V. 

Whether  it  be,  that  form  and  eminence, 
Adorn'd  with  pomp  and  ftate^  begets  this  awe; 
Or  whether  an  inbred  obedience 
To  right  and  pow'r,  doth  our  aiTeiHons  draw  : 
Or  whether  facred  kings  work  reverence, 
And  make  that  nature  now,  which  was  firft  law ; 
We   know  not— But  the  head  will   draw   the 

parts ; 
And  good  kings,  with  our  bodies^  have  our  heartSs 

VI. 

For  lo  !  no  fooner  was  his  perfon  join'd 
With  this  diftradled  body  of  his  friends, 
But  ftrait  the  duke,  and  all  that  fadlion,  find 
They  loll  the  only  engine  for  their  ends  ; 


1-74  THE   WORKS 

Authority  (b)  with  majefty  combin'd. 
Stands  bent  upon  them  now,  and  pow'rful  fends 
Them  fummons  to  appear  ;  who  lately  held 
That  pov/'rthemfelvcs,  and  could  uotbc  compell'd, 

VII. 

Wherewith  confus'd,  a>  either  not  prepar'd 
For  all  events ;  or  fec'ng  the  times  not  fit ; 
Or  men's  affedlions  failing  in  regard  ; 
Or  their  own  forces,  not  of  pow'r  as  yet  : 
They  all  retire  them  home  ;  and  neither  dar'd 
T'  appear,  or  to  ftand  out  to  anfvver  it. 
This  unfoe-thought-on  accident  confounds 
All  their  defigus,  and  fruftrates  all  their  grounds. 

Vill. 

As  ufually  it  fares  with  thofe  that  plot 
Thcfe  machines  of  ambition   and  higli  pride; 
Who  (in  their  chiefeft  counfels  oveilhot) 
Por  all  things  lave  what  ferve  the  turn,  provide ; 
Whilft  that  which  moil:  imports,  refts  motl  forgot, 
Or  weigh'd  not,  or  contemn'd,  or  undefcry'd; 
That  fomethiiig  may  be  ever  over-gone, 
"Where  courfes  fhali  be  croli'd,  and  men  undone. 

IX. 

York  into  Wales,  Warvsrick  to  Calais  hies ; 
Some  to  the  north,  others  to  other  parts; 
As  if  they  ran  both  from  their  dignities, 
Andalfo  from  themfelves,  and  their  o.vn  hearts: 
•'  (The  mind  decay'd,  in  public  jeopardies, 
*'  To  th'  ill  at  hand  only  itfelf  converts)" 
That  none  would   think  York's  hopes,  b'ing  fo 

near  dry, 
Could  ever  flow  a^ain.  and  fwell  fo  high. 

X. 

And  yet,  for  all  thi'  ebbing  chance,  remains 
The  fpring  that  feeds  that  hope,  (which  leaves 

men  laft)  : 
Whom  no  afflidtion  fo  entire  reftrains, 
But  that  it  may  remount  as  in  times  paft. 
Though  he  had  loll  his  place,  his  pow'r,  his  pains; 
Yet  held  his  love,  his  friends,  his  title  faft  : 
The  whole  frame  of  that  fortune  could  not  fail ; 
As  that  which  hung  by  more  than  by  one  nail. 

XI. 

Elfe  might  we  think,  what  error  had  it  been, 
Thefc  parts  thus  fever'd  nott'  have  quite  deftroy'd  ? 
But  that  they  favv  it  not  the  way  to  win. 
Some  more  dependences  there  were  befide  ; 
Which  age  and  fate  keeps  us  from  looking  in, 
That  their  true  counfels  come  not  right  dtfcry'd  : 
Which  our  preluniptuous  wits  muft  not  condemn; 
They  b'ing  not  ignorant,  but  we  of  them. 

Xll. 

For  here  we  look  upon  another  crown. 
Another  image  of  nobility, 
(Which  civil  dii'cord  had  not  yet  brought  down 
Unto  a  lower  range  of  dignity)  ; 

(b)  The  queen,  with  lier  p.iriy,  havinjr  recovered  the 
kinn,  and  withdrawing  hiin  fiir  Iroin  Lindon,  iwhcrtMhty 
found  rhe  Duke  ot  York  was  too  much  lavnured  bvthii 
citizens)  n'ew  to  he  very  llronf;,  iiy  ineaiis  that  lo  iiian\ 
lords,  and  much  people,  opprclTed  and  dilcnntcnted  with 
tliele  proccedinpb  ot  their  tncinics,  rcfoncd  daily  inito 
them.  VVhercupuii  t|ie  king  I'ummoncd  tilt  duWeand  his 
adherents,  to  apj.car  before  li;ri-i  at  Coveniry  :  but  they 
(tiiidmj;  their  prelent  llrenjith  not  Infiicient  to  make  }:ooil 
their  aiiiwcfj  retired  theuilehes  into  fcver.il  p^ns.  l  ho 
rukeolYork  v^itlidraw*  him  to  Wismore,  ia  Waics;  Uic 
Earl  o.  oiiiilbury  into  tlic  Nottli,  the  tarl  oji  Witwielt  to 
Calais. 


OF    DANIEL. 

Upon  a  pow'r  as  yet  not  overflown 

With  th'  ocean  of  all-drowning  fov'reigntf. 

Thefe  lords  who  thus  againfl  their  king  drawf 

fwords, 
Taught  kings  to  come  how  to  be  more  than  lords. 

Zlll. 

Which  well  this  queen  obferv'd;  and  therefore 

fought 
To  draw  them  in,  and  ruin  them  with  (c)  peace. 
Whom  force' (lie  faw)more  dangerous  had  wrought, 
And  did  their  pow'r  and  malice  but  increafe. 
And  therefore  to  the  city  having  got, 
A  council  was  convck'd,  all  jars  to  ccafe  : 
Where   come   thcfi   lords  at   length ;   but  yet  r<^ 

flrong. 
As  if  to  do,  rather  than  fufifer  wrong. 

XIV. 

Here  Scottidi-bonler  broils,  and  fears  of  France, 
Urg'd  with  the  prefnt  time's  neceflity, 
Brought  forth  a  fubtlc-ihadow'd  countenance 
Of  quiet  peace,  refembling  amity  ; 
Wrapt  in  a  ftrong  and  curious  ordinance 
Of  many  articles,  bound  folemnly  . 
As  if  thofe  gordian  knots  could  be  fo  ty'd. 
As  no  impatient  fword  could  them  divide  : 

XV. 

Efpecially,  whereas  the  felf-fame  ends 
Concur  not  in  a  point  of  like  refpe<5l; 
For  that  each  party  covertly  intends 
Thereby  their  own  defignments  to  effeft  : 
Which  peacewith  more  endang'ringwoundsoffends, 
Than  war  can  do;  that  ftands  upon  fulpedt, 
And  never  ci;n  be  ty'd  with  other  chain. 
Than  intermutual  benefit  and  gain. 

XVI. 

As  well  by  this  concluded  a6l  is  feen ; 
Which  had  no  pow'r  to  hold  in  minds  outbent, 
But  quickly  was  difTolv'd  and  cancell'd  clean. 
Either  by  Warwick's  fortune  or  intent. 
However  urg'd,  the  {d)  fervants  -.>{  the  quecQ 
Affaulted  his,  as  be  from  council  went ; 
Where  his  own  perfon  eagerly  purfu'd, 
Hardly  (by  boat)  elcap'd  the  multitude. 

XVll. 

Whichdeed.moft  heinous  made, and  urg'd  as  his. 
The  queen  ^who  foon  th'  advantage  arprehendi) 
I'houghtfoithwith  t'  have  comii.ittedhim  on  this: 
But  he  prevents,  flies  northward  to  his  friends  : 
Shews  them  his  danger,  and  what  hope  there  is 
In  her;  that  all  their  overthrows  intends  : 
"  And  that  thefe  drifts  ih'  tffeds  of  this  peace  are; 
"  Which  gives  more  deadly  wounding  blows  than 
"  war" 

(<r,  Divers  prave  perfons  were  fent  to  the  Ruke  of  York, 
to  mediate  .i  reconciliation  ;  and  a  great  council  was  tail- 
ed at  Londiin,  An.  Reg  36  to  apree  all  differences. 
Whither  came  :he  tail  ol  'alifbury,  with  500  men;  the 
Duke  of  York,  with  400;  kn  was  lodged  at  Lis  houieat 
:.aynaid's  CalUe  Tnc  Dukes  or  Exeitr  and  Somtriet. 
with  boo  m.n,  lodged  wisIk^uc  Tcmplc-Bar.  The  Lait 
Ol  Nonluinibctland,  the  Lord*  Eitremont  and  Chtlord, 
with  ijoo,  and  loi!t;td  v.ittnut  the  cty.  'l"hi  t.arl  of 
Warwick,  from  Cala;^,  with.  600  men  all  in  his  livery. 
I  he  l-onl  Mayor  kept  C'litinnM  waicli  U'ivh  2000  men  in 
armour,  riurini;  the  treaty.  Wlierein,  by  the  great  travel 
anu  cxlnirt.tKir!  of  rhe  irclibiihop  of  Ciiitttbury,  with 
other  grave  prelates,  a  rcconeiliatiGn  wasconcluccd,  and 
ceklirated  with  a  folemn  procefluT. 

idi  I  He  Earl  ot'Waiwfick  is  ict  upon  by  the  queen's fesa 
v^nts, 
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xvin. 
Struck  with  his  heat,  began  th'  other's  fire, 
(.Kindled  with  danger  and  difdain)  t'  enflame  ; 
Whiih  having  well  prepar'd  to  his  dcfire, 
He  leaves  the  farther  growing  of  the  fame, 
An'i  unto  Calais  ^_to  his  llrong  retire) 
With  i'pecd  betakes  him,  to  prevent  the  fame 
Of  his  impos'd  offence  ;  leil,  in  difgrace. 
He  might  be  difpoffcffed  of  that  place. 

XIX. 

York  flrait  advis'd  the  Earl  of  Sal'fbury 
T*  addref-  him  to  the  king  :   And  thereupon, 
With  other  grievances,  to  figuify 
Th'  injurious  a£t  committed  on  his  fon  ; 
And  there  to  urge  the  breach  of  th'  amity. 
By  thefe  finifter  plots  to  be  begun  ; 
But  he  fo  flrongly  goes,  as  men  might  guefs. 
He  purpos'd  not  to  crave,  but  make  redrefs. 

XX. 

Whom  the  (?)  Lord  Audley  hailing  to   re- 
flrain, 
(Sent  with  ten  theufand  men  well  furnifhed) 
Encountei'd  on  Blore-Heath;  where  he  is  flain, 
And  all  his  pdK''r  and  force  difcomhted  ; 
Which  chance  fo  open'd,  and  let  out  again, 
The  hopes  of  York,  whom  peace  had  lettered 
That  he  refolves  whatever  fhould  beial. 
To  fet  up's  relt,  to  venture  now  for  all. 

XXX. 

Fury  unty'd,  and  broken  out  of  bands, 
Runs  defp'rate  prefently  to  either  head  : 
fadlion  and  war  i^that  never  v  anted  liands 
For  blood  and  mifchief)  foon  were  furnilhed, 
Affeition  finds  a  fide  ;  and  out  it  Hands  ; 
Not  by  the  taufe,  but  by  her  int'refi  led : 
And  many  urging  war,  molt  forward  are  ; 
"  Mot  that  'tis  juft,  but  only  that  'tis  war. 
XX  u. 

Whereby  the  duke  is  grown  t'  a  mighty  head 
In  Shropfliire,  with  his  Welch  and  northern  aid  : 
To  whom  came  Warwick,  having  ordereu 
His  charge  at  Calais ;  and  with  hiin  convcy'd 
Many  brave  leaders,  that  adventured 
*i  heir  fortunes  on  the  fide  that  he  had  laid  ; 
Whereof,  as  chief.  Trollop  and  Blunt  cxccll'd  ; 
£ut  \^/  J  Trollop  faii'd  his  friends ;  Blount  faithful 
held. 

xxiii. 

The  king  (provok'd  thefe  mifchiefs  to  prevent, 
Follow'd  with  Somerlet  and  Exeter) 
Strongly  appointed,  all  his  forces  bent. 
Their  malice  to  correal:,  or  tc  deter  : 
And  drawing  near,  a  (_g-)  rev'rend  prelate  fent 
To  proffer  pardon,  if  they  would  rcter 
Their  caufe  to  peace  ;  as  b'ing  a  cleaner  courfe 
Unto  their  ends,  than  this  foui.  barb'rous  force. 

XXIV. 

*'  For  what  a  war  (^faid  he)  is  here  begun, 
"  Where  ev'n  the  vi(ftory  is  held  accurft  i 

(c)  James  Tiichet,  Lord  Audley,  flain  at  Blore-Heath, 

and  Ills,  army  discomfited  by  tiie  tarl  oi  ialiftury,  with  llie 
iofii  o,  2:0  men, anno  ri-i^ni,  jrf. 

(//  Sir  Ani'ievw  '1  lOiiop  aiterward  fled  to  the  king. 
joim  Klouiit  renjaineij  with  the  lonls. 

{i  Tl;c  king  bciiij;  at  Uorccltcr,  fends  tl.c  Bilhop  ol 
Sniiftjury  111  ti.€  luriia,  to  fi^uct  ihwn  (opeacc,  and  to 
•sitrpaidoa. 
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"  And  whofo  wins,  it  will  be  fo  ill  won, 
"  That  though  he  have  the  belt, he  I'pecds  the  worft, 
"  For  here  your  making  is  to  be  undone  ; 
"  Seeking  t'  obtain  the  ftate,  you  lofe  it  firft. 
"  Both  fides b'ing  one,  the  blood  conltim'd  all  one  j 
"  To  make  it  yours,  you  woik  to  have  it  none. 
XXV 
"  Leave  then  with  this,  though  this  be  yet  a 
"  flain 
"  T'  attempt  this  fin,  to  be  fo  near  a  fall. 
"  'f  he  doubtful  die  of  war  call  at  the  main, 
"  Is  fuch,  as  one  bad  chance  may  lole  you  ail. 
''  A  certain  fin  leeks  an  uncertain  gain ; 
"  Which  got,  yourfclves  ev'n  wail  and  pity  ftiall. 
''  No  way  but  peace  leads  out  from  blood  and  fears, 
"  To  free  yourielves,  the  land,  and  us  from  tears." 

XX  VI. 

Whereto  the  difcontented  part  replies, 
"  That  they  hereto  by  others  wrongs  enforc'd, 
"  Had  no  way  tile  but  thefe  extremities, 
"  And  word  means  ol  redrefs,  t'  avoid  the  worft, 
'   I'or  fince  that  peace  did  but  their  fpoils  devife, 
"  And  held  thtm  out  from  grace,  (as  men  divorc'd 
"  From  th'  honours  that  their  fortunes  did  afford) 
"  Better  die  with  the  Iwgrd,  than  by  the  fword. 
xxvii. 
"  For  if  pa<5ls,  vows  or  oaths,  could  have  don© 
"  ought, 
"  There  had  enough  been  done  ;  but  to  no  end, 
"  Save  to  their  ruin,  who  had  ever  Icught 
"   T'  avoid  thefe  broils,  as  grieving  to  contend  : 
"  Smcth'nng  difgiaces.  draw'ng  to  parts  remote, 
"  As  exil'd  men ;  where  now  they  were  t'  attend 
•i  "  His  grace,  with  all  refped.  and  reverence  ; 
"  Not  with  the  fword  of  malice,  but  defence." 
xxvia. 
Whereby  they  fhew'd,  that  words  were  not  t* 
win  : 
But  yet  the  {b)  pardon  works  fo  feelingly, 
That  to  the  ki.ig  that  very  night  came  in 
Sir  Andiew  i'roUop,  with  fome  company; 
Contented  to  redeem  his  fin  with  fin, 
Difloyaky  with  infidelity  ; 
And  by  this  means  became  difcover'd  quite 
All  th'  orders  of  th'  intended  next  day'.v  fight, 
xxix, 
Wliich  fo  much  wrought  upon  their  weaken'd 
fears, 
That  prefently  their  camp  brake  up,  ere  day ; 
And  cv'ry  u.an  with  all  his  Ipeed  prepares, 
According  to  their  courfe  to  Ihift  their  way.  [bears  ; 
(/)  York,  with  his  youiigefl  fon,  t'waids  Ireland 
Warwick  to  Calais,  where  his  lafety  lay  ; 
To  tiiat  lure  harbour  cf  confpiracy. 
Envy's  retreat,  rebeiiion's  nurfery. 
zxz. 
Which  (i)  fatal  place  feems  that  with  either 
hand  [one ; 

Is  mace  t'  offend.     For  France  fli'  afili»5ls  witir  th* 
And  with  the  other  did  infeli  this  land  ; 
As  if  ordained  to  do  good  to  none  : 

{h)  ihebiiliopof.'-ahHjury  ohered  pardon  to  allfuclia* 
\'iOiild  inbnut  tiiemicivea. 

(;;  'i  ucL  ul^e  01  Viiik,  vMth  hi.sycungell  fon,  theEarl  of 
Rutliiiui,  wii.l'.i!re«  hiin  into  IrclautI,  where  he  was  CS' 
cceuii,gl>  tcjovcil.  ,  ,  ■.! 

i,A;  'iiitincoiivi.nicEceol'  Calais  at  that  time. 


^^6 


THfi    WORK  5    OF    DANIEL. 


But  as  a  gate  to  both  our  illsdirl  (land, 
To  let  out  plagues  on  us,  and  iiu'  her  own. 
A  part  without  u.s  that  lirall  good  hath  been, 
But  to  keep  Icfs  entire  the  whole  within. 

XXXI. 

And  there,  as  in  their  all  and  befl:  Support, 
Is  Warwick  got,  with  March  and  Sal'lhiirv; 
Whei!  all  the  gates  of  England,  cv'ry  port 
And  fhnre  rioic  fhiit,  debars  their  re-enrry  ; 
Lock'd  out  from  all,  and  all  left  in  that  fort, 
As  no  means  feemis  can  aid  their  mifery.       [more 
This  wound  giv'n  without  blow,  weakens  them 
Than  all  their  lofs  of  blood  had  done  before. 

XXXI 1. 

For  row  again  upon  them  fiowningly 
Stands  pow'r  with  fortune,  trampling  on    their 

llatc!^, 
And  brands  them  with  the  marks  of  infamy, 
Rebellions,  treafons,  and  afiafTinates ; 
Attaints  their  blood  in  all  pollerity  ; 
Rarffacks  their  lands,  fpoils  their  confederates; 
And  lays  fo  hideous  colour^  on  their  crimes, 
As  would  have  terrify'd  more  tim'rous  times; 
xxxui. 

But  here  could  do  no  good — For  why,  this  age 
B'ing  in  a  courfe  of  motion,  could  not  rell 
Until  the  revolution  of  their  rage 
Came  to  that  point  whereto  it  was  addrefs'd. 
Misfortune,  croffes,  ruin  could  not  'fuage 
That  heat  of  hope,  or  of  revenge  at  leall. 
"  The  world  once  let  a-v/ork,  cannot  foon  ceafe  ; 
"  I^Jor  ever  is  the  fame  it  is  in  peace." 
xxsiv. 

For  other  motions,  other  int'rells  here, 
The  afting  fplrits  up  and  awake  do  keep  : 
"  Faith,  friendlhip,  honour,  is  more  fure,  more 

*'  dear, 
"  And  more  itfelf  than  when  it  is  afleep." 
Worth  will  fland  out,  and  doth  no  ihadows  fear  : 
Difgraces  make  impreffions  far  more  deep ; 
When  eafe,  ere  it  will  ftir,  or  break  her  reft, 
Lies  flill,  bears  all,  content  to  be  oppreft, 

XXXV. 

York,  and  his  fide,  could  not  while  life  remain'd. 
Though  thus  difpers'd,  but  work  and  interdeal ; 
Nor  any  fword  at  home  could  keep  reftrain'd 
Th'  outbreaking  pow'rs  of  this  innated  zeal. 
This  humour  had  fo  large  a  paffage  gain'd 
On  th'  inward  body  of  the  commonweal, 
That  'twas  impoffible  to  flop  by  force 
This  current  of  affedion's  violent  courfe. 

XXXVI. 

Yet  they  at  home  (diforder  to  keep  forth) 
Did  all  what  pow'r  could  do,  or  wit  invent  : 
Plac'd  in  th'  avoided  rooms  men  of  great  worth ; 
Young  (/)  Somerfet  with  flrength  to  Calais  lent; 
Northumberland  and  Clifford  to  the  north, 
Whereof  they  only  had  the  government  : 
Defend  all  landings,  bar  all  paffages, 
Strive  to  redrefs  the  public  grievances. 

(/)  Henry  the  youn;^  Duke  of  Somerfet  was,  anno  repni 
37.  made  capvain  of  Calais ;  and  a  I'rivy  Seal  fent  to  the 
Earl  ot  Warwick,  to  tlifciiarge  him  of  tliat  place;  who,  in 
j-efpcdhe  «as  made  captain  there  by  parliament,  vrould 
not  obey  the  Privy  seal. 

(rii)  The  parliament  at  Coventry. 


XXXVII. 

And  to  tliis  end  fumnnon  a  (;;/)  parli'mcnt  ; 
Wherein  when  as  the  godly  king  would  not 
Unco  th'  attainder  of  the  lords  confent, 
Tlie  fjueeii  in  grief  i  and  in  her  jiaffions  hot) 
Bri  aks  out  in  fpeecli  lovingly  violent. 
"  And  what  (faith  {l:tr)  my  lord, have  you  forgot  1 
"   I'o  lule,  and  be  a  king  ?  Why  will  you  thus 
"  Be  mild  to  them,  and  cruel  unto  us  ? 

XXXVIIl. 

"  What  good  have  you  procur'd  by  clemency, 
"  But  giv'n  to  wild  prcfumption  much  more  head  ? 
"  And  now  what  cure,  wlat  other  remedy 
"  Can  to  our  defp'iate  wounds  be  minifter^d  ? 
■'  Mjn  are  not  good,  but  for  neccffity; 
"  Nor  orderly  a.'-e  ever  born,  but  bred. 
"  bad  want  and  poverty  makes  men  induftrious  ; 
'•  But  law  mull  make  them  good,  and  fear  ob- 
"  feijuious. 

XXXIX. 

"  My  lord,  he  governs  well,  that's  well  obey'd; 
"  And  temp'rate  rigour  ever  fafely  fits. 
"  For  as  to  him  who  («)  Gotis  did  upbraid, 
"  And  call'd  his  rigour  madnefs,  ra^mg  fits : 
"  Content  tliee,  thou  unfkilful  man,  he  faid  ; 
"  My  madnefs  keeps  my  fabjefls  in  their  wits. 
"  So  to  like  courfe,  my  lord,  y'are  forc'd  to  fall ; 
"  Or  elfe  you  muft  in  th'  end  undo  us  all. 

XL. 

"  Look  but,  1  pray,  on  this  dear  part  of  you  ! 
"  This  branch  fprung  from  vour  blood,  your  owa 

"  afpea  ! 
"  Look  on  this  child;  and  think  what  Ihall  enfue 
"  To  this  fair  hope  of  ours,  by  your  negled. ! 
"  Though  you  refpefl  not  us,  wrong  not  his  due  j 
"  That  mufl  his  right,  left  you,  from  you  expedt  ; 
"  The  light  of  the  renowned  Lancaflers, 
"  His  father's  father's,  and  great  grandfather's." 

XLI. 

Then  turns  t'  her  fon  :  "  O  fon !    doll  thou 

"  not  fee  ?  [tears! 

"  He  is  not  mov'd,  nor  touch'd,  nor  weighs  our 

'•  What  Ihall  I  do  ?  what  hope  is  left  for  me  ; 

"  When  he  wants  will  to  help,  and  thou  want'ft 

"  years  .' 
"  Could  yet  theie  hands  of  thine  but  part'ners  be 
'■  In  thefe  my  labours  to  keep  out  our  fears, 
"  Kow  well  were  I  ?  that  now  alone  mull  toil, 
"  And  turn,  and  tofs ;  and  yet  undone  the  while. 

XLll. 

"  I  know  if  thou  could'fl  help,  thy  mother  thus 
"  Should  not  beyond  her  llrength  endure  fo  much 
"  Nor  thefe  proud  rebels,  that  would  ruin  us, 
"  'Scape  with  their  heinous  treafons  without  touch : 
"  I  know  thou  would'il  conceive  how  dangerous 
"  Mercy  were  unio  thofe,  whofe  hopes  were  fuch ; 
"  And  not  preferve  whom  law  hath  overthrown, 
"  Saving  their  livelihood,  to  lofe  our  own. 

XLIII. 

"  But  fith  thou  canfi  not,  nor  I  able  am, 
"  Thou  mud  no  more  expci5l  of  me,  dear  fon  ; 
"  Nor  yet  in  time  to  come  thy  mother  blame, 
"  If  thou  by  others  weaknefs  be  undone. 

(n)  Cotis  a  tyrant  of  Thrace. 
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^'  The  world,  with  me,  muft  teftify  the  fame, 
"  That  I  have  done  my  heft,  what  could  be  done ; 
"  And  have  not  fall'd,  with  hazard  of  my  life, 
*'  The  duty  of  a  mother  and  a  wife. 

XI.IV. 

"  But  well — I  fee  which  way  ihe  world  will  go  : 
"  And  let  it  go" —  \hd  fo  turns  her  about, 
full  with  ftout  grief,  and  with  difdainful  woe  ; 
Which  now  her  words  fhut  up,  her  looks  outlet 
The  cafl:  of  her  fide-bended  eye,  did  fhew 
Both  forrow  and  reproof;  fee'ng  fo  great  doubt, 
And  no  pow'r  to  redrefs,  but  ftand  and  vex, 
Iniprifon'd  in  the  fetters  of  her  fcx. 
xi.v. 

Yet  fo  much  Wrought  thefe  moving  arguTients, 
(Drawn  from  that  hhod  where  nature  urg'd  her 

fight) 
As  his  all-upward  tending  zeal  relents, 
And  downward  to  his  ftate  declines  his  fight ; 
And  fo  to  their  attainers  he  confents, 
Provided  he,  on  their  fubmifiion,  might 
Out  of  his  princely  pow'r,  in  his  own  name, 
Without  a  (o)  parli'ment,  revoite  the  fame. 

XLVI. 

Whilft  (/>)  Somerfet  with  main  endeavour  lay 
To  get  his  giv'n  (but  ungot)  government, 
The  fl;out  Califians  (bent  another  way) 
Fiercely  repel  him,  fruftrate  his  intent  : 
Yet  takes  he  Guinesj  landing  at  Whitfand  Bay. 
Whereas  the  fwords  he  brought  would  not  confent 
To  wound  his  foe? — The  fight  no  rancour  hath  : 
Malice  was  friends;  and  war  was  without  Wrath. 

XLVII.  • 

Though  he  their  hands,  yet  Warwick  had  their 
hearts ; 
To  whom  both  men  and  (hipping  they  betray'd; 
Whilft  England's  (though  debarred)  fhore  imparts 
To  him  her  other- where  intended  aid. 
For  the  Lord  (y)  Rivers  pafiing  to  thofe  parts, 
1"  have  frefh  fupfilies  unto  the  Duke  convey'd; 
At  Sandwich,  with  his  fon  accompany'd. 
Staying  for  wind,  vns  taken  in  his  btd. 

XLVIll. 

Whofe  {hipping   and  provifions  (r)  Warwick 
takes 
For  Ireland,  with  his  chieftain  to  confer; 
And  within  thirty  days  this  voyage  makes, 
And  back  returns  e'er  known  to  have  been  there  : 
So  that  the  heav'ns,  the  lea,  the  wind  partakes 
Wiih  him,  as  if  they  of  his  faction  were  ; 
Or  that  his  fpir't  and  vahair  w^ere  combin'd 
With  defliny,  t'  effecSl  what  he  defign'd. 

(o)  At  tliis  parliarnent  .it  Coventry,  in  the  year  14.J9,  in 
tlie  ^8th  year  ofKint;  Henry  VI.  is  Richard  Duke  of  York, 
with  hir!  foil  Edward,  and  ;j11  his  potieriry,  and  partakers, 
attainted,  to  tilc  ninth  degree;  tlieir  (znoris  and  poirefiion 
cfciieated  ;  their  tenants  ipoiled  iif  their  goods;  the  town 
0!'  Ludlow,  ptrtainin);  to  the  Duke  of  Yotk,  ranfickcd  ; 
and  the  Duchefs  oc  York  ipoiled  of  her  goods. 

{pj  Hi:nry  Duke  ot  Soinerltt,  \vi  li  tlie  Lords  Au(!ley  and 
Rols,  attempted  the  town  of  Calais,  but  were  repulfod  ;  his 
people  yielding  thcinfelvcs  to  the  Earl  of  Wavwick,  and 
liimfcli  harclly'efeaped 

(7)  The  Lord  Rivers,  and  his  fon.  Sir  Anthony  Woodvil, 
were  taken  by  John  Dinliam  at  Sandwich;  whitlier  they 
were  fenc  to  guard  the  town,  and  fuppiy  thff  Duke  of  So- 
merfet. 

(r)  The  Earl  of  Warwick  faiUd  into  Ireland,  to  conrtr 
*i:h  the  Duke  oi  York. 
Vol.  IV. 


Which  working,  though  without,  and  on  the 

fiiore, 
Reach'd  yet  unto  the  centre  of  the  land  ; 
Search'd  all  thofe  humours  that  were  bred  before  ; 
Shakes  the  whole  frame  wheredil  the  ftate  did 

ftand  : 
"  Affedlion,  pity,  fortune,  fear,  b'ing  more 
"  Far  off  and  abfent,  than  they  are  at  hand. 
"  Pity  becomes  a  traitor  with  th'  opprefs'd  ; 
"  And  manyhave'been  rais'd,  by  b'ing  fupprefs'd." 

L. 

For  they  had  left,  although  themfelves  were 
gone, 
Opinion  and  their  memory  behind  ; 
Which  I'o  prevails,  that  nought  could  here  be  done, 
But  firaight  was  known  as  foon  as  once  defign'd. 
Court,  council-chamber,  clofet,  all  were  won, 
To  be  revealers  of  the  prince's  mind  : 
So  falfe  is  fatftion,  and  i'o  fmooth  a  liaf. 
As  that  it  never  had  a  fide  entire. 

Ll. 

Whereby  th'  exil'd  had  leifure  to  prevent, 
And  circumvent  whatever  was  devis'd  ;        [bent,' 
Which   made  that  (j)  Faiconbridge  to  Sandwich 
That  fortrefs  and  the  governor  furpris'd  ; 
Who  prefently  from  thence  to  Calais  fent, 
Had  his  unguilty  blood  there  facrific'd  : 
And  Falconbridge  returning  bade,  relates 
Th'  affciStion  here,  and  zeal  of  all  eftates. 
i.n. 

Drawn  with  Which  news,  and  v/Ith  a  fpir't  that 
dar'd 
T'  attempt  on  any  likelihood  of  fupport ; 
They  take  th'  advantage  of  fo  great  regard  : 
Their  landing  here  fecur'd  them  in  fucb  fort; 
By  Falcoiibridge  :    The  fatal  biidge  prepar'd. 
'J'o  be  the  way  of  blood,  and  to  traniport 
Returning  fury  to  make  greater  wounds, 
Vha.n  tver  England  faw  viithin  her  bounds. 
Liir. 

And  but  with  fifteen  linndred  men  do  land. 
Upon  a  land  with  many  millions  ftor'd  ; 
So  much  did  high-prefuming  courage  ftand 
On  th'  aid  home-difobedience  would  afford. 
Nor  were  their  hopes  deceived — for  fuch  a  hand 
Had  innovation  ready  for  the  fword, 
!  As  e'er  they  near  imto  the  city  drew, 
Their  pow'r  beyond  all  former  greatnefs  grew. 

LIV. 

Mufe,  what  may  we  imagine  was  the  caufc 
That  fury  WOrks  thus  univerfally  .' 
What  humour,  what  affeitioh  is  it,  draws 
Sides  of  fuch  pow'r  to  this  nobility  ? 
Was  it  their  confcience,  to  redrefs  the  laws; 
Or  malice  to  a  wrong-plac'd  fov'reignty, 
That  caus'd  them  (more  than  wealth  or  life)  defire 
,  DeftruiStion,  ruin,  bloodflied,  fwford  and  fire  ? 

,;  Lv. 

Or  was  the  pow'r  of  lords  (thus  inter-plac'd 
Betwixt  the  height  of  princes,  and  the  ftate) 
Th'  occafion  that  the  people  fo  embrac'd 
Their  atftions,  and  attend  on  this  debate  ? 

(3)  The  Lord  Falconbi  idge  fent  to  Sandwic?i,  look  tbS 
towiij  and  Sir  Simon  Moatfurt,  j^ovei  not  thereof. 
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Or  had  their  greitiififs,  with  their  worth,  embas'd 
The  touch  of  royalty  to  fo  low  rate, 
As  their  opinion  could  liich  tumults  move  ? 
Then  pow'r  and  virtue,  you  contagious  prove. 

LVl. 

And  Periander's  kvell'd  ears  of  corn 
Shew  what  is  fitteft  for  the  public  reft; 
And  that  the  higheft  minions  which  adorn 
A  commonweal,  (and  do  become  it  beft) 
Are  zeal  and  jufticc,  law,  and  culloms,  born 
Of  high  defcent;  that  never  do  infefl 
The  laad  with  falfc  fuggeftions,  claims,  affrights, 
To  make  men  lofe  their  own  for  others  rights. 
Lvn. 

But  now  againft  this  difproportion  bends 
The  feeble  (*)  king  all  his  bcft  iuduftry  : 
'  And  from  abroad,  Skales,  Lovel,  Kendal,  fends, 
To  hold  the  eity  in  fidelity ; 
The  city,  which  before  (for  other  ends) 
Was  wrought  to  leave  the  part  of  royalty: 
Where,  though  the  king's  command  was  of  no 

pow'r, 
Yet  work  thefe  lords  fo,  that  they  took  the  Tow'r, 

LVIU. 

And  from  thence  labour  to  bring  in  again 
The  outlet  will  of  difobediency  ; 
Send  terror,  threats,  entreaties,  but  in  vain, 
(u)  Warwick  and  March  are  with  all  jollity 
And  grace  recclv'd.  The  (x)  city's  love  did  gain 
The  beft  part  of  a  crown  :  For  whofe  defence, 
And  entertaining  ftill,  ftays  (y)  Sstl'lbury, 
Whilft  March  and  Warwick  other  fortunes  try ; 

LIX. 

•■  Conducing  their   frefli    troops    againft   their 

king, 
(Who  leaves  a  woman  to  fupply  bis  ftead  :) 
And  near  (z)  Northampton  both  embartelling, 
Made  now  the  very  heart  of  England  bleed  : 
Where  what  ftrange  refolutions  both  fides  bring, 
And  with  what  deadly  rancour  they  proceed, 
Witnefs  the  blood  there  ftied,  and  foully  fhed ; 
That  cannot  but  with  fig'ns  be  regilircd. 

LX. 

There  (a)  Buckingham,  Talbot,  and  Egremont, 
Beaumont  and  Lucy;  parts  ofLancafter, 
(Parts  moft  important,  and  of  chief  account) 
In  this  unhappy  day  extinguifh'd  are. 
There  the  {i)  Lord  Grey  (whofe  faith  did  not 

amount 
Unto  the  truft  committed  to  his  care) 
Betrays  his  king,  born  to  be  ftrangely  tofs'd  ; 
And  late  again  attairl'd,  again  is  loft. 

't)  Tlie  kinp  (from  Coventry)  fends  the  Lovt!  Skal'f,  the 
lord  Lovel,  tiie  Sari  orKcudal,  to  Lundjn,  with  others,  to 
Icecp  the  cirv  in  obedience-  ,  „  , .„  ,      ■• 

(u)  The  Earls  of  March,  Warwick,  and  S.ihflniry,  landinp 
at  .Sandwicli,  were  met  by  the  Archbilhop  of  Canterbury  ; 
-  who,  vjit!\  his  crofs  borne  before  hiui,  accompanitd  them 
to  London,  anno  recni  :^8.  . 

(vl  Tlie  atfeaion  which  the  city  of  London  hare  to  tlie 
Duke  of  York,  was  an  efpecial  mean  for  the  raiUng  of  tliat 
me  totlie  crown. 

ly)  '1  he  Earl  of  Salifbury  left  ta  keep  t!ie  city. 

(2)  U'he  battel  ot  Northampton. 

(a)  The  Duke  of  Buckingham,  the  Karl  of  Shrewtbnry, 
tl>e  Lord  Egremont,  John  VilccunrUeaumont,  Sir  WU- 
jafn  Lncv,  flain.  .  ,,.".,_ 

lb)  Tile  Lord  Edmund  Grev  of  Rutlien,  who  led  the 
vausruardofKingHtniy,  witlidriiW  hiiulelf,  and  tool.- pare 
with'thclorC),. 
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OF   DANIEL. 

Lxr. 
Again  is  loft  this  outfide  of  a  {c)  king, 
Ordain'd  for  others  ufes,  not  his  own ; 
Who  to  the  part  that  had  him  could  but  bring 
A  feeble  body  only,  and  a  crown  ; 
But  yet  was  held  to  be  the  dcareft  thing 
Both  fides  did  labour  for  fo  much,  to  crown 
Their  caufe  with  the  apparency  of  might ; 
From  whom,  and  by  whom  they  muft  make  their 
right : 

LXll. 

When  he  himfelf  (as  if  he  nought  efteem'd 
The  higheft  crown  oti  earth)  continues  one  ; 
Weak  to  the  world  :  Which  his  religion  deem'd 
Like  to  the  breath  of  man  ;  vain,  and  foon  gone  I 
Whilft  the  ftout  queen,  by  fpeedy  flight,  redeem'd 
The  fafcty  of  herfelf,  and  of  her  fon  : 
And  with  her  (^d)  Somerfet  to  Durham  fled ; 
Her  pow'rs  fupprefb'd,  her  heart  unvanquifhed. 

I-XIII. 

So  much  for  abfent  York  is  afted  here. 
Attending  Englifh  hopes  on  th'  Irifli  coaft  : 
Which  when,  unlook'd  for,  they  related  were, 
Ambition  (ftill  on  horfeback)  comes  in  poft, 
And  feems  with  greater  glory  to  appear ; 
As  made  the  more  by  b'ing  fo  long  time  loft  : 
And  to  the  parli'raent  with  ftate  is  led, 
Which  his  affoaates  had  fore-fummoned. 


And  com'n  into  the  chamber  of  the  peers, 
He  fets  himfelf  down  in  the  chair  of  flate ; 
Where  fucii  an  unexpecSied  face  appears 
Of  an  amazed  court,  that  gazing  fat 
With  a  duml)  filence,  (feeming,  that  it  fears 
The  thing  it  went  about  t'  cffeduate) 
As  if  the  place,  the  caufe,  the  confcience  gave 
Bars  to  the  words  thei.  forced  courfe  fliould  ha\ 

LXY. 

'Tis  ftrange  thofe  times  which  brought  fuch 
hands  for  blood. 
Had  not  bred  tongues  to  make  good  any  fide  ; 
And  that  no  proftitured  confcience  ftood. 
And  injufticc  to  have  juftify'd  ; 
(As  men  of  the  forlorn  hope,  only  good 
In  defperateft  a6ls  to  be  employ'd) 
And  that  none  in  th'  affembly  there  was  found, 
That  would  t'  ambitious  dcfcant  give  a  ground  ; 

LXVI. 

That  ev'n  himfelf  (forc'd  of  neceflity) 
Muft  be  the  orator  of  his  own  caufe. 
For  having  view'd  them  all,  and  could  efpy 
None  proff'ring  once  to  fpeak;  (all  in  a  paufc) 
On  this  friend  looks  with  an  inviting  eye. 
And  thsA  on  t'^^t,  (as  if  he  woo'd  applaufe) 
Holding  the  cloth  of  ftate  in  his  hand; 
The  fign  which  he  would  have  them  underftaild. 

LXVTI. 

Butfee'ng  non?  move-;  v^ith  an  imperial  port 
Gath'ring  bis  ipir'ts,  he  rifes  from  his  feat ; 
Doth  with  fucli  pow'r  of  words  his  caufo  fupport. 
As  feems  all  others  caufei  to  defeat. 

(c)  Thckinc'  !<;  coiivcyM  to  London;  the  Tower  yield- 
ed up  to  the  lords ;  and  the  i.ord  Skales  (who  kept  it;  nnf-- 
dered. 

Ci^  The  nuke  ofSomevfot. 
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='  And  fure,  who  woiks  his  greatnefs  in  that  fort, 
"  Muft   have   more  pow'fs  than  thofe  that  are 

born  great. 
"  Such  revolutions  arc  rot  wrought,  but  when 
"  Thofe  fpir'ts  do  work,  which  muft  be  more 

than  men." 

LXVIII. 

He  argues  firft  his  right,  fo  long  withheld 
By  th*  ufurpation  of  the  Lancafters; 
"   The  right  of  a  diredl  line,  always  held 
*f  The  facred  courfe  of  blood ;  our  anceftors, 
'•  Our  laws,  our  rev'rent  cuftoms  have  upheld 
"  With  holy  hands.  Whence  when  diforder  errs, 
"  What  horrors,  what  confufion  do  we  fee  ; 
"  Until  it  be  reduc'd  where  it  fliould  be  ? 

LXIX. 

"  And  how  it  profpers  with  this  wretched  land, 
"  Witnefs  theuniverfalmifery, 
"  Wherein  (.as  if  accurs'd)  the  realm  doth  fland  ; 
"  Depriv'd  of  ftate,  wealth,  homiur,  dignity : 
"  The  church,  and  commons,  underneath  the  hand 
"  Of  violence,  extortion,  robbery. 
"  No  face  of  order,  no  refpedl  of  laws  : 
"  And  thus  complains  of  what  himfelf  i»  caufe; 

I.XX. 

"  Accufing  otiiers  infolence,  tl\at  they 
"  Exhaufted  the  revenues  of  the  crown  ; 
"  So  that  the  king  was  forc'd  only  to  prey 
"  Upon  his  fubjedls,  poor  and  wretched  grown  : 
'*  And  that  th^  now  fought  Ireland  to  betray, 
"  And    Calal^Ho    the    French;    which  he  had 

knowir 
"  By  th'  intercepted  notes  of  their  own  hand, 
•'  Who  were  the  only  traitors  of  the  land  ; 

LXXI. 

"  And  yet  procur'd  th'  attainders  moft  unjuft 
"  Of  others  guiltlefs  and  imfpotted  blood, 
"  Who  evermore  had  labour'd  in  their  truft, 
"  And  faithful  fervice  for  their  country's  good  ; 
•'  And  who  with  extreme  violence  were  thruft 
"  Quite  out  of  all,  fpoil'd  of  their  livelihood, 
"  Expos'd  to  all  the  miferies  of  life  ; 
"  Wbich  they  endur'd,  to  put  off  blood  and  ftrife. 

LXXII. 

''  But  fince  (faith  he)  their  malice  hath  no  end, 
"  But  t'  end  us  all,  and  to  undo  the  land ; 
"  (For  which  the  hateful  French  gladly  attend, 
"  And  at  this  inftant  have  their  fwords  in  hand) 
"  And  that  the  God  of  heav'n  doth  feem  to  bend 
"  Unto  our  caufe,  whereto  the  beft  men  ftand ; 
"   And  that  this  blood  of  mine  fo  long  time  fought, 
"  Referved  feems  for  fomething  to  be  wrought. 

LXXIII. 

*'  It  refts  within  your  judgments  to  upright 
"  Or  elfe  to  ruin  utterly  the  land  : 
"  For  this  be  fure,  I  muft  purfue  my  right 
"  Whilft  I  have  breath,  or  I  and  mine  can  ftand. 
"  Think  vvhether  this  poor  ftate,  b'ing  in  this 

plight, 
".  Stands  not  in  need  of  fotti'e  upraifing  hand ; 
"  Or  whether  'tis  not  time  we  fliould  have  reft, 
"  And  this  confiifion  and  our  wounds  redreft." 

LXXJV. 

This  fiiid,  he  turns  afide,  and  out  he  goes; 
Leaves  them  to  couunfel  wJiat  v/as  to  be  done  :' 


Where,  though  the  moft  part  gather'd  were  of 

thofe 
Who  with  no  oppofition  fure  vrould  run, 
.Yet  fome,  more  temp'rate,  offer'd  to  propofe 
That  which  was  fit  to  be  confider'd  on  : 
Who,  though  they  knew  his  claim  was  fair  in  fight, 
Yet  thought  it  now  lack'd  the  right  face  of  right : 

LXXV. 

Since  for  the  fpace  of   threefcore   years,   the 

,  crown 

Had  been  in  avfb  pofiefs'd,  in  three  defccnts ; 
Confirm'd  l)y  all  the  (e)  nobles  of  renown. 
The  peoples  fufFrages,  oaths,  parli'ments ; 
So  many  adts  of  ftate,  both  of  our  own, 
And  of  all  other  foreign  governments  : 
"   That  wrong,  by  order,  may  grow  right  by  this  ; 
"  Sith  right  th'  obferver  but  of  order  is. 

LXXVI. 

"  And  then  confid'ring  firft  how  Bolingbroke, 
"  Landing  in  Yorkftiire  but  wjth  threefcore  men, 
"   By  the  confent  of  all  that  kingdom,  took 
"  The  crown  upon  him,  held  for  lawful  then  : 
"  His  uncle  York,  and  all  the  peers  betook 
"  Themfelves  to  him,  as  to  their  fov'reign  ;  when 
"  King  Richard's  wrongs,  and  his  propinquity, 
"  Did  feem  to  make  no  diftance  in  their  eye. 

LXXVII. 

"  Nor  was  without  example  in  thofe  days; 
"  Wherein  (as  in  all  ages)  ftates  do  take 
"  The  fide  of  public  peace,  to  counterprife 
"  The  weight  of  wrong,  which  time  may  rightful 

make. 
"  No  elderhood  (_/")  Rufu?  and  Henry  ftays 
"  Th'  imperial  crown  of  Englaod  t'  undertake  ^ 
"  And  John  before  his  nephew  Arthur  fpeeds ; 
"  Whom,  though  depriv'd,  Henry  his  fon  fuc- 
ceeds. 

Lxxvm. 

"  Edward  the  third  made  fov'reign  of  the  ftate 
"  Upon  his  father's  deprivation  was. 
"  Ail  which,  though  feeming  wrongs,  yet  fairly  fat 
"  In  their  fucceeders,  and  for  right  did  pafs." 
And  if  they  could  fo  work,  t'  accommodate 
And  calm  the  peers,  and  pleafe  the  populace ; 
They  wifh'd  the  crown  might  where  it  ftood  rc« 

main. 
Succeeding  inconvenience  to  rcftrain. 

LXXIX. 

Thus  th'  ancient  fathers  of  the  law  adrife, 
Grave  Baron  Thorpe,  and  learned  Fortefcue  ; 
Who,  though  they  could  not  fafhion  otberwife 
Thofe  ftrong-bent  humours,  which  averfive  grew, 
Yet  feem'd  to  qualify  th'  extremities. 
And  fome  refpedl  more  to  their  fov'reign  drew ; 
That,  during  life,  it  was  by  all  agreed 
He  ftioald  be  king,  and  York  Ihould  him  fucceed» 

LXXX. 

Which  prefently  enadled,  was  (befide) 
Proclaim'd  throughout  with  all  folcmnities, 
And.intcrmutually  there  ratify 'd 
With  proteftations,  vows,  and  oaths  likewife  ; 

(e)  Non  confirmacur  traflu  tcmporis,  quod  de  jure  a\» 
initio  non  fubfiilit, 

(f)  Wiilicim  Rut':;s  and  Henry  I.  preferred  before  their 

elder  bcociier. 

Mi] 
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Built  up  with  all  flic  ftrcngth  of  form,  t'  abide 
AVhatever  cppofitions  could  arile  ; 
And  might  have  feem'd  fure  and  authentical, 
Had  all  this  body  of  the  ftate  been  all. 

LXXXl. 

But  Trent,  thou  kept'fl  a  part ;  Thames  had 
not  all  : 
The  north  divided  honour  with  the  fouth  ; 
And  like  pow'r  held  like  grcatnefs  ftverai  : 
Where  other  right  fpake  with  another  mouth; 
Another  heir  another  prince  they  call, 
"Whom  natural  fucceffion  follow  doth ; 
The  branch  of  kings,  the  true  fon  of  the  crown  ; 
To  whom  no  father  can  but  leave  his  own. 

LXXXII. 

The  king,  as  hufband  to  the  crown,  doth  b-y 
The  wife's  infe'ffment  hold  ;  and  only  here 
Enjoys  the  fame  for  life  by  courtefy  ; 
Without  pow'r  to  difpofe  it  other  where, 
After  his  death,  but  as  th'  authority. 
Order  and  cuftom  of  fuccefTion  bear  : 
And  therefore  Henry's  a.€t  cannot  undo    . 
The  right  of  him  whom  it  belongs  unto. 

LXXXIII. 

And  this  unnatural  intrufion  here 
Of  that  attainted  blood,  out  of  all  courfe, 
IfFeded  with  confufion  and  with  fear, 
Mufl:  be  reduc'd  to  other  terms  of  force. 
Thefe  infolencies  juQice  cannot  bear  : 
The  fword  (whereto  they  only  had  recourfe) 
Muft  cut  this  knot  fo  intricately  ty'd, 
Whofe  vain  contrived  ends  are  plain  defcry'd. 

*  LXXXIV. 

Thus  they  give  out — and  out  the  fword  in  hand 
Is  drawn  for  blood,  to  juftify  the  fame  ; 
And  by  a  fide  with  many  a  worthy  mann'd  : 
Great  Somerfet,  Exeter,  Buckingham, 
■With  Clifford,  Courtney,  and  Northumberland, 
(Lords  of  as  mighty  courage,  as  of  name) 
■Which  all  againft  York's  forced  courfes  bend  ; 
Who  having  done,  yet  had  not  made  an  end  : 

LXXXV. 

But  to  another  work  is  forc'd  to  go, 
The  laft  turmoil  lab'ring  ambition  had  ; 
Where  pride  and  overweening  led  him  fo, 
(For  fortunes  paft)  as  made  the  iffue  fad. 
For  whether  fafer  counfel  would  or  no. 
His  yet  unfurnifh'd  troops  he  defp'rate  led 
Fromijandall  caflle  unto  Wakefield  green, 
Againft  far  mightier  forces  of  the  queen. 

Lxxxvi.  [laul. 

Where  round  endos'd  by  (g)  ambufhments  fort- 
Hard  working  for  his  life,  (but  all  in  vain) 
With  number  and  confufion  overlaid, 
Himfelf  and  valiant  Sal'lbury  are  flain  ; 
With  whom  the  moft,  and  deareft  blood  decay'd 
Of  his  courageous  and  advent'rous  train  : 
So  Ihort  a  life  had  thofe  long  hopes  of  his. 
Born  nut  to  wear  the  crown  he  wrought  for  thus; 

LXXXVIl. 

But  in  the  rife  of  his  out-fpringing  luO, 
Kow  in  the  laft  of  hope  receiv'd  this  fall ; 

(I)  Th-,bAitleof  U-altefidd,  where  tlie  Duke  of  York  is 
nain-  the  Far!  nS.lifbury  taken,  and  belitadert  at  York  ; 
"rtm.ml  E^rl  of  Rutland,  ycungeit  f^n  to  the  IHike  ot 
"v",  •<   murdered  sftcr  tlie  battle,  by  the  Lord  ClitTord 


i 


O  F    DANIEL. 

Now  that  his  working  pow'rs  fo  fat  had  thruflt, 
Tliut  his  dcfircb  liad  but  this  flep  ro  all. 
When,  fo  near  home,  he  fccm'd  pail  all  diRruft, 
1  liis  unexpeded  wrtck  doth  him  bofall  ; 
This  fiiccifibr  th'  inheritor  foregoes  ; 
The  play-game  made  of  fortune,  and  his  foes. 
Lxxxvin. 
Whofe  young  fon,  Rutland,  (made  the  facrifice 
For  (.thcrs  fins,  e'er  he  knew  how  to  fin) 
Brought  only  Isut  to  fee  this  exercife 
Of  blood  and  wounds,  ends  e'er  he  did  begin  :  , , 
Whole   tears,    whofe    nioan,    whofe    lamentable 

cries. 
Could  neither  mercy  nor  comp:\nion  win. 
The  branch  of  fuch  a  tree,  though  tender  now. 
Was  not  thought  fit  fhould  any  longer  grow. 

LXXXIX. 

Which,  turning  chance  t'  a  long  ungraced  fide. 
Brings  back  their  almofl  quelled  hopes  again ; 
And  thrull  them  on  to  ufe  the  prefent  tide 
And  flow  of  this  occafion.  to  regain 
Th'  intliralled  monarch,  and  to  undecide 
The  late  concluded  a.il  they  held  for  vain  : 
And    moves    their    armies,   new    refrefh'd    > 

fpoil, 
For  more  confufion,  and  for  more  turmoil : 
xc. 

ViifLorioufly  prGcceding  unwithflood. 
Till  at  (/j)  St.  Albans  Warwick's  forc'd  t'  a  ftan^i. 
Whereas  (to  make  his  own  undoJBfcood) 
The  king  is  brought  againU  himflRo  band  : 
His  pow'r  and  crown  is  fet  againft  h'.s  blood  ; 
Forc'd  on  the  fide  not  of  himfelf  to  fiand. 
Divided  king  !  in  what  a  cafe  thou  art. 
To  have  thy  hand  thus  bent  againft  thy  heart  ' 
xci. 

And  here  this  famous  fatal  place  again 
Is  made  the  ftage  of  blood — again  thefe  ftreet?, 
Erabiu'd  with  llaughter,  cover  d  with  the  flain, 
W  itnefs  what  defp'rate  wrath  with  rancour  meet?. 
BtU  fortune  novv-  is  in  another  vcjn, 
Another  fide  her  turning  favour  greets  ; 
The  (/■■)  king  here  lately  loft,  is  now  here  won ; 
Still  fure  t'  undo  the  fide  that  he  was  on. 
xcii. 

(i)  Warwick,  with  other  genius  than  his  own, 
Had  here  to  do  :   Which  made  him  fee  the  face 
Of  fad  misfortune  in  the  felf  fame  town. 
Where  profp'rous  winning  lately  gave  him  grace  ; 
And  Marg'ret  here,  this  maitial  amazon, 
Was  with  the  fpir't  of  herfelf  in  place  ; 
Whofe  labours  fortune  ev'n  to  pity  ftir. 
And  b'lng  a  woman,  could  but  give  it  her, 
xciii. 

The  reputation  and  encuuragement 
Of  Wakefield  glory  waken'd  them  to  this : 
And  this  ieems  now  the  full  accomplifhment 
Of  all  their  travel,  all  their  combrances. 
F  ,r  what  can  more  difturb  this  government. 
When  York  extindt,  and  Warwick  conquer'd  is  ? 
Dirediing  Sal'fb'ry  left  without  a  head. 
What  refts  there  now  that  all's  not  finiflied  i 

(h)  The  fecond  battle  at  St.  Albans. 
(/)  The  kinp  is  aRaiii  recovered  by  the  queen. 
{/.)  The  Karl  ot  Warwick,  with  the  Duke  ot  Norrolk,  pW 
to  P.i^jht ;  and  Sir  John  Grey  flain  on  the  king's  hde. 
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Thus  for  the  fick  prelerving  nature  ftrivefs 
^\5^ain{l  corruption  and  the  loathfome  grave, 
When  out  of  death's  told  hands  (he  back  reprieves 
Th'  almoft  confounded  fpir'ts  ft.e  fain  would  fave  ; 
And  them  cheers  up,  iliightens  and  revives, 
Making  faint  ficknefs  words  of  health  to  liavc, 
With  looks  of  life  as  if  the  worft  were  pad; 
When  ftraight  conies  diffolutlon,  and  his  lafl;. 
xcv. 

So  fares  it  with  this  Jate  revived  queen  ; 
Whofe  vi(5l:ories  thus  fortunately  won. 
Have  but  as  only  light'ning  motions  been 
Before  the  ruin  that  enfu'd  thereon. 
For  now  another  fpringing  pow'r  is  feen, 
Whereto  (as  to  the  new-arifing  fun) 
All  turn  their  faces,  leaving  thofe  low  rays 
'Of  fctting  fortune,  which  no  climber  weighs. 

XCVI. 

Now  is  young  March  more  than  a  Duke  of  York : 
For  youth,  love,  grace,  and  courage,  make  him 

more  ; 
All  which  for  fortune's  favour  now  do  work, 
Who  graceth  frefhefl:  acSors  evermore ; 
Making  the  firft  attempt  the  chiefefl  work 
Of  any  man's  defigns  that  ftrives  therefore. 
■■'  The  after  feafons  are  not  fo  well  blcft-, 
"   f  or  thofefirftfpir'ts  make  their  firft  actions  beft." 
XCV]  I. 
Now  as  the  I^ybian  lion,  when  with  pain 
The  weary  hunter  hathpurfu'd  his  prey 
.From  rocks  to  brakes,  from  thickets  to  the  plain, 
And  at  the  point  thereon  his  hands  to  lay 
-Hard  by  his  hopes,  his  eye  upon  his  gain, 
()utruiliii;g  from  his  den,  rapts  all  away ; 
S')  comes  young  March  their  ends  to  difappoint, 
sWho  now  were  grown  fo  near  unto  the  point. 

XCVIII. 

The  love  of  thefe  important  fouthern  parts. 
Of  Effex,  Surrey,  Middlefex,  and  Kent, 
The  qiifren  had  wdiolly  loft  ;  as  they  whofe  hearts 
Grew  ill  affecfled  to  her  government, 
Upon  th'  uncivil  and  prefumptuous  part"?, 
Pla\  'd  by  the  northern  troops  grown  infolenr  ; 
Whom,  rhough  fhe  could  not  govern  otherwifr, 
Yet  th'  ill  that's  v/rought  for  her,  upon  her  lies. 
xcix. 

"  So  wretched  is  this  execrable  war, 
"  This  civil  fword — wherein,  though  ail  we  fee 
"   Be  foul,  and  all  things  miferable  arc, 
"   Yet  moft  diftrefsful  is  the  victory; 
"  Which  is  not  only  th'  extreme  ruiner 
"♦'  Of  others,  but  her  own  calamity  : 
"   Where  who  obtains,  what  he  would  cannot  do  ; 
"  Their  pow'r  hath  part,  who  holp  him  thereunto." 
c. 

The  (/)  city,  whofe  good  will  they  moft  defire, 
(Yet  thereunto  durft  not  commit  their  ftace) 
Sends  them  not  thofe  provifions  they  require  ; 
Which  feem'd  reftrained  by  the  people's  hate  : 


Yet  March's  help  far  off,  and  near  this  fire 
(To  win  them  time)  forc'd  them  to  meditate 
A  reconcilement :   Which  well  entcrtain'd. 
Was  fairly  now  grown  on,  and  nearly  gain'd  : 
ci. 
When  with  a  thoufand  tongues  fwifc-wing'd 
.  fame  comes. 
And  tells  of  March's  gallant  vidories; 
Who  what  withftands  fubdues ;  all  overcomes; 
Making  his  way  through  fierceft  enemies : 
As  having  now  to  caft  in  greater  fums 
The  reck'ning  of  his  hopes,  that  mainly  rife. 
His  father's  death  gives  more  life  unto  wrath  ; 
And  vexed  valour  greater  courage  hath. 

CII. 

And  now,  as  for  his  laft,  his  lab'ring  worth 
Works  on  the  coaft  which  on  fair  Severn  lies; 
Whereto  his  father  (paffing  to  the  north) 
Sent  him  to  levy  other  frelh  fupplies  : 
But  hearing  now  what  Wakefield   had  brought 

forth, 
Imp'oring  aid  againft  thefe  injuries. 
Obtain.^  from  Gloc'fter,  Worc'fter,  Shrewlbury, 
Important  pow'rs  to  work  his  remedy, 
cm. 

Which  he  againft  (w)  Pembroke  and  Ormond 
bends ; 
Whom  Marg'ret  (now  upon  her  viAory) 
With  all  fpeed  poflible  from  Wakefield  fends. 
With  hope  to  have  furpris'd  him  fuddenly. 
Wherein,  though  flie  all  means,  all  wit  extends. 
To  th'  utmoft  reach  of  wary  policy. 
Yet  nothing  her  avails — no  plots  fucceed, 
T'  avert  thofe  mifchiefswhich  the  heav'ns  decreed. 

CIV. 

For  near  the  {n)  crofs  ally'd  unto  his  name, 
He  crofs'd  thofe  mighty  forces  of  his  foes, 
And  with  a  fpir't  ordain'd  for  deeds  of  fame 
Their  eager  fighting  army  overthrows; 
Making  all  clear  behind  from  whence  he  came, 
Bearing  down  wholly  what  before  him  rofe, 
Tike  to  an  all-confounding  torrent  feems ; 
And  v.-as  made  more  by  Warwick's  mighty  ftreams, 
cv. 

With  th'  inundation  of  which  greitnefs,  (o)  he 
(Having  no  bounds  of  pow'r  to  keep  him  back) 
March'd  to  the  city  :   At  whofe  entrance  free. 
No  figns  of  joy,  nor  no  applauding  lack. 
Whole  near  approach  when  this  fad  queen  did  fee, 
(  r'  avoid   thefe    rocks   of   her  near  threat'ning 
wreck)  [parts. 

With  her  griev'd  troops  northward  fhe  hence  de- 
And  leaves  to  youth  and  fortune  thefe  fouth  parts. 

(m)  Jafper  Eatl  of  Pembroke, and  James  Butler  Earl  of 
Ormond  and  WilUhirc. 

(7!)  The  battle  of  Mortimer's  CrOf«.  where  Owen  Tudor, 
fatlier  to  the  Earl  of  Pembroke,  who  had  married  King 
llenry'ii  mother,  was  taken  and  bclieaded. 

(5)  The  Earl  of  Warwick,  after  his  overthrow  at  St.  Al- 
bans, retires  with  all  the  force.s  he  could  make,  and  joins 
with  the  voung  Duke  of  York  ;  who,  coming  to  London, 
and  received  with  all  joy,  a  tireat  council  was  prelently 
called  of  the  Lords  Spiritual  ami  Temporal  ;  where  Kin;^ 
Henry  was  adjudge<l  infutficient  foi  tlie  government  of  the 
realm,  and  to  be  deprived  ot  all  repal  auiliority  ;  and  the 
Duke  of  York  eletted  lor  kincr,  and  afterward  proclaimed 
bv  the  name  of  iidward  the  IVth,  March  4.  1460,  at  the 
ai;e  o;  18.  And  fo  Henry  VI.,  afrei  he  had  reigned  38  years 
b  mocths,  wasdepofed. 

M  iij 
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Glory  with  admiration  entering  now, 
Open'd  that  eafy  door  to  his  intent, 
As  that  there  needs  not  long  time  to  allow 
The  right  he  had  unto  the  government; 
Nor  Henry's  injuries  to  difavow, 
Againft  his  oath,  and  th'  z&  of  parli'ment." 
"   For  here  the  fpeedi'ft  way  he  takes  t'  accord 
"  Diff'rence  in  law,  that  pleads  it  with  the  fword." 
evil, 

Gather'd  to  fee  his  mufter'd  companies, 
Stood  all  the  flocking  troops  of  London  ftreets, 
When  Falconbridge  (with  gentle  feeling)  tries 
How  ftrong  the  pulfe  of  their  affecftion  beats ; 
And  reck'ning  up  the  grievous  miferies. 
And  defolation  which  the  country  threats,  [king  ; 
Aik'd  them,  whom  they  would  have  to  be  their 
To  lead  thoie  trcops,  and  fiate  in'tform  to  bring  ? 

CVJII. 

Whereto,  with  fuch  an  univerfal  fliout, 
"  The  Earl  of  March,"  the  multitude  replies, 
As  the  rebounding  echo  ftraight  throughout 
(Fromtow'r  to  tow'r  aeverberated')  flies 
To  th'  ears  of  thofe  great  lords,  who  fat  about 
The  confultation  for  this  enterprife, 
Whofe  care  is  fav'd,  which  moft  they  Hood  upon ; 
For  what  they  counfel  how  to  dp^  is  done. 


And  nothing  now,  but  to  confirm  him  king, 
Remains  (which  muft  not  long  remain)  to  do  : 
The  prefent  heat  doth  ftraight  difpatch  the  thing, 
With  all  thofe  folemn  rites  that  'long  thereto  : 
So  that  what  York,  with  all  his  traveling, 
Force  and  intrufion,  could  not  get  unto ; 
Is  now  thus  freely  laid  upon  his  fon. 
Who  muft;  make  fair  what  foully  was  begun. 
ex. 

\yhofe  end  attain'd,  had  it  here  made  an  end 
Of  foul  deftruiflion,  and  had  ftay'd  the  blood 
Which  Towton,  Exham,  Tewklbury  did  fpend 
With  dcfp'rate  hands,  and  deeper  wound  withftoo  J ; 
And  that  none  other  crown  brought  to  contend 
With  that  of  his,  had  made  his  feem  lefs  good ; 
How  had  this  long  afflitfted  land  been  bleft ! 
Our  fighs  had  ended,  and  my  mufe  had  reft. 

CXI. 

Which  now  (but  little  paft  half  her  long  way) 
Stands  trembling  at  the  horrors  that  fucceed  ; 
Weary  with  thefe  embroilments,  fain  would  ftay 
Her  farther  courfe,  unwilling  to  proceed  : 
And  fain  to  fee  that  glorious  holiday 
Of  union  which  this  difcord  re-agreed, 
Knows  not  as  yet  what  to  refolve  upon, 
Whether  to  leave  off  here,  or  elfego  on, 
'  '     '  5 
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BOOK     VIII, 


"the  Argument. 

King  Edward  pow'r  againft  King  Henry  led, 
And  hath  at  Towton  Field  the  vi(ftory  : 
From  whence  King  Henry  into  Scotland  fled, 
Where  he  attempts  his  ftate's  recovery  : 
Steals  into  England;  is  difcovered: 
Brought  pris'ner  to  the  Tow'r  difgracefuUy. 
And  Edward,  whllft  Great  Warwick  doth  affay 
A  match  in  France,  marries  the  Lady  Grey. 


On,  ytt,  fad  verfe — ^Though  thofe  bright  ftars 

from  whence 
Thou  had'ft  thy  light,  are  fet  for  evermore; 
And  that  thefe  times  do  not  like  grace  difpenfe 
To  our  endeavours,  as  thofe  did  before  : 
Yet  on — Since  flie,  whofe  beams  do  re-incenfe 
This  facred  fire,  feems  as  referv'd  in  {tore 
To  raife  this  work,  and  here  to  have  my  Uft, 
Who  had  the  firft  of  all  my  labours  pall. 
II. 

On,  with  her  Lleffed  favour,  and  relate 
With  what  new  bloodlhed  this  new  chofen  lord 
Made  his  firft  entry  to  th'  afflided  ftate  ; 
Pafs'd  his  firft  atfl  of  public  with  the  fword; 
Engor'd  his  new-worn  crown  ;  and  how  he  gat 
Poffeflion  of  afflidlion,  and  reftor'd 
His  right  unto  a  royal  mifery, 
Maintained  with  as  bloody  dignity. 
III. 

Shew  how  our  great  Pharfallan  field  was  fought 
At  (a)  Towton  io  the  north  ;  the  greatefl,  day 

{a)  Edward  being;  proclaiined  and  acknowledf^ed  for 
king,  prefently  fetsforwaid  towards  the  north,  to  encoun- 
ter with  King;  Henry  VI.,  who  in  Yorklhire  had  affemWed 
a  puiflant  army  of  near  60,000  men;  and  at  a  placu  called 
n'owton,  ibout  4  miles  from  Yorlc,boih  their  powers  met, 
where  was  fought  the  greatelt  battle  our  (torifs  mention 
in  an  thpfeGivil  Wars,  where  both  the  armies  coniitteU  yf 
sb'jvc  100, tQc  men,  ar.j  r,U  cf  c'ir  own  nation. 


Of  ruin  that  dilTenfion  ever  brought 

Unto    this   kingdom.     Where    two  crowns   did 

fway 
The  workof  flaughter — Two  kings  caufes wrought 
Deftrudion  to  one  people,  by  the  Vi^ay 
Of  their  afietStions,  and  their  loyaJcies  ; 
As  if  one  for  thefe  ills  could  not  fuffice. 

IV. 

Where  Lancafter,  an.d  that  courageous  fide,    , 
(That  noble  conftant  part)  camefurnilhed 
With  fuch  a  pow'r,  as  might  have  terrify'd 
And  over -run  the  earth;  had  they  been  led 
I'he  way  of  glory,  where  they  ipight  have  try'd 
For  th'  empire  of  all  Europe,  as  thofe  did 
The  Macedonian  led  into  the  eaft ; 
Their  number  being  double  at  the  leaft. 

V. 

And  where  brave  York  comes  a^  completely 
mann'd 
With  courage,  valour,  and  with  equal  might ; 
Prepar'd  to  try  with  a  rcfolved  hand 
The  metal  of  his  crown,  and  of  his  right : 
Attended  with  his  fatal  firebrand 
Of  war,  Warwick,  that  blazing  ftar  of  fi^ht ! 
The  comet  of  deflrudion  that  portends 
Confufion  and  diftrefs,  what  way  he  tends. 

VI. 

What  rage,  what  madnefs,  England,  do  we  fee 
Tliai  tills  }>ravc  people,  i^i  fuch  multitude 
M  w\ 
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Run  to  confound  tr.cmfeU'cs '  And  all  to  be  I 

Thus  mad  for  lords,  and  for  n-.^re  fc-rvitiule  ! 
What  might  have  been,  if  (Roman  like,  and  free)    i 
Thefc  gallant  fpir'ts  had  nobltr  ends  purfu'd,  i 

And  flrain'd  to  points  cf  glory  aiui  renown, 
for  good  of  the  republic,  and  their  own  ? 

VII. 

But  here  no  Cato  with  a  fenate  ftood 
Tot  Commonwealth —Nor  here  were  any  foughi 
T'  emancipate  the  fate  for  public  j^ood, 
But  only  headlong  for  their  fadion  wrought. 
Here  ev'r^"  r-ian  runs  on  ro  fpend  his  blood, 
To  get  bui  -vhat  he  had  already  got. 
Tor  whether  Pompey,  or  a  Csfar  won, 
Their  ftate  was  ever  fure  to  be  all  one. 

Vlll. 

And  firfl,  before  thefe  fatal  armies  met, 
Jlad  forward  Warwick  laid  the  pafTage  free. 
At  Ferry-Biiggs. ;  whert  the    i^ord    (i)  Clifford 

(fet 
"With  an  advent'rous  gallant  company, 
^o  guard  that  flralt.  York's  further  march  to  let) 
Began  the  fcene  to  this  great  tragedy  ; 
Made  the  firfl  entrance  on  the  ftage  of  blood ; 
Which  now  fet  wide  f <  r  wounds,  all  open  flood, 

IX. 

When  Edward  to  ex>  crt  his  men  began. 
With  words,  whtreto  both  fpir't  and  majelly 
His  pers'rage  :  For  that  he  was  a  man 
(BeCdes  a  king)  whofe  crown  fat  gracefully. 
"  Com'n  is  the  day,  faid  he,  wherein  v/ho  can 
"  Obtain  the  beft,  is  befl.  This  day  muft  try 
**  Who  hath  the  wrong ;  and  whence  our  ills  have 

'•  bten : 
"'  And  'tis  i  ur  fwords  muft  make  us  honeft  men, 
X. 

"  For  though  our  caufe  (by  God  and  men  al- 
"  low'd) 
*'  Hath  in  it  honour,  right,  and  honelly; 
"  Yet  all  as  Dsthing  is  to  be  avow'd, 
*'  Unlefs  withal  we  have  the  victory. 
"  Forjufiice  is\wefte)  a  virtue  proud, 
"  And    cleaves    to  pow'r,  and  leaves  weak  mi- 

*■  fery  :  ■ 

"  And  iherefore  fee'ng  the  cafe  we  nov/  ftand  in, 
"  We  niufl  refolve  either  to  die  or  v/in. 

XI. 

"  So  that  if  any  here  doth  find  his  heart 
*•  To  f;.i!  him  for  this  noble  work,  or  flands 
"  Irreiolute    his  day;  let  him  depart, 
"  And  leave  his  arms  behind,  for  worthier  hands. 
"  I  know  enow  v%iil  ftay  to  do  their  part ; 
*'  Here    to   redeem    thcmfelves,  wives,    children, 

"Lnds, 
"  And  have  the  p\Ty  that  thereby  {ball  rife, 
"  To  iree  their  country  from  thefe  niiferics  " 

XII. 

But  here  what  needed  words  to  blow  the  fire. 
In  flame  already,  and  cnkindl'dfo. 
As  when  it  wasproclaim'd  they  might  retire. 
Who  lound  unwillingiiefs  to  undergo 
That  vent'rnus  woik  ;  they  all  did  fo  confpire 
To  fland  out  fortune,  that  not  one  would  go, 

(i)  ThfrLoxd  CUfiortl  Hain  at  Ferry-Eriggs. 


OF    DANIEL. 

i'o  bear  away  a  hand  from  blood  ;  not  one 
Defraud  the  field  of  th'  evil  might  be  done  ? 

xni 
Where  (c)  Warv/ick  too   (producing  in  their 
fight 
An  argument,  whereby  he  did  conclude 
There  was  no  hope  of  fafety,  but  by  fight) 
Doth  facrifice  his  horfe  to  fortitude  ; 
And  thereby  did  the  leaft  conceit  cf  flighty 
Or  any  fuccour  by  efcape  exclude; 
"  See'ng  in  the  ftreight  of  a  necefilty, 
"  The  means  to  win,  is  t'  have  no  means  to  fly." 

xiv. 
It  was  upon  the  twilight  of  that  day, 
That  peaceful  day  when  the  religious  bear 
The  olive  brancbes  as  they  go  to  pray, 
(And  we,  in  lieu,  the  blooming  palm  ufe  here) 
Vv''hen  both  the  armies,  ready  in  array 
For  th'  early  facrifice  of  blood,  appear 
Prepared  for  mifchief,  e're  they  had  full  light 
To  fee  to  do  it,  and  to  do  it  right. 

XV 

Th'  advantage  of  the  time,  and  of  the  wind, 
(Which  both  witlj  York  feem  as  retain'd  in  pay) 
Brave  (J^-  Falconbridge  takes  hold  on  and  aflign'd 
The  archer;,  their  flight-fliafts  to  Ihoot  away  : 
Which  th'  adverfe  lide  (with  fleet  and  dimnefs 

blind, 
Miftaken  in  the  diftance  of  the  way) 
Anfuer  with  their  fhcaf  arrows,  that  came  ftiort 
Of  their  intended  aim,  and  did  no  hurt. 

XVI 

But  gather'd  by  th'  nn  marching  enemy. 
Returned  were  like  clouds  of  fteel ;  which  pour 
Deftruiflion  down,  and  did  new  night  the  iky. 
As  if  the  day  had  fail'd  ;o  keep  his  hour. 
Whereat  the  ranged  horfe  break  out,  deny 
Obedience  to  the  riders,  fcorn  their  pow'r; 
Difrank  the  troops,  fet  ail  in  difarray. 
To  make  th'  aflailanc  owner  of  the  day. 

XVIJ. 

Thus  thou  peculiar  engine  of  our  land  I 
(Weapon  of  conqueft !   Mailer  of  the  field  ') 
Renowned  bow  !  (that  mad'it  this  crown  com- 
mand 
The  tow'rs  of  France,   and  all  their  pow'rs  tp 

yield) 
Art  made  at  home  to  have  th'  cfpecial  hand 
In  our  dilfcntions,  by  thy  work  upheld  : 
Thou  firft  did'il  conquer  us;  then  rais'd  our  IkilJ 
To  vanquifh  others ;  here  ourfelves  to  fpill. 
xviii. 
And  DOW  how  com'ft  thou  to  be  out  of  date, 
And  all-negledied  leav'fl  us,  and  art  gone  ; 
And  with  thee  th'  ancient  ftrength,  the  manly 

ftate 
Of  valour  and  of  worth,  that  glory  won  ? 
Or  elJ'e  ftay'lt  thou  till  new  priz'd  fliot  abatp  ? 
( I'hat  nevei  Ihall  affc<3;  what  thou  haft  done) 
And  only  but  attend'ft  fome  blefied  reign. 
When  thou  and  virtue  fhall  be  grac'd  again. 

fir)  Tlie  Earl  of  Warwick,  belore  the  batile  began,  with 
hiiiown  hands  killed  lus  hnrle 

(dj   Wiilirim  Ncvil,  ^oiiX  Falconbridge,  after  creat«d 
Farl  of  Kent. 
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But  this  fhort  tempeft  drave  Northumberland 
(Who  led  the  van-guard  of  king  Henry's  fide) 
With  eager  heat  join  battle  out  of  hand. 
And  this  difor-ler  with  their  fwords  to  hide. 


"  Have  likewife  their  own  ends  of  gain  or  hate 
"  In  thefe  our  ftrifes,  and  nourifh  this  debate." 

.     XXV. 

Thus  flood  he  (drawing  lines  of  his  difcourfe) 
In  contemplation ;  when,  more  needfully, 


Where    twice  five    hours   thefe    furious   armies  I  It  did  import  him  to  devife  a  courfe, 


{land,  i 

And  fortune's  balance  weigh'd  on  neither  fide  : 
-Nor  either  did  but  equal  bloodflied  gain 
Till  Henry's  {e)  chiefcft  leaders  all  were  flain. 

XX. 

Then  lo  thofe  fpir'ts,  which  from  thefe  heads 

derive 
Their  motions,  gave  off  working ;  and  in  hafte 
Turn  all  their  backs  to  death,  and  mainly  flrive 
Who  from  themfelves  fhall  run  away  moll  faft. 
The  after-fiiers  on  the  former  drive  ; 
And  they  again  by  the  purfuers  chas'd. 
Make  bridges  of  their  fellovk's  backs,  to  pafs 
The  brooks  and  rivers  whereas  danger  was. 
XXI. 
Witnefs,  O  clear-flream'd  Cock  '    within  whofe 

banks 
So  many  thoufand  crawling  hclplefs  lay. 
With  wounds  and  wearinefs;  who  in  their  ranks 
Had  valiantly  behav'd  themfelves  that  day  ; 
And  might  have  had  more  honour    and  more 

thanks, 
By  (landing  to  their  work,  and  by  their  flay. 
*'  But  men  at  once  life  feeni  to  love  and  loath 
"  Running  to  lofe  it,  and  to  fave  it  both." 

XXII. 

Unhappy  Henry,  from  a  little  hill, 
Plac'd  not  far  off,   (whence  he  might  view  tlie 

fight) 
Had  all  th'  entire  full  profpefl  of  this  ill, 
With  all  the  fcatter'd  flaughter,  in  his  fight  : 
Saw  how  the  vidlor  rag'd,  and  fpoil'd  at  will, 
And  left  not  off  when  all  was  in  his  might : 
Saw  with  how  great  ado  himfelf  was  won ; 
And  with  what  {lore  of  blood  kings  are  undone. 

XXIII. 

"  Wc  are  not  worth  fi  much,  nor  I  nor  he, 
"  As  hath  been  fpent  for  us  by  you  this  day, 
V*'  Dear  people ;  faid  he — Therefore  O  '.  agree  ; 
"  And  leave  off  mifthief,  and  your  malice  Hay  '. 
"  Stay,  Edward,  flay  '.   They  mull  a  people  be, 
"  When  we  (hall  not  be  kings — And  it  is  they, 
"  Who  make  us  with  their  miferies--  Spare  them, 
*'  for  whom  thou  thus  doftfeek  a  diadem. 

XXIV. 

"  For  me,  I  could  be  pieas'd  t'  have  nought  to 
do 
"  With  fortune ;  and  content  myfelf  were  ill, 
"  So  England  might  be  well :  And  that  t'  undo 
"  Me  might  fuffice  the  (\.  ord,  without  more  ill. 
'■'  And  yet  perhaps  thefe  men,  that  cleave  unto 
*'  The  parts  of  princes  with  fuch  eager  will. 


{e)  In  this  battle  of  Towton.  on  King  Henry's  fide  were 
flain,  Henry  Piercy  Earl  of  NorthumberlaI^d  ;  the  Earls  of 
Shrevvftury  and  Levoiilhire;  John  Lord  Clirtnu'  ;  the 
Lords  Beaumont,  Vevil,  WilU.ughby,  Wells,  Roos,  Grey, 
Dacrea,  FitzHugh,  MoUiilux,  Buck  ngliaii  ;  knijihts,  the 
two  bafe  Ions  of  Henry  Holland,  Duki  o.  hxeter;  Rich- 
Bid  Piercy,  Gervnfe  Clitton,  Andrew  frollop,  &c 

The  whole  nuniber  flain  were  accounted  byfome  33,000, 
by  otkers  35,091. 


Hovf  he  might  ihift  for  his  recovery  : 
And  had  been  taken,  had  not  fome  by  force 
Refcu'd  and  drawn  him  off  more  fpeedily, 
And  brought  him  unto  (/)  York  in  all  main  poll; 
Where  he  firft  told  his  queen  the  day  was  loft. 

XXVI 

Who,  as  compos'd  of  that  firm  temp'rature, 
Which  could  not  bend  to   bafe  complaints,  nor 

wail 
As  weaknefs  doth,  (fore-knowing  how  t'  endure) 
Fail'd  not  herfelf,  though  fortune  did  her  fail ; 
But  rather  cafts  about  how  to  procure 
Means  to  referve  her  part,  and  to  prevail 
Of  that  poor  time  left  her  to  lave  her  own  ; 
As  one  though  overcome,  not  overthrown. 

XXVII. 

Now  when  (he  had  of  fatal  Lancafter 
Seen  all  the  pillars  crufh'd  and  ruined, 
rhat  under-fet  it ;  all  that  foUow'd  her 
Of  thofe  heroic  perfonages  dead, 
Save  only  Somerfet  and  Exeter, 
(Who  from  thislall  deftrutSlion  hardly  fled) 
And  faw  all  loft,  and  nothing  in  her  might. 
But  only  that  which  muft  be  fav'd  by  flight : 

XXVI H. 

Now  when  there  was  no  north  left  of  their  own, 
To  draw  unto  ;  no  fide  to  gather  head; 
No  people  to  be  rais'd  t'  an  empty  crown, 
Nor  yet  the  ground  their  own    whereon  they 

tread ; 
When  yet  your  faith,  (worthy  of  all  renown) 
Conflant  Northumbrians,  firm  continued  I 
And  though  you  c  ula  not  render  fuccours  fit 
Unto  your  fov'reign,  you  would  fave  him  yet ; 

XXIX. 

And  be  (as  few  men  in  this  world  are)  true 
Unto  afHi6lion,  and  to  mifery  ; 
And  would  not  bafely  purchafe  and  renew 
Your  peace  and  fafety  by  difloyalty; 
But  wrought,  that  though  the  vii5lor  did  purfuc 
With  greedy  care,  and  eager  induflry, 
To  have  furpris'd  him  ;  yet  was  all  in  vain. 
Till  he  recover'd  Berwick  wich  his  train. 

XXX 

Where  now  he  was  at  fome  more  vacancy 
To  underftand,  and  fee  himfelf  undone; 
Which  in  this  fudden  coming  mifery. 
He  had  no  leifure  to  confuier  on. 
And  now  furveys  he  that  poor  company. 
Attending  on  himfelf,  his  wife,  and  fon  ; 
Sees  how  that  all  the  (late  which  ferv'd  his  crown, 
Was  (hut  within  the  walls  of  one  fmall  town  : 

XXXI. 

Beholds  there  wlat  a  poor  diftrelTed  thing, 
A  kin^  without  a  people  was ! — And  whence 
The  glory  of  that  mightinefs  doth  fpring, 
That  overlpreads  (with  fuch  a  reverence) 

Cf)  ^leeii  Margaret,  with  her  fon,  were  in  the  cicyflf 
York,  cxpeilirg  the  event  of  this  battle. 
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THE    WORKS    OF    DANIEL. 


This  under  world  '.    Whence  comes  this  furnifh- 

ing, 
And  all  this  fplendor  of  magnmcence! 
He  fees,  what  chair  foever  monarch  fat 
Upon  on  earth,  the  people  was  the  Hate. 

XXXIK 

And  yet  although  he  did  contain  no  more 
Than  what  he  law,   yet  faw  a  piece  fo  fmall 
Could  not  contain  him.     What  he  was  before, 
Made  him  uncapable  of  any  wall, 
To  yield  him  fuccour  now. — He  muft  have  more 
Thau  only  this  fmall  hold,  or  none  at  all. 
And  therefore  this,  (fee'ng  it  avail'd  him  not, 
Nor  could  he  keep)  he  renders  to  the  (^)  Scot; 

XKXIII. 

As  th'  earneft  to  confirm  and  ratify 
The  league  between  them  two,  newly  begun. 
Whereof  to  make  more  fure,  and  fafler  tie,    • 
He  promis'd  too  th'  alliance  of  his  fon  ; 
And  all  that  might  fecure  their  amity,  "  ;i  '-''  ' 
With  willingnefs  on  either  fide  was  doii^.'   '"'  '■ 
And  here  they  pradlife  all  they  can  devife, 
To  turn  revenge  upon  enemies, 
xxxiv. 

Thus,   England,   did'ft  thou  fee  the  mighti'ft 
king 
Thou  ever  had'ft,  (in  pow'r  and  majefty 
Of  ftate,  and  of  dominions ;  gdverning 
A  moft  magnificent  nobility ; 
With  an  advent'rous  people,  flouriihing 
In  all  the  glories  of  felicity) 
Chas'd  from  his  kingdom  ;  forc'd  to  feck  redrefs 
In  parts  remote,  diftrefs'd  and  fuccourlefs. 
xsxv. 

Nov/  Bolingbroke,  thefe  miferies  here  fhown, 
Do  much  unload  thy  fin ;  make  thy  ill  good  : 
Por  if  thou  did'il  by  wrong  attain  the  crown, 
'Twas  without  cries  ;  it  coft  but  little  blood. 
But  York  by  his  attempt  hath  overthrown 
All  the  befl  glory  wherein  England  ftood ; 
And  did  his  ftate  by  her  undoing  win  ; 
Andwks',  though  white  without,  yet  red  within, 
xxxvi. 

And  thus  he  hath  it — And  is  now  to  deal 
For  th'  entertaining  and  continuance 
Of  men's  affeftions;   atid  to  feek  to  heal 
Thofe  foul  corruptions,  which  the  maintenaHce 
Of  fo  long  wars  bred  in  the  commonweal. 
He  mull  remunerate,  prefer,  advance 
His  chiefeft  friends ;  and  }>rofecute  with  might 
The  adverfe  part ;  do  wf ong,  to  do  men  right, 
xxxvii. 

Whilft  martial  Marg'ret,    with    her    hopeful 
fon, 
Is  travelling  in  France,  to  purchafe  aid ; 
And  plots,  and  toils,  and  nothing  leaves  undone ; 
Though  all  in  vain.     For  b'ing  thus  overlaid 
By  fortune,  and  the  time ;  all  that  is  done, 
Is  out  of  feafon.     For  flie  muft  have  ftay'd 
Till  that  firft  heat  of  men's  affe<flions  (which 
'I'hey  bear  new  kings)    were  laid,  and  not   fo 
muthi' 

(i)  Kenry  VI.  delivers  the  towji  of  Berwick  to  the  King 

OfJCOtS.  -^  ,■■■>':  TiV    ri.r  .T-.'-'.^i 


XX.^VTil. 

When  they  fliould  find  that  they  had  galn'd  no 

more. 
Than  th'  aL  by  changing  of  his  matters  did; 
(Who  ftijl  muft  labour  as  he  us'd  before) 
And  thofe  expedancies  came  fruftrated, 
Whicli  they  had  fet  upon  th'  imagin'd  fcore 
Of  their  accounts  :  And  had  confidered, 
How  that  it  did  but  little  benefit 
The  doves,  to  change  the  falcon  for  the  kite, 
xxxix. 
And  yet,  brave  (/j)  queen,   for  three  years  of 

his  reign. 
Thou  gav'ft  him  little  breathing  time  of  reft; 
But  ftiU  his  miferies  did'ft  entertain 
With  new  attempts,  and  new  aflaults  addreft. 
And  at  thy  now  return  from  France  again, 
(Supply'd  with  forces)  once  more  gathered'ft 
An  army  for  the  field,  and  brought'ft  to  war 
The  fcatter'd  parts  of  broken  Lancafter. 

XL. 

And  once  again  at  Exham  led'ft  them  on, 
With  Scots  and  French,  t'  another  bloody  day ; 
And  there  beheld'ft  thyfelf  again  undone, 
With  all  that  reft,  whereon  thy  fortunes  lay. 
Where  Somerfet  (late  to  king  Edward  gone, 
And  got  his  pardon)  having  'fcap'd  away,  - ' 

With  noble  Piercy  came,  to  bring  their  blood 
Unco  thy  fide,  whereon  they  firft  "had  ftood. 

XLI. 

Where  the  lords  Molines,  Rofs,and  Hungerford, 
With  many  elfe  of  noble  families, 
Extinguifli'd  were — And  many  that  day's  fword 
Cut  off  their  names  in  their  pofterities. 
Where  fled  again  their  lucklefs,  foUow'd  Lord  ; 
And  is  fo  near  purfu'd  by  th'  enemies. 
As  th'  enfign  of  his  crown  was  feiz'd  upon, 
For  him  who  had  before  his  kingdom  won ; 

•       XLH. 

And  fhortly  after  too  his  perfon  gat. 
For  he  now  weary'd  with  his  long  exile. 
And  miferies  abroad,  grew  palTionate 
With  longing  to  return  t'  his  native  foil. 
And  fee'ng  he  could  not  do  the  fame  in  ftate, 
He  feeks,  difguis'd  in  falhlon,  to  beguile 
rhe  world  a  time,  and  fteal  the  liberty 
And  fight  of  his  dear  country  privately. 

XLllI. 

As  if  there  were  for  a  purfued  king 
A  covert  left  on  earth,  wherein  to  hide ; 
When  pow'r  and  jealoufy  are  travelling. 
And  lay  to  catch  affliftion  on  each  fide. 
"  Misfortune  ferves,  we  fee,  for  ev'ry  thing. 
And  foon  (/)  he  comes,  God  knows,  to  be  defcry'd; 

(h)  Qucea  Margaret,  farniihcd  with  a  i;reater  power  of 
Scots  and  Ficncli,  to  tlie  number  of  20,000,  with  her  huf- 
,  band,  entered  into  Northumberland,  took  the  caftle  of 
Bamboroui;li,  and  after  caine  forward  to  the  bilhoprick  of 
Durliam,  where  Henry  Beaufort,  Duke  of  Somerfet,  w(ii> 
liad  lately  been  reconciled  to  Kins  Kdward  the  IVth, joined 
with  tliem  ;  aiidalfo  brouglit  thither  witli  him  Sir  Ralph 
Pierty,  a  man  (ifgreat  courage  and  worth,  who  were  takca 
in  the  battle  of  Exham,  and  executed. anno  3.  Ed.  IV.  14.64. 

(i)  Kinj;  Henry  was  taken  in  Lancalhire,  and  brouf;ht  to 
London,  with  his  lef;s  bound  to  the  Itirrups  ;  havinc;  in  his 
company  only  Ur.  Manning,  Dean  ot  Windfor,  with  ano- 
ther divine ;  who  were  taken  with  Ixim,  and  committed  to 
the  Tower. 


HISTORY    OF   THE    CIVIL    WARS. 


And  Edward  hath  the  booty  he  defir'd  ; 
For  whofe  eftabliihment  all  things  confpir'd. 

XLIV. 

Yet  long  it  was  not  e'r  a  fire  began 
To  take  in  th'  inward'ft  clofct,  where  he  laid 
The  treafure  of  his  chiefeft  truft ;  and  ran 
From  thence  through  all  his  ftate,  before  it  ftay'd. 
For  b'ing  a  king,  who  his  whole  fortunes  wan 
With  other  hands,  mull  many  leave  unpaid  ; 
And  could  not  fill  up  that  vafl  greedinel's 
Of  expeiflation,  which  is  bottomlefi. 

XLV. 

Though  he  did  all  the  beft  that  in  him  lay, 
(As  a  mofl:  adive  prince)  tofatisfy 
The  int'reft  of  their  travels,  and  defray 
The  bands  contracSed  'twixt  hisfov'reignty 
And  the  repuKic  :  Seeking  to  {i)  allay 
All  grievances;  recorder  equity. 
Reform  the  bars,  that  juftice  did  abufe ; 
Lay  eafy  on  the  ftate,  as  new  kings  ufe. 

XLVI. 

As  he,  who  having  found  great  treafury, 
The  firft  year  offers  with  moft  grateful  cheer 
A  fheep  of  gold  to  June's  deity  ; 
And  next  of  filver,  for  the  fecond  year  ; 
The  third  of  brafs  :  And  then  neglediively, 
Nothing  at  all — So  thofe  refpecfts,  which  were 
Born  of  a  prefent  feeling,  mov'd  him  mofl ; 
But  foon  were  with  their  times  and  motives  loft. 

XLVII 

And  what  his  bounty  could  not  recompenfe. 
He  pays  with  honours,  and  with  dignities. 
And  (more  to  angle  the  benevolence, 
And  catch  the  love  of  men  with  courtefies) 
He  oft  would  make  his  dignity  difpenfe 
With  his  too  low  familiarities  ; 
Defcending  from  his  fphere  of  majefty 
Beneath  himfelf  very  fubmiflively. 

XLVIII. 

And  when  he  had  difpofed  in  fome  good  train 
His  home-affairs ;  he  counfels  how  t'advance 
His  foreign  correfpondence,  with  the  chain 
Of  fome  alliance  that  might  countenance 
His  grcatnefs,  and  his  quiet  entertain. 
Which  was  thought  fitteft  with  fome  match  of 

France, 
To  hold  that  kingdom  from  fub-aiding  fuch, 
Who  elfe  could  not  fubfift,  nor  hope  fo  much. 

XLIX. 

Nor  was  it  now  a  time  to  have  contrafb 
With  any  foreign,  mighty  potentate ; 
But  keep  the  outer  doors  of  each  fide  faft, 
Having  fo  much  to  do  within  his  ftate. 
And  thereupon  was  (/)  Warwick  (by  whofe  caft 
All  muft  be  wrought,  employ'd  to  mediate 

(k)  King  Edward  IV.  fat  on  the  Kind's  Bench,  in  open 
court,  three  days  together,  in  Michaelmas  term,  anno  z. 
of  his  reign  ;  to  underfland  how  his  laws  were  executed. 

(/)  The  Earl  of  Warwick  waa  fent  into  France,  to  treat 
of  a  marriage  between  King  Edward  and  the  Lady  Bona, 
daughter  to  Louis  Duke  of  Savoy,  and  .'"Iter  to'the  Lady 
Charlotte  queen  of  France,  which  was  there  agreed  upon  ; 
and  Monlieur  Damp,  Martin,  with  others,  apf  olnt-?d  to  be 
lent  into  iingland,  tor  the  full  accomplilhing  thereof.  Eat 
in  the  mean  tir/ic.  May  i.the  king  married  the  Lady  ~U- 
zabeth  Grey,  dajghter  to  the  Duchefs  of  Bedlord,  late 
wife  to  Sir  John  Grey,  flaiii  at  St.  Albans  on  King  Kjnry's 
part. 


A  prefent  marriage,  to  be  had  between 

Him  and  the  fifter  of  the  young  French  queen. 

L. 

Which  was  not  long,  nor  hard  to  bring  to  pafs; 
Where  like  refpe<5ls  met  iu  a  point  alike. 
So  that  the  fame  as  ev'n  concluded  was, 
And  all  as  done — Lady  arid  friends  all  like  :   [pafs 
When  Love,  the  lord  of  kings,  (by  whom  mult 
I'his  a'ft  of  our  affedlions)  took  diflikc 
That  he  was  not  made  privy  thereunto, 
And  therefore  in  his  wrath  would  all  undo. 

LI. 

For  whilft  this  youthful  prince,  at  his  difport 
In  Grafton  woods,  retir'd  from  public  care. 
Attending  how  his  fuit  in  France  did  fort, 
(  Whereon  his  cogitations  only  were) 
He  comes  at  home  furpris'd  in  other  fort : 
A  nearer  fire  enflam'd  his  pafiions  here ; 
An  Englifh  beauty,  with  more  worth  endu'd 
Than  France  could  yield,  his  royal  heart  fubdu'd. 

LIl. 

A  woful  widow,  whom  his  quarrel  had 
(As  it  had  many  mo)  made  defolate, 
Came  to  his  court  in  mournful  habit  clad. 
To  fue  for  juftice  to  relieve  her  ftate. 
And  ent'ring  as  a  fuppliant  all  fad, 
With  graceful  forrow,  and  a  comely  gate, 
She  pafs'd  the  pr efence ;  where  all  eyes  were  caft 
On  her  more  ftately  prefence  as  fhe  pafs'd. 

LIII. 

Her  looks  not  let  abroad,  (but  carefully 
ICept  in.  reftrain'd)  held  their  refervednefs ; 
Obl'erving  none  but  her  own  dignity. 
And  his,  to  whom  fiie  did  herfeif  addrefs. 
And  drawing  near  his  royal  majefty, 
A  blufh  of  reverence,  not  baflifulnefs, 
Lighten'd  her  lovely  cheeks,  and  down  flie  kneels; 
Gives  her  petition  for  the  wrongs  ftie  feels, 
nv. 

And  in  deliv'ring  it,  lifts  up  her  eyes, 
(The  moving'ft  mediators  fhe  could  bring) 
And  ftrait  withdraws  them  in  fubmiffive  wife  ; 
Not  fixing  them  direftly  on  the  king  : 
Who  mov'd  with  her  fweet  fafhion,  bade  her  rife. 
With  gentle  language  full  of  comforting ; 
Read  her  requeft — But  thought  not  what  he  read. 
The  lines  he  view'd  her  eyes  had  figured, 
nv. 

Then  paus'd  awhile,  and  mus'd ;  as  if  heweigh'd 
The  fubftance  of  her  fuit.  The  which  (God  wot) 
Was  not  the  thing  he  mus'd.  And  having  ftay'd, 
Seem'd  to  read  on  again  ;  but  yet  reads  not. 
And  ftill  a  ftealing  lide-caft  look  convey'd 
On  her  fweet  face  :  as  if  he  had  forgot 
To  be  elfewhere  than  where  he  did  behold ; 
And  thought  not  what  he  did,  but  what  he  would. 

LVl. 

But  left  his  fudden  paflion  might  have  there 
More  witneffes  than  he  could  wiih  to  have  ; 
He  took  up  his  defires,  which  pofting  were 
Beyond  their  ftages ;  and  this  anfw«r  gave  : 
"  Madam,  we  will  ourfelf  take  time  to  hear 
"  Your  caufe  at  large.  Wherein  we  will  you  have 
"  No  other  ref 'rence,  but  repair  to  us ; 
"  Who  will  accoron;odate  this  bufinefs." 
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Lvni. 

She  that  expcL^cd  prel'cnt  remedy, 
(Hearing  ihis  dilatory  anfvver)  thought 
The  king  found  Icruplc  in  the  equiry 
Of  her  requell ;  and  tliereupon  he  fouiiht 
To  put  her  to  delays  of  court;  whereby 
She  might  be  cir'd,  and  in  the  end  get  nought. 
And  that  which  her  opinion  made  more  flrong. 
Was  that  he  ftudied  and  was  mute  fo  long. 
Lvin. 

Which  forc'd  from  her  thefe  words:  "  My  lord, 
"  Let  not  my  being  a  Lancaftrian  bred, 
"  Without  mine  own  eleftion.  difaffgrd 
"  Me  right,  or  make  my  caufe  disfigured; 
"  Since  I  am  now  the  fubjc<5t  of  your  fword  ; 
"  Which  God  hath  (v/ith  your  rigln )  eftabliihed, 
"  To  do  us  right.     And  let  not  what  we  were, 
"  Be  now  the  caufe  to  hurt  us  as  we  are. 

LIS. 

*'  Lady,  miflake  me  not — Never  did  I 
"  Make  war  with  women,  nor  us'd  women's  war, 
"  Revenge  ;  but  profecuted  honeftly 
'•  My  right,  not  men.  My  quarrels  ended  are 
"  With  my  obtaining  of  the  vi'ilory. 
"  And  ,'  lady)  know,  your  caufe  moves  me  thus  far, 
"  As  you  fhall  find,  faid  he,  I  do  defire 
"  To  do  you  greater  right  than  you  require." 

LX. 

With  this  they  part ;  both  with  their  thoughts 

full  charg'd  ; 
She  of  her  fuit  in  hand,  and  he  of  her  : 
Wherein  he  fpends  that  night;   and   quite  dif- 

charg'd 
All  other  cogitations  to  confer 
Firfl,  how  he  might  have  her  eftate  enlarged  : 
Then  in  what  fort  her  fervice  to  prefer 
Unto  his  new-expecSted  wife  and  queen  : 
Then  how  to  mafk  his  love  from  being  leen. 

LXI, 

"  For  yet  lufb  was  not  grown  to  that  degree, 
"  To  have  no  limits;  but  thatfhame  kept  in 
"  The  greateft  greatnefs,  from  this  being  free 
"  To  hold  their  wantonnefs  to  be  no  fin. 
"  For  though  kings  cannot  ovcrmafter'd  be, 
"  They  will  be  overlook'd,  and  fcen  within  : 
"  And  though  they  could  their  weaknetfes  make 

"  furc, 
"  Yet  crimes  (though  fafe)  can  never  be  fecurc. 

LXII. 

Sometimes  he  thinks  it  better  to  provide 
A  place  retir'd,  and  have  her  from  the  court; 
And  then  with  what  pretenfions  he  might  hide 
His  private  coming,  and  his  old  refort : 
Then  by  his  queen  if  it  fhould  be  ei'py'd, 
How  he  might  clear  with  her,  and  flop  report. 
And  thus  confumes  the  night — And  if  he  flept. 
He  flept  thofe  thoughts  that  with  thefe  palTicns 
kept. 

LXIII. 

The  morning  being  com'n  (and  glad  he  \vas 
That  it  was  com'n)  after  fo  long  a  night. 
He  thought  would  have  no  morning,  (time  did  pafs 
80  flow,  and  his  defires  ran  on  fo  light) 
A  meffenger  with  fpeed  difpatched  wai, 
OfTpecial  truft,  his  lady  to  invite 


To  come  t'  his  prcfence  ;  though  before  the  time 
That  ladies  rife-;  who  rarely  ri^e  betimc. 

Lxiy.  ['"f^S" 

Yet  fo'  n  (he  haftes  ;  and  yet  .that  foon  fccm'^ 
To  him  whoie  longing  went  fo  fwift  a  pace  ; 
And  frets  that  fuch  a; tiring  fhould  pclong 
To  that  wliich  yields  itfelf  fufficient  grace  : 
ConfidVJng  how  thefe  ornamenis  may  wrcng 
The  fet  of  beauty  ;  v^hich  we  fee  doth  grace 
Th'  attir.e  it,  wear3,  and  is  not  grac'd  thereby, 
As  b'ing  that  only  which  doth  take  the  eye. 
i.vv. 

But  now  b'ing  com'n,  that  quarrel  of  delay 
Strait  ended  was — Her  prcfence  fatisfies 
All,  what  expeclancc  had  laid  out  for  flay  : 
And  he  beheld  more  fweetnefs  in  her  eyes, 
And  faw  her  more  than  fhe  was  yeflerday. 
A  cheerlinefs  did  with  her  hopes  arife. 
That  lamped  clearer  than  it  did  before, 
And  made  her  fpir't  and  his  affe<Sions  more. 

LXVI. 

When  thofe  who  were  about  him  prefentiy 
Voided  the  room,  and  left  him  to  confer 
Alone  with  his  fair  fuitor  privately, 
(As  they  who  to  his  courfes  confcious  were  :) 
And  he  began—'  Madam,  the  remedy 
"  Which  you  in  your  petition  fue  for  here, 
"  Shall  be  allow'u  to  th'  utmofl  that  you  crave, 
"  With  th'  expedition  you  would  wifli  to  have. 

LXVU. 

"  And  here  I  have  another  fuit  to  you; 
"  Which  if  you  plcafe  to  grant,  we  both  fhall  now 
"  Reil  equally  content" — Wherewith  there  grew 
That  fudden  alteration  in  her  brow, 
As  all  were  overcafl;  and  fo  withdrew 
That  freedom  from  her  looks,  (lefl  they  fhould  'low 
More  than  her  heart  might  mean)  as  they  relied 
A  narrow 'r  and  a  carefuller  afpec2. 

LXVIll. 

That  when  he  faw  this  barrier  of  dillike 
Thus  inter-fet,  to  keep  his  forwardnefs 
Back  from  prefu,inptive  prefling  ;  it  did  flrike 
That  rev'rence,  as  it  ilay'd  him  to  exprefs 
His  farther  will.  And  fhe  replies  :  "  'Tis  like 
''  When  kings  to  fubje<Sts  fue,  they  mean  no  lefs 
"  Than  to  command  :  nor  mufl.  they  bewithllood, 
"  For  that  good  kings  will  feekbut  what  is  good. 

LXJX. 

"  And  in  that  fair  refpecSl,  your  majelly, 
"  According  to  your  will,  both  mufl  and  may 
"  Command  my  fervice  ;  who  moll  rev'rently 
"  Your  royal  pleafure  ever  fhall  obey." 
With  which  word  pUafurc,  (though  it  doubtfully 
In  that  hard  faftnefs  of  condition  lay, 
Under  the  lock  of  goodnefs)  he  was  caft 
In  hope,  he  might  obtain  the  fame  at  laft. 

LXX. 

And  thus  rejoins — "  My  pleafure  only  fhall 
"  Be,  madam,  for  your  good.  Pleafe  it  but  you 
"  To  make  it  fo.  And  here  to  tell  you  all, 
"  I  love  you;  and  therein  I  tell  you  true. 
"  What  honour  may  by  kings  alfe<5lions  fall, 
"  Muft  light  upon  your  fortunes,  as  your  due. 
"  And  though  France  fhall  a  wife  for  falhion  bring; 
"  You  muft  be  th'  only  miftrefa  of  the  king. 
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Straight  might   you  fee,  how  fcorn,  and  fear, 
and  fliame, 
(All  intermix'd  in  one  afped)  return 
The  nieffage  of  her  thoughts,  before  words  came. 
And  firtl;  within  her  brow  in  ftate  lat  fcorn  ; 
Shame  in  her  cheeks .  where  alfo  fear  became 
An  innate  too  ;  and  both  appear  by  turn. 
Bluflies  did  palenefs,  palenefsbluflies  chafe; 
As  fcorning,  fearing,  fhaniing  i'uch  difgrace. 

LXXIl. 

She  fcorns  to  be  addceni'd  fo  worthlefa  bafe, 
As  to  be  mov'd  to  fiich  an  infamy, 
She  (hames  to  think  that  ought  within  her  face 
Should  breed  th'  opinion  of  immodefty. 
She  fears  the  fatal  danger  of  the  place  ; 
Her  lonenefs,  and  the  pow'r  of  majefty : 
And  fo  confus'd  in  fear,  in  flianie,  in  fcorn. 
This  anfwer  to  his  motion  doth  return  : 

I.XXIII. 

"  My  fov'reign   loid,  it  grieves  me  that  you 
"  deem, 
*'  Becaufe  I  in  this  fort  for  jufhice  fue, 
"  I  would  the  fame  with  mine  own  wrong  redeem, 
•'  And  by  diflionour  re-obtain  my  due. 
"  No — I  would  hate  that  right  which  fhould  but 

'  fecm 
"  To  be  beholden  to  a  wanton  view, 
"  Or  motive  of  my  perfon,  not  my  caufe; 
"  That  craves  but  right  from  juftice  and  your  laws. 

LXXIV. 

"  And  know,  great  monarch,  that   1  more  do 
weigh 
"  My  diftaff  with  mine  honour,  than  I  do 
"  'I'hc  mighti'ft  Ccepire  king  did  ever  fway 
"  Upon  the  earth,  or  nations  bow'd  unto. 
"  I  owe  fu'ojeclion  ;  which  I  humbly  pay 
'•  With  all  the  outward  fervice  I  can  do  : 
"  But,  fov'reign,  in  the  region  of  my  heart 
"  I  reign  foie  queen — No  king  can  force  a  part." 

LXXV. 

Here  fear  a  little  interpos'd  a  touch. 
To  warn  her  violence  to  temporize 
With  pow'r  andilate.  And  fhe  concludes  her  fpeech 
With  craving  pardon  in  more  humble  wife ; 
Yet  in  proud  humble  wife,  which   ftievv'd  how 

much 
She  did  her  honour  above  greatnefs  prize. 
And  fo  b'ing  full  of  what  flie  did  conceive, 
Defires  to  be  difmifs'd,  and  takes  her  leave. 

LXXVI. 

Here,  Mary    Pembroke,  (by  whofe    gcii'rous 
brow, 
And  noble  graces,  I  delineate 
Thefe  (hapes  of  others  virtues)  could  I  fliew 
In  what  a  defp'rate  and  confus'd  eftate 
She  left  this  dlfappointed  king  :  and  how 
Love  and  ambition  in  their  glory  fat, 
And  tyranniz'don  his  divided  heart, 
Warring  each  other  with  a  pow'rful  part : 

LXXVII. 

How  firft  love  underneath  his  colours  brought 
The  Itrength  of  all  her  graceful  worthinefs  ; 
And  fets  them  in  th'  advantage  of  his  thought, 
Upon  the  fide  of  youth  and  wantonnefs; 


Then  how  ambition,  that  for  glory  wrought. 
Comes  with  his  (late,  his  crown  and  pow'rfulnefs, 
And  plants  her  on  the  fide  of  providence. 
To  beat  unfit  affediions  off  from  thence ; 

LXXVUI. 

But  I  muft  overgo  thefe  palTages, 
And  haften  on  my  way  to  overtake 
Mine  ends,  in  fad  and  graver  bus'neffes ; 
Whereof  I  flrall  to  you  relation  make. 
And  yet  my  zeal  here  forc'd  mc  thus  t'  exprefs  t 
Elizabeth,  for  our  Eliza's  fake  ; 
Who  grac'd  the  mufes,  (whic.h  her  times  became)  : 
'■  For  they  who  give  them  comfort,muft  have  fame." 

LXXIX. 

And  I  mufl  tell  you  now,  when  this  great  fight 
Of  counter-paffions  had  been  throughly  try" J, 
How  in  the  end  the  vi*flory  did  light 
Upon  love's  forces,  as  the  ftronger  fide  ; 
And  beat  down  thofe  refpedhs  of  benefit, 
Of  honour,  greatnefs,  ftrength,  and  all  befide  : 
And  never  granted  rcfl  unto  his  ilrife, 
Till  marriage  rites  had  her  confirm'd  his  wife. 

LXXX. 

Which  that  place  where  he  faw  her  firfl,  faw 
done. 
E'er  he  remov'd  his  foot — "  For  love  is  ftlU 
"  In  hafte  ,  and  (as  a  lord  that  rules  alone)  • 

"  Admits  no  counfellor  in  good  nor  ill. 
"  For  he  and  kings  gladly  give  ear  to  none,  [will. 
"  But  fuch  as  fmooth  their  ways,  and  footh  their 
"  And  who  will  not  dtfire  to  give  his  voice, 
"  (Be  what  it  will)  to  praife  a  prince's  choice  ? 

LXXXl. 

"  Which  was  (indeed)  in  virtue,  beauty,  grace, 
"  And  (all  but  fortune,)  worthy  of  his  bed  ; 
"  And  in  that  too,  had  he  but  liv'd  the  fpace, 
"  T'  have  feen  her  plenteous  ifiue  fully  bred  ; 
"  Thai    they  might  have   collated   ftrength  and 

"  grace 
"  On  her  weak  fide  :  which  (fcorn'd  and  maliced) 
"  liay  open  undefcnc'd,  apt  to  b'  undone 
"  By  proud  ufurping  pov/'r,  when  he  was  gone." 

LXXXII. 

But  now  when  fame  of  this  home-chofen  matcli 
-^^rriv'd  in  France,  (for  there  it  did  arrive, 
F>e  they  could  here  attend  to  make  difjiatch 
T'  impart  the  fame  to  Warwick,  or  contrive 
Some  colour  that  in  any  fort  might  fetch 
Him  fairly  off,  and  no  cliihonour  give) 
It  fo  much  ftirr'd  the  humours  in  thofe  parts, 
As  marr'd  the  whole  complexion  of  their  hearts. 

LXXXIU. 

The  French  king  fcorns  fuch  an  indignity  : 
Warwick  difda  ns  employment  in  this  cafe. 
The  queen  enrag'd,  with  extreme  veh'mency 
Scorns  at  her  fifler's  and  her  own  difgrace. 
rhe  Lady  Bona  takes  moll  tenderly. 
To  be  fo  mock'd  with  hope  of  fuch  a  place. 
And  all  blame  Warwick,  and  his  fraud  condemn  ; 
Whilfl  he  himfelf  deceiv'd,  fuffers  with  them  : 

LXXXIV. 

And  could  not  by  all  means  might  be  devis'd, 
Untafte  them  of  this  violent  difgufl; 
But  that  they  flill  held,  fomethiug  lay  difguis'd 
Under  this  treaty.  So  that  now  he  muft 
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Bring  home  his  reputation  cauteris'd 
With  th'  idle  mark  of  ferving  others  lufl 
In  frivolous  employments;  or  be  fent 
Out  of  the  way,  to  colour  fome  intent. 

Lxxxv.  [veigh 

"  Which,  to  himfelf,  made  him  with  grief  in- 
"  Againft  diftemper'd  kings ;  who  often  are 
*'  111  warrants  for  their  own  affairs ;  and  weigh 
'•  Their  lufts  more  than  their  dignity  by  far  : 
"  And  what  a  mifery  they  have,  that  fway 
*'  Their  great  defigns;  what  danger,  and  what  care; 
"  And  often  muft  be  forc'd  (b'ing  at  their  becks) 
"  To  crack,  their  reputation,  or  their  necks. 

LXXXVI. 

"  How  their  high  favours  like  as  fig-trees  are, 
"  That  gcow  upon  the  fides  of  rocks ;  where  they 
"  Who  reach  their  fruit,  adventure  muft  fo  far, 
"  As  t'  hazard  their  deep  downfal  and  decay. 
"  Their  grace  not  fix'd ;  but  as  a  blazing  ftar, 
"  Burns  out  the  preferic  matter,  and  away  : 
"  And  how  the  world  could  too  well  witnefs  bear, 
"  That  both  their  loves  and  hates  like  dang'rous 
txxxvii.  [were." 

Thus  be  complain*,  and  makes  his  home  retire; 
All  difappointed  of  his  purpofes. 
For  hoping  by  this  match  to  hold  entire 
That  iady,  with  her  great  alliances ; 
And  have  the  king  more  firm  to  his  defire. 
By  managing  of  both  their  bus'nefTes  : 
He  by  this  match  (thus  made  without  his  mean) 
Comes  barr'd  from  all  thofe  tying  int'refls  clean. 

LXXXVIII. 

For  well  he  knew  that  all  his  fervice  pafl, 
Was  paft ;  and  would  not  be  a  future  tie 
To  hold  him  in,  unlefs  that  he  could  caft 
To  introduce  fome  mere  neceflity 
Of  his  employment,  that  were  like  to  laft, 
And  fhut  out  all  other  concurrency  : 
Without  which  nor  his  greatnefs,  nor  his  wits, 
Could  ward  him  from  the  king's  unconftant  fits. 

LXXXIX. 

Which  more  perplcx'd  him,  and  in  nearer  fort. 
Than  what  France  might  by  his  embaflage  guefs. 
Or  England  deem.  But  b'ing  afriv'd  at  court. 
He  draws  a  traverfe  'twixt  his  grievances  : 
Looks  like  the  time — His  eye  made  not  report 
Of  what  he  felt  within.  Nor  was  he  lefs 
Than  uf 'ally  he  was  in_ev'ry  part ; 
W-ore  a  clear  face  upon  a  cloudy  heart : 
xc 

Congratulates  the  queen — Commends  the  king 
For  his  rare  choice.  Protefting  her  to  be 
Far  beyond  all  the  world  befide  could  bring, 
To  fit  his  lilting  :  and  that  he  did  ice 
The  Lady  Bona  was  a  peevifli  thing, 
Sullen  and  proud  ;  and  would  in  no  degree 
Have  pleas'd  his  humour,  or  in  any  fort 
Have  fatisfy'd  the  ladies  of  this  court. 
xci. 

And  after  having  finifh'd  all  the  rite  « 

Of  compliment  and  intervifiting, 
He  humbly  craves  difmiffion,  that  he  might 
Retire  a  while,  t'  attend  the  managing 
And  fettingcf  hi?  country  bus'nefi,  right, 
Wliereby  the  better  to  attend  the  kiii^. 


From  whom  he  parts:  and  never  fesm'd  more  dear, 
More  grac'd,  nor  yet  himfelf  of  free'r  cheer. 

XCII. 

Firft  Warwick  Caflle  (tliiat  had  feldom  known 
The  mafter  there)  he  vifits ;  and  from  thence 
Goes  t'  other  goodly  manors  of  his  own  : 
Where  feen  with  joy,  with  love,  with  reverence ; 
(King  of  himfelf)  he  finds  that  there  isihewn 
The  ufe  of  life,  the  true  magnificence, 
T'  enjoy  his  greatnefs  :  which  at  court  in  vain 
Men  toil  for,  and  yet  never  do  attain. 

XCIII. 

Which  his  religious  confeflbr  (who  heft 
Could  caft,  with  what  a  violent  accefs 
This  fever  of  ambition  did  moleft 
His  ftill-fick  mind)  takes  held  on,  to  addrefs 
(Upon  th'  advantage  of  this  little  reft) 
Some  lenitives,  t'  allay  the  fi'rinefs    ' 
Of  this  difeafe  ;  which  (as  a  malady, 
Seiz'd  in  the  fpii'ts)  hath  feldom  remedy. 
xciv. 

And  thus  fets  on  him — "  See,  my  lord,  how  hera 
"  Th'  eternal  providence  of  God  hath  brought 
"  You  to  the  ihore  of  fafety,  (out  of  fear) 
"  From  all  the  waves  of  mifery,  that  wrought 
"  To  overwhelm  you  ;  and  hath  fet  you  clear, 
"  Where  you  would  be ;  with  having  (which  you 

"  fought 
"  Through  all  thefe  hazards  of  diftrefs)  a  king 
"  Of  your  own  making  and  eftablifhing. 
xcv. 

"  And  now,  my  lord,  I  truft  you  will  fit  down, 
"  And  reft  you  after  all  this  pafied  thrall, 
"  And  be  yourfelf,  a  prince  within  yo.ur  own, 
"  Without  advent'ring  any  more  at  all 
"  Your  ftate  in  others  bottoms;  having  known 
"  The  dangers  that  on  mighty  acftors  fall ; 
"  Since  in  the  foot  of  your  accounts,  your  gains 
"  Come  fhort  to  make  ev'n  reck'ning  with  your 
"  pains. 

xcvi. 

"  Enjoy  now  wliat  you  wrought  for  in  this  fort, 
"  (If  great  men's  ends  be  to  enjoy  their  ends) 
"  And  know,  the  happi'ft  pow'r,  the  greateft  port, 
"  Is  only  that  which  on  itfelf  depends. 
"  Here  have  you  ftate  enough,  to  be  a  court 
"  Unto  yourfelf!   here  I  where  the  world  attends 
"  On  you,  (not  you  on  it)  obfer  ed  fole  : 
"  You  elfewhere  but  a  part,  are  here  the  whole, 
xcvii. 

"  Th'  advantages  of  princes  are,  we  fee, 
"  But  things  conceiv'd  imaginarily  : 
"  For  ev'ry  ftate  of  fortune,  in  degree, 
"  Some  image  hath  of  principality  ; 
"  Which  they  enjoy  more  na.ural  and  free, 
"  Than  can  great  pow'rs,  chain'd  with  obfervancy, 
"  And  with  the  fetters  of  rclpeift  ftill  ty'd  ; 
"  B'ing  cafier  far  to  follow,  than  to  guide, 
xcviii. 

"  And  what  are  courts,  but  camps  of  mifery  ? 
"  That  do  befiege  men's  ftates,  and  ftill  are  prefb'd 
"   T'  affail,  prevent,  complot  and  fortify  ; 
"  In  hope  t*  attain,  in  fear  to  be  fupprefs'd. 
"  Where  all  with  ihews  and  with  apparency, 
"  Men  feem  as  if  for  ftratseems  avldrefs'd  ; 
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«  Where  fortune,  as  the  wolf,  doth  ftill  prefer 
"  The  foulefl;  of  the  train  that  follows  her. 
xcix. 

"  And  where  fair  hopes  arc  laid,  as  ambufliments, 
"  To  intercept  your  life,  and  to  betray 
"  Your  liberty  to  fuch  entanglements, 
"  As  you  fhall  nevermore  get  clear  away  : 
"  Where  both  th'  engagement  of  your  own  intents, 
•'  And  other  reck'nings  and  accounts.  Ihall  lay 
"  Such  weights  upon  you,  as  you  Ihall  not  part, 
"  Unlefs  you  break  your  credit,  or  your  heart. 
c. 

'*  Befides,  as  exiles  ever  from  your  homes, 
"  You  live  perpetual  in  difturbaHcy ; 
«'  Contending,  thralling,  (huffling  for  your  rooms 
"  Of  cafe  or  honour,  with  impatiency  ; 
"  Building  your  fortunes  upon  other  tombs, 
"  For  other  than  your  own  poflerify. 
"  You  fee,  courts  few  advance  ;  many  undo  : 
"  And  thofe  they  do  advance,  they  ruin  too. 

CI.  [here, 

"  And  therefore  now,  my  lord,  fince  you  are 
"  Where  you  may  have  your  reft  with  dignity  ; 
"  Work  that  you  may  continue  fo :  and  clear 
"  Yourfelf  from  out  thefe  ftraits  of  mifcry. 
"  Hold  your  eftate  and  life  as  things  more  dear, 
"  Than  to  be  thrown  at  an  uncertainty,         ^ 
"  'Tis  time  that  you  and  England  have  a  4ftm  ; 
"  And  time  the  olive  ftood  above  the  palm." 

CII. 

Thus  the  good  father,  with  an  humble  thought, 
(Bred  in  a  cellulary  low  retire) 
According  to  his  quiet  humour,  fought 
T'  avert  him  from  his  turbulent  defire ; 
When  the  great  earl  began — "  Father,  F  note 
"  What  you  with  zeal  advife,  with  love  require ; 
"  And  I  muft  thank  you  for  this  care  you  have, 
"  And  for  thofe  good  advertifements  you  gave. 
cm. 

"  And  truly,  father,  could  I  bat  get  free, 
*'  (Without  b'ing  rent)  and  hold  my  dignity  ; 
"  That  fheep-cot, which  in  yonder  vale  you  fee,  [by 
"  (Befet  with  groves,  and  thofe  fweet  fprings  hard 
"  I  rather  would  my  palace  wi(h  to  be, 
"  Than  any  roof  of  proudeft  majefty. 
"  But  that  I  cannot  do — I  have  my  part : 
"  And  1  muft  live  in  one  houfe  with  my  heart. 

CIV. 

"  1  know  that  I  am  fix'd  unto  a  fphere, 
'   That  is  ordain'd  to  move — It  is  the  place 
"  My  fate  appoints  me  ;  and  the  region  where 
"  I  muft,  whatever  happens,  there  embrace. 
"  Difturbance,  travel,  labour,  hope  and  fear, 
"  Are  ot  that  clime,  engender'd  in  that  place, 
"  And  aiSlion  heft  (I  fee)  becomes  the  bell  ; 
"  The  ftars  that  have  moft  glory,  have  no  reft. 
cv. 

"  Befides,  it  were  a  cov/ard's  part  to  fly 
"  Now  from  my  hold,  that  have  held  out  fo  well, 
t'  It  b'ing  the  llatitm  of  my  life,  where  I 
*'  Am  fure  to  feive,  and  ftand  as  centinel : 
"  And  muft  of  force  make  good  the  place,  or  die, 
"  When  Fate  and  Fortune  (thofe  great  ftatCb)  com- 
"  And  when  v/e  lords  in  fuch  cafe  ever  are,     [pel, 
"  As  peace  can  cut  our  threats  as  well  as  war  : 


"  And  hath  her  guefs,  and  her  Incumbrances : 
*'  And  doth  with  idle  reft  deform  us  more 
"  Than  any  Macha  can,  or  forcerefs, 
"  With  bafely  wafting  all  the  martial  ftore 
"  Of  heat  and  fpirit,  (which  graceth  manlinefs), 
"  And  makes  us  ftill  falfe  images  adore  : 
"  Befides  profufinn  of  our  faculties, 
"  In  grofs  dull  glutt'ny,  vap'rous  gormandife. 
cvii. 

"  And  therefore  fince  I  am  the  man  I  am, 
"  I  muft  not  give  a  foot,  left  I  give  all. 
"  Nor  is  the  bird  within  my  breaft  fo  tame, 
"  As  to  be  fed  at  hand,  and  raock'd  withal  : 
"  I  rather  would  my  ftate  were  out  of  frame, 
"  Than  my  renown  ftiould  come  to  get  a  fall. 
"  No  !  no  !  th'  ungrateful  boy  ftiall  never  think, 
"  That  I,  who  him  enlarg'd  to  pow'r  will  ftiriiik. 
cvui. 

"  What  is  our  life  without  our  dignity  : 
"  Which  oft  we  fee  comes  lefs  by  living  long. 
"  Who  ever  was  there  worth  the  memory, 
"  And  eminent  inded,  but  ftill  dy'd  young  ? 
"  As  if  worth  had  agreed  with  deftiny, 
"  That  time,  which   rights  them,  fhould  not  do 

"  them  wrong. 
"  Befides,  old  age  doth  give  (by  too  long  fpace) 
"  Our  fouls  as  many  wrinkles  as  our  face, 
cix. 

"  As  for  my  inheritance  and  ftate, 
"  (Whatever  happen)  I  will  fo  provide 
"  Tliat  law  fhall,  with  what  ftrength  it  hath,  col- 

"  late 
"  The  fame  on  mine,  and  thofe  to  mine  ally'd  : 
"  Although  I  know  ftie  ferves  the  prefent  llate, 
"  And  can  undo  again  what  Ihe  hath  ty'd. 
"  But  that  we  leave  to  him,  who  points  out  heirs; 
"  And  howfoever  yet  the  world  is  theirs, 
ex. 

"  Where  they  muft  work  it  out ;  as  born  to  run 
"  Thofe  fortunes,  which  as  mighty  families 
"  (As  ever  they  could  be)  before  have  done.  | 
"  Nor  fliall  ti  ey  gain  by  mine  indignities, 
"  Who  may,  without  my  courfes  be  undone. 
"  And  whofo  m.akes  his  ftate  and  life  his  ties 
"  To  do  unworthily,  is  born  a  flave  ; 
"  And  let  him  with  #iat  brand  go  to  his  grave." 

CXI. 

Here  would  the  rev'rend  father  have  reply 'd, 
"  That  it  were  far  more  magnanimity, 
"  T'  endure,  than  to  refift —  That  wc  are  ty'd 
"  As  well  to  bear  the  inconveniency 
"  Aijd  ftrains  of  kings  and  fta.tes ;  as  to  abide 
"  Untimely  rains,  tenipefts,  fterility, 
"  And  other  ills  of  nature  that  befal ; 
"  Which  we  of  force  muft  be  content  withal : 

CXII. 

But  that  a  fpeedy  meffenger  was  fent. 
To  ftiew  the  Duke  of  Clarence  was  hard  by. 
And  thereupon  Warwick  breaks  off,  and  went 
(With  all  his  train  attending  formally) 
To  entertain  him  with  fit  compliment ; 
As  glad  of  fuch  an  opportunity 
I'o  work  upon,  for  tbofe  high  purpofes 
He  had  ccnceiv'd  ir;  difcoptentedncfs, 
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DEATH  OF  THE  LATE  NOBLE  EAPvL  OF  DEVONSHIRE^ 


■^^  o\v  that  the  hand  of  death  hath  !ai J  thee  there, 
"Where  neither  greactiefs  pomp,  nor  grace  we  fee, 
Nor  any  diif 'rences  of  eairth ;  and  where 
No  veil  is  drawn  betwixt  thyfelf  and  thee. 
Now,  Devonfliire,  that  thou  art  but  a  name. 
And  all  the  reft  of  thee  befides  is  gone  ; 
When  men  conceive  thee  not  but  by  the  fame 
Of  what  thy  virtue  and  thy  worth  have  done ; 
Now  ftiall  liiy  verfe,  which  thou  in  Ufe  did'ft  grace, 
(And  which  was  no  difgrace  for  thee  to  do) 
Not  leave  thee  in  the  grave,  that  ugly  place, 
That  few  regard,  or  have  refpedl  unto  : 
W^ere  all  attendance  and  obfervance  ends ; 
Where  all  the  funfliine  of  our  favour  fets ; 
Where  what  was  ill  no  countenance  defends, 
And  what  was  good  th'  unthankful  world  forgets. 
Here  fhalt  thou  have  the  fervice  of  my  pen ; 
(The  tongue  of  my  beft  thoughts)  and  in  that  cafe 
I  cannot  be  fuppos'd  to  flatfcr,  when 
1  fpeak  behind  thy  back,  not  to  thy  face. 
Men  never  foothe  the  dead,  but  where  they  do 
Find  living  ties  to  hold  them  thereunto. 
And  I  {land  clear  from  any  other  chain 
Than  of  my  love ;    which  freeborn,  draws  free 

breath  : 
The  benefit  thou  gav'ft  me,  to  fuftain 
My  humble  life,  I  lofe  it  by  thy  death. 
Nof  was  it  fuch,  as  it  could  lay  on  me 
Any  exacSion  of  refpedt  fo  ftrong, 
As  t'  enforce  m'  obfervance  beyond  thee, 
Or  make  my  confcience  differ  from  my  tongue  : 
"  For  1  have  learnt,  it  is  the  property 
"  For  free  men  to  fpeak  truth,  for  flaves  to  lie." 

And  therefore  I  fincerely  will  report, 
Firft  how  thy  parts  were  fair  convey 'd  within  ; 
How   that  brave  mind  was   built,  and  in  what 

fort 
All  thy  contexture  of  thy  heart  hath  been  : 


Which  was  fo  nobly  fram'd,  fo  well  compos'd^' 
As  virtue  never  ha<l  a  fairer  feat. 
Nor  could  be  better  lodg'd,  nor  more  repos'd, 
Than  in  that  goodly  frame  ;  where  all  things  fweec,' 
And  all  things  quiet,  hold  a  peaceful  reft  ; 
Where  palTion  did  no  fudden  tumults  raife. 
That  might  difturb  lier-^^nor  was  ever  breaft 
Contatn'd  fo  much,  or  made  fo  little  noife  : 
That  by  thy  filent  modefty  is  found 
The  empti'ft  veffeis  make  the  greateft  found. 
For  thou  fo  well  difcern'd'ft  thyfelf,  had'ft  read 
Man  and  his  breath  fo  well,  as  made  thee  force 
The  iefs  to  fpeak  ;  as  b'ing  ordain'd  to  fpread 
Thylelf  in  adlion,  rather  than  difcourfe. 
Though  thou  hadft  made  a  general  furvey 
Of  all  the  beft  of  men's  beft  knowledges, 
And  knew  as  much  as  ever  learning  knew; 
Yet  did  it  make  thee  truft  thyfelf  the  Iefs, 
And  Iefs  prefume— ^And  yet  when  being  mov'd 
In  private  talk  to  fpeak;  thou  did'ft  bewray 
How  fully  fraught  thou  wert  within  ;  and  prov'd,- 
That  thou  did'ft  know  whatever  wit  could  fay. 
Which  Ihew'd,  thou  had'ft    not  books,  as  many 
For  oftentation,  but  for  ufe  :  and  that  [have. 

Thy  bount'ous  memory  was  fuch  as  gave 
A  large  revenue  of  the  good  it  gat. 
Witnefsfo  many  volumes,  whereto  thou 
Haft  fet  thy  notes  under  thy  learned  hand,    [how 
And  mark'd  them  with  that  print,  as  will  ftiew* 
The  point  of  thy  conceiving  thoughts  did  ftand : 
That  none  would  think,  if  all  thy  hfe  had  been 
Turn'd  into  leifure,  thou  could'ft  have  attain'd 
So  much  of  time,  to  have  perus'd  and  feen 
Sn  many  volumes  that  fo  much  contain'd. 
Which  furniture  may  not  be  dcem'd  leaft  rare, 
Amongft  thofe  ornaments  that  fweetly  dight 
Thy  folitary  (a)  Wanfted  ;  whete  thy  care 
(u)  The  library  at  Wanlkd, 
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Had  gatncr'd  all  what  heatt  or  eyes  delight. 

And  whereas  many  others  have,  we  fee 

All  thin£:;s  within  their  houfes  worth  the  fight; 

Except  themfelves,  that  furniture  of  thee. 

And  of  thy  p:  efence,  gave  the  belt  delight. 

With  fuch  a  feafon,  fuch  a  temp'rature, 

Wert  thou  compofed,  as  made  fweetnefs  one  ; 

And  held' the  tenor  of  thy  life  ftill  fare, 

In  confort  with  thyfelf.  in  perfect  tone. 

And  never  man  had  heart  more  truly  ferv'd 

Under  the  regiment  of  his  own  care, 

And  was  more  at  command,  and  more  obferv'd 

The  coIoHrs  of  that  modefty  he  bare, 

Than  that  of  thme;  in  whom  men  never  found 

That  any  fhew,  or  I'peech  obfcene,  could  tell 

Of  any  vein  thou  had'il  that  was  unfound, 

Or  ino.ion  of  thy  po  .v'rs  that  tnrn'd  not  well. 

And  this  .\  as  thy  provifion  laid  within  : 

Thus  wert  thou  to  thyfelf,  and  now  remains; 

What  to  the  world  thou  outwardly  hall  been, 

What  the  dimenfion  of  that  fide  contains  ; 

Which  likewife  was  fo  goc  liy  and  fo  large. 

As  fhews  that  thou  wert  born  t'  adorn  the  days 

Wherein  thou  liv'fl: ;  and  alfo  to  difcharge  [raife, 

Thofe  parts  which  England's  and  thy  fame  Ihouid 

Although  in  peace  thou  feems  to  be  all  peace, 

Yet  b'ing  in  war^  thou  wer't  all  war  :  and  there 

As  in  thy  fphrre,  thy  ffir'ts  did  never  ceafe 

To  move  with  indefatigable  care  ; 

And  nothing  feem'd  more  to  arride  thy  heart, 

Nnr  more  enhirge  thee  into  jollity, 

Than  when  thou  faw'ft  thyfelf  in  amour  gi:t, 

Or  any  adl  of  arms  like  to  be  nigh. 

The  Belgic  war  firft  try'd  thy  martial  fpir't, 

And  what  thou  wert,  and  what  thou  would'fl:  be 

found; 
And  mark'd  thee  there  according  to  thy  mer't. 
With  honour's  ftamp,  a  deef^  and  noble  wound. 
And  that  fame  place  that  rent  from  mortal  men. 
Immortal  Sydney,  glory  of  the  field  ! 
And  glory  of  the  mufes  I  and  their  pen 
(Who  equal  bear  the  caduce  and  the  fiiield) 
Had  likewife  been  thy  laft  ;  had  not  the  fate 
Of  England  tlien  referv'd  thy  worthy  blood. 
Unto  the  prefervation  of  a  ftate 
That  much  conccrn'd  her  honour  and  her  good  ; 
And  thence  return'd  thee  to  enjoy  the  blifs, 
Of  grace  .md  favour  in  Eliza's  fight, 
(That  miracle  of  women  !)  who  by  this 
Made  thee  beheld  according  to  thy  right ; 
Which  fair  and  happy  blefiing  thou  might'ft  wrell 
Have  far  more  rais'd,  had  not  thine  enemy 
(Retired  privacy)  made  thee  to  fell 
Thy  greatnefsfor  thy  quiet,  and  deny 
To  meet  fair  fortune  when  flie  came  to  thee. 
For  never  man  did  his  preferment  fly, 
And  had  it  in  that  eminent  degree, 
As  thou;  as  if  it  fought  thy  modefly. 
For  that  which  many  (whom  ambition  toils 
And  tortures  with  their  hopes)  hardly  attain 
With  all  their  thrufts,  and  fhould'ring  plots,  and 
Was  eafily  made  thine  without  thy  pain,      [wiles, 
And  without  any  private  maiicing. 
Or  public  grievance,  ev'ry  good  man  joy'd 
That  virtue  could  come  ckar  to  anything. 
And  fair  deferts  to  be  fo  fairly  paid. 
Vol  .IV. 


Thole  benefits  that  were  beRow'd  on  thee. 

Were  not  like  fortune's  favours  :   They  could  fee 

Eliza's  clear-ey'd  judgment  is  renown'd 

For  making  choice  of  thy  ability. 

But  it  will  everlafliigly  rebound 

Unto  tlie  glory  and  benignity 

Of  Britain's  mighty  monarch,  that  thou  wer't 

By  him  advanced  for  thy  great  defert : 

It  b'ing  the  fairer  work  of  majsfly, 

With  favour  to  reward,  than  to  employ. 

Altliough  thy  ferviccs  were  fuch  as  they 

Might  afk  their  grace  themfelves  ;  yet  do  we  fee 

That  to  fuccefs  defert  hath  not  a  way, 

But  under  princes  that  mod  gracious  be  : 

For  without  thy  great  valour  we  had  loft 

The  dearefh  purchafe  ever  England  made  ; 

And  made  with  fuch  profufe,  exceeding  coft 

Of  blood  and  charge,  to  keep  and  to  invade  ; 

As  commutation  paid  a  dearer  price 

For  fuch  a  piece  of  earth  :   And  yet  well  paid 

And  well  adventur'd  for  vi'i:]i  great  advice, 

And  happily  to  our  dominions  laid  : 

Without  which,  out-let  England,  tluni  hid'ftbeen 

From  ail  the  reft  of  th'  earth  Ihut  out,  and  pent 

Unto  thyfelf,  and  forc'd  to  keep  v/ithin 

Environ'd  round  wi'h  others  governnent. 

Where  nov/  by  this,  thy  large  imperial  crown 

Stands  b-oundlefs  on  the  weft,  and  hath  a  w:!y 

For  noble  times,  left  to  make  all  thine  own 

That  lies  beyond  it,  and  force  all  t'  obey. 

And  this  important  piece  like  t'  have  been  rerf; 

From  off  thy  ilate,  did  then  fo  tickle  ftand. 

As  that  no  jointure  of  the  government 

But  fhook  ;   No  ligament,  no  band 

Of  order  and  obedience,  but  were  then 

Lonfe  and  in  tott'ring,  when  the  charge 

Thereof  was  laid  on  Montjoy ;   and  that  other  men 

Chok'd  by  example,  fought  to  put  it  off. 

And  he,  out  of  'nis  native  modelry, 

(As  b'ing  no  undertaker)   labours  too 

To  have  avoided  that  which  his  ability 

And  England's  genius  would  have  him  to  do  : 

Alleging  how  it  was  a  charge  unfit 

For  him  to  undergo  ;  fee'ng  fuch  a  one 

As  liad  more  pow'r  and  means  t'  accomplifh  it^ 

Than  he  could  have,  had  there  fo  little  dohe. 

Whofe  ill  fuccefs  (confid'ring  his  great  worth 

Was  fuch,  as  could  that  mifchief  be  withflood, 

It  had  been  wrought)  did  in  iffelf  bring  forth 

Difcjuragement,  that  he  iliould  do  iefs  good. 

The  flate  reply'd  it  was  not  look'd  he  lliould 
Reftore  it  wholly  to  itfelf  again  ; 
Buv  only  now,  (if  poffible)  he  could 
In  any  faihion  but  the  fame  retain, 
So  that  it  did  not  fall  afunder  quite, 
B'ing  thus  dilhiver'd  in  a  defp'rate  plight 

With  courage  on  he  goes ;  doth  execute 
With  counfel ;  and  returns  with  vlftcry. 
But  in  what  noble  falh'on  diJ  he  fait 
This  a<51ion  !  with  what  wit  and  indullry  ! 
Is  not  to  be  difgrac'd  in  fmall  card  : 
It  aftis  a  fpacious  map  of  more  regard. 
Here  is  no  room  to  tell,  wirli  what  fcrangc  fpced 
And  fecrefy  he  ufed,  to  prevent 
The  enemies  ddfigns;  nor  with  what  heed  [meant, 
He   march'd    before  report  :    Where    what    h'- 
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Tame  never  knew  herfelf,  till  it  was  done  ; 
His  drifts  and  rumour  foldom  b'ing  all  one, 
Nor  will  this  place  conveniency  afford. 
To  fnew  how  he  (when  difmal  winter  ftorms) 
Keeps  peace,  and  makes  Mars  fhcath  his  fword 
Toils  him  abroad,  and  noble  a(5ls  performs. 
Nor  how  by  maft'ring  difficulties  fo, 
In  times  unufual,  and  by  paiTage  hard, 
He  bravely  came  to  difappoint  the  foe  ; 
And  many  times  furpris'd  him  unprepar'd. 

Yet  let  me  touch  one  point  of  this  great  a<5t, 
That  famous  fiege,  the  mafter-work  of  all ; 
"Where  no  diftrcfs  nor  difficulties  lack'd 
T'  afflicil:  his  weary,  tired  camp  withal : 
That  when  cnelos'd  by  pow'rful  enemies 
On  either  fide,  with  feeble  troops  he  lay 
Intrench'd  in  mire,  in  cold,  in  miferies; 
Kept  walking  v/ith  alarums  night  and  day. 
Tliere  were  who  did  advife  him  to  withdraw 
His  army,  to  fome  place  of  fafc  defence, 
Trom  the  apparent  peril ;  which  they  faw 
T/as  to  confound  them,  or  to  force  them  thence. 

For  now  the  Spaniard-hath  poffefs'd  three  ports, 
The  mod:  important  of  this  ifle,  fay  they; 
And  fuonerfrefli  fuppliment  Spain  tranfports 
To  them,  than  England  can  to  us  convey  : 
The  i-ebel  is  in  heart;  and  now  is joiu'd 
''A'^ith  fome  of  them  already,  and  doth  ftand 
Jiere  over  u&,  with  chiefeil  Itrengthcombin'd 
Of  all  the  defp'rate  forces  of  the  land  : 
And  how  upon  thefe  difadvantages. 
Tour  doubtful  troops  will  light,  your  honour  guefs. 
Th'  undaunted  Montjoy  hereto  anfwcrs  this  : 

*'  My  worthy  friends,  the  charge  of  this  great 
*'  And  kingdom  to  my  faith  committed  is,    [{late 
*'  And  I  muft  all  I  can  ingeniate 
,  "  To  anfwcr  for  the  fame,  and  render  it 
*'  Upon  as  fair  a  reck'ning  as  1  may  : 
*'  But  if  from  hence  1  fhall  once  ftir  my  feet, 
"  The  kingdom  is  undone,  and  loft  this  day. 
"  All  v/ill  ily  thither,  where  they  find  is  heart  y 
"  And  fear  fliallhave  none  ftand  to  take  his  p(irt. 

"  And  how  fliall  we  anfwer  our  country  tlieo, 
"  At  our  return ;  nay,  anfwer  our  own  fame  ? 
*'  Which  howfoever  we  have  done  like  men, 
"  Will  be  imbrandcd  with  the  mark  of  blame. 
'•  And  finee  we  here  are  come  unto  the  point, 
"  For  which  we  toil'd  fo  much,  and  fta-id  fo  long  ; 
•'  I.ct  us  not  now  our  travels  difappoint 
"  Qf  th'  honoi^r  which  doth  thereunto  belong. 
"  W,e  cannot  fpend  our  blood  more  worthily, 
"  Than  in  fr>  fair  a  caufe — And  if  we  fall, 
"  Wc  fall  v/itli  glory  :  and  our  v7orth  thereby  . 
"  Shall  be  renowned,  and  held  dear  of  all. 
"  And  for  my  part,  I  count  the  field  to  be 
'■  Tl'.c  honov.rablcft  bed  to  die  upon  ; 
"  And  here  your  eyes  this  day  fhall  either  fee 
*'  My  body  laid,  or  eUu  tliis  adlion  done. 
'■    riie  Lord,  the  chief  and  fov'reign  general 
*'  Of  liof^.s,  makes  v.-eal:  to  Hand,  the  ftrong  to  fall.'' 

With  vi'hich  brave  refoiution  he  fo  warm'd 
Thiir  fliaking  courage,  as  they  all  in  one 
tict  to  t'nat  noble  work  \,  which  they  performed 
As  j^al'anrly  as  ever  men  have  done  : 
Of  which  '(.is  better  nothing  now  to  fay, 
Thau  fay  too  little.     Tor  there  rcfts  behind 


A  trophy  t'  be  erecSled,  that  will  ftay 
To  all  pofterities,  and  keep  in  mind 
That  glorious  a6t,  which  did  a  kingdom  fave, 
Kept  the  crown  whole,  and  made  the  peace  we 
have. 

And  now  I  will  omit  to  fliew,  therefore, 
His  management  of  public  bus'neffes; 
Which  oft  are  under  fortune's  conduct,  more 
Than  our's  :   And  tell  his  private  carriages, 
Which  on  his  own  difcretion  did  rely. 
Wherewith  his  fpir't  was  furnifh'd  happily. 

Mild,  affable,  ind  eafy  of  accefs 
He  was ;  but  with  a  due  refervednefs  : 
So  that  the  paffage  to  his  favour  lay 
Not  common  to  all  comers  ;  nor  yet  was 
So  narrow,  but  it  gave  a  gentle  way 
To  fuch  as  fitly  might,  or  ought  to  pafs. 
Nor  fold  he  fmoke  ;  nor  took  he  up  to-day 
Commodities  of  men's  attendances. 
And  of  their  hopes ;  to  pay  them  with  delay, 
And  entertain  them  with  fair  promifes. 
But  as  a  man  that  lov'd  no  great  commerce 
With  bus'nefs  and  vvrith  noife,  he  ever  flies 
That  maze  of  many  ways,  which  might  tlifperfe 
Him  into  other  men's  uncertainties  : 
And  with  a  quiet  calm  fincerity 
H'  effedls  his  undertakings  really. 
His  tongue  and  heart  did  not  turn  backs;  but  went 
One  way,  and  kept  one  courfe  with  what  he  meant. 
He  us'd  no  maflc  at  all,  but  ever  ware 
His  honeft  inclination  open-fac'd  : 
The  friendftiips  that  he  vow'd  moft  conftant  were. 
And  with  great  judgment  and  difcretion  plac'd. 

And  Devonfhire,  thy  faith  hath  her  reward ; 
Thy  nobleft  friends  do  not  forfake  thee  now. 
After  thy  death  ;  but  bear  a  kind  regard 
Unto  thine  hpnour  in  the  grave  ;  and  (hew 
That  worthinefs  which  merits  to  remain 
Among  til'  examples  of  integrity  ; 
Whereby  themfelves,  no  doubt,  fhall  alfo  gain 
Alike  regard  unto  their  memory. 

Now  mutt'rlug  Envy,  what  canft  thou  produce. 
To  darken  the  bright  luftre  of  fuch  parts  ? 
Caft  thy  pure  ftone  exempt  from  allabufe. 
Say,  what  defeds  could  weigh    down   thefe  de- 
fer ts  : 
Summon  dctradlion,  to  objedl  the  worft 
That  it  may  be  told,  and  utter  all  it  can  : 
It  cannot  find  a  blemilh  to  b'  enforc'd 
Againft  him,  other  than  he  was  a  man  ; 
And  built  of  flcfii  and  blood,  and  did  live  here 
Within  the  region  of  infirmity  ; 
Where  all  perfedlions  never  did  appear 
To  meet  in  any  one  fo  really. 
But  that  his  frailty  ever  did  bewray 
Unto  the  world  that  he  was  fet  in  elay. 
And  gratitude  and  charity,  I  know, 
Will  keep  no  note,  nor  memory  will  have 
Of  ought,  but  of  his  worthy  virtues  now. 
Which  ftiU  will  five  ;  the  reft  lies  in  his  grave. 
See'ng  only  fuch  ftand  ever  bafe  and  low. 
That  ftrike  th  j  dead,  or  mutter  underhand  : 
And  as  dogs  bark  at  thofc  they  do  not  know. 
So  they  at  fuch  they  do  not  underftand. 
The  worthier  fort,  who  know  we  do  not  live 
With  peifeiSi:  men,  will  never  be  f '  unkind ; 
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They  will  the  right  to  the  dcceafed  give, 
Knowing  themfelves  muft  likcwife  leave  behind 
Thofe  that  will  cenfure  them.     And  they  know 
The  lion  being  dead,  ev'n  hares  infult  :  [how 

And  will  not  urge  an  imperfedion  now, 
When  as  he  hath  no  party  to  confult, 
Nor  tongue  nor  advocate  to  Ihew  his  mind  : 
They  rather  will  lament  the  lofs  they  find. 
By  fuch  a  noble  member  of  that  worth,        [forth. 
And  know  how  rare  the  world  fuch  men  brings 

But  let  it  now  fufficient  be,  that  I 
The  laft  fcene  of  his  ait  of  life  bewray, 
Which  gives  th'  applaufe  to  all,  doth  glorify 
The  work — For  'tis  the  ev'nlng  crowns  the  day. 
This  adlion  of  our  death  efpecially 
Shews  all  a  man.     Here  only  is  he  found. 
With  what  munition  did  he  fortify 
His  heart ;  how  good  his  furniture  hath  been. 
And  this  did  he  perform  in  gallant  wife  : 
In  this  did  he  confirm  his  worthinefs. 
For  on  the  morrow  after  the  furprifc 
That  ficknefs  made  on  him  with  fierce  accefs, 
He  told  his  faithful  friend,  whom  he  held  dear, 
(And  whofe  great  worth  was  wofthy  fo  to  be), 
"  How  that  he  knew  thofe  hot  difeafes  were 
*'  Of  that  contagious  force,  as  he  did  fee 
»'  That  men  were  overtumbled  fuddenly; 
«'  As  might  be,  e're  his  ficknefs  fliould  grow  worfe. 
»'  And  therefore  did  defer  to  fet  a  courfe 
««  And  order  t'  his  affairs  as  fpeedily, 
"  And  as  for  death,  faid  he,  I  do  not  wey ; 
««  I  am  refolv'd  and  ready  in  this  cafe. 
«•  It  cannot  come  t'  affright  me  any  way, 
*'  Let  it  look  never  with  fo  grim  a  face  : 
"  And  I  will  meet  it  fmiling ;  for  1  know 
"  How  vain  a  thing  all  this  world's  glory  is." 
And  herein  did  he  keep  his  word — did  fhew 
Indeed,  as  he  had  promifed  in  this. 
For  ficknefs  never  heard  him  groan  at  all. 
Nor  with  a  figh  confent  to  fhew  his  pain  ; 
■JWhich,  howfoever,  b'ing  tyrannical. 
He  fweetly  made  it  look ;  and  did  retain 
A  lovely  count'nance  of  his  being  well. 
And  fo  would  ever  ma,ke  his  tongile  to  telK 
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Although  the  fervour  of  extremity, 
Whicli  often  doth  throw  thefe  defences  down, 
Which  in  our  health  wall  in  infirmity. 
Might  open  lay  more  than  we  would  have  known  J 
Yet  did  no  idle  word  in  him  bewray 
Any  one  piece  of  nature  ill  fet  in  ; 
Thofe  lightneffes  that  any  thing  will  fay, 
Could  fay  no  ill  of  what  they  knew  within. 
Such  a  fure  lock  of  filent  modefly 
Was  fet  in  life  upon  that  noble  heart, 
As  if  no  anguilh  nor  extremity 
Could  open  it,  t'  impair  that  worthy  part. 
For  having  dedicated  ftill  the  fanie 
Unto  devotion,  and  to  facrcd  fkill ; 
That  furnifli  perfed  held ;  that  blefled  flame 
C ontinu'd  to  the  laft  in  fervour  ftill. 
And  when  his  fpir't  and  tongue  no  longer  could] 
Do  any  certain  fervices  befide, 
Ev'n  at  the  point  of  parting  they  unfold, 
With  fervent  zeal,  how  only  he  rely'd 
Upon  the  merits  of  the  precious  death 
of  his  Redeemer  ;  and  with  rapt  defires 
Th'  appeal  to  grace,  his  foul  delivereth 
Unto  the  hand  of  mercy,  and  expires! 
Thus  did  that  worthy,  who  moft  virtuoufly 
And  mildly  liv'd,  moft  fweet  and  mildly  die. 
And  thus,  great  patron  of  my  mufe,  have  I 
Paid  th^e  my  vows,  and  fairly  clear'd  accounts^ 
Which  in  my  loVe  I  owe  thy  memory. 
And  let  me  fay,  that  herein  there  amounts 
Something  unto  thy  fortune,  that  thou  haH: 
This  monument  of  thee  perhaps  may  laft, 
Which  doth  not  t'  ev'ry  mighty  man  befal : 
For  low!   how  many  when  they  die,  die  all. 
And  this  doth  argue  too  thy  great  deferts  : 
For  honour  never  brought  unwort'ninefs 
Further  than  to  the  grave  :  and  there  it  part?, 
And  leaves  men's  greatnefs  to  forgetfulnefs. 
And  we  do  fee  that  nettles,  thiftles,  brakes, 
(The  pooreft  warks  of  nature)  tread  Upon 
The  proudeft  frames  that  man's  invention  mafee?^ 
To  hold  his  memory  when  he  i,s  gone. 
But  Devonfhire,  thou  haft  another  tomb, 
Made  by  thy  virtues  in  a  fafer  room. 
N  ij 


A  PANEGYRIC  CONGRA  TULA  TORT, 


DELIVERED  TO 


THE  KING  S  MOST  EXCELLENT  MAJESTY,  AT  EURLEIGH-HARRINGTON, 

IN  RUTLANDSHIRE. 


Lo  here  the  glory  of  a  greater  day, 
Than  England  ever  heretofore  could  fee 
In  all  her  days  1  when  Ihe  did  mcfl;  difplay 
Tlie  enCgns  of  her  pow'r ;  or  when  as  flie 
Did  fpread  heilclf  the  mcft,  and  moft  did  fway 
Her  ftate  abroad  ;  yet  could  ihe  never  be 
Thus  blefs'd  at  home,  nor  ever  come  to  grow 
To  be  entire  in  her  full  orb  till  now. 
II. 

And  now  fhe  is,  and  now  in  peace  ;  therefore 
Shake  hands  with  union,  O  thou  m.'ghty  flate  ! 
Now  thou  art  all  Great  Britain,  and  no  more  ; 
No  Scot,  no  Englifh  now,  nor  no  debate  : 
]No  borders,  but  the  ocean  and  the  fhore  ; 
No  wall  of  Adrian  ferves  to  feparate 
Our  n-.utual  love,  nor  our  obedience  ;] 
B'ing  fubjetfls  all  to  one  imperial  prince. 
III. 

"What  herstofore  could  never  yet  be  wrought 
By  all  the  fwords  of  pow'r,  by  blood,  by  fire, 
By  ruin  and  deflruiflion  ;  here's  brought  to  pafs 
With  peace,  with  love,  witli  joy,  defire  : 
Our  former  bleffed  union  hath  begot 
A  greater  union  that  is  more  entire. 
And  makes  us  more  ourfelves;   fetsus  at  one 
With  Nature,  that  ordain'd  us  to  be  one. 

IV. 

Glory  of  men  !  this  haft  thou  brought  to  us, 
And  yet  hail  brought  us  more  than  this  by  far  ; 
Religion  comes  with  thee,  peace,  righteouihefs, 
Judgment  and  juftice;  which  more  glorious  are 
Than  all  thy  kingdoms  :  and  art  more  by  this 
Than  lord  and  fov'reign;  more  than  emperor 
Over  the  hearts  of  men,  that  let  thee  in 
To  mere  than  all  the  pow'rs  on  earth  can  win. 

V. 

G6d  makes  thee  king  of  our  ftates ;  but  we 
Do  make  thee  king  of  cur  affedlion. 
King  of  our  love ;  a  paffion  born  more  free. 
And  mod  unfubje^Ji  to  dominion. 


And  know,  that  England,  which  in  that  degree 
Can  love  with  fuch  a  true  devotion 
1  hofe  that  are  lefs  than  kings ;  to  thee  muft  bring 
More  love,  who  art  fo  much  more  than  a  king. 

VI. 

And  king  of  this  great  nation,  populous. 
Stout,  valiant,  pov>r'rful  both  by  fea  and  land; 
Attemptive,  able,  worthy,  generous, 
Which  joyfully  en. braces  thy  command: 
A  people  tractable,  obfequions. 
Apt  to  be  fafhion'd  by  thy  glorious  hand 
To  any  form  of  honour,  t'  any  way 
Of  high  attempts,  thy  virtues  Ihall  affay. 

VII. 

A  people  fo  inur'd  to  peace  ;  fo  wrought 
To  a  luccefiive  courl'e  of  quietnef^. 
As  they've  forgot  (and  O  b'  it  ftill  forgot) 
The  nature  of  their  ancient  ftubbornefs  ; 
Time  alter'd  hath  theform,  themean*,  and  brought 
The  flate  to  that  proportion'd  evtnnefs, 
As  'tis  not  liite  again  'twill  ever  come 
(Being  us'd  abroad)  to  draw  the  fword  at  home. 

VIII. 

This  people,  this  great  flate,  thefe  hearts  adore 
Thy  fceptre  now  ;  and  now  turn  all  to  thee, 
Touch'd  with  as  pow'rful  zeal,  and  if  not  more 
(And  yet  O  more  how  could  there  ever  be, 
Than  unto  her,  whom  yet  we  do  deplore 
Amidit  our  joy  !)  and  give  us  leave,  if  wc 
Rejoice  and  mourn  ;  that  cannot,  without  wrongs 
So  loon  forget  her  we  enjoy'd  fo  long. 

IX. 

Which  likewife  makes  for  thee,  that  yet  we 
hold 
True  after  death  ;  and  bring  not  this  refpe<i 
To  a  new  prince,  for  hating  of  the  old ;  i 

Or  from  defire  of  change,  or  from  neglect : 
MHicreby,  O  mighty  fov'reign,  thou  art  told, 
VVliat  thou  and  thine  are  likely  to  expecfl 
From  fuch  a  faith,  that  doth  not  bafte  to  run 
Before  their  time  to  an  ariling  fun. 
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And  let  my  humble  mufe,  whom  fhe  did  grace, 
Beg  this  one  grace  for  her  that  now  lies  dead ; 
That  no  vile  tongue  may  fpot  her  with  difgrace, 
Nor  that  her  fame  become  disfij^ured  : 
O  let  reft  her  in  peace,  that  rul'd  in  peace ! 
Let  not  her  honour  be  difquieted 
Now  after  death  ;  but  let  the  grave  enclofe 
All  but  her  good,  and  that  it  cannot  clofe. 

XI. 

It  adds  much  to  thy  glory  and  our  grace. 
That  this  continued  current  of  our  love 
Runs  thus  to  thee  all  with  fo  fwift  a  pace; 
And  that  from  peace  to  peace  we  do  remove, 
Not  as  in  motion,  but  from  out  our  place, 
But  in  one  courfe  ;  and  do  not  feeni  to  move. 
But  in  more  joy  than  ever  heretofore  ; 
And  well  we  may,  fmce  thou  wilt  make  us  more. 

XII. 

Our    love,   we  fee,  concurs  with    God's  great 
love, 
Who  only  made  thy  way,  thy  paffage  plain  ; 
Levell'd  the  world  for  thee;  did  all  remove 
That  might  the  (hew  but  of  a  let  retain  ; 
Unbarr'd  the  north;  humbi'd  the  fouth;  did  move 
Tiie  hearts  of  all,  the  right  to  entertain; 
Held  other  Hates  embroil'd,  whofe  envy  might 
Have  fofter'd  fadtions  to  impugn  thy  right : 

XIII. 

And  all  for  thee,  that  we  the  more  might  praife 
The  glory  of  his  pow'r,  and  rev'rence  thine; 
Whom  lie  hath  rais'd  to  glorify  our  days, 
And  make  this  empire  of  the  north  to  fliine^ 
Againft  all  th'  impious  workings,  all  th'  effays 
Of  vile  difnatur'd  vipers  ;   whofe  defign 
Was  to  embroil  the  ftate,  t'  obfcure  the  light. 
And  that  dear  brightnefs  oi  thy  facred  right. 

XIV. 

To  whofe  reproach,  fmce  th'  ilTue  and  fuccefa 
Doth  a  fufficient  mark  of  (hame  return, 
Let  no  pen  elfe  blazon  their  uglinefs : 
Be  it  enough,  that  God  and  men  do  fcorn 
Their  projefts,  cenfures,  vain  pretendences. 
Let  not  our  children,  that  are  yet  unborn, 
Find  there  were  any  offer'd  to  conteft. 
Or  make  a  doubt  to  have  our  kingdom  bleft, 

XV. 

Bury  that  queftion  in  th'  eternal  grave 
Of  darknefs,  never  to  be  feen  again. 
Suffice  we  have  thee  whom  we  ought  to  have, 
And  t'  whom  all  good  men  knew  did  appertain 
Th'  inheritance  thy  facred  birth-right  gave ; 
That  needed  n'  other  fuffrages  t'  ordaia 
What  only  was  thy  due,  nor  no  decree 
To  be  made  known,  lince  none  was  known  but  ! 
thee. 

xvi. 

Witnefs  the  joy,  the  univerfal  cheer, 
The  fpeed,  the  eafe,  the  will,  the  forwardnefs, 
Of  all  this  great  and  fpacious  ftate ;  hov/  dear- 
It  held  thy  title  and  thy  worthinefs. 
Halle  could  not  pod  fo  fpeedy  any  where. 
But  fame  feem'd  there  before  in  readinefs, 
To  tell  our  hopes,  and  to  proclaim,  thy  name ; 
O  greater  than  our  hopes   #Tiore  than  thy  fame  ' 


What  a  return  of  comfort  doft  thou  bring, 
Now  at  this  frelli  returning  of  our  blood  ; 
Thus  meeting  with  the  op'ning  of  the  fpring. 
To  make  our  fpirits  likewife  to  imbud ! 
What  a  new  feafon  of  encouraging 
Begins  t'  enlength  the  days  difpos'd  to  good ! 
What  apprehenfion  of  recovery 
Of  greater  ftrength,  of  more  ability  I 

XVIII. 

The  pulfe  of  England  never  more  did  beat 
So  ftrong  as  now — nor  ever  were  our  hearts 
Let  out  to  hopes  fo  fpacious  and  fo  great. 
As  now  they  are — nor  ever  in  all  parts 
Did  we  thus  feel  fo  comfortable  heat. 
As  now  the  glory  of  thy  worth  imparts  : 
The  whole  complexion  of  the  commonwealth, 
So  weak  before,  hop'd  never  more  for  health. 

XIX. 

CoiildTt  tliou  but  fee  from  Dover  to  the  Mount, 
From  Totnes  to  the  Orcades  ;  what  jjy, 
What  cheer,  what  triumphs,  and  what  dear  account 
Is  held  of  thy  renown  this  bleffed  day  1 
A  day,  which  we  and  ours  muft  ever  count 
Our  folemn  feftival,  as  well  we  may. 
And  though  men  thus  court  kings  flill  which  are 

nev/; 
Yet  do  they  m.ore,  when  they  find  more  is  due. 

XX. 

They  fear  the  humours  of  a  future  prince, 
Who  either  loft  a  good,  or  felt  a  bad : 
But  thou  liaft  cheer'd  us  of  this  fear  long  fince; 
We  know  thee  more  than  by  report  we  had.      ' 
We  have  an  everlafling  evidence 
Under  thy  hand ;   that  now  we  need  not  dread 
Thou  wilt  be  otherwife  in  thy  defigns. 
Than  there  thou  art  in  thofc  judicial  lines. 

XXI. 

It  is  the  greatell  glory  upon  earth 
To  be  a  king;  but  yet  much  more  to  give 
The  inftitution  with  the  happy  birth 
Unto  a  king,  aud  teach  him  how  to  live. 
We  have  by  thee  fur  more  than  thine  own  worth, 
That  doth  encourage,  ftrengthen,  and  relieve 
Our  hopes  in  the  fucceftlon  of  thy  blood. 
That  like  to  thee,  they  likewife  will  be  good. 

XXII. 

We  have  an  earneft,  that  doth  even  tie 
Thv  fceptre  to  thy  word,  and  binds  thy  crown 
(  rhat  elfe  no  band  can  bind)  to  ratify 
What  thy  religious  hand  hath  there  let  down  ; 
Wherein  thy  all-commanding  fov'reignty 
Stands  fu'oi-Jifl  to  thy  pen  and  thy  renown. 
There  v.-e  behold  thee  king  of  thine  own  heart; 
And  fee  what  we  muft  be,  and  what  thou  art. 

XXIII. 

There,  great  examplar  I  prototype  of  kings ! 
We  find  the  good  fnall  dwell  within  thy  court : 
Plain  zeal  and  truth,  free  from  bale  flatterings, 
Shall  there  be  entertain'd,  and  have  refort : 
Honeft  difcretion,  that  no  cunning  brings; 
But  counlels  that  lie  right,  and  that  miport. 
Is  there  receiv'd  with  thofe  whofe  care  attends 
The-;  ar.d  the  uat*;  more  than  their  private  end?, 
N  iii 
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There  grace  and  favour  fliall  not  be  difpos'd, 
But  by  proportion,  even  and  upright. 
There  arc  no  mighty  mountains  interpos'd 
Between  thy  beams  and  us,  t'  imbar  thy  hght. 
There  majefty  lives  not  as  if  enclos'd, 
Or  made  a  p-ey  t'  a  private  benefit. 
The  hand  of  pow'r  deals  there  her  own  reward, 
And  thereby  reaps  the  whole  of  men's  regard. 

XXV. 

There  is  no  way  to  get  up  to  refped:, 
But  only  by  the  way  "f  worthinefs ; 
All  paffages  that  may  feem  indireifl, 
Are  flopt  up  now  ;  and  there  is  noaccefs 
By  groi's  corruption  :  Bribes  cannot  effect 
Tor  th'  undeferving  any  offices. 
Th'  afcent  i.'^  clean  ;  and  and  lie  that  doth  afcend, 
Ivluft  have  his  means  as  clean  as  is  his  end. 
xxvj. 

The  deeds  of-worth,  and  laudable  defcrts, 
Shall  not  now  pafs  thorough  the  flrait  report 
Of  an  embafing  tongue,  that  but  imparts 
What  with  his  ends  and  humours  fhall  comport. 
The  prince  himfelf  now  hears,  fees,  knows  what 
Honour  and  virtue  adts,  and  in  what  fort ;    [parts 
.dnd  thereto  gives  his  grace  accordingly, 
And  cheers  up  other  to  the  hke  thereby. 

XXVII. 

Npr  fliall  we  now  have  ufe  of  flattery  ; 
For  he  knows  falfehood  far  more  fubtle  is 
Than  truth,  bafenefs  than  liberty, 
Fear  than  love,  t'  invent  thefe  flouriflies  : 
And  adulation  now  is  fpent  fo  nigh, 
As  that  it  hath  no  colours  to  exprefs 
That  which  it  would,  that  now  we  rjiufl  be  fain 
T'  unlearn  that  art,  and  labour  to  be  plain. 

XXVllI. 

For  where  there  is  no  ear  to  be  abus'd. 
None  will  be  found  that  dare  t'  inform  a  wrong : 
The  infolent  depraver  flands  confus'd  ; 
The  impious  Athieft  feems  to  want  a  tongue, 
Transforjn'd  into  the  fafliion  that  is  us'd, 
iVll  ftrive  t'  appear  like  thofe  they  live  among  : 
And  all  will  feem  compos'd  by  that  fame  fquare, 
By  which  they  fee  the  beft  and  grcateft  are. 

XXIX. 

Such  pow'r  hath  thy  example  and  i-efpe(3:. 
As  that  without  a  fword.  without  debate. 
Without  a  noife,  (or  feeling,  in  effe6l) 
Thou  wilt  difpofe,  change,  form,  accommodate, 
Tjiy  kingdom,  people,  rule,  and  all  efre<2:, 
Without  the  leaft  convuliion  of  the  flate  ; 
That  this  great  paffage  and  mutation  will 
Ijot  feem  a  change,  put  only  of  our  ill. 

XXX. 

We  fhall  continue  and  remain  all  one, 
In  law,  in  julUce.  and  in  magiftratc  : 
'i'hou  wilt  not  alter  the  foundation 
Thy  anceftors  have  laid  of  this  cftatc, 
Kor  grieve  thy  land  with  innovation, 
Nor  tiike  from  us  more  than  thou  wilt  collate  ; 
Knowing  that  courfe  is  bcfl  to  be  obferv'd, 
\Vhereby  a  flatc  huth  longed  been  preferv'd. 

XXXI. 

A  King  of  England  now  mod  graciouOy 

^auts  the  injuries  that  have  been  done 


T'  a  king  of  Scots,  and  makes  his  clemency 
'l"o  check  them  more  than  his  corredtion  : 
Th'  anointed  blood  that  ilain'd  molt  (hamefully 
This  ill-feduced  {late,  he  looks  thereon 
With  eye  of  grief,  not  wrath,  t'  avenge  the  fame. 
Since  th'  authors  are  cxtincfl  that  caus'd  thcfhanie, 
xxxii. 

Thus  mighty  rivers  quietly  do  glide. 
And  do  not  by  their  rage  their  pow'rs  profefs, 
But  by  their  mighy  workings;  when  in  pride 
Small  torrents  roar  more  loud,  and  work  much 

lefs. 
Peace  greatnefs  beft  becomes      Calm  pow'r  doth 
With  a  far  more  imperious  ftafelincfs,  [guide 

Than  all  the  fwords  of  violence  can  do, 
And  caller  gain%  thofe  ends  fhe  tends  unto, 
xxxiii. 

Thep,  England,  thou  reafon  thus  to  cheer; 
Reafon  to  joy  and  triumph  in  this  wife; 
When  thou  (halt  gain  fo  much,  and  have  no  fear, 
To  lofe  ought  elfe  but  thy  deformities  ; 
When  thus  thou  fhalt  have  health,  and  be  fct  clear 
From  all  thy  great  infedlious  maladies. 
By  fuch  a  hand  that  beft  knows  how  to  cure. 
And  where  mofl  lie  thofe  griefs  thou  doft  endure. 
XXXIV. 

When  thou  flialt  fee  theie  is  another  grace. 
Than  to  be  rich;  another  dignity, 
Than  money  ;  other  means  for  place, 
Thau  gold — wealth  (hall  not  now  make  honefty. 
When  thou  {halt  fee  the  eftimation  bafe. 
Of  that  which  molf  afflidls  our  niifery  ; 
Without  the  which  elfe  could'ft  thou  never  fee 
Our  ways  laid  right,  nor  men  themfelves  to  be. 

XXXV. 

By  which  improvement  we  fhall  gain  muchmoifc 
Than  by  Peru,  or  all  difcoverics ; 
For  this  way  to  embafe,  is  to  enftore 
The  treafure  of  the  land,  and  make  it  rife. 
This  is  the  only  key  t'  unlock  the  door, 
To  let  out  plenty,  that  it  may  fuffice  :  ' 
For  more  than  all  this  ifle,  for  more  increafe 
Of  fubjecls  than  by  thee,  there  can  increafe. 
xxxvi. 

This  fhall  ma^te  room  and  place  enough  for  all. 
Which  otherwife  would  not  fuffice  a  few  ; 
And  by  proportion  geometrical, 
Shall  fo  difpofe  to  all  what  fliall  be  due, 
As  that  without  corruption,  wrangling,  brawl, 
Intrufion,  wre{llng,  and  by  means  undue  ; 
Defert  fnall  have  her  charge,  and  but  one  charge. 
As  having  but  one  body  to  difcharge. 
xxxvii, 

'\\'liereby  the  all-incheering  ma]efl:y 
Shall  come  to  fhiac-at  full  in  nil  her  parts, 
And  Iprcad  her  beams  of  con'ifort  equally, 
As  being  all  alike  to  like  deferts. 
For  thus  to  ciieck,  embafe,  ar.d  vilify 
11.'  (.rcceni  of  wealth,  will  fa{hion  fo  our  hearts 
To  worthy  ends,  as  that  we  Ihall  by  m.uch 
More  labour  to  be  good  than  to  be  rich, 
xxxviii. 

This  \;iil  make  peace  with  law;  rcflorc  the  bar, 
T'  her  ancient  filence  ;  where  contention  now 

Makes  {o  confus'd  a  noife This  will  debar 

The  fod'ring  of  debate ;  and  cvcnhrow 


That  ugly  monfter,  that  foul  ravener, 
Extortion,  which  fo  hideoufly  did  grow, 
By  making  prey  upon  our  mifcry, 
And  wafting  it  again  as  wickedly, 
xxxix. 
The  ftrange  examples  of  impov'rifliments, 
Of  facrilege,  exa<Slion,  and  of  wafle, 
Shall  rtot  be  made,  nor  held  as  prefidents 
For  times  to  come  ;  but  end  with  th'  ages  paft. 
When  as  the  ftate  fhall  yield  more  fupplements 
(B'ing  well  employ'd)  than  kingscan  wellexhauft  ; 
This  golden  meadow  lying  ready  ftill 
Then  to  be  mow'd,  when  their  occafions  will. 

XL. 

Favour,  like  pity,  in  the  hearts  of  men 
Have  the  firft  touches  ever  violent ; 
But  foon  again  it  comes  to  languifh/when 
The  motive  of  that  humour  fhall  be  fpent; 
But  b'ing  dill  fed  with  that  which  firft  hath  been 
The  caufe  thereof,  it  holds  ftill  permanent, 
And  is  kept  in  by  courfe,  by  form,  by  kind  ; 
And  time  begets  more  ties,  that  ftill  more  bind. 

XLI. 

■The  broken  frame  of  this  disjointed  ftate 
B'ing  by  the  blifs  of  thy  great-grandfather 
(Henry  the  Seventh)  reftor'd  to  an  eftate 
More  found  than  ever,  and  more  ftedfafter, 
Owes  all  it  hath  to  him  ;  and  in  that  rate 
Stands  bound  to  thee,  that  art  his  fucceflbr  : 
For  without  him  it  bad  not  been  begun ; 
And  without  thee  we  had  been  now  undone. 


He  of  a  private  man  became  a  King  : 
Having  endur'd  the  weight  of  tyranny, 
Mourn'd  with  the  world,  complain'd,  and  knew 
That  good  men  wifti  for  in  their  mifery  [the  thing 
Under  ill  kings;  faw  what  it  was  to  bring 
Order  and  form,  to  the  recovery 
Of  an  unruly  ftate  ;  ronceiv'd  what  cure 
Would  kill  the  caufe  of  this  diftemp'rature. 

XLIII. 

Thou,  born  a  king,  haft  in  thy  ftate  endur'4 
The  four  affronts  of  private  difcontent. 
With  fubje(fls  broils;  and  ever  been  inur'd 
To  this  great  myfhcry  of  government  ; 
Whereby  thy  princely  wifdoni  hath  allur'd 
A  ftate  to  peace,  left  to  thee  turbulent. 
And  brought  us  an  addition  to  the  frame 
Of  this  great  work,  fquar'd  fitly  to  the  fame, 

XLIV, 

And  both  you  (by  th'  all-working  Providence, 
That  falhions  oat-of  daBgers,  toils,  debates, 
I'hofe  whom  it  hath  ordained  to  commence 
The  firft  and  great  eftabliflimentsof  ftates) 
Came  when  your  aid,  your  pow'rs  experience 
(Which  out  of  judgment  beii  accoiumodates 
Thcfe  joints  of  rule)  was  more  than  moft  defir'd. 
And  when  the  times  of  need  the  moft  requir'd. 

XLV. 

And  as  he  laid  the  model  of  this  frame. 
By  which  was  built  fo  ilrong  a  work  of  ftate, 
As  all  the  pow'rs  of  changes  in  the  lame, 
All  that  excefs  of  a  difordinate 
Ar.4  luftful  prince,  nor  all  that  after  came  ; 
^'or  cliild,  nor  Itrangcr,  nor  yet  ■women's  fate, 
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Could  once  disjoint  the  compliments,  whereby 
It  held  together  injuft  fymmetry. 

XLVI. 

So  thou  likcwife  art  come,  as  fore-ordain'd 
To  reinforce  the  fame  more  really. 
Which  oftentimes  hath  been  but  entertain'd 
By  th'  only  ftyle  and  name  of  majefty  ; 
And  by  no  other  counfels  oft  attain'J 
Thofe  ends  of  her  enjoy'd  tranquillity, 
Than  by  this  form,  and  by  th'  incumbrances 
Of  neighbour  ftates,  that  gave  it  a  fuccefs. 

XLVII. 

That  had'ft  thou  had  no  title,  (as  thou  haft 
The  only  right ;  and  none  hath  elfe  a  right), 
We  yet  muft  now  have  been  enforc'd  t'  have  caft 
Ourfelves  into  thy  arms,  to  fet  all  right ; 
Andto  avert  confufion,  bloodflied,  wafte, 
That  otherwife  upon  us  needs  muft  light. 
None  but  a  king,  and  no  king  elfe  befide, 
Could  now   have  fav'd  this  ftate  fronl  b'ing  de- 
ftroy'd. 

XLVIll. 

Thus   hath  the  hundred  years   brought    back 
The  facred  blood  lent  to  adorn  the  north,    [again 
And  here  return'd  it  with  a  greater  gain. 
And  greater  glory  than  we  fent  it  forth. 
Thus  doth  th'  all-working  Providence  retain, 
And  keep  for  great  effedls  the  feed  of  worth. 
And  fo  doth  point  the  ftops  of  time  thereby, 
In  periods  of  uncertain  certainty. 

XLIX. 

Marg'ret  of  Richmond,  (glorious  grandmother 
Unto  that  other  precious  Margaret, 
From  whence  th'  Almighty  worker  did  transfer 
This  branch  of  peace,  as  from  a  root  well  fet) 
Thou  mother,  author,  plotter,  counfellor 
Of  union  1    that  did'ft  both  conceive,  beget, 
And  bring  forth  happinefs  to  this  great  ftate. 
To  make  it  thus  entirely  fortunate  : 


O  could'ft  thou  now  but  view  this  fair  fuccefs, 
This  great  cffedl  of  thy  religious  work, 
And  fee  therein  how  God  hath  pleas'd  to  blefs 
Thy  charitable  counfels  ;  and  to  work 
Stil!  greater  good  out  of  the  bleffednefs 
Of  this  conjoined  I.ancafter  and  York  : 
Which  all  conjoin'd  within  ;  and  thofe  fiiut  out, 
Whom  nature  and  their  birth  had  fet  without  I 

LI. 

How  much  haft  thou  bound  all  pofterities 
In  this  great  work  to  reverence  thy  name  1 
And  with  thee  that  religious,  faithful,  wife. 
And  learned  Morton  !  who  contriv'd  the  fame, 
And  firft  advis'd,  and  did  fo  well  advife, 
As  that  the  good  fuccefs  that  thereof  came, 
Siiew'd  well,  th^thoiy  hands,  clean  thoughts,  clear 

hearts. 
Are  only  fit  to  adl  fucli  glorious  parts. 

LII. 

But,  Mufe,  thefe  dear  remembrances  muft  be 
In  their  convenient  places  regift'red. 
When  thou  fliak  bring  ftern  difcord  to  agree. 
And  bloody  war  into  a  quiet  bed. 
Which  work  muft  now  be  finiftied  by  thee, 
That  lorig  ha:h  hiii  inidone  ;  as  deftined 
N  iiij 


THE    WORKS    OF    DANIEL. 


Unto  the  glory  of  thefe  days  :   For  which 
Thy  vows  and  vtrfe  hiivc  laboured  fo  much. 

LIU. 

Thou  ever  haft  oppoied  all  thy  might 
Againft  cont(  ntion,  I'ury,  pride,  and  wrong; 
Perfuadiiig  flill  to  hold  the  courfe  of  right ; 
And  peace  hath  been  the  burden  of  thy  fong. 
J\nd  now  thylclf  fhalt  have  the  benefit 
Of  quietnefs.  which  thou  haft  wanted  long; 
And  now  flialt  have  calm  peace,  and  uni^n 
With  thine  own  wars;   and  nuv/  thou  muftgo  on. 
nv. 

Only  the  joy  of  tliis  lo  dear  a  thing 
Made  me  look  back  unto  the  caufe,  whence  came 
This  fo  great  ji;ood,  this  hleffing  of  a  king  ; 
When  our  eftate  fo  much  requir'd  the  fame  : 
When  we  had  need  of  pow'r  for  th'  well-ord'ring 
Of  our  affairs ;  need  of  a  (pir't  to  frame 
The  world  to  good,  to  grace  and  worthinefs, 
Out  of  this  humour  of  luxurioulhefs  : 

LV. 

And  hring  us  back  unto  ourfelvcs  again, 
TJnto  our  ancient  native  modefty, 
r'rom  out  tbefe  foreign  iins  we  entertain, 
Thefe  1  iithfome  furfeits,  ugly  jrhntony  ; 
From  this  unmanly,  and  this  idle  vein 
Of  wanton  and  lupcrtluous  bravery  ; 
The  wrc  ck  of  gentry,  fpoil  of  noblenefs; 
And  Iquare  us  by  thy  temi)'rate  f'obernefs. 

LVI. 

When  abftiner.cc  is  fafliion'd  by  the  time, 
It  i';  no  rare  thing  to  be  abftinent  :  [crime) 

But   then   it  is,  when  th'  age  'full  fraught  with 
lies  proftrate  upon  all  mifgovcrnment. 
Anc  who  is  not  licentious  in  the  prime 
And  heat  of  youth,  nor  then  incontinent 
When  out  of  might  he  may,  he  never  will ; 
3No  pow'r  can  tempt  him  to  that  tafte  of  ill. 

LVIl. 

Then  what  are  we  t'  expedl  from  fuch  a  hand, 
That  doth  this  ftern  of  fair  example  guide  ? 
Who  will  not  now  fhame  to  have  no  command 
Over  his  lufts  ?  who  would  be  feen  t'  abide 
Unfaithful  to  his  vows ;  t'  infringe  the  band 
Of  a  moft  facred  knot  which  God  hath  ty'd  ? 
Wlio  would  now  feem  to  be  diftionoured 
With  th'  unclean  touch  of  an  unlawful  bed  ? 
Lvm. 

What  a  great  check  will  this  chafte  court  be  now 
To  V  anton  courts  debauch'd  with  luxury  ; 
Wheie  wcno  other  miftrcfTcs  fhall  know, 
But  her  to,Mrhom  we  owe  our  loyalty  ? 
Chafte  mother  of  our  princes,  whence  do  grow 
Thofe  righteous  iffues,  which  fhall  glorify 
And  comfort  many  nations  with  their  worth. 
To  her  perpetual  grace  that  brought  them  forth. 

LIJC. 

We  ftiall  not  fe^r  to  have  our  wives  diftain'd, 
J^or  yet  our  daughters  violated  here 
By  an  imperial  luft,  that  b'ing  unrcm'd. 
Will  hardly  be  relilted  any  where. 
He  will  not  be  betray'd  with  eafe,  nor  train'd 
With  idle  reft,  in  foft  delights  to  wear 
His  time  of  life  ;  but  know>  whereto  he  rends  ; 
Jiow  worthy  miuds  are  made  for  v/orthy  eads. 


And  that  this  mighty  work  of  union,  notV 
Begun  with  glory,  nmlt  with  grace  run  on, 
And  be  fo  clos'd,  as  all  the  joints  may  grow 
Together  firm  in  due  proportion  : 
A  work  of  pow'r  and  judgment,  that  niuft  fheW 
All  parts  of  wi.f'dom  and  difcretion. 
That  man  can  fhew ;  that  no  cloud  may  impair 
This  day  of  hope,  whofe  morning  fliews  fo  fair. 

LXI. 

He  hath  a  mighty  burden  to  fuftain 
Whofe  fortune  doth  iucceed  a  gracious  prince  ; 
Or  where  men'b  expedlations  entertain 
Hopes  of  more  good,  and  more  beneficence  : 
But  yet  he  undergoes  a  greater  pain, 
A  more  laborious  work  ;  who  muit  commence 
I'he  great  foundation  of  a  government, 
And  lay  the  frame  of  order  and  content. 

LXII. 

Efpecially  where  men's  defires  do  run 
A  greedy  courfe  of  eminency,  gain, 
And  private  hopes;  weighing  not  what  is  done 
For  the  republic,  fo  thcmfelves  may  gain 
Their   ends;    and   where  few   care   who  be  un- 
done, 
So  they  be  made  :  whilft  all  do  entertain 
The  prefent  motions  that  this  pafTage  brings, 
With  th'  infancy  of  change,  under  new  kings. 

LXUI. 

So  that  the  weight  of  all  feems  to  rely 
Wholly  upon  thine  own  difcretion  ;  ,  , 

Thy  judgment  now  maft  only  re.Slify 
This  frame  of  pow'r  thy  glory  ftands  upon  : 
From  thee  muft  come,  that  thy  pofterity 
May  joy  this  peace,  and  hold  this  union. 
For  whilft  all  work  fiT  their  own  benefit. 
Thy  only  work  muft  keep  us  all  upright. 

LXIV. 

For  did  not  now  thy  full  rrvaturity 
Of  years  and  wifdom,  that  difcern  what  fhows, 
What  art  and  colours  may  deceive  the  eye. 
Secure  our  truft  that  that  clear  judgment  knows 
Upon  what  grounds  depend  thy  majefty. 
And  whence  the  glory  of  thy  greatnefs  grows; 
We  might  diftruft,  left  that  a  fide  might  part 
Thee  from  thyfelf,  and  fo  furprife  thy  heart. 

LXV. 

Since  thou'rt  but  one,  and  that  againfl  thy 
b  re  aft 
Are  laid  all  th'  engines  both  of  fkill  and  wit ; 
And  all  th'  affaults  of  cunning  are  addreft, 
With  ftratagems  of  art,  to  enter  it ; 
To  make  a  prey  of  grace,  and  to  invefl 
Their  pow'rs  withiu  thy  love ;  that  they  might  fit, 
And  (lir  that  way  which  their  afFecftion  tends, 
Refpedting  but  themfelves  and  their  own  ends. 
J. XVI, 
And  fee'ng  how  difficult  a  thing  it  is 
To  ru'e  ;  and  what  ftrength  is  requir'd  to  ftand 
Againft  all  th*  interphac'd  refpondencies 
Of  combinations,  let  to  keep  the  hand 
And  eye  of  pow'r  from  out  the  provinces, 
f'hat  avarice  may  draw  to  her  command  ; 
W.hi>:h,  to  keep  hers,  fbe  others  vows  to  fpare, 
That  they  again  to  Jier  might  ufe  like  care, 
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LXVII. 

But  God  that  raii'd  thee  up  to  atfl  this  part. 
Hath  giv'n  thee  all  thofe  pow'rs  of  worthinefs, 
Fit  for  fo  great  a  work  ;  and  fram'd  thy  heart 
Difcernablc  of  all  apparencies  ; 
Taught  thee  to  know  the  world,  and  this  great  art 
Of  ord'ring  man;  knowledge  of  knowledges! 
That  from  thee  men  might  reckon  how  this  ftatc 
Became  reftor'd,  and  was  made  fortunaic. 
Lxvni. 

That  thou  the  firfl  with  us  in  name,  might'ft  be 
The  firft  in  courfe,  to  fafhian  us  anew  ; 
Wherein  the  times  hath  ofFer'd  that  to  thee, 
Which  feldom  t'  other  princes  could  accrue. 
Thou  hadft  th'  advantage  only  to  be  free, 
T'  employ  thy  favours  where  they  fhall  be  due ; 
And  to  difpofe  thy  grace  in  general, 
And  like  to  Jove,  to  be  alike  to  all. 

LXIX. 

Thy  fortune  hath  indebted  thee  to  none, 
But  t'  all  thy  people  univerfally  ; 
And  not  to  them,  but  for  their  love  alone, 
Which  they  account  is  placed  worthily. 
Nor  wilt  thou  now  fruftrate  their  hopes,  whereon 
They  reft ;  nor  they  fail  in  their  loyalty  : 
Since  no  prince  comes  deceived  in  his  trufl:, 
But  he  that  firft  deceives,  and  proves  unjuft. 

LXX. 

Then  lince  we  are  in  this  fo  fair  a  way 
Of  reftoration,  greatnefs,  and  command  ; 
Curfed  be  he  that  caufes  the  lead  ftay 
Jn  this  fair  work,  or  interrupts  thy  hand ; 


And  curfed  he  that  offers  to  betray 
Thy  graces,  or  thy  goodr.ef-.  to  withftand ; 
Let  him  be  held  abhorr'd,  and  all  his  race 
Inherit  but  the  portion  of  difgrace, 

LXXl, 

And  he  that  fliall  by  wicked  offices 
Be  th'  author  of  the  leaft  difturbancy. 
Or  feck  t'  avert  thy  godly  purpofes. 
Be  evet  held  the  fcorn  of  infamy. 
And  let  men  but  confider  their  fuccefs, 
Who  princes  loves  abus'd  prefumptuouQy  ; 
They  fhall  perceive  their  ends  do  ftill  relate, 
That  fure  God  loves  them  not,  whom  men  da 
hate. 

LXXII 

And  it  is  jufl:,  that  they  who  make  a  prey 
Of  princes  favours,  in  the  end  again 
Be  made  a  prey  to  princes ;  and  repay 
The  f polls  of  mifery  with  greater  gain  : 
Whofe  facnfices  ever  do  allay 
The  wrath  of  men  conceiv'd  in  their  difdain  : 
For  that  their  hatred  profecuteth  flill 
More  than  ill  princes,  thofe  that  make  them  ill. 

LXXllI. 

But  both  thy  judgment  and  eftate  doth  free 
Thee  from  thele  pow'rs  of  fear  and  flattery. 
The  conquerors  of  kings  ;  by  whom,  we  fee. 
Are  wrought  the  a&s  of  all  impiety 
Thou  art  fo  fet,  as  thou'ft  no  caufe  to  be 
Jealous,  or  dreadful  (if  difl'  'yalty  : 
i'he  pedeftal  whereon  thy  greatnefs  flands. 
Is  built  of  all  our  hearts,  and  all  our  hands^ 
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TO  SIR  THOMAS  EGERTON,  KNIGHT; 

LORD    KEEPER  OF   THE   GREAT    SEAL   OF    ENGLAND. 


"Well  hath  the  pow'rful  hand  of  majefty, 
Thy  worthinefs,  and  England's  hap  befide, 
Set  thee  in  th'  aidfuU'ft  room  of  dignity; 
As  th'  ifthmus  thefc  two  oceans  to  divide. 
Of  rigour  and  confus'd  uncertainty, 
To  keep  out  th'  intercourfe  of  wrong  and  pride. 
That  they  ingulf  not  up  unfuccour'd  right, 
By  th'  extreme  current  of  licentious  might. 

Now  when  we  fee  the  moft  conibining  band, 
The  ftrongeft  faft'ning  of  fociety, 
Law,  whereon  all  this  frame  of  men  doth  ftand, 
Remain  concufled  with  uncertainty  ; 
And  feem  to  fofter,  rather  than  withfland 
Contention ;  and  embrace  obfcurity, 
Only  t'  afflid,  and  not  to  fafliion  us, 
Making  her  cure  far  worfe  than  the  diieafe ; 

As  if  (he  had  made  covenant  with  wrong. 
To  part  the  prey  made  on  our  weaknefles ; 
And  fufFer'd  falfehood  to  be  arm'd  as  llrong 
Unto  the  combat,  as  is  righteoufnefs  ; 
Or  fuited  her,  as  if  ftie  did  belong 
Unto  our  paflions ;  and  did  ev'n  profefs 
Contention,  as  her  only  myftery. 
Which  flie  reftrains  not,  but  doth  multiply. 

Was  fhe  the  fame  Ihe's  now,  in  ages  paft  ? 
Or  was  ftie  lefs,  when  flic  was  ufed  lefs ; 
And  grows  as  malice  grows ;  and  fo  comes  call 
Juft  to  the  form  of  our  unquietnefs  ? 
Or  made  more  flow,  the  more  that  ftrife  runs  fall; 
Staying  t'  undo  us,  e'er  fiie  will  redrefs  ? 
That  th'  ill  flie  checks,  fecms  fuifer'd  to  be  ill. 
When  it  yields  greater  gain  that  goodnefs  will. 

Mufl;  there  be  ftill  fome  difcord  mix'd  among 
The  harmony  of  men;  whofe  mood  accords 
Beft;  with  contention,  tun'd  t'  a  note  of  wrong  ? 
That  when  war  fails,  peace  mufb  make  war  v.ith 

words. 
And  b'  arm'd  unto  deftrui5tion  ev'n  as  flrong, 
As  were  in  ages  paft  our  civil  fwords : 
Making  as  deep,  although  unbleeding  wounds ; 
That  when  as  fury  fails;  wifdom  cjiifounds. 


If  it  be  wifdom,  and  not  cunning,  this 
Which   fo   embroils    the   Hate    of    truth    with 

brawls, 
And  wraps  it  up  in  flrange  confufednefs 
As  if  it  liv'd  ipimur'd  within  the  walls 
Of  hideous  terms,  fram'd  out  of  barb'roufnefs 
And  foreign  cuftoms,  the  memorials 
Of  our  fubjedion ;  and  could  never  be 
Deliver'd  but  by  wrangling  fubtilty. 

Whereas  it  dwells  free  in  the  open  plain, 
Uncurious,  gentle,  eafy  of  accefs : 
Certain  unto  itfelf ;  of  equal  vein ; 
One  face,  one  colour,  one  aflurednefs. 
Its  falfehood  that  is  intricate  and  vain, 
And  needs  thefe  labyrinths  of  fubtlenefs  : 
For  where  the  cunning'ft  cov'rings  n;oft  appear. 
It  argues  ftill  that  all  is  not  fincere. 

Which  thy  clear-ey'd  experience  well  defcries, 
Great  keeper  of  the  ftate  of  equity  ! 
Refuge  of  mercy  !  upon  whom  relies 
The  fuccour  of  oppreffed  mifery  : 
Altar  of  fafeguard  !  whereto  afflidiion  flies. 
From  th'  eager  purfuit  of  feverity. 
Heaven  of  peace!    that  labour'ft  to  withdraw? 
Juftice  from  out  the  tempefts  of  the  lew ; 

And  fet  her  in  a  calm  and  even  way. 
Plain, and  diredlly  leading  to  redrefs; 
Barring  thefe  counter-courfes  of  delay, 
Thefe  wafting,  dilatory  proccfTes. 
Ranging  into  their  right  and  proper  ray, 
Errors,  demurs,  elToigns,  and  traverfes; 
The  heads  of  Hydra,  fpringing  out  of  death, 
That  gives  this  monfter  malice  fUlI  new  breath. 

That  what  was  made  for  the  utility 
And  good  of  man,  might  not  be  turn'd  t'  his  hurt, 
To  make  him  worfcr  by  his  remedy,  [port. 

And  caft  him  down  with  what  fliould  him  fup- 
Nor  that  the  ftate  of  law  might  lol'e  thereby 
The  due  refpecfl  and  rev'rence  of  her  port ; 
And  feem  a  trap  to  catch  our  ignorancCj 
And  to  entangle  our  intemperance. 
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Since  her  interpretations,  and  our  deeds, 
jUnto  a  like  infinity  arlfe ; 
As  b'ing  a  fcience  that  by  nature  breeds 
Ccntention,  ftrife,  and  ambiguities. 
For  altercation  controverfy  feeds, 
And  in  her  agitation  multiplies : 
The  field  of  cavil  lying  all  like  wide. 
Yields  like  advantage  unto  either  fide. 

Which  made  the  grave  Caflilian  king  devlfe 
A  prohibition,  that  no  advocate 
Should  be  convey'd  to  th'  Indian  colonies ; 
Left  their  new  fetting,  fhaken  with  deljate, 
!Might  take  but  flender  root,  and  fo  not  rife 
To  any  perfedl  growth  of  firm  eftate. 
•'  For  having  not  this  fkill  how  to  contend, 
j"  Th'  unnourifli'd  ftrife  would  c^uickiy  make  an 
I      '        end." 

1     So  likewife  did  th'  Himgarlan,  when  he  faw 
'Thefe  great  Italian  Bartolifts,  who  were 
Call'd  in  of  purpofe  to  explain  the  law, 
T'  embroil  it  more,  and  make  it  much  lefs  clear  ; 
Caus'd  them  from  out  his  kingdom  to  withdraw. 
With  this  infeftlous  ikill,  fome  otherwhere  ; 
Whofe  learning  rather  let  men  farther  out, 
And  open'd  wider  paffages  of  doubt. 

See'ng  ev'n  injuftice  may  be  regulate ; 
And  no  proportion  can  there  be  betwixt 
Our  aflions,  which  in  endlels  motion  are. 
And  th'  ordinances,  which  are  always  fixt : 
Ten  thoufand  laws  more  cannot  reach  fo  far. 
But  malice  goes  beyond,  or  lives  immixt 
3o  clofe  with  goodnefs,  as  it  ever  will 
[  Corrupt,  difguife,  or  counterfeit  It  ftill. 

And  therefore  did  thofe  glorious  monarchs  (who 
Divide  with  God  the  ftyle  of  majefty. 
For  being  good ;  and  had  a  care  to  do 
The  world  right,  and  fuccour  honefty) 
Ordain  this  fandtuary,  whereunto 
I  Th'  opprefs'd  might  fly  ;  this  feat  of  equity, 
.Whereon  thy  virtues  fit  with  fair  renown, 
I  The  greateft  grace  and  glory  of  the  gown. 

Which  equity,  being  the  foul  of  law, 
I  The  life  of  juftlce,  and  the  fplr't  of  right ; 
j  Dwells  not  in  written  lines ;  or  lives  In  awe 
j  Of  books  deaf  pow'rs,  that  have  nor  ears  nor  fight : 
I  But  out  of  well-welgh'd  circumflance  doth  draw 
I  The  effence  of  a  judgment  requifite  ; 
And  is  that  Lelbian  fquarc,  that  building  fit, 
j  Plies  to  the  work,  nor  forc'th  the  work  to  it. 

Maintaining  iHll  an  equal  parallel 
j  Juft  with  th'  occafions  of  humanity, 
I  Making  her  judgment  ever  liable 
I  To  the  refpedt  of  peace  and  amity  ; 
I  When  furely  law,  (lern  and  unaffable. 
Cares  only  but  Itfelf  to  fatisfy  ; 
!  And  often  innocencies  fcarce  defends, 
j  Asthat  which  on  no  circumflance  depends. 

1      But  equity,  that  bears  an  even  rein 
Ppon  the  prsfent  courfeF,  holds  in  awe 


By  giving  hand  a  little ;  and  doth  gain. 
By  a  gentle  relaxation  of  the  law  : 
And  yet  Inviolable  doth  maintain 
The  end  whereto  all  conftitutions  draw, 
Which  Is  the  welfare  of  fociety. 
Confining  of  an  upright  policy  : 

Which  firft;  b'ing  by  ncceflity  compos'd, 
Is  by  neceflity  malntain'd  in  heft  eftate ; 
Where  when  as  juftice  fhall  be  ill  difpos'd, 
It  fickeiis  the  whole  body  of  the  ftate. 
For  if  there  be  a  paffage  once  difclus'd, 
That  wrong  may  enter  at  the  felt  fame  gate 
Which  ferves  for  right,  clad  in  a  coat  of  law; 
What  violent  diftempers  may  it  draw  ? 

And  therefore  doft  thou  ftand  to  keep  the  way. 
And  ftop  the  courfe  that  malice  feeks  to  run. 
And  by  thy  provident  injunctions  flay 
This  never-ending  altercation  ; 
Sending  contention  home,  to  th'  end  men  may 
There  make  their  peace,  whereas  their  flrife  begun; 
And  free  thefe  pefter'd  flreets  they  vainly  wear 
Whom  both  the  ftate  and  theirs  do  need  elfewhere. 

Left  th'  humour  which  doth  thus  predominate, 
Convert  unto  itfelf  all  that  it  takes ; 
And  that  the  law  grow  larger  than  debate. 
And  come  t'  exceed  th'  affairs  it  undertakes: 
As  if  the  only  fcience  of  the  ftate. 
That  took  up  all  our  wits,  for  gain  it  makes; 
Not  for  the  good  that  hereby  may  be  wrought, 
Which  Is  not  good  If  it  be  dearly  bought. 

What  fhall  we  think,  when  as  ill  caufes  fhall 
Enrich  men  more,  and  fhall  be  more  defir'd 
l  han  good  ;  as  far  more  beneficial  ? 
Who  then  defends  the  good  ?  who  will  be  hir'd 
To  entertain  a  right,  whofe  gain  Is  fmall  ? 
Unlefs  the  advocate  that  hath  confpir'd 
To  plead  a  wrong,  be  likewife  made  to  run 
His  client's  chance,  and  with  him  be  undone. 

So  did  the  wifeft  nations  ever  ftrive 
To  bind  the  hands  of  juftice  up  fo  hard; 
That  left  fhe  falling  to  prove  lucrative, 
Might  bafely  reach  them  out  to  take  reward  i 
Ordaining  her  provlfions  fit  to  live. 
Out  of  the  public  ;  as  a  public  guard, 
That  all  preferves,  and  all  doth  entertain ; 
Whofe  end  Is  only  glory,  and  not  gain. 

That  ev'n  the  fceptre,   which  might  all  com* 
mand, 
See'ng  her  f '  unpartial,  equal,  regular  ; 
Was  pleas'd  to  put  itfelf  into  her  hand. 
Whereby  they  both  grew  more  admired  far. 
And  this  is  that  great  blefling  of  this  land, 
That  both  the  prince  and  people  ufe  one  bar ; 
The  prince,  whofe  caufe  (as  not  be  withftood) 
Is  never  bad,  but  where  himfelf  is  good. 

This  Is  that  balance  which  committed  is 
To  thy  nioft  even  and  religious  hand, 
Great  minifter  of  juftice  !  who  by  this 
t'halt  have  (by  name  ftill  gracious  in  this  land. 
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This  is  that  feal  of  pow'r,  which  doth  imprefs 
Thy  afls  of  right,  which  fliall  for  ever  ftand  ! 
This  is  that  ftrain  of  flate,  that  pompoufly 
Attends  upon  thy  rev'reut  dignity  ! 

All  glory  clfe  befides  ends  with  our  breath ; 
And  men's  rcfpeds  fcarce  brings  us  to  our  grave  : 
But  this  of  doing  good,  muft  outlive  death, 
And  have  a  right  out  of  the  right  it  gave. 
Though  th'  s.i\  but  few,  th'  example  profiteth 
Thoulands,  that  fhall  thereby  a  blefTmg  have. 
The  world's  refpedl  grows  not  but  on  deferts; 
Pow'r  may  have  knees,  but  juftice  hath  our  hearts. 


THE    WORKS    OF   DANIEL. 


TO  THE  LORD  HENRY  HOWARD, 

'one  of  his  majesty's  privt  council. 

Praise,  if  it  be  not  choice,  and  laid  aright, 
Can  yield  no  luftre  wtiere  it  is  beflow'd ; 
Nor  any  way  can  grace  the  giver's  art, 
(Though  't  be  a  pleafing  colour  to  delight) 
For  that  no  ground  whereon  it  can  be  ihew'd. 
Will  bear  it  well,  but  virtue  and  defert. 

And  though  I  might  commend  your  learning, wit, 
And  happy  utt'rance  ;  and  commend  them  right, 
Astha:  which  deck>  youmuch,  and  givesyougrace, 
Yet  your  clear  judgment  beft  deferveth  it. 
Which  in  your  courfe  hath  carried  you  upright, 
And  made  you  to  difcern  the  trueft  face, 

And  beft  complexion  of  the  things  that  breed 
The  reputation  and  the  love  of  men  ; 
And  held  you  in  the  tradl  of  honefty, 
Which  eve?  in  the  end  we  fee  fuccced  ; 
'I'hough  oft  it  may  have  interiupted  been, 
Both  by  the  times.,  and  men's  iniquity. 

For  fure  thofe  aeftlons  which  do  fairly  run 
In  the  right  line  of  honour,  fliil  are  thofe 
I'hat  get  mod  clean  and  fafeft  to  their  end  ; 
And  pafs  the  belt  without  confufion, 
Either  in  thofe  that  acl,  or  clfe  difpofe; 
Having  the  fcope  made  clear,  whereto  they  tend. 

When  this  bye-path  of  cunning  doth  f '  embroil, 
And  intricate  the  paiTage  of  affairs, 
As  that  they  feldoni  fairly  can  get  out ; 
But  coft,  with  lefs  fuccefs,  more  care  and  toil ; 
Whilfl  doubt  and  the  diftrufted  caufe  impairs 
Their  courage,  who  vyould  elfe  appear  more  ftout. 

For  though  feme  hearts  are  blinded  fo,  that  they 
Have  divers  doors  whereby  they  may  let  out 
Their  wills  abroad  without  difturbancy, 
Int'  any  courfe,  and  Into  ev'ry  way 
Of  humour,  that  affc<51ion  turns  about ; 
Yet  have  the  beft  but  one  t'  have  paffage  by ; 

And  that  fo  fnrely  warded  with  the  guard 
Of  confcieuce  and  refpeift,  as  nothing  muft 
Have  courfe  that  way,  but  Vi7irh  the  certain  pafs 
Of  a  perfualive  right ;  which  b'lng  compar'd 
With  their  conceit,  muft  thereto  unrvk-er  juft. 
And  fo  with  due  e::amination  pafs. 

Which  kind  of  men,  rais'd  of  a  better  frame, 
Are  mere  religious,  conftant  and  upright ; 
And  bring  the  abkft  hands  for  any  'lTc(5t ; 
And  beft  bear  up  the  reputation,  fa.-nc, 


And  good  opiniou  that  the  aiSlion's  righ?. 
When  th'  undertakers  are  without  fufpciS. 

But  when  the  body  of  an  enterprise 
Shall  go  one  way,  the  face  another  way  ; 
As  If  it  did  but  m'ck  a  weaker  truft  ; 
The  motion  being  monftrous,  cannot  rife 
To  any  good  ;  but  falls  down  to  bewray. 
That  all  pretences  ferve  for  things  unjuft  : 

Efpeclally  where  th'  avSlion  will  allow 
Apparency ;  or  that  it  hath  a  courfe 
Concentric,  with  the  univerfal  frame 
Of  men  combln'd  :  whom  it  concerneth  how 
Thefe  motions  run,  and  entertain  their  force  ; 
Having  their  being  refting  on  the  fame. 

And  be  it  that  the  vulgar  are  but  grofs ; 
Yet  are  they  capable  of  truth,  and  fee, 
And  fometimes  guefs  the  right ;  and  do  conceive 
The  nature  of  that  text  that  needs  a  glofs. 
And  wholly  never  can  deluded  be  : 
All  may  a  few ;  few  cannot  all  deceive. 

And  thefe  (Irange  difproportions  in  the  train 
And  courfe  of  things,  do  evermor-.:  proceed 
From  th'  ill-fet  difpnfition  of  their  minds ; 
Who  in  their  ailions  cannot  but  retain 
Th' encumbered  formswhich  do  within  them  breed,* 
And  which  they  cannot  ftiew  but  in  their  kinds,  j 

Whereas  the  ways  and  counfels  of  the  light  j 
So  fort  with  valour  and  with  manllnefs,  f 

As  that  they  carry  things  alTuredly, 
Undazzling  of  their  own  or  others  fight : 
There  b'ing  a  blefllng  that  doth  give  fuccefs         ! 
To  worthinefs,  and  unto  conftancy. 

And  though  fometimes  th'  event  may  fall  amifs,| 
Yet  fhall  it  ftlU  have  honour  for  th'  attempt ;  I 
When  craft  begins  with  fear,  and  ends  with  fhame,| 
And  In  the  whole  defign  perplexed  is  :  I 

Virtue,  though  lucklefs,  yet  fliall  'fcape  contempt;! 
And  though  it  hath  not  hap,  it  fliall  have  fame. 


TO  THE  LADY  MARGARET, 

COUNTESS  or  CUMBERLAND. 

He  that  of  fuch  a  height  haih  built  his  mind, 
And  rear'd  the  dwelling  of  his  thoughts  fo  ftrong 
As  neither  fear  nor  hope  can  fliakc  the  frame        | 
Of  his  refolved  pow'rs;  nor  all  the  wind 
Of  vanity  or  malice  pierce  to  wrong 
His  fettled  peace,  or  to  difiurb  the  fame  : 
What  a  fair  feat  hath  he,  from  whence  he  may 
The  boundlefs  waftcs  and  weilds  of  man  furvey.?.  j 

And  with  how  free  an  eye  doth  he  look  doWii  \ 
Upon  thefe  lower  regions  of  turmoil  i" 
Where  all  tlie  ftorms  of  paffions  mainly  beat 
On  flefti  ahd  blood  :  where  honour,  pow'r,  renown 
.-^re  only  gay  aj(ni;51Ion=,  golden  toil; 
Where  greatnefs  ftands  upon  as  feeble  feet. 
As  frailty  doth  ;  and  only  great  doth  feem 
To  little  m.inds,  who  do  It  fa  efteem. 

He  looks  upon  the  mighti'ft  monarchs  wars 
But  only  as  on  ftately  robberies; 
Where  evermore  the  fortune  that  prevails 
Mufl  be  the  right ;  the  iU-Iucceeding  niais 
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The  falreft  and  the  beft  fac'd  enterprizc. 
Great  pirate  Pompey  leffer  pirates  quails  : 
Jullice.  he  fees,  (as  if  feduced)  Hill 
Confpires  with  pow'r,  whofe  caufe  muft  not  be  iJl. 

He  fees  the  face  of  right  t'  appear  as  manifold 
As  are  the  pafiions  of  uncertain  man  ; 
Who  puts  it  in  all  colours,  all  attires, 
To  ferve  his  ends,  and  make  his  courfeshold. 
He  fees,  that  let  deceit  work  what  it  can, 
Plot  and  contrive  bafe  ways  to  high  defircs ; 
That  the  all-guiding  providence  dotli  yet 
All  difappoint,  and  mocks  this  fmoke  of  wit. 

Nor  is  he  mov'd  with  all  the  thunder-cracks 
Of  tyrants  threats,  or  with  the  furly  brow 
Of  pow'r,  that  proudly  fits  on  others  crimes  ; 
Charg'dwith  more  crying  fins  than  thofe  he  checks. 
The  ftorms  of  fad  confufion,  that  may  grow 
Up  in  the  prefent  for  the  comuig  times. 
Appal  not  him  ;  that  hath  iio  fide  at  all, 
But  of  himfelf,  and  knows  the  wonl  can  fail. 

Although  his  heart  (fo  near  ally'd  to  earth) 
Cannot  but  pity  the  perplexed  ftate 
Of  troublous  and  diftrefs'd  mortality. 
That  thus  make  way  unto  the  ugly  birth 
Of  their  own  forrows,  and  do  flill  beget 
AiSiiSion  upon  imbecillity  : 
Yet  feeing  thus  the  courfe  of  things  mufl  run, 
He  looks  thereon  not  flrange,  but  as  fore-done. 

And  whiifl:  diflraught  ambition  compaffes, 
And  is  encompafs'd  ;  whilfl  as  craft  deceives. 
And  is.  deceiv'd  :    whiift  man  doth  ranfach  man, 
And  builds  on  blood,  and  rifes  by  diftrefs ; 
And  th'  inheritance  of  dcfolation  leaves 
To  great  expelling  hopes  :  he  look?  thereon, 
As  from  the  fliore  of  peace,  with  uuwet  eye, 
And  bears  no  venture  in  impiety. 

Thus,madam,  fares  that  man,  that  hath  prepar'd 
A  reft  for  his  defires  ;  and  fees  all  things 
Beneath  him  ;  and  hath  learn'd  this  book  of  man, 
Full  of  the  notes  of  frailty;  and  corapar'd 
"The  beft  of  glory  with  her  fufferings  : 
By  whom,  I  fee,  you  labour  all  you  can 
To  plant  your  heart ;  and  fet  your  thoughts  as  near 
His  glorious  manfion,  as  your  pow'rs  can  bear. 

Which,  madam,  are  fo  fondly  fafhioned 
By  that  clear  judgment,  that  had  carry 'd  you 
Beyond  the  feeble  limits  of  your  kind, 
As  they  can  fland  againft  the  ftrongeft  head 
Pallion  can  make  ;  inur'd  to  any  hue 
The  world  can  caft ;  that  cannot  caft  that  mind 
Out  of  her  form  of  goodncfs,  that  doth  fee 
Both  what  the  beft  and  worft  of  earth  can  be. 

Which  makes,  that  whatfoever  herebefals, 
You  in  the  region  of  yourfelf  remain  : 
Where  no  vain  breath  of  th'  impudent  molefis. 
That  hath  fecur'd  within  the  brazen  v/alls 
Of  a  clear  confcience,  that  (without  all  Ilain) 
Rifes  in  peace,  in  innocency  rells  ; 
Whilft  all  what  malice  from  without  procures, 
Shev.'s  her  own  ugly  heart,  but  hurts  not  yours. 

And  whereas  none  rejoice  more  in  revenge, 
Than  women  ufe  to  do  ;  yet  you  well  know, 
That   wrong   is   better    check'd   by  b'ing    con- 

temn'd, 
Than  b'ing  purfu'd  ;  leaving  to  him  t'  avenge. 


To  whom  It  appertains.  Wherein  you  fiiew. 
How  worthily  your  clearnefs  hath  condemii'd 
Bafe  Malediction,  living  in  the  dark. 
That  at  the  rays  of  goodnefs  ftill  doth  bark. 

Knowing  the  heart  of  man  is  fet  to  be 
The  centre  of  this  world,  above  the  which 
Thefe  revolutions  of  difturbances 
Still  roll ;  where  all  th'  afpeifis  of  mifery 
Predominate  :  whofe  ftrong  effedls  are  fuch,  - 
As  he  mufl  bear,  b'ing  pow'rlcfs  to  redrefs  : 
And  that  unltfs  above  himfelf  he  can 
Eredl  himfelf,  how  poor  a  thmg  is  man  ! 

And  how  tuimoird  they  are  that  level  lie 
With   earth,    and    cannot    lift    themfelves   frons 

thence ; 
That  never  are  at  peace  with  their  dcfires. 
But  work  beyond  their  years ;  and  cv'n  deny 
Dotage  her  rctll,  and  hardly  will  difpenfe 
With  death.  That  when  ability  expires, 
Befire  lives  ftill — So  much  delight  they  have, 
To  carry  toil  and  travel  to  the  grave. 

Whole   ends  you  fee ;   and  what  can   be   the 
beft 
They  reach  unto,  when  they  have  caft  the  fum 
And  reck'nings  of  their  glory.  And  you  know. 
This  floating  life  hath  but  this  port  of  reft, 
A  heart  prepar'd,  that  fears  no  ill  to  come. 
And  that  man's  greatnefs  refts  but  in  his  ftiew, 
The  beft  of  all  whofe  days  confumed  are 
Either  in  war,  or  peace-conceiving  war. 

This  concord,  madam,  of  a  well-tun'd  mind 
Hath  been  fo  fet  by  that  ill-working  hand 
Of  heav'n,  that  though  the  world  hath  done  his 

worft 
To  put  it  nut  by  difcords  moft  unkind; 
Yet  doth  it  llill  in  perfcd  union  ftand 
With  God  and  man  ;  nor  ever  will  be  forc'd 
From  that  moft  fweet  accord;  but  ftill  agree, 
Equal  in  fortunes  in  equality. 

And  this  note  (madam)  of  your  worthhinefs 
Remains  recorded  in  fo  many  hearts. 
As  time  nor  malice  cannot  wrong  your  right. 
In  th'  inheritance  of  fame  you  muft  poffefs: 
Yon  that  have  built  you  by  your  great  deferts 
(Out  of  fmall  means)  a  far  more  exquifite 
And  glorious  dwelling  for  your  honour'd  name. 
Than  all  the  gold  that  leaden  minds  can  frame. 


TOTHELADYLUCY, 

"countess  OF  BEDFORD. 

Though  virtue  be  the  fame  when  low  flie  ftands 
In  the  humble  ftiadows  of  obfcurity. 
As  when  fhe  either  fweats  in  martial  bands, 

Or  fits  in  court  clad  with  authority  ; 

Yet,  madam,  doth  the  ftridlnefs  of  her  room 
Greatly  detratSlfrom  her  ability. 

For  as  in-wall'd  v/ithin  a  living  tomb. 

Her  hands  and  arms  of  action  labour  not  ;- 
Her  thoughts,  as  if  abortive  from  the  womb. 
Come  never  born,  though  happily  begot. 

But  where  Ihc  hath  mounted  in  open  fight 


^o5  THE    WO  ft.  KG    OP   DANIEL. 

An  eminent  and  fpaclous  dwelling  got ; 


Where  fhe  may  ftir  at  will,  and  ufe  her  might, 
There  Is  fhe  more  herfelf,  and  more  her  own  ; 
There  in  the  fair  attire  of  honour  dight, 

She  fits  at  eafe,  and  makes  her  slory  known. 
Applaufe  attends  her  hands ;  her  deeds  have  grace  ; 

Her  worth,  new-born,  is  ftrait  as  if  full  grown. 

With  futh  a  godly  and  rcfpcded  face 
Doth  virtue  look,  that's  fet  to  look  from  high; 

And  fuch  a  fair  advantage  by  her  place 

Hath  ftate  and  greatnefs  to  do  worthily. 
And  therefore  well  did  your  high  fortunes  meet 

With  her ,  that  gracing  you  comes  grac'd  thereby : 

And  well  was  let  Into  a  houfe  fo  iweet. 
So  good,  fo  fair  :  fo  fair,  fo  good  a  gucft  ! 

Who  now  remains  as  bleffed  in  her  feat, 

Aj  you  are  with  her  refidency  bleft. 
And  this  fair  courfe  -^f  knowledge,  whereunto 

Your  ftudies  (learned  lady)  are  addreft, 

Is  th'  only  certain  Way  that  you  can  go 
Unto  true  glory,  to  true  happlnefs  : 

All  paffages  on  earth  befides,  are  fo 

Encumber'd  with  fuch  ^aln  diaurbanccs, 
A.S  Hill  we  lofe  our  reft  In  fceking  it, 

B'lng  but  deluded  with  appearances.     . 

And  no  key  had  you  elfe  that  was  fo  fit 
T'  unlock  that  prlfon  of  your  fex  as  this, 

To  let  you  out  of  weaknefs  and  admit 

Your  p6w'rs  into  the  freedom  of  that  bllfs. 
That  fets  you  there  where  you  may  over-fee 

This  rolling  world,  and  view  It  as  It  is  ; 

And  aporehend  how  th'  outfides  do  agree 
With  til'  inward  ;  being  of  the  things  we  deem 
And  hold  in  our  ill-caft  accounts,  to  be 
Of  hi^heft  value,  and  of  heft  efteem  ; 
SinceliU  the  goods  we  have  refls  in  the  minO, 

By  whofe  proportions  only  we  redeem 

Our  thoup-hts  from  out  confufion,  and  do  find 
The  meafure  of  ourfelves,  and  of  ourpow'rs  : 

And  that  all  happlnefs  remains  contin'd 

Within  the  kingdom  of  this  breaft  of  ours ; 
Without  whofe  bounds,  all  that  vje  look  on  hes 

In  others  jurlfdliSlions,  others  poW'rs, 

Out  of  the  circuit  of  our  liberties. 
All  glory, honour,  fame,  applaufe,  renown, 

Are  not  belonging  to  our  roy:iltios. 

But  t'  others  wills,  wherein  they're  only  grown 
And  that  unlefs  wc  find  us  all  within, 

We  never  can  without  us  be  our  own ; 

Mor  call  it  right  our  life  that  we  live  iti ; 
But  a  poffenion^held  for  others  ufc, 

That  feem  to  have  mpft  Interelt  therein; 

Which  we  do  fo  dlffever,  part,  traduce. 
Let  out  to  cuftom,  faflilon ;  and  to  fhew 

As  wc  enjoy  but  only  the  abufe, 

And  have  no  other  deed  at  all  to  (hew. 
How  oft  are  we  conftrained  to  appear 

With  other  countenance  than  that  we  owe  ; 

And  be  ourfelves  far  off,  when  we  are  near! 
How  oft  arc  wc  forc'd  on  a  cloudy  heart 

To  fet  a  fhlnlng  face,  and  make  it  clear  ; 

Seeming  content  to  put  yourfelyes  apart, 
To  bear  a  part  of  others  weaknefles  ! 

As  if  we  only  were  compos'd  by  art,   ■ 

Not  nature  ;  and  did  all  our  deeds  addrefs 


T'  opinion,  not  t*  a  confcience,  what  is  right;       r 
As  fram'd  b*  example   not  advifednefs. 
Into  thofe  forms  that  entertain  our  fight.  ^ 

And   though  books,   madam,  cannot  make  thi* 
mind, 
Which  we  muft  bring  apt  to  be  fet  aright; 
Yet  do  they  re<5tlfy  it  in  that  kind, 

And  touch  it  fo,  as  that  it  turns  that  way 

Where  judgment  lies.     And  though  we  can- 
not find 
The  certain  place  af  truth ;  yet  do  they  flay, 

And  entertain  us  near  about  the  f^e  ; 

And  give  the  foul  the  befl  delight,  that  may 
Enchear  it  moft,  and  moft  our  fplr'ts  enflame 

To  thoughts  of  glory,  and  to  worthy  ends. 
And  therefore,  in  a  courfe  that  beft  became 
The  clearnefs  of  your  heart,  and  beft  com- 
mends 

Your  worthy  pow'rs  ;  you  run  therighteft  way 
That  is  on  earth,  that  can  true  glory  give  ; 
By  which,  when  all  confumes,  your  fame  fliall 
live. 


TO  THE  I.ADY  ANNE  CLIFFORD. 

Unto  the  tender  youth  of  tliofe  fair  eyes 

The  light  of  judgment  can  arife  but  new,      [celt;, 

And  young;  the  world  appea:rs   t' a  young  con'-' 

Whilfl  thorough  the  unacquainted  faculties  : 
The  late  inveftetl  foul  doth  rawly  view 
Thofe  objeias  which  on  that  difcretlon  wait. 

Yet  you  that  fuch  a  fair  advantage  haVe, 
Both  by  your  birth  and  happy  pow'rs,  t'  outgo, 
Arid  be  before  your  years,  can  fairly  guefs 
What  hue  of  life  holds  fureft  without  ftain  ;  ^ 
Having  your  well-wrought  heart  full  furnifti'd  fo 
With  all  the  images  of  worthiriefs, 

As  there  Is  left  no  room  at  all  t'  invcll 
Figures  of  other  form,  but  fandtlty.  _ 

Whilft  yet  thofe  clean  created  thoughts  within 

The  garden  of  your  innocencles  reft  ; 
Where  are  no  motions  of  deformity,  j 

Nor  any  door  at  all  to  let  them  in,  ,  ■  i 

With  io  great  care  doth  (he  that  hath  brought 
forth  1 

That  comely  body,  labour  to  adorn  _  ; 

That  better  part,  the  manfion  of  your  mind, 
With  all  the  richeft  furniture  of  worth, 
,  To  make  y'  as  highly  good  as  highly  born, 
And  fet  your  virtues  equal  to  your  kind. 

She  tells  you,  how  that  honour  only  is 
A  goodlv  garment  put  on  fair  deferts; 
Wherein  the  fmalleft  ftain  is  greateft  feen, 
And  that  it  cannot  grace  unworthinefs ; 
But  more  apparent  (hews  defeiflive  parts, 
Hov/  gayfocver  they  are  deck'd  therein,  _ 

She  tells  you  too,  how  that  it  bounded  is, 
And  kept  cnclofed  with  fo  many  eyes, 
As  that  it  cannot  ftray  and  break  abroad' 
Into  the  private  ways  of  careleffnefs ; 
Nor  ever  may  defcend  to  vulgarize. 
Or  be  below  the  fphcre  of  her  abode. 


POEMS. 


ao; 


But  like  to  tliofe  fupernal  bodies  fet 
Within  their  orbs,  muft  keep  the  certain  courfe 
Of  order  ;  deftin'd  to  their  proper  place, 
Which  only  doth  their  note  of  glory  get. 
Th'  irregular  appearances  enforce 
A  Ihort  refped,  and  perifh  without  grace  : 
B'ing   meteors  feeming   high,    but    yet    low 
plac'd, 
Blazing  but  while  their  dying  matters  laft. 

Nor  can  we  take  the  juft  height  of  the  mind, 
But  by  that  order  which  her  courfe  doth  fliew, 
And  which  fuch  fplendor  to  her  adlions  gives; 
And  thereby  men  her  eminency  find, 
And  thereby  only  do  attain  to  know 
The  region,  and  the  orb  wherein  flie  lives, 
Por  low  in  th'  air  of  grofs  uncertainty, 
Confufion  only  rolls,  order  fits  high. 
And  therefore    fince    the   deareft    things    on 
earth, 
!  This  honour.  Madam,  hath  his  ftately  frame 
'  From  th'  heav'nly  order,  which  begets  refpc(fl ; 
And  that  your  nature,  virtue,  happy  birth, 
Have  therein  highly  interplac'd  your  name. 
You  may  not  run  the  leafl  courfe  of  negled. 

For  where  not  to  obferve,  is  to  profane 
Your  dignity;  how  careful  muft  you  be. 
To  be  yourfelf?  And  though  you  may  to  all 
Shine  fair  afpeds ;  yet  muft  the  virtuous  gain 
The  beft  effeds  of  your  benignity. 
Nor  muft  your  common  graces  caufe  to  fall 
The  price  of  your  efteem  t'  a  lower  rate, 
Than  doth  befit  the  pitch  of  your  eftate. 

Nor  may  you  build  on  your  fufficiency. 
For  in  our  ftrongeft  parts  we  are  but  wealc ; 
Nor  yet  may  over-much  diftruft  the  fame, 
Left  that  you  come  to  check  it  fo  thereby. 
As  filence  may  become  worfe  than  to  fpeak  : 
Though  filence  women  never  ill  became. 
And  none  we  fee  were  overthrown 
By  others  fl.itt'ry,  more  than  by  their  own. 
For   though  we  live    amongft    the   tongues    of 

praife. 
And  troops  of  fmoothing  people,  that  collaud 
A.11  that  we  do  ;  yet  'tis  within  our  hearts 
Fh'  ambuftiment  lies,  that  evermore  betrays 
Dur  judgments,  when   ourfelves  be  come  t'  ap- 
plaud 
Our  own  ability,  and  our  own  parts. 

So  that  we  muft  not  only  fence  this  fort 
3f  ours  againft  all  others  fraud,  but  moft 
^gainft  our  own;  whofe  danger  is  the  moft, 
3ecaufe  we  lie  the  neareft  to  do  hurt, 
Vnd  foon'ft  deceive  ourfelves;   and   foon'ft  are 

loft 
Jy  our  beft  pow'rs,that  do  us  moft  tranfport. 

Such  are  your  holy  bounds,  who  muft  convey 
If  God  fo  pleafe)  the  honourable  blood 
)f  Clifford,  and  of  Ruffel ;  led  aright 
^  many,  worthy  ftems,  whofe  offspring  may 
^ook  back  with  comfort,  to  have  had  that  good 
'o  fpring  from   fuch  a  branch   that  grew  f '  up- 
[  right ; 

[  Since  nothing  chears  the  heart  of    greatnefs 
I  more 

"han  th'  anceftors  faiir  glory  gone  before. 


TO  HENRY  WRIOTHESLY, 

EARL  OF   SOUTHAMPTOK. 
Nonfert  ullum  i6ium  illefa  falk'itas . 

He  who  hath  never  warr'd  with  mifery, 

Nor  ever  tugg'd  with  fortune  and  diftrefs. 

Hath  had  n'  occafion,  nor  no  field  to  try 

The  ftrength  and  forces  of  his  worthinefs, 

Thofe  parts  of  judgment  which  felicity 

Keeps  asconceal'd,  afilidtion  muft  exprefs; 

And  only  men  fhew  their  abilities. 

And  what  they  are,  in  their  extremities. 
The  world  had  never  taken  fo  full  note 

Of  what  thou  art,  had'ft  thou  not  been  undone  • 

And  only  thy  affliftion  hath  begot 

More  fame,  than  thy  beft   fortunes  could  have 
done  ; 

For  ever  by  adverfity  are  wrought 

The  greateft  v/orks  of  admiration ; 

And  all  the  fair  examples  uf  renown. 

Out  of  diftrefs  and  mifery  are  grown. 
Mutius  the  fire,  the  tortures  Rcgulus, 

Did  make  the  miracles  of  faith  and  zeal': 

Exile  renown'd  and  grac'd  Rutilius  : 

Imprifonment  and  poifon  did  reveal 

The  worth  of  Socrates.     Fabritius 

Poverty  did  grace  that  commonwear, 

More  than  all  Sylla's  riches  got  with  ftrlfe  ; 

And  Cato's  death  did  vie  with  Csefar's  life.' 
Not  to  b'  unhappy  is  unhappinefs, 

And  mis'ry  not  to  have  known  mifery  : 

For  the  beft  way  unto  difcretion,  is 

The  way  that  leads  us  by  adverfity. 

And  men  are  better  fliew'd  what  is  amlfs 

Ey  th'  expert  finger  of  calamity, 

Than  they  can  be  with  all  that  fortune  brings, 

Who  never  fliews  them  the  true  face  of  things! 
How  could  we  know  that  thou  could'ft  have 
endur'd. 
With  a  repofed  cheer,  wrong  and  difgrace  ; 
And  with  a  heart  and  countenance  alfur'd,' 
Have  look'd  ftern  death  and  horror  in  the  face ! 
How  fliould  wc  know  thy  foul  had  been  fecur'd. 
In  honeft  counfels,  and  in  way  unbafe  ; 
Had'ft  thou  not  ftood  to    ilievv    us  what   thou 

wer't. 
By  tjiy  afflidlion  that  defcry'd  thy  heart ! 

It  is  not  but  the  tempeft  that  doth  (how- 
The  feamen's  cunning;  but  the  field  that  tries 
The  captain's  courage— And  we  come  to  know 
Beft  what  men  are,  in  their  worft  jeopardies. 
For  lo  !  how  many  have  we  feen  to  arow 
To  high  renown  from  loweft  miferies, 
Out  of  the  hands  of  death  >.     And  many  a  one 
T'  have  been  undone,  had  they  not  been  undone  ? 
He  that  endures  for  what  his  confcience  knows 
Not  to  be  ill,  doth  from  a  patience  high 
Look  only  on  the  eaufe  whereto  he  owes 
Thofe  fufferings.  not  on  his  mifery  ; 
The  more  he  endures,  the  more  his  glo;y  grows; 
Which  never  grows  from  imbecillity  : 
Only  the  beft  compos'd  and  worthieft  hearts, 
God  fets  to  aift  the  hard'ft  and  conftant'ft  parts. 


THE 


PASSION  OF  A  DISTRESSED  MAN; 

Who  being  in  a  Tempeft  on  the  Sea,  and  haviag  in  his  Boat  two  Women, 
(of  whom  he  loved  the  one,  that  difdained  him  ^  and  fcorned  the  o  her, 
who  afFefted  him),  was,  by  Commandment  from  Neptune,  to  caft  out  one 
of  them  to  appeafe  the  Rage  of  the  Tempeft  ;  but  which  was  referred  to  his 
own  Choice. 


My  unkind  love,  or  fne  that  loves  mc  dear, 
Neptune  will  have  caft  forth,  to  calm  the  feas : 
One  of  thcfe  two,  or  all,  muft  perilh  here  ; 
And  therefore  now  which  fhall  I  fave  of  thefe  ? 

Ah  I  do  I  make  a  quedion  which  to  fave, 
"When  my  defires  Ihare  but  one  only  part ! 
Whom  ftiould  it  be  but  ihc,  to  whom  I  have 
Refign'd  my  life,  and  facrific'd  my  htart  ? 
She  !  flie  muft  live  !—  The  tempefts  of  whofe  brow 
Confound  me  more  than  all  thefc  ftorms  can  do  : 
And  but  for  whom  I  live — And  therefore  how 
Can  any  life  be  life,  'lefs  (he  live  t'^o  ? 
Tor  by  that  means  1  both  may  pacify 
The  rigor  of  thefe  waves,  and  her  hard  heart ; 
"Who  muft  fave  him,  who  would  not  let  her  die  : 
Korean  fhe  but  reward  fo  great  defert. 
She  cannot,  hut  in  mercy  needs  muft  give 
Comfort  to  him,  by  whom  herfelf  doth  live. 

Pars  Altera. 

But  fliall  the  blood  of  her  that  loves  me  then 
Ee  facrific'd  to  her  difdainfuliiefs 
That  fcorns  my  love  ?  And  fhall  I  hope  to  win 
Mercy  from  her, by  being  mercilefs  ? 
Will  not  her  fafety  being  thus  attain'd, 
Haife  her  proud  heart  t'  a  higher  fet  of  fcorn. 
When  ftic  fliall  fee  my  paflions  are  diftain'd 
AVith  bloc;] ;  although  it  were  to  ferve  her  turn  ? 
Since  th'  a6l  of  ill,  though  it  fall  good  to  us. 
Makes  us  yet  hate  the  doer  of  the  fame.       [thus  ; 
And  though  my  hand  ftioald  have  preferv'd  her 
Yet  b'ing  by  cruel  means,  it  is  my  Ihanac, 


Which  flie  will  but  afcribe  to  my  defeds,  _ 
And  th'  imperfections  of  my  pafuons;   which 
She  knows  the  infl'ence  of  her  eyes  effetfts, 
And  therein     joys    t'  have     vanquifh'd    me 

much 
And  when  desert  fliali  feem  t'  exa<ft  reward, 
It  breeds  a  loathing  in  the  heart  of  grace, 
That  muft  work  free  out  of  her  own  regard, 
And  have  no  dues  t'  upbraid  her  to  her  face. 
So  fliall  1  then  have  bent  againft  my  foul, 
Both  her  difdain,  and  th'  horror  of  that  deed, 
Which  ever  muft  my  cruelty  controul, 
And  check  the  wrong  that  never  can  liicceed. 
And  though  it  be  requir'd  that  one  muft  go. 
By  mefTage  fent  me  from  the  pow'rs  divine. 
Yet  will  I  not  redeem  my  fafety  fo  ; 
Though  life  be  in  their  hand,  death  is  in  mine  : 
And  therefore  iince  compalTion  cannot  be 
Cruel  to  either ;  Neptune,  take  all  three. 

R.fanptlo. 

But  that  w-cre  to  be  cruel  to  all  three  ; 
Rebel  to  nature,  and  the  gods  arreft, 
Whofe  ordinances  muft  obferved  be  : 
Nor  may  our  frailty  with  the  heav'ns  conteft. 
Why  then  that  muft  be  done  that's  leaft  unjuft; 
And  my  affeclionsmay  not  bear  a  part 
With  cruelty  and  wrong.     But  here  I  muft 
Be  of  a  fide,  to  go  againft  my  heart ; 

And  her  difdain  her  due  reward  muft  have 
Sh:  Kujl  be  cafl  aivay,  that  would  not  fave. 


fo 


MUSOPHILUS, 


CONTAINING 


A  GENERAL  DEFENCE  OF  LEARNING. 


To  the  Rlglt  Worthy  and  Judicious  Favourer  of  Ftrfue, 

MR.    FULKE    GREVILL, 


1  DO  not  here  upon  this  hum'rous  ftagi 
Bring  my  transformed  verfe  apparelled 
With  others  pafiions,  or  with  others  rage ; 
With  loves,  with  wounds,  with  fadions  furnifhed 
.    But  here  prefcnt  thee,  only  modelled 
In  this  poor  frame,  the  form  of  mine  own  heart : 
Where,  to  revive  myfelf,  my  mufe  is  led 
With  motions  of  her  own,  t*  ad  her  own  part, 

Striving  to  make  her  own  contemned  art 
As  fair  t'  herfelf  as  poflibly  (he  can ; 
Left  feeming  of  no  force,  of  no  defert. 
She  might  repent  the  courfe  that  flie  began; 

And  •  with  thefe  times  of  diffolution,  fall 

Trom  goodaefs,  virtue,  glory,  fame,  and  alL 


iaitocosMOs. 

r  OND  tnan,  Mufophilus,  that  thus  doft  fpend 
In  an  ungainful  art  thy  deareft  days, 
Tiring  thy  wits,  ajid  toiling  to  no  end. 
But  to  attain  that  idle  fmoke  of  praife  ! 
Kow  when  this  bufy  world  Cannot  attend 
Th'  untimely  mufic  of  negleded  lays  ; 
Other  delights  than  thefe,  other  defires^ 
This  wifer  profit  feeking  age  reqniresa 

MOSOPHILOS. 

Friend  Philocofmus,  I  confefs  indeed 
1  love  this  facred  art  thou  fctt'ft  fo  light ; 
Andthough  it  never  ftand  my  life  in  fteadj 
It  is  enough  it  gives  myfelf  delight, 
Thewhilft  my  unafflided  mind  doth  ffeed 
On  no  unholy  thoughts-for  benefit.-  ■'    "■  -     ■ 
,  Be  it,  that  ray  unfeafonable  fong  ■'  •   'J-'»«  cil 
Come  out  of  time,  th^;  fault  is  ..in  theUme;--' 

Vol.  IV. 


And  I  mufl;  not  do  virtue  fo  much  wrong, 
As  love  her  ought  the  worfe  for  others  crime  : 
And  yet  I  find  fome  bleffed  fpir'ts  among 
That  cherifli  me,  and  like  and  grace  my  rhime. 

Again,  that  I  do  more  in  foul  efteem. 
Than  all  the  gain  of  duft  the  world  doth  crave  : 
And  if  I  may  attain  but  to  redeem 
My  name  from  diffolutbn  and  the  grave ; 
I  (hall  have  done  enough ;  and  better  deem 
T'  have  liv'd  to  be,  than  to  have  dy'd  to  have. 

Short-breath'd  mortality  would  yet  extend 
That  fpan  of  life  fo  far  forth  as  it  may. 
And  rob  her  fate ;  feek  to  beguile  her  end 
Of  fome  few  ling'ring  days  of  after-ftay ; 
That  all  this  little  all  might  not  defccnd 
into  the  dark  an  univerfal  prey; 
.^ind  give  our  labours  yet  this  poor  delight, 
That  when  Qiir  days  do  end,  they  are  not  done; 
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And  though  we  die,  we  (hall  not  perifli  quite, 
But  live  two  lives  where  otherii  have  but  one. 

PHILCOSMUS. 

Silly  defires  of  felf-abufing  man, 
Striving  to  "-ain  th'  inheritdiice  of  air. 
That  having  done  the  uttermoft  lie  can, 
IvCiX'es  yet  perhaps  but  beggary  t'  his  heir  : 
All  that  great  purchafe  of  the  breath  he  wan, 
Eecds  not  his  race,  or  niakca  his  houfe  more  fair. 

And  what  art  thou  the  better,  thus  to  leave 
A  multitude  of  words  to  fmall  effecS  ; 
AS'hicli  other  times  may  fcorn,  and  fo  deceive 
'I'liy  promis'd  name  of  what  thou  doll  eSpetit  ? 
fecfidcs  fome  vip'rous  critic  rrtay  bereave 
Th'  opinion  of  thy  worth  for  fonie  defeCl ; 

And  get  more  reputation  of  his  wit. 
By  but  controlling  of  fome  word  or  fenfr, 
Than  thou  ihalt  honour  for  contriving  it 
With  all  thy  travel,  care,  and  diligence  ; 
Ij'jLng  learning  iiow.enougJi  to  contradidi. 
And  cenfure  others  with  bold  infolence. 

Befides,  io  many  fo  confua'dly  fing, 
Whofe  diverfe  difcords  have  the  mufic  marr'd. 
And  in  contempt  that  myftery  doth  bring, 
'i'hat  he  muft  fjng  aloud  that  will  be  heard. 
j\.nd  the  receiv'd  opinion  of  the  thing, 
lor  fome  unhallow'd ftii.ng  that. vilely  jarr'd. 

Hath  fo  unl'eafon'd  now  the  ears  of  men, 
'I'hat  who  doth  touch  the  tenor  of  that  vein, 
Is  held  but  vain  ;  and  his  unreckon'd  pen 
The  title  but  of  levity  doth  gain. 
A  poor  light  gain,  to  recompence  their  toil, 
'I'hat  thought  to  get  eternity  the  While  : 

And   therefore   leave   tht  hit  and   out-worn 
courfe 
Of  unregarded  ways,  and  labotir  how 
'Io  fit  the  times  with  what  is  moft  in  force; 
13e  new  with  men's  affedlions  that  are  new  : 
Strive  not  to  run  an  idle  counter-courfe. 
Out  from  the  fcent  of  humours  men  allow. 

For  not  difcreetly  to  con-pnft;  our  parts 
Unto  tlie  frame  of  men  (which  we  mull  be) 
Is  to  put  off  ourfelves,  and  make  our  arifs 
Rebels  to  nature  and  fociety, 
Whereby  we  come  to  bury  our  deferts 
In  th'  obfcurc  grave  of  fingularity. 

MUSOPHlLUS. 

Do  npt  profane  the  work' of  doing  well. 
Seduced  man,  that  can'll  not  look  fo  high 
From  out  that  mift  of  earth,  as  thou  can'fl;  tell 
The  ways  of  right  which  virtue  doth  defcry ; 
That  overlooks  the  bafe  contemptibly, 
And  low  laid  follies  of  mortality. 

Nor  mete  out  truth  and  right  deferving  praife 
By  that  wrong  inealure  of  confufion, 
'I'he  vulgar  foot ;  that  never  takes  his  ways 
Byr^afun,  but  by  imitation; 
Roiling  on  with  the  reft,  and  never  weighs 
'A'he  courfe  which  he  ihould  go,  but  what  is  gone. 

Well  were  it  with  mankind,  il  what  the  luoil 
Did  like  were  beft  ;  But  ignorance  will  live 
By  others  fquare,  as  by  example  loft. 
And  man  to  man  muft  th'  hand  of  error  give, 
Thai  none  can  fall  alone  at  their  own  ,cotl; 

Ami  all  bsfiaule  ci.eii  i^-^^^  uot,  bu.i,b'4t>;y.e> . .    . 
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For  what  poor  bounds  have  they,  whom  bot 
th'  earth  bounds  ? 
What  is  their  end  whereto  their  care  attains*, 
U'hen  the  thing  got  relieves  not,  but  confounds; 
Having  but  travel  to  fucceed  their  pains? 
What  joy  hath  he  of  living,  that  propounds 
Afflidiion  but  his  end,  and  grief  his  gains  ? 

Gath'ring,  encroaching,  wrefting,  joining  to, 
Dcllroying,  building,  decking,  furnifhing, 
Repairing,  alt'ring,  and  fo  much  ado. 
To  his  foul's  toil,  and  body's  travelling  : 
iVnd  all  this  doth  he,  little  knowing  who 
Fortune  ordains  to  have  th'  inheriting. 

And  his  fair  koufe  rais'd  high  in  envy's  eye, 
Whofe   pillars   rear'd    (perhaps)    on   blood   and 

wrong. 
The  fpoils  and  pillage  of  iniquity. 
Who  can  affure  it  to  continue  long  ? 
If  rage  fpar'd  not  the  walls  of  piety. 
Shall  the  profancft  piles  of  fin  keep  ftrong  ?    ■ 

How  many  proud,  afpiring  palaces, 
Have  we  known   made  the  prey  of  wrath  and 

pride ; 
LevoU'd  with  th' earth,  left  to  forgetfulnefs; 
Whilrt  titlers  their  pretended  rights  decide. 
Or  civil  tumults,  or  an  orderlcfs 
.Order  ;  prc'tending  change  of  fome  ftrong  Cde  ? 

Then  where  is  that  proud  title  of  thy  name. 
Written  in  ice  of  melting  vanity  ? 
Where  is  thine  heir  left  to  poffefs  the  fime  ? 
Perhaps  not  fo  well  as  in  beggary. 
Something  may  rife,  to  be  beyond  the  fhame 
Of  vile  and  unregarded  poverty. 

Which  I  muft  confefs;  although  I  often  ftrivc 
To  clothe  in  the  bell  habit  of  my  iliill, 
In  all  the  faireft  colours  I  can  give. 
Yet  for  all  that  methinks  ihe  looks  but  ill ; 
I  caimot  brook  that  face,  which  (dead  alive) 
Shews  a  quick  body,  but  a  bury'd  will. 

Yet  oft  we  fee  the  bars  of  this  reflraint 
Holds  goodnefs  in,  which  loofe  wealth  would  let 

lly: 
And  fruitlefs  riches,  barrener  than  want. 
Brings  forth  fmall  worth  from  idle  liberty  : 
Which  when  diforders  Ihall  again  make  fcant, 
It  muft  refetch  her  ftate  from  poverty. 

But  yet  in  all  this  interchange  of  all. 
Virtue,  we  fee,  with  her  fair  grace  (lands  faft  : 
For  what  high  races  hath  there  come  to  fall     '^ 
With  low  difgrace,  quite  vanilhed  and  paft. 
Since    Chancer    liv'd;    who   yet   lives,   and  yet 

(hall,  , 

Though  (which  I  grieve  to  fay)  but  ii>  his  laft. 

Yet  what  a  time  hath  he  wrefted  from  time. 
And  wen  upon  *he  mighty  waftc  of  days, 
Unto  th'  immortal  honour  of  our  clime,. 
That  by  his  means  came  iirft  adorn'd  w.th  bivs ; 
Unto  the  lacred  relics  of  whofe  time, 
We  yet  are  bound  in  zeal  to  ofier  praife. 

And  could  our  lines,  begotten  in  this  age. 
Obtain  but  fuch  a  blclTed  hand  of  years, 
And  'fcapftthe  fury  of  that  threatening  rage. 
Which  in  confufed  clouds  ghaftly  appears ; 
Who  would  not  ftrain  his  travels  to  engage, 
Whci^  iudi  true  glgry  ihoilM  (uccccd  his  cares?) 
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But  whereas  he  came  planted  in  the  fpring, 
And  had  the  fun  before  him  of  refpedl ; 
We,  fct  in  th'  autumn,  in  the  withering 
And  fallen  feafon  of  a  cold  dcfetil, 
Mait  tafte  thofe  four  dillaftes  the  times  do  bring 
Upon  the  fulnefs  of  a  cloy'd  negled, 

Although  the  ftronger  conftitutions  fliall 
Wear  out  th*  infedion  of  diftemper'd  days, 
And  come  with  glory  to  out-live  this  fall, 
Recov'ring  of  anoiher  fpringing  of  praife; 
Clear'd  from  jh'  opprefling  humours  wherewithal 
The  idle  multitude  furcharge  their  lays. 
When  as  (perhaps)  the   words  thou  fcornefr 
npw 
May  live,  the  fpeaking  piifture  of  the  mind  ; 
The  extradt  of  the  foul,  that  labour'd  how 
To  leave  the  image  of  herfelf  behind; 
Wherein  pofterity,  that  love  to  know, 
The  juft  proportion  of  our  fpir'cs  may  find. 
For  thefe  lines  are  the  veins,  the  arteries, 
And  undccaying  life-firings  of  thofe  hearts, 
That  ftill  fhall  pant,  and  Rill  ftiall  exercife 
The  motion,  fpir't  and  nature  both  imparts, 
And  fhall  with  thofe  alive  fo  fympathife. 
As  nourilh'd  with  their  pow'rs,  enjoy  their  parts. 

O  bleffed  letters  !  that  combine  in  one 
All  ages  paft,  and  make  one  live  with  all. 
By  you  we  do  confer  with  who  are  gone. 
And  the  dead-living  unto  council  call : 
By  you  th'  unborn  fliall  have  communion 
Of  what  we  feel,  and  what  doth  us  befal. 

Soul  of  the  world,  knowledge,  without  thee. 
What  hath  the  earth  that  truly  glorious  is? 
Why  fliould  our  pride  make  fuch  a  ftir  to  be, 
To  be  forgot  ?  What  good  is  like  to  this. 
To  do  worthy  the  writing,  and  to  write 
Worthy  the  reading,  and  the  world's  delight  ? 

And  let  th'  unnatural  and- way  war  J  race. 
Born  of  one  womb  with  us,  but  to  our  Ihame  ; 
That  never  read  t'  obferve,  but  to  difgrace) 
Raife  all  the  tempcft  of  their  pow'r,  to  blame; 
That  puff  of  folly  never  can  deface 
The  Work  a  happy  genius  took  to  frame. 

Yet  why  ll.ould  civil  learning  feek  to  wound, 
And  mangle  her  own  members  with  defpite  ? 
Prodigious  wits!  that  ftudy  to  confound 
The  life  of  wit,  to  feem  to  know  aright; 
As  if  themfelves  had  fortunately  found 
Some  ftand  from  off  the  earth  beyond  our  fight ; 
Whence  overlooking  all  as  from  above. 
Their  grace  is  not  to  work,  but  to  reprove  : 

But  how  came  they  plac'd  in  fo  high  degree. 
Above  the  reach  and  compafs  of  the  reft  ? 
Who  hath  admitted  them  only  to  be 
Free  denizens  of  fkiU,  to  judge  the  bcft  ? 
From  whom  the  world  as  yet  could  never  fee 
The  warrant  of  their  wit  I'oundly  exprefh 

T'  acquaint  our  times  with  that  perfedion 
?f  high  conceit,  whichjonly  they  poiTefs  ; 
That  we  might  have  things  exquifuely  done, 
Meafur'd  vt'ith  all  their  Itridl  obfervances : 
juch  would  (I  know)  feorn  a  tranflation, 
pr  bring  but  others  labours  to  the  prefs  ; 
|l^et.oft  thefe  monller-breeding  mountains  will 
[  Jrirg  forth  fsnali  mice  of  grea;  espeded  &ill. 


Prefuniption,  ever  fuUeft  of  defeds, 
Fails  in  the  doing  to  perform  her  part ; 
And  I  have  known  proud  words,  and  poor  effeilsj 
Of  fuch  indeed  as  do  condemn  this  art  : 
But  let  them  reft;  it  ever  hath  been  known. 
They  others  virtues  fcorn  that  doubt  their  own. 

And  for  the  divers  difagreeing  cords 
Of  intcr-jangling  ignorance,  that  £11 
The  dainty  ears,  and, leave. no  room  for  words. 
The  worthier  minds  negleil,  or  pardon  will  : 
Knowing  the  beft  he  hath,  he  frankly  'fords. 
And  fcorns  to  be  a  niggard  of  his  fkill. 
,  And  that  the  rather  fince  this  fliort-liv'd  race    ■ 
B'ing  fatally  the  fons  but  of  one  day, 
That  now  with  all  their  pow'r  ply't  apace 
To  hold  out  with  the  greateft  might  they  mav, 
Agaiuft  confufion  that  hath  all  in  chace,- 
To  m:\ke  of  ail  an  univerfal  prey. 

For  now  great  nature  hath  laid  down  at  lafl 
That  mighty  birth  wherewith  fo  long  ihe  went. 
And  over-went  the  times  of  ages  paft. 
Here  to  lie  in  upon  our  foft  content  ; 
Where  fruitful  fhe  hath  multipli'd  fo  faft. 
That  all  flie  hath  on  thefe  times  feem'd  t'  hav* 
fpent. 
All  that  which  might  have  many  ages  grac'd, 
Is  born  in  one,  to  nmke  one  cloy'd  with  al|; 
Where  plenty  hath  imprefs'd  a  deep  diftaftc 
Of  bcft  and  worlt,  and  ail  in  general ; 
That  goodnefs  feems  goodnefs  to  have  defac'd, 
And  virtue  hath  to  virtue  giv'n  the  fall. 

For  emulation,  that  proud  curie  of  wit. 
Scorning  to  ftay  below,  or  coine  behind. 
Labours  upon  that  narrow  top  to  fit 
Of  fole  perfe^Slion  in  the  higheft  kind. 
Enyy  and  wonder  looking  after  it, 
Thruft  llkewife  on  the  ielf-fame  blifs  to  find  -. 
And  fo  long  ftriving  till  they  caii.no  more, 
Do  ftuff  the  place,  or  others  hopes  fnuz  out ; 
Who  doubting  to  o'ertake  thofe  gone  before. 
Give  up  their  cate,  and  caft  no  more  abuut  ; 
And  I'o  in  fcorn  leave  all  as  fore-,poircft,. 
And  will  be  none,  where  they  may  n,ot  he  beft. 
Ev'n  like  fome  empty  creek,   that  long  hiith 
lain 
L.eft  or  negle^ed  of  the.river  by, 
V\',hofe  fearching  fides  pleas'd  with  a  wand'ritij? 

vein, 
Finding  fome  little  way  that  clofe  did  lie, 
Steal  in  at  firft ;   then  other  ftreams  again, 
Second  the  firft,  then  more  than  ai!  fupplv; 
'fill  all  the  mighty  main  hath, born  at  faft 
The  glory  of  his  chicfcft  pow'r  that  way. 
Plying  this  new-found  plealant  rooin  [i,  faftj 
Till  all  be  /ull,  and  all  he  at  a  ftay  ; 
And  then  about,  and  back  again  doch  caft. 
Leaving  that  iuli  to  fail  another  way  i_ 
.  So  fares  this  hum'rjus  v/orld,  tbat  evermore 
Rapt  with  the  current  of  a  prei'eiit  courfe, 
Runs  into  that  which  lay  contenm'd  before- 
Then  glutted,  leaves_the  X^nie,  und  falls  t'  a  worf^, 
Npw  zeal  holds  all,  no  Lfe  but  to  ado"re; 
Then  cold  in  fpir't,  and  faith  is  of  no  force. 

Strait  all  that  holy  was  unhallow'd  lies, 
The  f :at;ei"'d  csrcafts  wt  ruin'd  vows ; 
01] 
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Then  truth  js  falfe,  and  now  hath  blindnefs  eyes; 
Then  zeal  trufts  all, now  fcarccly  what  it  knows: 
That  evermore  to  foolifli  or  to  wife, 
It  fatal  is  to  be  feduc'd  with  ihows, 

Sacred  religion  :   Mother  of  form  and  fear  '. 
How  gorgeoufly  fometimes  doft  thou  fit  deck'd  ? 
What  pompous  veftures  do  we  make  thee  wear 
Wh^  ftately  piles  we  prodigal  ered;  ? 

How  fweet  perfum'd  thou  art ;  how  Ihining 
clear  ?  '^ 

How  foiemnly  obferv'd ;  with  what  refpefl  ? 

Another  time  all  plain,  all  quite  thread-bare ; 
Thou  muft  have  all  within,  and  nought  -without: 
Sit  poorly  without  light,  difrob'd :   No  care 
Of  outward  grace,  t'  amufe  the  poor  devout ; 
Pow'rlcfs,  unfollow'd  :  Scarcely  men  can  fpare 
The  neceffarv  rites  to  fet  thee  out. 

Either  truth,  goodnefs,  virtue  are  not  ftill 
The  felf-fame  which  they  are,  and  always  one. 
But  alter  to  the  projeft  of  our  will; 
Or  -we  our  aftions  make  them  wait  upon. 
Putting  them  in  the  liv'ry  of  our  {kill, 
And  call  them  off  again  when  we  have  done. 

You,  mighty  loids,  that  with  refpeAed  grace 
Do  at  the  ftern  of  fair  example  ftand, 
And  all  the  body  of  this  populace 
Guide  with  the  turning  of  your  hand ; 
Keep  3  right  courfe  ;  bear  up  from  all  difgrace ; 
Obferve  the  point  of  glory  to  our  land  : 

Hold  up  difgraced  knowledge  from  the  ground; 
Keep  virtue  in  recueft  ;  give  worth  her  due  : 
Let  not  negleA  with  barb'rous  means  confound 
So  fair  a  good,  to  bring  in  night  anew : 
Be  not,  O  be  not  acceffary  found 
Unto  her  death,  that  muft  give  life  to  you. 

Where  will  you  have  your  virtuous  name  fafe 
laid 
In  gorgeous  tombs,  in  facred  cells  fecure  ? 
Do  you  not  fee  thofe  proftrate  heaps  bctray'd 
Your  father's  bones,  and  could  not  keep  them  fure? 
And  will  you  truft  deceitful  ftones  fair  laid 
And  think  they  will  be  to  your  honour  truer  ? 

No,  no  ;  unfparing  time  will  proudly  fend 
A  warrant  unto  wrath,  that  with  one  frown 
Will  all  thefe  mock'ries  of  vain  glory  rend. 
And  make  them  (as  before)  ungrac'd,  unknown ; 
Poor  idle  honours,  that  can  ill  defend 
"Your  memories,  that  cannot  keep  their  own. 

And  where'o  ferve  that  wondrous  trophy  now 
That  on  the  goodly  plain  near  Walton  ftands  ? 
That  huge  dumb  heap,  that  cannot  tell  us  how, 
JiJor  what,  nor  whence  it  is;   nor  with  whofe 

hands, 
Uor  for  whofe  glory — it  was  fet  to  Ihew, 
Jiow  much  our  pride  mocks  that  of  other  lands. 

Whereon,  when  as  the  gazing  paffenger 
liad  greedy  look'd  with  admiration  ; 
And  fain  would  know  his  birth,  and  what  he  were ; 
How  there  erefted;  and  how  long  agon : 
Inquires  and  alks  his  fellow  traveller 
What  he  had  heard,  and  his  opinion  : 

And  he  knows  nothing;  Then  he  ttirns  again. 
And  looks  and  lighs ;  and  then  admires  afrelh, 
And  in  hihifelf  with  forrow  doth  complain 
The  niifery  of  'diuk  forgctfuhicfs : 


Angry  with  time  that  nothing  (hould  retnatrf,  | 

Our  greateft  wonders  wonder  to  exprefs.  I 

Then  ignorance,  with  fabulous  dikourfe. 
Robbing  fair  art  and  cunning  of  their  right,  ' 

Tells  how  thofe  ftones  were  by  the  devil's  force        | 
From  Afric  brought  to  Ireland  in  a  night ; 
And  thence  to  Britanny,  by  magic  courfe, 
From  giants  hands  redeem'd  by  Merlin's  flight  ;  ' 

Anti  then  near  Ambri  plac'd,  in  memory  '      i 

Of  all  thofe  noble  Britons  murder'd  there,  ' 

By  Hengift  and  his  S»xon  treachery. 
Coming  to  parley  in  peace  at  unaware. 
With  this  old  legend  then  credulity 
Holds  her  concent,  and  clofes  up  her  care.  i 

But  is  antiquity  fo  great  a  liar  ? 
Or  do  her  younger  fons  her  age  abufe ; 
See'ng  after-comers  ftill  fo  apt  t'  admire 
The  grave  authority  that  fhe  doth  ufe. 
That  rev'rence  and  refpeft  dares  not  require 
Proof  of  her  deeds,  or  once  her  words  refufe  ? 

Yet  wrong  they  did  us,  to  prefume  fo  far 
Upon  our  eafy  credit  and  delight ; 
For  once  found  falfe,  they  ftraight  became  to  mar 
Our  faith,  and  their  own  reputation  quite; 
That  now  her  truths  hardly  believed  are ; 
And  though  (he  avouch  the  right,  ftie  fcarce  hath 
right. 
And  as  for  thee,  thou  huge  and  mighty  frame. 
That  ftands  corrupted  fo  with  time's  defpitc. 
And  giv'ft  falfe  evidence  againft  their  fame 
That  fet  thee  there  to  teftify  their  right ; 
And  art  become  a  traitor  to  their  name. 
That  trufted  thee  with  all  the  bcft  they  might; 

Thou  ftialt  ftand  ftill  bcly'd  andflandered. 
The  only  gazingftock  of  ignorance, 
And  by  thy  guile  the  wife  admoniflied, 
Shall  never  more  defire  fuch  hopes  t'  advance. 
Nor  truft  their  living  glory  with  the  dead 
That  cannot  fpeak.but  leave  their  fame  to  chance. 

Confid'ring  in  how  fmall  a  room  do  lie. 
And  yet  lie  fafe,  (as  frefh  as  if  alive) 
All  thofe  great  worthies  of  antiquity. 
Which  long  fore-liv'd  thee,  and  ftiail  long  furvive ; 
Who  ftronger  tombs  foui^d  for  eternity, 
Than  could  the  pow'rs  of  all  the  earth  contrive. 

Where  they  remain  thefe  trifles  to  upbraid, 
Out  of  the  reach  of  fpoil,  and  way  of  rage ; 
Though  time  with  all  his  pow'r  of  years  hath 

laid 
I.ong  batt'ry,  back'd  with  undermining  age ; 
Yet  they  make  head  only  with  their  own  aid. 
And  war  with  his  all-conqu'ring  forces  wage  ; 
Pleading  the  heav'n's  prefcription  to  be  free. 
And  t'  have  a  grant  t'  endure  as  long  as  he. 
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Behold  how  ev'ry  man,  drawn  with  delight 
Of  what  be  doth,  flatters  him  in  his  way; 
Striving  to  make  his  coutfe  fecm  only  right, 
Doth  his  own  reft,  and  his  own  thoughts  betray: 
Imagination  bringing  bravely  dight 
Her  peaiing-  images  in  beft  array. 

With  ilatt'ring  glaffes  that  muft  fliew  him  fair, 
And  others  foul :   His  IkiU  and  wit  the  beft, 
Others  feduc'd,  decciv'd  and  wrong  in  their  ; 
His  knowledge  right,  all  ignorant  the  reft  ; 
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Not  fce'ng  how  thcfe  minions  in  the  air 
Prefent  a  face  of  things  falfeiy  expreft, 
And  that  the  glimm'ring  of  thefe  errors  fhown 
Arc  but  a  light  to  let  him  fee  his  own. 

A!as,  poor  fame  !  in  what  a  narrow  room. 
As  an  incaged  parrot,  art  thou  pent 
Here  amongft  us  ;  where  ev'n  as  good  be  dumb 
As  fpeak,  and  to  be  heard  with  no  attent  ? 
How  can  you  promife  of  the  time  to  come, 
When  as  the  prefent  are  fo  negligent  ? 

Is  this  the  walk  of  all  your  wide  renown ! 
This  li'tle  point,  this  fcarce  difcerned  ifle  '. 
Thruft  from  the  world,  with  whom  our  fpeech  un- 
known, 
Made  never  any  traffic  of  our  flyle. 
And  in  this  all,  where  all  this  care  is  fhown, 
T'  enchant  your  fame  to  laft  fo  long  a  while  : 
And  for  that  happier  tongues  have  won  fomuch, 
Think  you  to  make  your  barb'rou^  language  fuch  ? 

Poor  narrow  limits  for  fo  mighty  pains, 
That  cannot  promife  any  foreign  vent ! 
And  yet  if  here  too  all  your  wondrous  veins 
Were  generally  known,  it  might  content. 
But  lo  !  how  many  reads  not,  or  difdains 
The  labour  of  the  chief  and  excellent  ? 

How  many  thoufands  never  heard  the  name 
Of  Sid  cy,  or  of  tipencer ;  or  their  books  ? 
And  yet  brave  fellows,  and  prefume  of  fame  ; 
And  feem  to  bear  down  all  the  world  with  looks  : 
What  then  fhall  they  expeS  of  meaner  frame, 
On  whofe  endeavours  few  or  none  i'carce  looks  ? 

Do  ypu  not  fee  thefe  pamphlets,  li!>els,  rhimes, 
Theie  it  range  confufed  tumults  of  the  mind, 
Are  grown  to  be  the  ficknefs  of  thefe  times, 
The  great  difeafe  infliiSed  on  mankind  ? 
Your  virtues,  fay  your  follies  made  your  crimes. 
Have  iffue  with  your  indifcretion  join'd. 

Schi^ols,  arts  proftliions,  all  in  fo  great  ftore, 
Pafs  the  proportion  (if  the  prefent  ftate  ; 
Where  b'ing  as  great  a  number  as  before, 
And  fewer  rooms  them  to  accommodate ; 
it  cannot  be,  but  they  mufi  throng  the  more. 
And  kick  and  thruft,  and  Jhoulder  with  debate. 

For  when  the  greater  wits  cannot  attain 
Th'  expeiSed  good  which  they  account  their  right. 
And  yet  perceive  others  to  reap  that  gain 
Of  far  inferior  virtues  in  their  fight ; 
They  prefent,  with  the  Iharp  of  envy,  ftrain 
To  wound  them  with  reproaches  and  defpite; 
And  for  thefe  cannot  have  as  well  as  they,    [wajy. 
They  fcorn  their  faith  fhould  deign  to  look  that 

Hence  difcontented  i&&sr  a*)d  fchifms  arife ; 
Hence  interwounding  controverCes  fpring, 
That  feed  the  fimple,  and  offend  the  wife. 
Who  know  the  confequence  of  cavilling 
Difgrace,  that  thefe  to  others  do  devife  : 
Contempt  and  fcorn  on  all  in  th'  end  doth  bring, 
Like  fcolding  wives,  reck'ning  each  others  fault. 
Make  ftanders-by  imagine  both  are  naught. 

For  when  to  thefe  rare  dainties  time  admits 
All  comers,  all  complexions,  all  that  will ; 
Where  none  fhould  be  let  in  but  choicefl;  wits, 
Whofe  mild  difcretion  could  comport  with  flciil : 
For  when  the  place  their  humour  neither  fits, 
>Jc«  thry  the  place  ;  \vho  can  rspeiSt  but  iU  I 
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For  b'ing  unapt  for  what  they  took  in  hand. 
And  for  ought  elfe  whereto  they  fhall  b'  addreft, 
They  ev'n  become  th'  incumbrance  of  the  land. 
As  out  of  rank,  dilord'ring  all  the  reft  : 
This  grace  of  theirs  to  feem  to  under  ftand, 
Mars  all  their  grace,  to  do  without  their  refl. 

Men  find  that  adiion  is  another  thing. 
Than  what  they  in  difcourfing  papers  read  : 
The  world's  affairs  require  in  managing 
More  art?  than  thofe  wherein  you  clerks  proceeds 
Whilft  tim'rous  knowledge  Hands  confidering. 
Audacious  ignorance  hath  done  the  deed. 
For  who  knows  moft,  the  more  he  knows  to  doubt ; 
The  leafl  difcourfe  is  commonly  moft  flout,  [cleau 

This  fweet-enchanting  knowledge  turns   yau. 
Out  from  the  fields  of  natural  delight, 
And  makes  you  hide,  unwilling  to  be  feen 
in  th'  open  concourfe  of  a  public  fight : 
This  fkill  wherewith  you  have  fo  cunning  been, 
Unfinews  all  your  pow'rs,  unmans  yc*i  quite. 

Public  foci'ty,  and  commerce  of  men. 
Require  another  grace,  another  port : 
This  eloquence,  thefe  rhimes,  thefe  phrafes  thea 
Begot  in  fhades,  do  ferve  us  in  no  fort ; 
The  unmatcrialfwellingof  your  pen. 
Touch  not  the  fpir't  that  ai^io.m  doth  import. 

A  manly  flyle  fitted  to  manly  ears, 
Eeft  'grees  with  wit ;  not  that  which  goes  fo  gay. 
And  commonly  the  gaudy  liv'ry  wears 
Of  nice  corruptions,  v^hich  the  times  do  fway ; 
And  waits  on  th'  humour  of  his  pulfe,  that  bears 
HispafTionsfctto  fuch  a  pleaGng  key. 
Such  dainties  ferve  only  for  flomachs  weak ; 
For  men  do  fouleft,  when  they  finelt  fpeak. 

Yet  do  I  not  diflike,  that  in  fome  wife 
Be  fung  the  great  heroical  deferts 
Of  brave  renowned  fpir'ts;  whofe  exercife  j 

Of  worthy  deeds  may  call  up  others  hearts^ 
And  ferve  a  model  for  poftcrities. 
To  falhion  them  fit  for  like  glorious  parts  ; 
But  fo  that  all  our  fpir'ts  may  tend  hereto. 
To  make  it  not  our  grace  to  lay,  but  do 
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Much  thou  hafl  faid,  and  willingly  I  hear, 
As  one  that  am  not  fo  pofTefs'd  with  ioye 
Of  what  1  do;  but  that  I  rather  bear  ^ 

An  ear  to  learn,  than  a  tongue  to  difprove  : 
I  know  men  mufl,  as  carry'd  in  their  fphere. 
According  to  their  proper  motions  move. 
And  that  courfe  likes  them  beft,which  they  are  on; 
Yet  truth  hath  certain  bounds,  but  falfehood  none. 

I  do  confefs  our  limits  are  but  fmall, 
Compar'd  with  all  the  whole  va(l  earth  befide  j 
All  which  again  rated  to  that  Great  All, 
Is  iikewife  as  a  poiit,  fcarcely  defcry'd  : 
So  that  in  thefe  refpedls  we  may  this  call 
A  point  but  of  a  point,  where  we  abide. 

But  if  we  fhall  defcend  from  that  high  f\and 
Of  overlooking  contemplation. 
And  call  our  thoughts  but  to,  and  not  beyond 
This  fpacious  circuit  which  we  tread  upon; 
We  then  may  eftimate  our  mighty  land 
A  world  within  a  world,  flanding  alone. 

Where  if  our  fame  confin'd  cannot  get  out. 
What  fhall  we  imagine  it  is  pen'd, 
O  iii 
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That  hath  fo  ^rcat  a  world  to  walk  about ; 
AVhofe  boundswith  her  reports  have  both  one  end  ? 
"Why  fiiail  we  not  rather  efleemher  ftont, 
'i'hat  farther  than  her  own  fcorn  to  extend  .' 

Where  b'ingfo  large  a  room  both  to  do  well. 
And  eke  to  hear  th'  applaufe  of  things  well  done  ; 
That  farther  if  men  fliall  our  virtues  tell, 
IVe  have  more  mouths,  but  not  more  merit  won ; 
Tc  doth  not  greater  make  that  which  is  land'ble, 
The  flame  is  bigger  blown,  the  fire  all  one. 

And  for  the  tew  that  only  lend  their  ear, 
Tliat  few  is  all  the  world;  which  with  a  few 
Do  ever  live,  and  move,  and  work,  and  flir. 

This  is  the  heart  doth  feel,  and  only  know 
The  reft  of  all  that  only  bodies  bear, 
Koll  up  and  down,  and  fill  up  but  the  row ; 

And  ferves  as  others  members,  not  their  own, 
The  inftruments  of  thofe  that  do  direift. 
Then  what  difgrace  is  this,  not  to  be  known 
To  thofe  know  not  to  give  themfelves  refped? 
And  thoiigh  they  Iwell  with  pomp  of  folly  blown, 
I'hey  live  ungrac'd,  and. die  but  in  ncgled.    , 

And  for  my  part,  if  only  one  allow 
The  care  my  lab'ring  fpirits  take  in  this; 
He  is  to  me.a  the'tre  large  enow,  ,    . 
And  his  applaufe  only  fufficient  is : 
All  my  rei'pceft  js  bent  but  to  his. brow: 
,That  is  my  All,  and  all  I  am  is  his. 

And  if  fome.  worthy  fpir'ts  be  pleafeo  too. 
Jt  (hall  more  comfort  breed,  but  not  more  will. 
J3ut  what  if  none  ?  it -cannot  yet  undo 
The  love  I  bear  into  this  holy  ikill, 
This  is  the  thing  thatl  wasioin  to  do : 
This  js  my  fcene ;  this  part  muft  I  fulfil. 

Let  thofe  that  know  not;  breath  eftcem  of  wind. 
And  fet  t'  a  vulgar  air  their  fervile  fong; 
Hating  their  goodnefs  by  the  pralfe  they  find, 
Jvlakipg  their  worth  on  others  fits  belong  ; 
As  virtue  were  the  hireling  qf  the  mind. 
And  could  not  live  if  fame  hadne'er  a  tongue  : 

Hath  that  all-knowing  powV,  that  holds  within 
The  goodly  profpediye  of  all  this: frame, 
<  Where  whatfoever  is,  or  what  hath  been, 
Hcfleifts  a  certain  image  of  the  fame)-. 
jS!o  inward  pleafures  to  delight  her  in, 
lut  ihe  muft  gad, to  leek  an  alms  of  fame? 

Muft  fhe,  like  to  a  wanton  courtezan. 
Open  her  breafts  for  fnew,  to  win  herpraife; 
And  blaze  her  fair  bright  beauty  unto  man.. 
As  if  fhe  were  enamour'd  of  his  ways; 
And  knev/  not  weakpefs,  nor  could  rightly  fcan 
To  what  ciefe(5i;s  his  hum'rous  breath  obeys  i 

She  that  can  tell  how  proud  ambition 
Is  but  a  beggar,  and  hath  nought  at  all, 
IBut  wh.it  is  giv'n  of  mere  devotion  : 
For  whjch,  how  much  it  fweats!  how  much  its 

thrall!  ,      .  ;  ,.'  ' 

"What  toil  it  takes!  And  yet  when  all  is  done, 
Th'  ends  in  expeiStation  never  fall. 

Shall  ftie  join  hands  with  fuch  a  fervile  mate, 
And  proftrateher  fair  body,  to  commit 
Polly  with  earth ;  and  to  defile  that  ftate 
Of  clearnefs,  fpr  fo  grcfs  a  benefit  ? 
Hjiving  reward  dwelling  within  her  gate. 
And  glory  of  her  own  to  furnifh  it. 
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Herfelf  a  recompence  fufiicient 
Unto  herfelf,  to  give  her  own  content. 
Its  not  enough  that  fhe  hath  rais'd  fo  hrjr'n 
Thofe  that  be  hcr's;  that  they  may  fit  and  fee 
The  earth  below  them,  and  this  All  to  lie 
Under  their  view?  taking  the  true  degree 
Of  the  juft  height  of  fwol'n  mortality 
Right  as  it  is,  not  as  it  feems  to  be. 

And  undeceived  with  the  paralax 
Of  a  miftaking  eye  of  pafTion,  know 
By  thefe  malk'd  outfides  what  the  inward  lacks ; 
Meas'ring  man  by  himfelf,  not  by  his  ftiew  : 
Wond'ring  not  at  their  rich  and  golden  backs,     ' 
That  have  poor  minds,  and  little  elfe  to  fhew. 

Nor  taking  that  for  them,' which  well  they  fee' 
Is  not  of  them,  but  rather  is  their  load  : 
The  lies  of  fortune,  wherewithal  men  be 
Deemed  within,  when  they  be  all  abroad; 
Whofe  ground,  whofe  grafs,  whofe  earth  have  cap 

and  knee. 
Which  they  fuppofe  is  on  themfelves  beftow'd  : 

And  think  (Hke  Ifis'  afs)  all  honours  are 
Giv'n  unto  them  alone;   the  which  are  done 
Unto  the  painted  idol  which  they  bear, 
That  only  makes  them  to  be  gazed  on. 
For  take  away  their  pack,  and  fhew  them  bare, 
And  fee  what  bcaft  this  honour  rides  upon. 

Hath  knowledge  lent  to  her's  the  privy  key. 
To  let  them  in  unto  the  higheft  ftage 
Of  caufes,  fecrets,  counfels ;  to  furvey 
The  wits  of  men,  their  heats,  their  colds,  their 

rage;  ■..:■. 

That  build,  deftroy,  praife,  hate,  fay.  and  gainfay. 
Believe  and  unbelieve,  all  in  one  age  ? 

And  fhall  wc  truft  goodnefs,  as  it  proceeds 
From  that'unconftaut   mouth ;  which  with  one 

breath  ,   ;.   .. 

Will  make  it  bad  again,  unlefs  it  feeds 
The  prefent  humour  that  it  favoureth  ? 
Shall  we  efteem,  and  reckon  how  it  heeds 
Our  works,  that  his  own  vows  unhalloweth  ? 

Then  whereto  ferves  it  to  have  been  enlarg'd 
With  this  free  manumifTion  of  the  mind, 
If  for  all  that  we  ftill  continue  charg'd 
With  thofe  difcover'd  errors  which  we  find  ? 
As  if  our  knowledge  only  were  difcharg'd. 
Yet  we  ourfclves  ftay'd  in  a  fervile  kind. 

That  virtue  niuft.be  out  of  countenance. 
If  this  grofs  fpir't,  or  that  weak  ftiallow  brain, 
Or  this  nice  wit,  or  that  diftemperance, 
Neglecft,  diflafte,  uncomprehcnd,  difdain  : 
When  fuch  fick  eyes  can  never  caft  a  glance, 
But  through  the  colours  of  their  proper  ftain. 

Though  I  muft  needs  confefs,  the  fniall  refpeft 
That  thefe  great  feeming-beft  of  men  do  give,     " 
(Whofe  brov/  begets  th'  inferior  fort's  negled) 
Might  move  the  weak  irrefolute  to  grieve ; 
But  ftronger  fee  how  juftly  this  defed 
Hath  overtook  the  times  wherein  we  live. 

That  learning  needs  muft  run  the  common  fate 
Of  all  things  elfc,  thruft  on  by  her  own  weight  -\ 
Comporting  not  herfelf  in  her  eftate. 
Under  this  burden  of  a  felf-conceit  : 
Our  own  diflentious  hands  op'ning  the  gate 
Unto  contempt,  tliat  on  our  .,quarrels  w%it. 
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Difcover'd  have  our  inward  government; 
And  led  in  hard  opinion  to  difgrace 
Ths  general,  for  fome  weak  impotent, 
That  bear  out  their  difcafe  with  a  (lol'n  face  ; 
Who  (filly  fouls  !)  the  more  wit  they  have  fpent, 
The  lefs  they  Ihew'd,  not  bett'ring  their  bad  cafe. 

And  fee  how  foon  this  rolling  world  can  take 
Advantage  for  her  diflblution  I 
Fain  to  get  loofe  from  this  withholding  flake 
Of  civil  fcience  and  difcretion; 
How  glad  it  would  run  wild,  that  it  might  make 
One  formlefs  form  of  one  confufion  ! 

Like  tyrant  Ottomans  blindfolded  Hate, 
Which  niGft  know  nothing  more,  but  to  obey  : 
For  this  feeks  greedy  ignorance  t'  abate 
Our  number,  order,  living,  form  and  fway  : 
For  this  it  pratflifes  to  diiTipate 
"tW  unlhelter'd  troops,  till  all  be  made  away. 

For  fmce  our  father's  fins  pull'd  firfl:  to  ground 
The  pale  of  this  diflever'd  dignity. 
And  overthrew  that  holyrev'rend  bound. 
That  parted  learning  and  the  laity, 
And  laid  all  flat  in  common  ;  to  confound 
The  honour  and  refpeft  of  piety  : 
.     It  did  fo  much  invile  the  eftimate 
Of  th'  open'd  and  invuJgar'd  myfieries. 
Which  now  reduc'd  unto  the  bafeft  rate, 
Muft  wait  upon  the  Normaa  fubtleties; 
Who  being  mounted  up  into  their  fixate, 
Do  beft  with  wrangling  rudenefs  fympathize. 

And  yet,  though  now  fct  quite  behind  the  train 
Of  vulgar   fway,   (and  light  of  pow'r  weigh'd 

light) 
Yet  would  this  giddy  innovation  fain 
Down  with  it  lower,  to  abafe  it  quite  : 
And  thofe  poor  remnants  that  do  yet  remain 
The  fpoiled  marks  of  their  divided  right. 

7'hey  wholly  would  deface,  to  leave  no  face 
Of  reverend  difl:iniStion  and  degree  ; 
As  if  they  weigh'd  no  diif 'rence  in  this  cafe, 
Bftwixt  religicn''s  age  and  infancy  :  [grace. 

Where  th'  one  muft  creep,  th'  other  fland  with 
Left  turn'dt'  a  child,  it  overturned  be. 

'I'h.ough  to  pull  back  th'  on-running  ftate  of 
things, 
f  Gathering  corruption,  as  it  gathers  days) 
Unto  the  form  of  their  firft  orderings, 
Is  the  beft  means  that  difiblution  flays; 
And  to  go  forward,  backward  right  men  biing', 
1'  obferve  the  line  from  wlience  they  took  tlieir 
ways. 

Yet  being  once  gone  wide,  and  the  right  way 
Not  level  to  the  times  condition ; 
To  alter  courfe  may  bring  men  more  aflray  : 
And  leaving  what  xvas  known,  to  light  on  none  : 
.Since  ev'ry  change,  tlie  rev'rence  doth  decay 
Of  that  which  alway  fhnuld  continue  one. 

For  this  is  that  clofe  kept  palladium, 
%Vhich  once  remov'd,  brings  ruin  evermore  : 
This  frirr'd,  makes  men  fore-fettled,  to  become 
Curious  to  know  what  was  believ'd  before  : 
Whiift  faith  difputes,  that  ufed  to  be  dumb  ; 
And  more  men  flrive  to  talk,  than  to  adore. 

For  never  hcadftrong  reformation  will 
S^fl,  till  te  th'  extreme  op_pofite  it  run, 


And  overrun  the  mean  -diflrufled  flill ; 
As  b'ing  too  near  of  kin  to  that  men  finm  : 
For  good  and  bad,  and  all  muft  be  one  ill. 
When  once  there  is  another  truth  begun. 

So  hard  it  is  an  even  hand  to  bear, 
In  temp'ring  with  fuch  maladies  as  thefe; 
Left  that  our  forward  palTions  launch  too  near, 
And  make  the  cure  prove  worfc  than  the  difeafe  :   ' 
For  with  the  worft  we  will  not  fparc  the  beft, 
Becaufe  it  grows  with  that  which  doih  difpleafe. 

And  faults  are  eafier  look'd  in,  than  redreft : 
Men  running  with  fiich  eager  violence, 
At  the  firft  view  of  errors  frefh    in  queft ; 
As  they,  to  rid  an  inconvenience, 
Stick  not  to  raife  a  mifchief  in  the  ftead. 
Which  after  mocks  their  weak  improvidence. 

And  therefore  do  make  not  your  own  fides  bleed, 
T©  prick  at  others  :  you  that  would  amend 
By  pulling  down,  and  think  you  can  proceed, 
By  going  back  unto  the  farther  end  : 
Let  ftand  that  little  covert  left  behind, 
Whereon  your  fuccours  and  rcfpeiSs  depend ;    ■ 

And  bring  not  down  the  prizes  of  the  mind. 
With  under-rating  of  yourfelves  fo  bafe  : 
You  that  the  mightics  doors  do  crouching  find. 
To  fell  yourfelves  to  buy  a  little  grace  ; 
Or  wait  whole  months  to  outbid  Simony, 
For  that  which  being  got,  is  not  your  place. 

For  if  it  wer£,  what  needed  you  to  buy   [Ihiff, 
What  was  your  due  ?  your  thirfting  fhews  your 
A.nd  little  worth,  that  feeks  injutiouily 
A  v.'orthier  from  his  lawful  room  to  lift. 
We  cannot  fay,  that  you  were  then  preferr'd; 
But  that  your  money  was,  or  fome  worfc  gift. 

O  fcatt'ring  gath'rers!  that  without  regard 
Of  times  to  come,  will  (to  Ijc  made)  undo  ; 
As  if  you  were,  the  laft  of  men,  prepar'd 
To  bury  i-n  your  graves  all  other  too. 
Dare  you  profane  that  holy  portion. 
Which  never  facrilegious  hand  durli  do  ? 

Did  form-eftablilhing  devotion, 
To  maintain  a  refpe6live  reverence. 
Extend  her  bountiful  provifion 
With  fuch  a  cliaritable  providence. 
For  your  deforming  hands  to  diffipate, 
And  make  God's  due  your  impious  expence  ? 

Ko  marvel  then,  though  th'  oycr-pefter'd  flats 
Warit  room  forgoodnefs;  if  our  little  hold 
Be  ieffen'd  unto  fuch  a  narrow  rate, 
That  rev'rence  cannot  fit;  fit  as  it  fhould. 
And  yet  what  need  we  thus  for  rooms  complain  ? 
That  fhall  net  want  void  rooms,  if  this  courfe  hold  : ' 

And  m.ore  than  will  be  fiU'd— For  who  wijl 
ilrain. 
To  get  an  empty  title,  to  betray 
His  hopes;  and  travpl  for  an  honour  vain. 
And  gain  a  port,  without  fupport  or  ftay  ? 
What  need  hath  envy  to  malign  their  fiats, 
I'hat  will  tJiemfelves  (fo  kind  I)  give  it  a^pray  ? 

This  makes  indeed  our  number  pafs  tfie  rate 
Of  our  provifions;  which,  if  dealt  aright, 
Woidd  yield  fufficient  room  t'  accommodate. 
More  than  we  have  in  places  requifite. 
The  ill-difpofing  only  doth  us  fet 
In  difarraj,  and  out  of  order  quite.  .; 

O  iiij  "^ 
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Whilft  others  pifts  then  of  the  mind  fiiall  get, 
Under  our  colours,  that  which  is  our  dues. 
And  to  our  travels,  neither  benefit. 
Nor  grace,  nor  honour,  norrefpeifl  accrues: 
The  ficknefs  of  the  ftate's  foul  (learning)  then 
The  body's  great  diftemp'rature  enfues. 

For  if  that  learning's  rooms  to  learned  men 
Were  as  their  heritage  diftrfbuted, 
All  this  diforder'd  thruit  would  ceafe.  For  when 
The  fit  were  call'd ;  th'  unworthy  fruftrated  : 
Thefe  would  be  'ftam'd  to  feek ;  thofe  to  b'  un- 

fought ; 
Andftay'ngtheirturn.werefuretheyfiiouldbefped. 

Then  would  our  drooping  academies,  brought 
Again  in  heart,  regain  that  rev'rend  hand 
Of  loft  opinion  ;  and  no  more  be  thought 
Th*  unneceffary  furnifli  of  the  land, 
Nor  (difcouraged  with  their  fmal!  efteem) 
Confus'd,  irrefolute  and  wav'ring  ftand  : 

Caring  not  to  become  profound ;  but  feem. 
Contented  with  a  fuperficial  ftill. 
Which  for  a  flight  reward  enough  they  deem, 
When  th'  one  fucceeds  as  well  as  th*  other  will : 
Sce'ng  fliorter  ways  lead  fooner  to  their  end. 
And  others  longer  travels  thrive  fo  ill. 

Then  would  they  only  labour  to  extend 
Their  now  unfearchingfpir't  beyond  thefe  bounds 
Of  others  pbw'rs,  wherein  they  muft  be  pen'd ; 
As  if  there  were  befides  no  other  grounds: 
And  fet  their  hold  plus  utira  {at  without 
The  pillars  of  thofe  axioms  age  propounds, 
Difcov'ring  daily  more  and  more  about. 
In  that  immenfe  and  boundlefs  ocean 
Of  nature's  riches,  never  yet  found  out, 
Nor  fore-clos'd  with  the  wit  of  any  man^ 
tio  far  beyond  the  ordinary  courfe. 
That  other  uninduftrious  ages  ran ; 

That  thefemore  curious  times  they  might  divorce 
From  the  opinion  they  are  lihk'd  unto,   " 
Of  our  difable  and  unaiftive  force  ; 
To  (hew  true  knowledge  can  both  fpeak  and  do ; 
Arm'd  for  the  (harp  which  in  thefe  days  they  find, 
With  all  provifions  that  belong  thereto : 

That  their  experience  may  not  come  behind 
The  times  conceit;  but  leading  in  their  place', 
JM  ay  make  men  fee  the  weapons  of  the  mind 
Are  flates  heft  flrengths,  arid  kingdoms  chiefeft 

grace;  ' 

And  rooms  of  charge,  c^rg'd  full  with  worth  and 

praife, 
IVTakes  rhajefty  appear  with  her  full  face ; 

Shining  with  all  her  beams,  with  all  her  rays; 
Unfcanted  of  her  parts,  unlhadowed 
In  any  darkened  point:  which  flill  bewrays 
The  wain  of  pow'r,  when  pow'r's  unfurnifhed. 
And  hath  not  all  thofe  entire  compliments, 
Wherewith  the  ftate  fliould  for  her  ftate  be  fped. 
And  though  the  fortune  of  fome  age  confents  ■ 
Unio  a  tlioiifand  errors  grofs-ly  wrought, 
W^hich  flonrifli'd  over  with  their  fair  events, 
Have  pafs.'J  for  current,  and  good  courfes  thought; 
Tlie  kali  whereff,  in  other  times, again 
!Mofl  dangVoiis'  inconveniences  have  brought ; 

Whillt  to  the  times,  not  to  men's  wits,  pertain 
The  good  fucceffes  of  ill-manag'd  deeds ; 


Though  th'  ignorant  deceiv'd  with  colours  rail;, 
Mifs  of  the  caufes  whence  this  luck  proceeds. 
Foreign  defeats  giving  home-faults  the  way, 
Make  ev'n  that  weaknefs  font  etimes  well  fucceeds, 

I  grant,  that  fome  unlctter'd  pradtic  may 
(Leaving  beyond  the  Alps  faith  and  refped: 
To  God  and  man")  with  impious  cunning  fway 
The  courfes  fore-begun  with  like  efFe<S:, 
And  without  flop  maintain  the  turning  on, 
And  have  his  errors  deem'd  without  defc(5l  .* 

But  when  fome  pow'rful  oppofition 
Shall,  with  a  found  encount'ring  (hock,  disjoint 
The  fore-contrived  frame;  and  thereupon 
Th'  experience  of  the  prefent  difappoint; 
And  other  flliring  fpir'ts,  and  other  hearts 
Built  huge  for  aflion,  meeting  in  a  point ; 

Shall  drive  the  world  to  fummon  all  their  arts. 
And  all  too  little  for  fo  real  might. 
When  no  advantages  of  weaker  parts 
Shall  hear  out  fliallow  cotinfels  from  the  light ; 
And  this  fenfe-op'ning  adlion  (which  doth  hate 
Unmanly  craft)  fhall  look  to  have  her  right. 
Who  then  holds  up  the  glory  of  the  ftate  ; 
(Which  letter'd  arms,  and  armed  letters  won) 
Who  fliall  be  fitteft  to  negotiate, 
Contemn'd  Juflinian,  or  elfe  Littleton  ? 
When  it  fliall  not  be  held  wifdom  to  be 
Privately  made,  and  publicly  undone : 
But  found  defigns,  that  judgment  fliall  decree 
Out  of  a  true  difcern  of  the  clearways 
That  lie  direft,  with  fafe-going  equity  ; 
Embroiling  not  their  own,  and  others  days. 
Extending  forth  their  providence  bcyoiid 
The  circuit  of  their  own  particular  ; 
That  ev'n  th'  ignorant  may  underftand. 
How  that  deceit  is  but  a  caviller, 
And  true  unto  itfelf  can  never  ftand. 
But  ftill  muft  with  her  own  conclufions  war. 

Can  truth  and  honefty,  wherein  confifts 
The  right  repofe  on  earth,  the  fureft  ground 
Of  truft  ;  come  weaker  arm'd  into  the  lifts, 
Than  fraud  or  vice,  that  doth  itfelf  confound  ? 
Or  fhall  prefumption,  that  doth  what  it  lifts, 
(Not  what  it  ought)  carry  her  courfes  found  ? 

Then  what  fafe  place  out  of  confufion. 
Hath  plain  proceeding  honefty  to  dwell  ? 

What  fuit  of  grace  hath  virtue  to  put  on, 
If  vice  fliall  wear  as  good,  and  do  as  well  ? 
If  wrong,  if  craft,  if  indifcretion, 
A£t  as  fair  parts,  with  ends  as  laudable  ? 

Which  all  this  mighty  volume  of  events, 
The  world,  th'  univerfal  map  of  deeds. 
Strongly  controuls;  and  proves  from  all  defcentj, 
That  the  diredeft  courfes  heft  fucceeds. 
When  craft  (wrapt  ftill  in  mafiy  cumberments) 
With  all  her  cunning  thrives  not,  though  it  fpeeds. 

For  fliould  not  grave  and  learn'd  experience. 
That  looks  with  th'  eyes  of  all  the  world  bcfide. 
And  with  all  ages  holds  intelligence, 
Go  fafer  than  deceit  without  a  guide  ? 
Which  in  the  by-paths  of  her  diffidence, 
Crofling  the  ways  of  right,  ftill  runs,  more  v/ide. 
Who   will  not    grant,   and  therefore  this  ob- 
fcrve, 
No  ftate  ftand  fure,  but  on  the  grounds  of  righ?, 
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Of  virtue,  knowledge  ;  judgment  to  prefer  ve  ? 
And  all  the  pow'rs  of  learning  requifite  ? 
Thougii  other  ftiifts  a  prefent  turn  may  ferve, 
Yet  in  the  trial  they  will  weigh  too  light. 

And  do  not  thou  contemn  this  fwelling  tide, 
And  flream  of  words,  that  now  doth  rife  lb  high 
Above  the  ufual  banks,  and  fpreads  fo^wide 
Dvcr  the  borders  of  antiquity  :       -  "y 

Which,  I  confefs.  comes  ever  ampltfy'd 
With  th'  abounding  humours  that  do  multiply.;..-    . 

And  is  with  that  fame  hand  of  happinefs 
Enlarg'd,  as  vices  are  out  of  their  bands  : 
Yet  fo  as  if  let  out  but  to  redrefs, 
And  calm  and  fway  th'  affedlions  it  commands ; 
Which  as  it  ftirs,  it  doth  again  reprefs. 
And  brings  in  th'  out- gone  malics  that  wkhflands. 

Pow'r  above  pow'rs  !  O  heav'nly  eloquence  1    \ 
That  with  the  ftrong  rein  of  commanding  words, 
Doft  manage,  guide,  and  mafter  th'  eminence 
Of  men's  affections,  more  than  all  their  fwords  I 
Shall  we  not  offer  to  thy  excellence. 
The  richeft  treafure  that  our  wit  afford*  ? 

Thou  that  canft  do  much  more  v^ith  one  poor  pen, 
Than  ail  the  pow'rs  of  princes  can  effedl ; 
And  draw,  divert,  difpofe  and  fafliion  men, 
Better  than  force  or  rigour  can  dirc-<3: ! 
Should  wc  this  ornament  of  glory  ti.en. 
As  th'  unmaterial  fruits  of  (hades,  neglcdi  ? 

Or  fhould  we  carelefs  come  behind  the  reft 
In  pow'r  of  words,  that  go  before  in  worth  ; 
When  as  our  accent's  equal  to  the  beft, 
Is  able  greater  wonders  to  bring  forth  .' 
"When  all  that  ever  hotter  fpir'ts  exnreft, 
Comes  better'd  by  the  patience  of  the  north. 

And  who  (in  time)  knows  whither  we  may  vent 
The  treafure   of  our  tongue  ?    To  what  flrange 

fhores, 
This  gain  of  our  befl:  glory  fhall  be  fent, 
T'  CKrich  unknowing  nations  with  our  iiores  i 
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What  worlds  in  th'  yet  tinformed  Occident, 
May  come  refin'd  with  th'  accents  that  are  oii 

Or  who  can  tell  for  what  great  work  in  hand 
The  greatnefs  of  our  flyle  is  now  ordain'd  ? 
What  pow'rs  it  fhall  bring  in,  what  fpir'ts  com, 

mand  ? 
What  thoughts  let  out;  what  liumours  keep  i^- 

flrain'd  .'  *^ 

What  mifchief  it  maypow'rfully  withftand; 
And  what  fair  ends  may  thereby  be  attain 'dr? 

And  as  for  po'fy,  (mother  of  this  force  !) 
That   breeds,   brings   forth,    and    nouriflies  thia, 

might ; 
Teaching  it  in  a  loofe,  yet  meafur'd  courfc. 
With  comely  motions  how  to  go  upright; 
And  fofl'ring  it  with  bountiful  difcourfe, 
/^Uprns  it  thus  in  fafaions  of  delight. 

what  Ihould  I  f.iy  — Since  it  is  well  approv'd 
The  fpeech  of  heav'n,  with  whom  they  have  com- 

merpe ; 
That  only  feeni  out  of  themfelves  remov'd, 
And  do  with  more  than  human  flails  converfe  J 
Thofe  numbers  wherewith  heav'n  and  earth  are 

niov'd, 
Shew  weaknefs  fpeaks  in  pfofe,  but  pow'r  in  Verfe«^ 

Wherein  thou  likewife  feemeft  to  allow, 
That  th'  a<Sls  of  worthy  men  fliould  be  preferv'd 
As  in  the  holieft  tt^mbs  we  can  beftow 
Upon  their  glory  that  have  well  deferv'd; 
Wherein  thou  doft  no  other  virtue  (how, 
Than  what  moft  barb'rous  coun  ries  have  obferv'd  : 
When  all  the  happieft  nations  hitherto, 
Dili  with  no  leffer  glory  fpeak,  than  do. 

Now  to  whai  elfe  thy  malice  fliall  obie<ft. 
For  fchools,  and  arts,  and  their  neceffity  • 
When  from  my  lord,  whofe  judgment  mufl.  direft. 
And  form  and  fafhion  my  ability, 
I  fliall  have  got  more  ftrength  ;  thou  flialt  cxpeft. 
Out  of  my  better  Iciiurc,  my  reply. 


-Pfo^  gj'iiqMJiJi*f  ,ni  g«nd  Us 
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XJnto  the  Loiindlefs  ocean  of  thy  beauty,      [zeal, 
Runs  this  poor  river,  cliarg'd  with  Oreams  of 
Returning  thee  the  tribute  of  my  duty, 
Which  here  my  lave,  my  youth,  my  plaints  re- 
veal. 

Here  I  unclafp  the  book  of  my  charg'd  foul. 
Where  I  have  caft  th'  accounts  of  all  my  care  : 
Here  have  I  fumm'd  my  fighs ;  here  I  enrol 
How  they  were  fpent  for  thee  ;  look  what  they 
are. 

Look  on  the  dear  expences  of  my  youth, 
And  fee  how  juft  1  reckon  with  thine  eyes  : 
Kxamine  weUthy  beauty  with  my  truth  ; 
And  crofp  my  care=,.e'er  greater  iums  arife. 

Read  it,  fvvcet  maid,  though  it  be  done  but  flightly; 

Who  can  flie'vv  all  his  love,  doth  love  but  lightly. 

Go,  wailing  verFe,"tne  infants  of  my  love  ; 

]\^inerva-like,  brought  forth  without  a  mother! 

Prefert  the  image  of  the  cares  1  prove; 

Witnefs  your  father's  grief  exceeds  all  other. 
Sigh  out  a  ilory  of  her  cruel  deeds. 

With  interrupted  accents  of  dcfpair  ; 

A  monument  that  whofoever  reads, 

May  juftly  praife,  and  blame  my  loveiefs  fair. 
Say  her  difdain  haili  dried  up  my  blood. 

And  {larved  you,  in  fuccours  Hill  denying  : 

I'refs  to  her  eye,  importune  me  fome  good  ; 

Waken  her  fleeping  pity  with  your  crying  : 
Knock  at  her  hard  heart;  beg  till  y'  have  mov'd 

her  ; 
And  tell  th'  unkind  how  deaily  I  have  lov'd  her. 

Til. 

Ije  it  fo  hap,  this  ofT'spring  of  my  care, 
Thefe  fatal  anthems,  lamentable  fongs, 
Come  to  their  view  who  like  afflided  are ; 
Let  them  figh  for  their  own,   and  moan   my 
\vrongs. 

But  untouth'd  hearts,  with  unaffedled  eye, 
Approach  not  to  behold  my  heavincfs  : 
Liear-fighted  you,  foon  note  what  is  awry, 
Whilfl  blinded  fouls  mine  ttror*  never  giicfs : 


You  blinded  fouls,  whom  youth  and  error  lead  '.    ' 
You  out-caft  eaglers,  dazzled  with  your  fun  ! 
Do  you,  and  none  but  you,  my  forrows  read  ; 
You  beft  can  judge  the  wrongs  that  Ihe  hath, 
done. 
That  {he  hath  done  ! — the  motive  of  my  pain  : 
Who,  whilfl  I  love,  doth  kill  me  with  difdain. 

TV. 

These  plaintive  verfe,  the  pofls  of  my  defire. 
Which  hafle  for  fuccour  to  her  flow  regard, 
Bear  Tot  report  of  any  flender  fire ; 
Forging  a  grief,  to  win  a  fame's  reward. 

Nor  sre  m.y  paffions  limn'd  for  outward  hue, 
For  that  no  colours  can  depaint  my  forrows  : 
Delia  herfclf,  and  all  the  world  may  view 
Beft  in  my  face,  where  cares  have  till'd  deep 
furrows. 

No  hays  I  feek  to  deck  my  mourning  brow, 
O  clear-ey'd  recftor  of  the  holy  hill  ' 
My  humble  accents  bear  the  olive  bough 
Of  interceffion,  but  to  move  her  will. 

Thefe  lines  T  ufe,  t'  u:il-.urden  mine  own  heart ; 

Aly  love  affedls  no  fame,  nor  fleams  of  art. 


Wint.sT  youth  and  error  led  my  wand'ring  mind. 
And  fet  my  thoughts  in  hccdlefs  ways  to  range, 
All  unawares  a  goddefs  chafle  I  find, 
(Diana-iike)  to  work  my  fudden  change. 

For  her  no  fooner  had  mine  eyes  bewray'd. 
But  with  difdain  to  fee  nic  in  that  place, 
With  faireft  hand  the  fwect  uukindefl  maid, 
Caft  water-cold  difdain  upon  my  face. 

Which  turn'd  my  fj)crt  into  a  heart's  dcfpair. 
Which  flill  is  chac'd  v/hile  I  ha.ve  any  breath, 
By  mine  own  thoughts,  fet  on  me  by  my  fair  : 
My  thoughts,  like  hounds,  purfue  me  to  my 
•  death. 

Thofe  that  I  foflcr'd  of  mine  own  accord. 

And  made  by  her  to  murder  thus  iheir  lord. 

VI. 
Fair  is  my  love,  and  cruel  as  flie's  fair  ;   [funny; 
Her  brow-fliades  frowns,  although  her  eyes  are 


S  O  N  N 

Her  •fmiles  are  lightning,  though  har  pride  de- 

fpair  ; 
And  her  difdains  are  gall,  her  favours  honey. 

A  moded  maid,  deck'd  with  a  blufli  of  honour; 
Whofe  feet  do  tread  green  paths  of  youth  and 

love  I 
The  wonder  of  all  eyes  that  look  upon  her : 
Sacred  on  earth ;  deiign'd  a  faint  above  ! 

Chaftity  and  beauty,  which  were  deadly  foes, 
Live  reconciled  friends  within  her  brow  : 
And  had  (he  pity  to  conjoin  with  thofe. 
Then  who  had  heard  the  plaints  I  utter  now  ? 

For  had  flie  not  been  fair,  and  thus  unkind, 

JMy  niufe  had  flept,  and  none  had  known  my  mind. 

VI  r. 

For  had  fhe  not  been  fair,  and  thus  unkind, 
Then  had  no  finger  pointed  at  my  lightnefs ; 
The  world  had  never  known  what  I  do  find. 
And  clouds  obfcure  had  iliaded  ftill  her  bright- 
nefs. 

Then  had  no  cenfor's  eye  thefe  lines  furvey'd. 
Nor  graver  brows  have  judg'd  my  mufefo  vain; 
No  fun  my  blufh  and  error  had  bewray'd, 
Nor  yet  the  world  have  heard  of  fuch  difdain. 

Then  had  I  walk'd  with  bold  eretSled  face ; 
No  down-caft  look  had  fignify'd  my  mifs  : 
But  my  degraded  hopes,  with  fuch  difgrace. 
Did  force  me  groan  out  griefs,  and  utter  this. 

For  being  full,  fhould  I  not  then  have  fpoken. 

Myfenfe  opprefs'd  bad  fail'd,  and  heart  had  broken. 

VIII. 

Tnot;  poor  heart,  facrific'd  unto  the  faireft, 

1    Had  fent  the  incenfe  of  thy  fighs  to  heav'n  ; 
And  ftill  againft  her    frowns  frefli   vows  re- 
paired. 
And  made  thy  palTions  with  her  beauty  even. 

And  you,  mine  eyes,  the  agents  of  my  heart. 
Told  the  dumb  meflage  of  my  hidden  grief  j 
And  oft  with  careful  turns,  with  filent  art, 
Did  treat  the  cruel  fair  to  yield  relief. 

A«d  you,  my  vcrfe,  the  advocates  of  love, 

.    Have  foUow'd  hard  the  procefs  of  my  cafe; 
And  urg'd  that  title  which  doth  plainly  prove. 
My    faith   Ihould  win,  if  juftice   might   have 
place 

Yet  thoujjh  I  fee  that  nought  we  do  can  move; 

'Tis  noi  difdain  muft  make  me  ceafe  to  love. 

IX. 

If  this  be  love,  to  draw  a  weary  breath, 

Paint  on  floods,  till  the  fhore  cry  to  th'  air ; 

With  downward  looks,  flill  reading  on  the  earth, 

Thefe  fad  memorials  of  my  love's  defpair  : 
If  this  be  love  to  war  againft  my  foul. 

Lie  down  to  wail,  rife  up  to  figh  and  grieve ; 

The  never-refting  ftone  of  care  to  roll; 

Still  to  complain  my  griefs,  whilft  none  relieve. 
If  this  be  love  to  clothe  me  with  dark  thoughts, 

Haunting  untrodden  paths  to  wail  apart; 

IVIy  pleafure's  horror,  mufic  tragic  notes  ; 

Tears  in  mine  eyes,  and  forrow  at  my  heart. 
If  this  be  love,  to  live  a  living  death  ; 
Tken  do  I  love,  and  draw  tiiis  weary  breath. 


Then  do  I  love,  and  draw  trus.  weary  bfeatl;ir,ii,u 
For  her  the  cruel  fair  ;  within  whofe  brow, 
1  written  find  the  fentence  of  my  death 
In  unldnd  letters,  wrote  fhe  cares  not  how. 

Thou  pow'r  that  rul'ft  the  confine^  of  the  night, 
Laughter-lov'ng  goddefs,  worldiy  pleafure's 

queen, 
Inteneratc  that  heart  that  fets  fo  light;         .-c.u'J 
The  trueft  love  that  ever  yet  was  feen  !         r^ 

And  caufe  her  leave  to  triumph  in  this  wife. 
Upon  the  proftrate  fpoil  of  that  poor  heart, 
That  ferves  a  trophy  to  her  conqu'ring  eyes ; 
And  muft  their  glory  to  the  world  impart.  .  . 

Once  let  her  know  fli'  hath  done  enough  to  prove 
me; 

And  let  her  pity,  if  file  cannot  love  me. 

XI. 

Tears,  vows,  and  prayers,  win  the  hardefi  hear; : 
Tears,   vows,   and    prayers,   have    1    fpent   in 

vain  ? 
Tears  cannot  foften  flint,  nor  vows  convert; 
Prayers  prevail  not  with  a  quaint  difdain. 

I  lofe  my  tears,  where  I  have  loft  my  love  ; 
I  vow  my  faith,  where  faith  is  not  regarded ; 
I  pray  in  vain,  a  mercilefs  to  move  : 
So  rare  a  faith  ought  better  be  rewarded. 

Yet  though  I  cannot  win  her  will  with  tears. 
Though  my  foul's  idol  fcorneth  all  my  vows. 
Though  all  my  pray'rs  be  to  fo  deaf  ears. 
No  favour  though  the  cruel  fair  allows ; 

Yet  will  I  weep,  vow,  pray,  to  cruel  ftie  : 

Flint,  froft,  difdain,  wears,  melts,  and  yields  wefee, 

XII.  _  ■.;,X 

Mr  fpotlcfs  love  hovers  with  pureft  wings,    .,r  '~ 

About  tlie  temple  of  the  proudeft  frame  ; 

V/herc  blaze  thofe  lights  faireft  of  earthly  things. 

Which  clear  our   clouded    world    with  brighceil 
flame. 

M'  ambitious  thoughts  confined  in  her  face, 
Affetfl  no  hcnour,  but  what  fhe  can  give  : 
My  hopes  do  reft  in  limits  of  her  grace, 
I  weigh  no  comfort,  unlefs  fhe  relieve. 

For  fhe  that  can  my  heart  imparadife, 

Holds  in  her  faireft  hand  what  deareft  is ; 
My  fortune's  wheels  the  circle  of  her  eyes, 
Whofe  rolling  grace  deign  once  a  turn  of  blifs. 

AH  my  life's  fweet  confifts  in  her  alone  ; 

So  much  I  love  the  moft  unloving  one. 

XIII. 
Behold  what  hap  Pigmalion  had  to  frame. 

And  carve  his  proper  grief  upon  a  ftone  ! 

My  heavy  fortune  is  much  like  the  fame  ; 

I  work  on  flint,  and  that's  the  caufe  I  moan: 
For  haplefs,  lo  !  ev'n  with  mine  own  defires, 

I  figur'd  on  the  table  of  mine  heart. 

The  faireft  form  that  all  the  world  admires ; 

And  fo  did  perifli  by  my  proper  art. 
And  ftill  I  toil,  to  change  the  marble  breaft 

Of  her,  whofe  fweeteft  grace  I  do  adore ; 

Yet  cannot  find  her  breathe  unto  my  reft  : 

Hard  is  her  heart ;  and  woe  is  me  theicfor  '. 
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But  happy  he,  that  ]py'i  hJs  ftone  and  art : 
Unhappy  I,  to  love  a  ftony  heart, 

XIV.  ' 

Thoss  feary  locks,  are  thofe  fame  nets  (my  dear) 
XVhercwith  my  liberty  thou  did'ft  furprife; 
Love  tvasthe  flame,  that  fired  me  fo  near. 
The  dart  tranfpiercing  were  thofe  cryftal  eyes  : 

Strong  is  the  net,  and  fervent  is  the  flame  ; 
Deep  is  the  wound,  my  fighs  can  well  report  : 
Yet  do  I  love,  adore,  and  praife  the  fame, 
That  holds,  that  barns,  that  woonds  mc  in  this 
fort : 

And  lift  not  feek  to  break,  to'quench,  to  heal 
The  bond,  the  flamii,  the  wound  that  feft'rethfo; 
By  knife,  by  liquor,  or  by  falve  to  deal  : 
So  much  I  p'.eafe  to  perilh  in  my  woe. 

Yet  left  long  travels  be  above  my  ftrength. 

Good  Delia  lofe,  quench,  heal  me  now  at  length. 

XV. 

If  that  a  loyal  heart  and  faith  unfeign'd. 
If  a  fweet  languifti,  with  a  chafte  defire  ; 
If  hunger-ftarven  thoughts,  fo  long  retain'd, 
Ped  but  with  fmoke,  and  cherifh'd  but  with  fire  : 

And  if  a  brow  with  care's  chara(::lcrs  painted. 
Bewrays  my  love  with  broken  words  half  fpo- 

ken. 
To  her  that  fits  in  my  though's  temple  fainted,. 
And  lays  to  view  my  vulture-gnawn  heartopeo: 

If  I  have  done  due  homage  to  her  eyes, 

And  had  my  fighs  ftill  tending  on  her  name  ; 
If  on  her  love  my  life  and  honour  lies, 
And  fhe  (th'  unkindeft  maid)   ftiil  fcorns  the 
fame  : 

Let  this  fufiice,  that  all  the  world  may  fee 

The  faiAt  is  her's,  though  mine  the  hurt  rauft  be. 
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XVI. 


Happy  in  fl«ep,  waking  content  to  languifli ; 
Embracing  clouds  by  night,  in  day-time  mourn; 
My  joys  but  fnadows,  touch  of  truth  my  an- 

guiih  : 
Griefs  ever  fpringing,  comforts  never  born. 

And  ftill  expeding  when  (he  will  relent ; 

Grown  hoarfe  with  crj'ing  mercy,  mercy  give  : 
Ho  many  vows  and  prayers  having  fpent. 
That  weary  of  my  life,  I  loath  to  live. 

And  yet  the  Hydra  of  my  caies  renews 
Still  new-born  forrows  of  her  frefli  difdain  ; 
And  ftill  my  hope  the  fummer  winds  purfues. 
Finding  no  end  or  period  of  my  pain. 

This  is  my  ftate  my  griefs  do  touch  fo  nearly  ; 

And  thus  I  live,  becaufe  I  love  her  dearly. 

xvn. 

Why  fhould  I  fing  in  verfe  ;  why  fliould  I  frame 
Thefe  fad  neglefted  notes  for  her  dear  fake  i 
Why  fliouid  T  offer  up  unto  her  name, 
The  fweeteft  facrifice  my  youth  can  make  ? 

^fJhj  fliould  I  ftrive  to  make  her  live  for  ever, 
That  never  deigns  to  give  me  joy  to  live  ? 
Why  fliould  m'  afflidcd  Mufe  fo  much  endea- 
vour 
Such  hono»r  unto  cniclty  to  give  : 


If  htr  defeifts  have  piirchas'd  her  this  fame. 

What  fliould  her  virtues  do,  her  fmiles.hcr  love? 
If  this  her  worft,  how  fliould  her  beft  inflame  f 
What  paflions  would  her  milder  favours  move  J 

Favours  (I  think)  would  fenfe  quite  overcome  ? 

And  that  makes  happy  lovers  ever  dumb. 

xvni. 

Since  the  firft  look  that  led  me  to  this  error. 
To  thi«  thoughts  maze,  to  my  confufion  tending; 
Still  have  I  liv'd  in  grief,  in  hope,  in  terror, 
The  circle  of  my  forrows  never  ending. 

Yet  cannot  leave  her  love,  th^t  holds  me  hateful ; 
Her  eyes  exaiS  it,  though  her  heart  difdains  me : 
See  v/hat  reward  he  hath  that  ferves  th'  un- 
grateful : 
So  true  and  loyal  love  no  favour  gains  mc. 

Still  muft  I  v/het  my  young  defires  abated, 
Upon  the  flint  of  fuch  a  htart  rebelling  ; 
And  all  in  vain,  her  pride  isfo  innated. 
She  yields  no  place  at  all  for  pity's  dwelling. 

Oft  have  I  told  her  that  my  foul  did  love  her,  [her. 

(And  that  with  tears)  yet  all  this  will  not  move 

XIX. 

Restore  thy  trefles  to  the  golden  ore; 
Yield  CithJrea's  fon,  thofe  arks  of  love  : 
Bequeath  the  heav'ns  the  ftars  that  I  adore  ; 
And  to  th'  orient  do  thy  pearls  remove. 

Yield  thy  hands  pride  unto  the  ivory  white; 
T'  Arabian  odors  give  thy  breathing  fweet : 
Reftorc  thy  blufli  unto  Aurora  bright ; 
To  Thetis  give  the  honour  of  thy  feet. 

Let  Venus  have  thy  graces,  her  refign'd; 

And  thy  fweet  voice  give  back  unco  the  fpheres: 
But  yet  reftore  thy  fierce  and  cruel  mind 
To  Hyrcaii  typ-crs,  and  to  ruthlcfs  bears. 

Yield  to  the  marble  thy  hard  heart  again  : 

So  fliak  thou  ccafe  to  plague,  and  I  to  pain. 

XX. 

What  it  is  to  breathe  and  live  without  life; 

How  to  be  pale  with  anguifli,  red  with  fear  ; 

T'  have  peace  abroad,  and  nought   within  but 

Wilhtobeprefent,  and|yctftiunt' appear:  [ilrife; 
How  to  be  bold  far  off",  and  balhful  near  ; 

How  to  think  much,  and  have  no  words  to  fpeak; 

To  crave  redrcfs,  yet  hold  affliftion  dear; 

To  have  affecftion  ftrong,  a  body  weak. 
Never  to  find,  and  evermore  to  fetk : 

And  fcek  that  which  I  dare  r.o;  hope  to  find- 

T'  afi"e<a:  this  life,  and  yet  this  life  diflike; 

Grateful  t'  another,  to  myfelf  unkind. 
This  cruel  knowledge  of  thefe  contraries, 
Delia,  my  heart  hath  learn'd  out  of  thofe  eyes. 

XXI. 

If  beauty  thus  be  clouded  with  a  frown. 
That  pity  (hines  no  comfort  to  my  blifs, 
And  vapours  of  difdain  fo  overgrown. 
That  my  life's  light  wholly  endarkened  is: 

Why  fliould  I  more  molcft  the  world  with  cries; 
The  air  with  fighs,  the  earth  below  with  tears? 
Siih  I  live  hateful  to  thofe  ruthlefs  eyes, 
Vexing  with  untun'd  moan  her  dainty  ears» 
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If  I  have  lov'd  her  dearer  than  my  breath, 

My  breath  that  calls  the  hcav'ns  to  witnefs  it ; 
And  ftiU  muft  hold  her  dear  till  after  death  ; 
And  that  all  this  moves  not  her  thoughts  a  whit: 
Yet  fure  flie  cannot  but  rauft  think  a  part. 
She  doth  me  wrong,  to  grieve  I'o  true  a  heart. 

XXII. 
Come,  tiine,  the  anchor-hold  of  my  dcGre, 

My  laft  refort,  whereto  my  hopes  appeal ; 

Caufe  once  the  date  of  her  difdain  t'  expire  ; 

Make  her  the  fentence  of  her  wrath  repeal. 
Rob  her  fair  brow;  break  in  on  beauty;  Ileal 

Pow'r  from  thofe  eyes,  which  pity  cannot  fpare : 

Deal  with  thofe  dainty  cheeks,  as  fhe  doth  deal 

With  this  poor  heart  confumed  with  delpair. 
This  heart!  made  now  the  profpedlive  of  care, 

By  loving  her,  the  cruell'ft  fair  that  lives; 

The  cruell'ft  fair,  that  fees  I  pine  for  her  ; 

And  never  mercy  to  thy  merit  gives. 
Let  her  not  ftill  triumph  over  the  prize 
Of  mine  aifeiilions,  taken  by  her  eyes. 

xxiir. 

Time,  cruel  time,  come  and  fubdue  that  brow. 
Which  conquers  all  but  thee;  and  thee  too  flays. 
As  if  fhe  were  exempt  from  fcythe  or  bow. 
From  love  or  years,  unfubjedt  to  decays. 

Or  art  thou  grown  in  league  with  thofe  fair  eyes, 
That  they  may  help  thee  to  confume  our  days, 
Or  doft  thou  fpare  her  for  her  cruelties; 
B'ing  mercilefs,  like  thee,  that  no  man  weighs  ? 

And  yet  thou  fee'ft  thy  pow'r  fhe  difobeys ; 
Cares  not  for  thee,  but  lets  thee  wafte  in  vain ; 
And  prodigal  of  hours  and  years,  betrays 
Beauty  and  youth  t'  opinion  and  difdain.  , 

Yet  fpare  her,  time ;  let  her  exempted  be  : 

She  may  become  more  kind  to  thee,  or  me. 

XXIV. 
These  forrow'ng  fighs,  the  fmoke  of  mine  annoy; 

Thefe  tears  which  heat  of  facred  flame  diftils ; 

Are  thofe  due  tributes,  that  my  faith  doth  pay 

Unto  the  tyrant,  whofe  unkindnefs  kills. 
1  facrifice  my  youth  and  blooming  years 

At  her  proud  feet,  and  fhe  refpetfts  not  it; 

My  flow'r  untimely's  wither'd  with  my  tears; 

And  winter  woes,  for  fpring  of  youth  unfit. 
She  thinks  a  look  may  recompenfe  my  care. 

And   fo    with  looks  prolongs  my  long-look'd 
cafe : 

As  fhort  that  blifs,  fo  is  the  comfort  rare ; 

Yet  mnft  that  blifs  my  hungry  thoughts  appeafc. 
Thus  fne  returns  my  hopes  fo  fruitlefs  ever  ; 
Once  let  her  love  indeed,  or  elfe  look  never, 

XXV. 
False  hope  prolongs  my  ever  certain  grief; 

Traitor  to  me,  and  faithful  to  my  love  ! 

A  thoufand  times  it  promis'd  me  relief. 

Yet  never  any  true  effcft  I  prove. 
Oft  when  I  find  in  her  no  truth  at  all, 

I  banifh  her,  and  blame  her  treachery; 

Yet  fcon  again  I  muflher  backrecal. 

As  one  that- dies  without  h(y  company. 


Thus  often  as  1  chafe  my  hope  from  me, 

Straightway  Ihe  haftes  her  unto  Delia's  eyes; 
Fed  with  fome  pleafing  look  there  fhall  (he  he. 
And  fo  fcnt  back,  and  thus  my  fortune  lies. 

Looks  feed  my  hope ;  hope  foftcrs  me  in  vain. 

Hopes  are  unfure,  when  certain  is  my  paio.: 

XXVI. 

Look  on  my  griefs,  and  blame  me  not  to  moutii} 
From  care  to  care  that  leads  a  life  fo  bad  ; 
Th'  orphan  of  fortune,  born  to  be  her  fcorn, 
Whofe  clouded  brow  doth  make  my  days  fo  fad. 

Long  are  their  nights,  whofe  cares  do  never  fleepi 
Lothfome  their  days,  whom  no  fim  ever  joy'd  : 
Th'  imprcfiion  of  her  eyes  do  pierce  fo  deep. 
That  thus  I  live  both  day  and  night  annoy'd. 

But  fince  the  fweeteft  root  yields  fruit  fo  four. 
Her  praife  from  my  complaint  I  may  not  part : 
I  love  th'  effeA  the  caufe  b'ing  of  this  povr'r ; 
I'll  praife  her  face,  and  blame  her  flinty  hear;  j 

Whiift  we  both  make  the  world  admire  at  usi     - 

Her  for  difdain,  and  me  for  loving  thus. 

XXVII. 

Reign  in  my  thoughts,  fair^hand,  fweet  eye,  raro 
voice  : 
Poffefs  me  whole,  my  heart's  triumverate : 
Yet  heavy  heart  to  make  fo  hard  a  choice. 
Of  fuch  as  fpoil  thy  poor  afflidled  ftate. 

For  whiift  they  ftrive  which  ftiall  be  lord  of  all. 
All  my  poor  life  by  them  is  trodden  down  ; 
They  all  eredl  their  trophies  on  my  fall, 
And  yield  me  nought  that  gives  them  their  re* 

When  back  I  look,  I  figh  iijy  freedom  paft,  [nown. 
And  wail  the  ftate  wherein  I  prefcnt  ftand ; 
And  fee  my  fortune  t  ver  like  to  laft, 
Finding  me  rein'd  with  fuch  a  heavy  hand. 

What  can  I  do  but  yield — And  yield  I  do. 

And  ferve  all  three  ;  and  yet  they  fpoil  me  too. 


xxviir. 

Alluding  fa  the  Sparrc-.v,  perfued  By  a  IFu'wk,  thaffleto 
into  tht  BiifoiK  of  Zenocralts. 

Whilst  by  thy  eyes  purfu'd,  my  poor  heart  flew. 

Into  the  facred  refuge  of  thy  breaft; 

Thy  rigour  in  that  fanduaiy  flew  [bleft. 

That,  which  thy  fucc'ring  mercy  (hould  have 
No  privilege  of  faith  could  it  proteft,  [fign'd. 

Faith  b'ing  with  blood,  and  five  years  witnefs 

Wherein  no  Ihew  gave  caufe  of  leaft  fufpe<St ; 

For  well  thou  faw'ft  my  love,  and  how  (  pin'd. 
Yet  no  mild  comfort  would  thy  brow  reveal. 

No  lightning  looks  which  falling  hopes  ere<5i ; 

What  boots  to  laws  of  fuccour  to  appeal  ? 

Ladies  and  tyrants  never  laws  refpedt. 
Then  there  I  die,  from  whence  my  life  ihould  come; 
And  by  that  hand  whom  fuch  deeds  ill  become. 

XXIX. 
Still  in  the  trace  of  one  perplexed  thought, 
My  ceafelefs  cares  contirlually  run  on  ; 
Set-king  in  vain  what  I  have  ever  fought, 
Oae  in  my  Icvc,  and  her  hard  heart  flili  onei. 
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•'  who  did  never  joy  in  other  fun, 

And  have  no  liars  but  thofe  that  mud  fulfil 
The  work  of  rigour,  fatally  begun 
Upon  this  heart,  whom  cruelty  will  kill. 

Injurious  Delia,  yet  I  love  thee  Hill ; 

And  will  whilft  I  fhall  draw  thisbreath  of  mine: 
I'll  tell  the  world,  that  I  deferv'd  but  ill, 
And  blame  myfelf  t'  excufe  that  heart  of  thine. 

See  then  who  fins  the  greater  of  us  twain  ; 

1  in  my  love,  or  thou  in  thy  difdain  ? 

XXX. 

Oft  do  I  marvel,  whether  Delia's  eyes 

Are  eyes ;  or  elfe  two  radiant  ftars  that  fliine  1 
For  how  could  nature  ever  thus  devife 
Of  earth  (on  earth)  a  fubflance  fo  divine  ? 

Stars  fure  they  are,  whofe  motions  rule  defires : 
And  calm  and  temped  follow  their  afpe6h  ; 
Their  fweet  appearing  (till  fuch  pow'r  infpires. 
That  makes  the  world  admire  fo  ftrange  effeds. 

Yet  whether  fix'd  or  wand'ring  ftars  are  they, 
Whofe  influ'nce  ru'e  the  orb  of  my  poor  heart? 
Fix'd  fure  they  are;  but  wand'ring  make  meltray 
In  endlefs  errors,  whence  I  cannot  part. 

Stars  then,  not  eyes,  move  you  with  milder  view, 

Your  fweet  afped  on  him  that  honours  you. 

XXXI. 

The  ftar  of  my  mifhap  impos'd  this  pain. 
To  fpend  the  April  of  my  years  in  grief; 
Finding  my  fortune  ever  in  the  wane, 

■    With  iHll  frelh  cares,  fupply'd  with  no  relief. 

Yet  thee  I  blame  not,  though  for  thee  'tis  done  : 
But  thefe  weak  wings  prefuming  to  afpire, 
Which  now  are  melted  by  thine  eyes  bright 

fun, 
That  makes  me  fall  from  ofF  my  high  defire. 

And  in  my  fall  I  cry  for  help  with  fpeed, 
No  pitying  eye  looks  back  upon  my  fears : 
No  fuccour  find  I  now,  when  I  mofl  need. 
My  heats  muft  down  in  th'  ocean  of  my  tears : 

Which  ftill  muft  bear  the  title  of  my  wrong, 

Caui'd  by  thofe  cruel  beams  that  were  fo  flrong. 

XXX  f  I. 

And  yet  I  cannot  reprehend  che  flight, 

Or  blame  th'  attempt  prefuming  fo  to  fear  ; 
The  mounting  venture  for  a  high  delight. 
Did  make  the  honour  of  the  fall  the  more. 

For  who  gets  wealth,  that  puts  not  from  the  fhore? 

.    Danger  hath  honour  ;  great  defigns  their  fame: 
Glory  doth  follow  ;  courage  goes  before. 
And  though  th'  event  oft  anfwers  not  the  fame, 

Suffice  that  high  attempts  have  never  Ihame. 
The  mean  obferver,  whom  bafe  fafety  keeps, 
Lives  without  honour,  dies  without  a  name, 
And  in  eternal  darknefs  ever  fleeps. 

And  therefore,  Delia,  'tis  to  me  no  blot, 

To  have  attempted,  though  attain'd  thee  not. 

XXXIII. 
Raising  my  hopes  on  hills  of  high  defire. 
Thinking  to  Icale  the  heaven  of  her  heart. 
My  ficndcr  means  prefum'd  too  high  a  part ; 
Her  thunder  of  difdaia  forc'd  me  V  retire, 


And  threw  me  down  to  pain  in  all  this  fire ; 
Where  lo  I  bnguilh  in  in  fo  heavy  fmart, 
Becaufe  th'  attenipt  was  far  above  my  art  : 
Her  pride  brook'd  not  poor  fouls  ftiould  fo  afpire. 

Yet  I  proteft,  my  high-defiring  will 
Was  not  to  difpofftfs  her  of  her  right ; 
Her  fov'reignty  (hould  have  remained  ftill: 
1  only  fought  the  blifs  to  have  her  fight. 

Htr  fight  contented  thus  to  fee  me  fpill, 

Fram'd  my  defires  fit  for  her  eyes  to  kill. 

XXXIV. 

Why  doft  thou,  Delia,  credit  fo  thy  glafs, 
Gazing  thy  beauty  deign'd  thee  by  the  flcies  : 
And  doft  not  rasher  look  on  him,  (alas!)  [eyes? 
Whofe  ftate  beft  ihews  the  force  of  murd'ring 

The  broken  tops  of  lofty  trees  declare 
I'he  fury  of  a  mercy-wanting  ftorm  : 
And  of  what  force  thy  wounding  graces  are. 
Upon  myfelf  thou  beft  miy'ft  find  the  form  : 

Then  leave  thy  glafs,  and  gaze  thyfelf  on  me ; 
That  mirror  fhews  what  pow'r  is  in  thy  face  : 
To  view  your  form  too  much,  may  danger  be  ; 
Narciffus  chang'd  t'  a  flower  in  fuch  a  cafe. 

And  you  are  chang'd,  but  not  t'  a  hyacint : 

I  fear  your  cyt  hath  turn'd  your  heart  to  flint. 

XXXV. 

I  ONCE  may  fee  when  years  fhall  wreck  my  wrong',' 
When  golden  hairs  ftiail  change  to  filver  wire  i 
And  thofe  bright  rays  that  kindle  all  this  fire, 
Shall  fail  in  force,  their  working  not  fo  ftrong  : 

Then  beauty  (now  the  burthen  of  my  fong), 
Whefe  glorious  blaze  the  world  doth  fo  admire, 
Muft  yield  up  all  to  tyrant  time's  defire  ;  [long. 
,  Then  fade  thofe  flow'rs  that  deck'd  her  pride  ft- 

When  if  fhe  grieve  to  gaze  her  in  her  glafs. 
Which  then  prefents  her  winter  wither'd  hue  ; . 
Go  you,  my  verfe  ;  go  tell  her  what  (he  was  ; 
For  what  Ihe  was,  flie  beft  fhall  find  in  you. 

Your  fi'ry  heat  lets  not  her  glory  pafs. 

But  (Phcenix-like)  fliall  make  live  anew. 

XXXVI. 

Look,  Delia,  how  w'  efteem  the  half-blown  rofe. 
The  image  of  thy  blufh,  and  fummer's  honour  ! 
Whilft  yet  her  tender  bud  doth  undifdofe 
That  full  of  beauty,  time  beftows  upon  her. 

No  fooner  fpreads  her  glory  in  the  air, 

But  iVait  her  wide-blown pompcomes  todecHne; 
She  then  is  fcorn'd  that  late  adorn'd  the  fair  ; 
So  fade  the  rofes  of  thofe  cheeks  of  thine  '. 

No  April  can  revive  thy  wither'd  flow'rs, 

Whofe  fpringing  grace  adorns  the  glory  now  t 
Swift  fpeedy  time,  feather'd  with  flying  hours, 
Diflolvcs  the  beauty  of  the  faireft  brow. 

Then  do  not  thou  fuch  treafure  wafte  in  vain  ; 

But  love  now,  whilft  thou  may'ft  be  lov'd  again.. 

XXXVIt. 
But  love  whilft  that  thou  may'ft  be  lov'd  again, 
Hqw  whilft  that  May  hath  fiU'd  thy  lap  wifA 

flow'rs ; 
Now  whilft  thy  beauty  bears  without  a  ftain ; 
Now  life  Uic  fummcr  fniilcs,  e're  winter  Icw'f #. 
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And  whilft  thou  fpread'ft  unto  the  rifing  fun, 
The  faireft  flow'r  that  ever  faw  the  light, 
Now  joy  the  time  before  thy  £weet  be  done ; 
And,  Delia,  think  thy  morning  muft  have  night; 

^nd  that  thy  brightnefs  fets  at  length  to  Weft, 
When  thou  wilt  dofe  up  that  which  now  thou 

fliew'ft, 
And  think  the  fame  becomes  thy  fading  beft. 
Which  then  fliall  moft  invcil,  and  fhadow  moft. 

Men  do  not  weigh  the  ftalk  for  what  it  was. 

When  once  they  find  her  flow'r,  her  glory  pafs. 

XXXVIII. 
When  men  Ihall  find  thy  flow'r,  thy  glory  pafs, 
And  thou  with  careful  brow  fitting  alone, 
Received  had'fl  this  meffage  fiom  thy  glafs. 
That  tells  the  truth,  and  fays  that  all  is  gone, 
Frefh  (halt  thou  fee  in  me  the  wounds  thou  mad'ft; 
Though  fpent  thy  flame,  in  me  the  heat  re- 
maining ; 
I  that  have  lov'd  thee  thus  before  thou  fad'ft. 
My  faith  fhali  wax  when  thou  art  in  thy  wain- 
ing. 
The  world  fhall  find  this  miracle  in  me, 

That  fire  can  burn  when  all  the  matter's  fpent : 

Then  what  my  faith  hath  been,  thyfelf  (hall  fee  ; 

And  that  thou  wafl  unkind,  thou  may'ft  repent. 

Thou  may'ft  repent  that  thou  haft  fcorn'dmy  tears, 

When  winter  fnows  upon  thy  fable  hairs. 

XXXIX. 

When  winter  fnows  upon  thy  fable  hairs. 
And  froft  of  age  hath  nipt  thy  beauties  near  ; 
When  dark  fliall  feem  thy  day  that  never  clears, 
And  all  lies  wither'd  that  was  held  fo  dear  : 

Then  take  this  pidlure  which  I  here  preftnt  thee, 
l,imned  with  a  pencil  not  all  unworthy  : 
Here  fee  the  gifts  that  God  and  nature  lent  thee  ; 
Here  read  thyfelf,  and  what  I  fuffer'd  for  thee. 

This  may  remain  thy  lafting  monument, 
Which  happily  pofterity  maycherifh; 
Thefe  colours  with  thy  fading  are  not  fpent  : 
Thefe  may  remain,  when  thou  and  I  fliall  perifh. 

If  they  remain,  then  thou  ftialt  live  thereby  ; 

They  will  remain,  and  fo  thou  can'ft  not  die. 

XL. 

Thoet  can'ft  not  die,  whilft  any  zeal  abound 
In  feeling  hearts,  that  can  conceive  thefe  lines; 
Though  thou  a  Laura,  haft  no  Petrarch  found, 
In  baft  attire  yet  clearly  beauty  fhines. 

Aftd  I  (though  born  within  a  colder  clime) 

Do  feel  mine  inward  heat  as  great,  (I  know  it :) 
He  never  had  more  faith,  although  more  rhiroe; 
I  love  as  well,  though  he  could  better  fhow  it. 

But  I  may  add  one  feather  to  thy  fame, 

To  help  her  flight  throughout  the  faireft  ifle  : 

And  if  my  pea  could  more  enlarge  thy  name, 

.  Then  fliould'ft  thou  live  in  an  immortal  ftile.     , 

t^or  though  that  Laura  better  limned  be, 

Suffice  thou  ftialt  be  lov'd  as  well  as  fhe. 

XLI. 
Be  not  difpleas'd,  that  thefe  my  papers  fliould 
Bewray  unto  the  worW  how  hii  Uiou  art  j        ^ 


■■^'h 


Or  that  my  wits  have  fliew'd  the  beft  they  could. 

(The  chafteft  flame  that  ever-warmed  heart  !)- 
Think  not,  fweet  Delia,  this  fliall  be  thy  flianie, ' 

My  mufe  fhould  found  thy  praife  with  mournful 
warble ; 

How  many  live,  the  glory  of  whofe  name 

Shall  reft  in  ice,  when  thine  is  grav'd  in  marble  ? 
Thou  may'ft  in  after  ages  live  efteer.i'd, 

Unbury'd  in  thefe  lines,  referv'd  in  pnrencis  ; 

Thefe  fhall  entomb  thofe  eyes,  that  have  re- 
deem'd 

Me  from  the  vulgar,  thee  from  all  obfcurenefs. 
Although  my  careful  accents  never  mov'd  thee. 
Yet  C0unt  it  no  difgrace  that  I  have  lov'd  thee. 

XLIL 
Delia,  thefe  eyes  that  fo  admire  thine, 

Have  feen  thofe  walls  which  proud  ambition 
rear'd  [Hen 

To  check  the  world  ;  how  they  entomb'd  ha\{e 

Within  themfelves,  and  on  them  ploun^hs  have 
ear'd. 
Yet  never  found  that  barb'rous  hand  attain'd 

The  fpoil  of  fame  deferv'd  by  virtuous  men ; 

Whofe  glorious  adions  luckiiy  had  gain'd 

Th'  eternal  annals  of  a  happy  pen. 
And  therefore  grieve  not  if  thy  beauties  die  ; 

Though  time  do  fpoil  thee  of  the  faireft  veil. 

That  ever  yet  cover'd  mortality  ; 

And  muft.  enftar  the  needle  and  the  rail. 
That  grace  v/hich  doth  more  than  enwoman  thee 
Lives  in  my  lines,  and  muft  eternal  be. 

XLin. 

Most  fair  and  lovely  maid:  Look  from  the  fhore, 
See  thy  Leander  ftriving  in  thefe  waves  ! 
Poorfoul  quitefpent,whofeforcEcandono  more! 
Now  fend  forth  hope  ;  for  now  calm  pity  favcsi 

And  waft  him  to  thee  with  thofe  lovely  eyes,. 
A  happy  convoy  to  a  holy  land  :  [lies ; 

Now  fhew  thy  pow'r,  and  where  thy  virtue 
To  fave  thine  own,  ftretch  out  the  faireft  hand. 

Stretch  out  the  faireft  hand,  a  pledge  of  peace  ; 

That  hand  that  darts  fo  right,  and  never  milfes. 

I  fliall  forget  old  wrongs ;  my  griefs  fliall  ccafe  : 

And  that  which  gave  my  wounds,  I'll  give  it 

kifl'es.  ^ 

Once  let  the  ocean  of  my  cares  find  fliore  ; 

That  thou  be  pleas'd,  and  I  may  figh  no  niorc. 

XLIV. 

Read  in  my  face  a  volume  of  de.'pairs, 

The  wailing  Iliads  of  my. tragic  woe  ;  [cares. 
Drawn  with  my  blood,  and  painted  with  m.y 
Wrought  by  her  hand  that  I  have  honour'd  fd. 

Who  whilft  I  burn,  flie  fings  at  my  foul's  wrack, 
Looking  aloft  from  turret  of  her  pride ; 
There  my  foul's  tyrant  joys  her,  in  the  fack 
Of  her  own  feat,  whereof  I  made  her  guide.' 

There  do  thefe  fmokes  that  from  afflidiion  rife. 
Serve  as  an  incenfe  to  a  cruel  danie ; 
A  facrifice  thrice  grateful  to  her  eyes, 
Becaufe  their  power  ferves  to  exadl  the  fanie. 

Thus  ruins  fhe  (to  fatisfy  her  will) 

Th?  wmple  whcr?  her  r.^me  was  hcncwr'id  ftilJ. 
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XLV. 
Mt  iDelialiatli  th6  waters  of  mine  eyes, 

'  The  ready  handmaid*  on  her  grace  t'  attend  ; 
'^'  ■  'I'hat  never  fall  to  ebb,  but  ever  dries ; 

Per  to  their  flow  flie. never  grants  an  end. 
The  ocean  never  did  attend  more  duly 

Upon  his  fov'reign'i  coarfe,  the    night's  pale 

queen. 
Nor  paid  the  impoft  of  his  waves  more  truly, 
Than  mine  unto  her  cruelty  hath  been. 
Yet  nought  the  rock  of  that  bard  heart  can  njove. 
Where  beat  'their  ^  tears  with  zeal, ,  and .  Jury 

drives;    '■'■■-  ' 

And  yet  I  rather  languifll  for  her  love. 
Than  I  would  joy  the  faireftfhe  that  lives. 
And  if  I  find  fuch  pleafure  to  complain, 
"What  fhould  1  do  then,  if  I  fhould  obtain  ? 

XLVI. 

How  long  fliall  I  in  mine  affliflion  mourn  ? 
A  burden  to  myfelf,  diftreft  in  mind ! 
When  fhall  my  interdicted  hopes  return 
From  out  defpair,  wherein  they  live  confin'd  ? 

When  fliall  her  troubled  brow,  charg'd  with  dif- 
dain, 
Reveal  the  treafure  which  her  frailes  impart  ? 
When  fliall  my  faith  the  happinefs  attain, 
To  break  the  ice  that  hath  congeal'd  her  heart  ? 

Unto  herfelf,  her  felf  my  love  doth  fummon, 
(If  love  in  her  hath  any  pow'r  to  move) 
And  let  her  tell  me  as  flie  is  a  woman. 
Whether  my  faith  hath  not  deferv'd  her  love  ? 

J  know  her  heart  cannot  but  judge  with  me, 

Although  her  eyes  my  adverfaries  be. 

XLVII. 

Beaott,  fwectlovc,  is  like  the  morning  dew, 
Whofe  fliort  refrcfli  upon  the  tender  green. 
Cheers  for  a  time,  but  till  the  fun  doth  fliew ; 
And  ftrait  'tis  gone,  as  it  had  never  been. 

Soon  doth  it  fade  that  makes  the  faired  flourifli; 
Short  is  the  glory  of  the  blufhing  rofe  : 
The  hue  which  thou  fo  carefully  doft  nourifti, 
Yet  which  at  length   thou  muft  be  forc'd  to 
lofe. 

When  thou,  furcharg'd  with  burden  of  thy  years, 
Shalt  bend  thy  wrinkles  homeward  to  the  earth; 
And  that  in  beauty's  leafe  expir'd,  appears 
The  date  of  age,  the  calends  of  our  death. 

But  ah !  no  more ;  this  muft  not  be  foretold  : 

For  women  grieve  to  think  they  rouft  be  old. 

XLVIII. 
1  muft  not  grieve  my  love,  whofe  eyes  would  read 
Lines  of  delight,  whereon  her  youth   might 

fmile ; 
Flowers  have  time  before  they  come  to  feed. 
And  fhe  is  young,   and  now  muft  fport  the 
while. 
And  fport,  fweet  maid,  in  feafon  of  thefe  years. 
And  learn  to  gather  flow'rs  before  they  wither; 
And  where  thefwe.eteft  bloffoms  firft  appears. 
Let  love  and  ypiUb  .conAuyt,  .th?  ple^fjjrc?  thi- 
ther. .  ,- 
S 


Lighten  forth  fmiles  to  clear  the  clouded  air, 
And  calm  the  tempeft  which  my  lighs  do  ralfe  1 
Pity  and  fmiles  do  beft  become  the  fair  ; 
Pity  and  fmiies  muft  only  yield  thee  ptaife. 
Make  me  to  fay,  when  all  my  griefs  are  gone, 
Happy  the  heart  that  Cgh'd  for  fuch  a  one. 

XLIX. 

And  whither,  poor  forfakcn,  wilt  thou  go, 
To  go  from  forrow,  and  thine  own  ciftrefs  ? 
When  ev'ry  place  prefents  like  face  of  woe. 
And  no  remove  can  make  thy  forrows  lefs  ? 

Yet  go,  forfaken  ;  leave  thefe  woods,  thefe  plains  : 
Leave  her  and  all,  and  all  for  her,  tliat  leaves 
Thee  and  thy  love  forlorn,  and  both  difdains ; 
And  of  both  wrongful  deems,  and  ill  conceives. 

Seek  but  fome  place ;  and  fee  if  any  place 
Can  give  the  leaft  releafe  unto  thy  grief : 
Convey  thee  from  the  thought  of  thy  difgrace  ; 
Steal  from  thyfelf,  and  be  thy  cares  own  thief. 

But  yet  what  conaforts  ftiall  I  hereby  gain  ? 

Bearing  the  wound,  I  ne&ds  muft  feel  the  pain. 


Drawn  with  th'  attradlive  virtue  of  her  eyes. 
My  touch'd  heart  turns  it  to  that  happy  coaft  ; 
My  joyful  North,  where  all  my  fortune  lies, 
The  level  of  my  hopes  defired  moft  : 

There  were  my  Delia  fairer  than  the  fun,   [fmile  j 
Deck'd  with  her  youth  whereon  the  world  doth 
Joys  in  that  honour  which  her  eyes  have  won, 
Th'  eternal  wonder  of  our  happy  ifle  '. 

Flourifh,  fair  Albion,  glory  of  the  North  ; 

Neptune's  beft  darling,  held  between  his  arms  : 
Divided  from  the  world,  as  better  worth ; 
Kept  for  himfelf,  defended  from  all  harms. 

Still  let  difarmed  peace  deck  her  and  thee  ; 

And  mufe  foe  Mars  abroad  far  fofter'd  be. 

LT. 

Care-charmer  fleep,  fon  of  the  fable  night; 
Brother  to  death,  in  filent  darknefs  born  ; 
Relieve  my  languilh,  and  reftorc  the  light; 
With  dark  forgetting  of  my  care,  return. 

And  let  the  day  be  time  enough  to  mourn 
The  ftiipwreck  of  my  ill-adventur'd  youth  : 
Let  waking  eyes  fuffice  to  wail  their  fcorn. 
Without  the  torment  of  the  night's  untruth. 

Ceafe,  dreams,  the  images  of  day-defires. 

To  model  forth  the  paflions  of  the  morrow  ; 

Never  let  riling  fun  approve  you  liars. 

To  add  more  grief  to  aggravate  my  forrow. 

Still  let  me  fleep,  embracing  clouds  in  vain  ; 

And  never  wake  to  feel  the  day's  difdain. 

LIL 

Let  others  fing  of  knights  and  palladines, 

In  aged  accents,  and  untimely  words; 

Paint  ftiadows  in  imaginary  lines. 

Which  well  the  reach  of  their  high  wits  records  : 
But  I  muft  fing  of  thee,  and  thofefair  eyes; 

Authentic  fliall  my  verfe  in  time  to  come ; 

When  yet  th'  unborn  fiiall  fay,  Lo,  where  fhe 
lies!  [dumb. 

Whofe  U'ljXAf'xDpSkMvoiiftikiii^it  clfewas 
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Thefe  are  the  arlcs,  the  trophies  I  erect, 
Thax  fortify  thy  name  againft  old  age  ; 
And  thefe  thy  facred  virtues  mud  proteA, 
Againft  the  dark  and  time's  confuming  rage. 
Though  th'  error  of  my  youth  in  them  appear. 
Suffice  they  fliew  I  liv'd  ^nd  lov'd  thee  dev. 

LIII. 

As  to  the  Roman  that  would  free  his  land. 
His  error  was  his  honour  and  renown  ; 
And  more  the  fame  of  his  miftaking  hand, 
Than  if  he  had  the  tyrant  overthrown. 

So,  Delia,  hath  mine  error  made  me  known. 
And  my  deceiv'd  attempt  deferv'd  more  fame, 
Than  if  I  had  the  vi6tory  mine  own, 
And  thy  hard  heart  had  yielded  up  the  fame. 

And  fo  }ikewife  renowned  is  thy  blame, 
Thy  cruelty,  thy  glory.  O  ftrange  cafe, 
That  errors  (hould  be  grac'd,  that  merit  (hame  ; 
And  fin  of  frowns  bring  honour  to  the  face  '. 

Yet  happy,  Delia,  that  thou  waft  unkind  ; 

Though  happier  far,  if  thou  would'ft  change  thy 
mind. 

LIV. 

Like  as  the  lute  delights,  or  elfe  diflikes. 
As  is  Ijis  art  that  plays  upon  the  fame ; 
So  founds  my  mule,  according  as  Ihe  ftrikes 
On  my  heart-ftrings  high-tun'd  unto  her  fame. 

Her  touch  doth  caufe  the  warble  uf  the  found, 
Which  here  I  yield  in  lamentable  wife; 
A  wailing  defcant  en  the  fwecteft  ground, 
Whofe  due  reports  give  honour  to  her  eyes. 

Elfe  harfti  my  ftyle,  untunable  my  mufe ;  [name  : 
Hoarfe  founds  the  voice,  that  praifeth  not  lier 
If  any  pleafing  relilh  here  I  ufe. 
Then  judge  the  world  her  beauty  gives  the  fame. 

For  no  ground  elfe  could  make  the  mufic  fuch, 

Nor  other  hand  could  give  fo  true  a  touch. 

LV. 

None  other  fame  mine  unambitious  mufe 
AffecSed  ever,  but  t'  eternire  thee  : 
All  other  honours  do  my  hopes  refufe, 
Which  meaner  priz'd  and  momentary  be. 

For  God  fqrbid  I  (hould  my  paper;  blot 

With  mercenary  lines,  with  fervile  pen  ; 

Praifing  virtufs  in  them  that  have  them  not, 
Bafely  attending  on  the  hopes  of  men. 

No,   no;   my   verfe   refpedls   not    Thames,  nor 
theatres. 
Nor  feeks  it  to  be  known  unto  the  great : 
But  Avon,  poor  in  fame,  and  poor  in  waters. 
Shall  have  my  fong:  where  Delia  hath  her  ftat. 

Avon  fhall  be  my  Thames,  and  f!ie  my  fong ; 

No  other  prouder  brooks  fliall  hear  my  wrong. 

LVI. 

Unhappy  pen,  and  ill-accepted  lines, 
That  intimate  in  vain  my  chafte  defire  ; 
Mychafte  defire, which  from  dark  forrow  fliines, 
Enkindl'd  by  her  eyes  celcftial  fire. 
Celeftial  fire,  and  unrefpe(fting  pow'rs  ! 

Which  pity  not  the  wounds  made   by  their 
might ; 
Vol.  IVo 


Shew'd  in  thefe  lines  the  work  of  careful  hours, 
The  facrifice  here  ofTer'd  to  her  fight. 

But  fince  (he  weighs  them  not,  this  refts  for  me ; 
I'll  moan  myfelf,  and  hide  the  wrong  I  have  ; 
And  fo  content  me  that  her  frowns  fliould  be 
To  m'  infant  ftyle,  the  cradle  and  the  grave. 

What  though  my  mufe  no  honour  get  thereby  ? 

Each  bird  Cngs  to  herfelf,  and  fo  will  I. 

LVII. 

Lo  here  the  impoft  of  a  faith  entire. 

Which  love  doth  pay,  and  her  difdain  cxforts ! 
Behold  the  meffage  of  a  chafte  defire, 
Which  tells  the  world  how  much  my  grief  im- 
ports 1 

Thefe  tributary  paffions,  beauty's  due, 
I  fend  thofe  eyes  the  cabinets  of  love; 
That  cruelty  herfelf  might  grieve  to  view 
Th'  afflidiion  her  unkind  difdain  doth  move. 

And  how  I  live  caft  down  from  off  all  mirth, 
Penfive  alone,  only  but  with  defpair  : 
My  joys  abortive  perifh  in  their  birth; 
My  griefs  long-liv'd,  and  care  fucceeding  care> 

This  is  my  ftate;  and  Delia's  heart  is  fuch  : 

I  fay  no  more — I  fear  I  faid  too  much. 


AN    ODE. 

Now  each  creature  joys  the  other,         , 

Faffing  happy  days  and  hours  ; 
One  bird  reports  unto  anotlier, 

In  the  fall  of  filver  ffiow'rs  ; 
Whilft  the  earth,  our  common  mother. 

Hath  her  bofom  deck'd  with  flow'rs. 
Whilft  the  greateft  torch  of  heaven, 

With  bright  rays  warms  Flora's  lap  ; 
Making  nights  and  days  both  even, 

Cheering  plants  with  freflier  fap  : 
My  field  of  flowers  quite  bereaven. 

Wants  refreffi  of  better  hap. 
Eccho,  daughter  of  the  air, 

(  Babbling  gueft  of  rocks  and  hills,) 
Knows  the  name  of  my  fierce  fair. 

And  founds  the  accents  of  my  ills. 
Each  thing  pities  my  defpair, 

"\iniilft  that  fhe  her  lover  kills. 
Whilft  that  Ihe  (O  cruel  maid  l) 

Doth  me  and  my  love  defpifc  ; 
My  life's  flourifh  is  decay'd, 

That  depended  on  her  (jyes ; 
But  her  will  muft  be  obey'd  ; 

And  well  he  ends,  for  love  who  die?. 


A  PASTORAL. 

O  HAPPv,  golden  age  ! 
Not  for  that  rivers  ran 
With  flrer.ms  of  milk,  and  honey  dropt  fronj 

trees  : 
Not  that  the  earth  did  gage 
Unto  the  hufbandman 

P 


afzfr 


THE    WORKS    OF    DANIEL. 


Her  voluntary  fruits,  free  without  fees, 

Islot  for  no  cold  did  freeze, 

Nor  any  cloud  beguile 

Th'  eternal  flow'ring  fpring, 

Wherein  liv'd  ev'ry  thing; 

And  whereon  th'  heavens  perpetually  did  fmile; 

Not  for  no  fhip  had  brought 

From  foreign  Ihores,  or  wars  or  wares  ill  fought. 
But  only  for  that  name, 

That  idle  name  of  wind ; 

That  idol  of  deceit,  that  empty  found 

Call'd  Honour ;  which  became 

The  tyrant  of  the  mind. 

And  fo  torments  our  nature  without  ground. 

Was  not  yet  vainly  found  : 

Nor  yet  fad  griefs  imparts, 

Amidft  the  fweet  delights 

Of  joyful,  am'rous  wights.  [hearts ; 

Nor  were  his  hard  laws  known  to  free-born 

But  golden  laws,  like  thefe  [pleafe. 

Which  nature  wrote — That's  lawful, which  doth 
Then  amongft  flow'rs  and  fprings, 

Making  delightful  fport. 

Sat  lovers  without  confliA,  without  flame  ; 

And  nymphs  and  fhepherds  fings 

Mixing  in  wanton  fort  [fame, 

Whifp'rings  with  fongs,  then  kiffes  with  the 

Which  from  affeftiori  came. 

The  naked  virgin  then 

Her  rofes  freft  reveals. 

Which  now  her  veil  conceals, 

The  tender  apples  in  her  bofom  fcen  j 


And  oft  in  rivers  clear. 

The  lovers  with  their  loves  confortlng  were. 
Honour,  thou  firft  didft  dofe 

The  fpring  of  all  delight  ; 

Denying  water  to  the  am'rous  thirft, 

Ihou  taught'ft.  fair  eyes  to  lofe  ' 

The  glory  of  their  light  : 

Rellrain'dfrom  men,  and  on  themfelvesreverft. 

Thou  in  a  lawn  didft  firft 

Thofe  golden  haiis  encafc. 

Late  fpread  unto  the  wind  : 

Thou  mad'ft  loofe  grace  unkind  ; 

Gav'ft  bridle  to  their  words,  an  to  their  pace. 

O  Honour,  it  is  thou 

'I'hat  mak'ft  that  Health,  which  love  doth  free 
allow. 
It  is  thy  work  that  brings 

Our  griefs  and  torments  thus  : 

But  thou  fierce  lord  of  Nature  and  of  Love, 

The  qualifier  of  kings; 

What  doft  thou  here  with  us, 

That  arc  below  thy  pow'r,  fhut  from  above  ? 

Go,  and  from  us  remove  ; 

Trouble  the  mighties  fleep. ; 

Let  us  negle<Sted  bafe  ' 

Live  ftill  without  thy  grace. 

And  th'  ufe  of  th'  ancient  happy  ages  keep. 

Lets  love — This  life  of  ours 

Can  make  no  truce  with  time  that  all  devoury^ 
Let's  love — The  fun  doth  fet,  and  rife  again  j 
But  when  as  our  fhort  light 
Comes  oace  to  fet,  it  makes  eternal  nights 


A  DESCRIPTION  OF  BEAVTTi 

TRANSLATED  OUT  OF  MARINO. 


O  BEAUTY,  (beams,  nay,  flame 

Of  that  great  lamp  of  light) 

That  ftines  a  while  with  fame. 

But  prefently  makes  night ! 

Like  winter's  fhort-liv'd  bright, 

Or  fummer's  fudden  gleams ;  [beams. 

How  much   more   dear,  fo   much  lofs-lafting 
II. 
Wing'd  Lo«e  away  doth  fly. 

And  with  it  time  doth  bear; 

And  both  take  fuddcniy 

The  Iweet,  the  fain,  the  dear. 

A  fhining  day  and  clear 

Succeeds  an  obfcene  night ; 

And  forrow  is  the  hue  of  fweet  delight. 
III. 
With  what  then  dofl:  thou  fwell, 

O  youth  of  new-born  day  I 

Wherein  doth  thy  pride  dwell, 

O  Beauty  made  of  clay  ! 

Not  with  fo  fwift  a  way 

The  headlong  current  flies, 

As  do  the  fparkling  rays  of  two  fair  eyes. 

IV. 

Do  not  thyfelf  betray 

With  wantonifing  years ; 

O  beauty,  traitors  gay  ! 

Thy  melting  life  that  wears, 

Appearing,  difappears; 

And  with  thy  flying  days, 

Ends  all  thy  good  of  price,  thy  fair  of  praifc. 

V. 

Trufl;  not,  vain  creditor. 

Thy  apt  deceived  view. 

In  thy  falfe  counfellor. 

That  never  tells  thee  true. 

Thy  form  and  flatter'd  hue, 

Which  ftiall  fo  foon  tranfpafs, 
f    Is  far  more  fair  than  is  thy  looking-glafe. 

VI, 

Enjoy  thy  April  now, 

Whilfl:  it  doth  freely  fhine ; 
This  lightning  flafh  and  fliew. 
With  that  clear  fpir't  of  thine^ 
Wiil  fuddenly  decline  ; 


And  thou  fajr  murd'ring  eyes 
Shall  be  Love's  tombs,  where  now  his  cradl^ 
lies. 

VII. 

Old  trembling  age  will  come. 
With  wrinkl'd  cheeks  and  llains, 
With  motion  troublefome  ; 
With  flcin  and  bloodlefs  weaves. 
That  lively  vifage  reaven. 
And  made  deform'd  and  old, 
Hates  fight  of  glafs  it  lov'd  fo  to  behold, 

VIII. 

Thy  gold  and  fcarlet  fliall 
Pale  filver-colour  he ; 
Thy  row  of  pearls  fliall  fall 
Like  wither'd  leaves  from  tree ; 
And  thou  ftialt  ftiortly  fee 
Thy  face  and  hair  to  grow 
Ail  plough'd  with  furrows,  over-fwoln  wltjj 
fnow. 

IX. 

That  which  on  Flora's  breaft. 
All  frefli  and  flourifliing, 
Aurora  newly  dreil; 
Saw  in  her  dawning  fpring  ; 
Quite  dry  and  languilhing, 
Dcpriv'd  of  honour  quite, 
Day-clofmg  Hefperus  beholds  at  night. 

X. 

Fair  is  the  lily ;  fair 

The  rofe  ;  of  flow'rs  the  eye  i 

Both  wither  in  the  air. 

Their  beauteous  colours  die ; 

And  fo  at  length  fliall  lie 

Depriv'd  of  former  grace. 

The  lilies  of  thy  breads,  the  rofes  of  r.hy  face. 

XI. 

What  then  will  it  avail, 

O  youth  advifed  ill '. 

In  lap  of  beauty  frail 

To  nurfe  a  wayward  will, 

Like  fnake  in  fun-warm  hill  ? 

Pluck,  pluck  betinie  thy  flow'r. 

That   fprings,    and    parcheth   io    ore   fhor^ 
J  hour. 
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To  the  Angel  Spirit  of  the  nioft  excellent 

SIR   PHILIP    SIDNEY. 


jTo  thee,  pure  fpir't,  to  thee  aione  addreft 
Js  this  joint  work,  by  double  int'reft  thine : 
*rhine  by  thine  own,  and  what  is  done  of  mine 
Infpir'd  by  thee,  thy  fecret  pow'r  Impreft. 
My  mufe  with  thine  itfelf  da j;'d  to  combine, 
As  mortal  ftaff  with  th^t  which  is  divine  : 
Let  thy  fair  beams  give  luftre  to  the  reft. 

Thatlfrael's  king  may  deign  his  own  transform'd 
In  fubftance  no,  but  fuperficial  tire ; 
And  Englifh  guis'd  in  fome  fort  may  afpire, 
To  better  grace  thee  what  the  vulgar  form'd. 
His  facred  tunes  age  after  age  admire ; 
Nations  grow  great  in  pride  and  pure  defire, 
So  to  excel  in  holy  rites  performed. 

O  had  that  foul,  which  honour  brought  to  reft 
Too  foon,  not  left,  and  reft  the  world  of  all 
What  man  could  Ihew,  which  wc  perfecflion  call ! 
This  precious  piece  had  forted  with  the  beft. 
^ut  ah !  wide  fefter'd  wounds  (that  never  fliall, 
^or  muft  be  clos'd)  unto  frefli  bleeding  fall. 
Ah  memory  !  what  needs  this  new  artift  ? 

Yet  bleffed  grief,  that  fweetnefs  can  impart. 
Since  thou  art  bleft— Wrongly  do  1  complain  ; 
Whatever  weights  my  heavy  thoughts  fuftain, 
Dear  feels  my  foul  for  thee — I  know  my  part. 
Nor  be  my  weaknefs  to  thy  rites  a  ftain  ; 
Rites  to  aright,  life,  blood  would  not  refrain. 
Aflift  me  (hen,  that  life  what  thine  did  part. 

Time  iriay  bring  forth  what  time  had  yet  fup- 
preft, 
In  whom  thy  \oU  hath  laid  to  utter  wafte 
The  wreck  of  time,  untimely  all  defac'd. 
Remaining  as  the  t;omb  of  life  deceaft : 
Where  in  my  heart  the  higheft  room  thou  haft ; 
There,  truly  there,  thy  earthly  being  is  plac'd: 
Triumph  of  death ! — In  earth  how  more  than  bleft 

Behold  (O  that  thou  were  now  to  behold  !)        ! 
This  finifh'd  long  perfedtion's  part  begun  ; 
The  reft  but  piec'd,  as  left  by  thee  undone. 
Pardon,  bleft  foul,  prefumption  over  bold  : 


If  love  and  zeal  hath  to  this  error  run, 

'  ris  jealous  love  ;  love  that  hath  never  done. 

Nor  can  enough,  though  juftly  here  controul'd. 

But  fince  it  hath  no  other  fcope  to  go. 
Nor  other  purpofe  but  to  honour  thee ; 
That  thine  may  fliine,  where  all  the  Graces  be  : 
And  that  my  thoughts  (like  fmalleft  ftreams  that 

flow. 
Pay  to  their  fea  their  tributary  fee) 
Do  ftrive,  yet  have  no  means  to  quit  nor  free 
That  mighty  debt  of  infinites  1  owe. 

To  thy  great  worth,  which  time  to  times  enrol. 
Wonder  of  men  I  fole  born  !  foul  of  thy  kind  1 
Complete  in  all — But  heav'nly  was  thy  mind, 
For  wifdom,  goodnefs,  fweetnefs,  faireft  foul ! 
Too  good  to  wifn  ;  too  fair  for  earth  ;  refin'd 
For  heav'ri,  where  all  true  glory  refts  confin'd  : 
And  where  but  there  no  life  without  controul  ? 
O  when  from  this  account,  this  caft-up  fum, 
This  reck'ning  made  the  audit  of  my  woe  '. 
Some  time  of  race  my  fwelUng  pafiions  know ; 
How  work  my  thoughts!  JVIy  fenfe  is  ftricken 

dumb, 

That  would  thee  moj-e  tlian  words  could  ever 

fhew ;  [know. 

Which  all  fall  (hort.     Who  knew  thee   beft  to 

There  lives  no  wit  that  may  thy  prayer  become  : 

And  reft  fair  monuments  of  thy  fair  fame, 
Thoughnot  complete.  Nor  canwereachin  thought, 
What    on   that   goodly  piece    time   would    have 

wrought : 
Had  divers  fo  fpar'd  that  life  (but  life)  to  frame 
The  reft  :  alas  fuch  Jofs  !  the  world  hath  nought 
Can  equal  it— Nor  (O)  more  grievance  brought! 
Yet  what  remains,  muft  ever  crown  thy  name. 

Receive  thefe  hints ;  thefc  obfequies  receive  ; 
(If  any  mark  of  thy  fecret  fpirit  thou  hear) 
Made  only  'hine,and  no  name  elfe  muft  wear. 
I  can  no  more,  dear  foul ;  I  take  my  leave  : 
Myforrowftrivcs  to  mount  th^  higheftfphgre. 
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To  the  Right  Reverend  Father  in  God, 

JAMES     MONTAGUE, 

Lord  BiJJjop  of  Winchejler,  Bean  of  the  Chapel^  and  one  of  his  Majefly\s  mofi 
honourable  Privy  Council. 


AtTiiouGH  you  have,  out  of  your  proper  (lore, 

The  beft  munition  that  may  fortify 

A  noble  heart ;  as  no  man  may  have  more, 

Againft  the  batt'ries  of  mortality  : 

Yet,  rev'rend  lord,  vouchfafe  me  leave  to  bring 

One  weapon  more  unto  your  furnifnment. 

That  you  th'  affaults  of  this  dofe  vanquilhing, 

And  fecret  wafting  ficknefs  may  prevent : 

I'or  that  myfelf  have  ftruggled  with  it  too, 

And  knbv?  the  worft  of  all  that  it  can  do. 

And  let  me  tell  you  this,  you  never  could 

Have  found  a  gentler  warring  enemy. 

And  one  that  with  more  fair  proceeding  would; 

Encounter  you  without  extremity ; 

Nor  give  more  time  to  make  refiftances. 

And  to  repair  your  breaches,  than  will  this. 

For  whereas  other  fickneffes  furprife 
Our  fpir'ts  at  unawares,  difweep'ning  fuddenly 
All  fenfe  of  underftanding  in  fuch  wife. 
As  that  they  lay  us  dead  before  we  die, 
Or  fire  us  out  of  our  enflamed  fort, 
With  raving  frenfies  in  a  fearful  fort : 

This  comes  and  fteals  us  by  degrees  away; 
And  yet  not  that  without  our  privity, 
They  rap  us  hence,  as  vultures  do  their  prey, 
Confounding  us  with  tortures  inftantly. 
This  fairly  kills,  they  foully  murder  us. 
Trip  up  our  heels  before  we  can  difcern. 
This  gives  us  Unie  of  treaty,  to  difcufs 
Our  fuff'ring,  and  the  caufe  thereof  to  learn. 

Befides,  therewith  we  oftentimes  have  truce 
For  many  months ;  fometimes  for  many  years ; 
And  are  permitted  to  enjoy  the  ufe 
Of  ftudy  :  And  although  our  body  wears, 
Our  wit  remains  ;  our  fpeech,  our  memory 
Fail  not,  or  come  before  ourfelves  to  die. 
We  part  together,  and  we  take  our  leave 
Of  friends,  of  kindred  :  we  difpofe  our  flate, 
And  yield  up  fairly  what  we  did  receive, 
And  all  our  bus'nefTes  accommodate. 


So  that  we  cannot  fay  we  were  tJiruft  out, 

But  we  depart  from  hence  in  quiet  furt ; 

The  foe  with  whom  we  have  the  battle  fought. 

Hath  not  fubdued  us,  but  got  our  fort. 

And  this  difeafe  is  held  moft  incident 

To  the  bell:  natures,  and  moft  innocei;t. 

And  therefore,  rev'rend  lord,  there  cannot  be 
A  gentler  pafTage,  than  there  is  hereby 
Unto  that  port,  wherein  we  ftiall  be  free 
From  all  the  ftorftis  of  worldly  mifery. 
And  though  it  fhew  us  daily  in  our  glafs. 
Our  fading  leaf  turn'd  to  a  yellow  hue ; 
And  how  it  withers  as  the  fap  doth  pafs. 
And  what  we  may  expedl  is  to  enfue. 

Yet  that  I  know  difquiets  not  your  mind. 
Who  knows  the  brittle  metal  of  mankind  ; 
And  have  all  comfofts  viitae  can  beget, 
And  moft  the  confcience  of  well  ad:ed  days  : 
Which  all  thofe  monuments  which  you  have  fet 
On  holy  ground,  to  your  perpetual  praife, 
(As  things  befl:  fet)  itiuft  ever  teftify 
And  ftiew  the  worth  of  noble  Montague  ; 
And  fo  long  ais  the  walls  of  piety 
Stand,  fo  long  ftiall  ftand  the  memory  of  you. 
And  Bath  and  Wells,  and  Winchefter  fliall  ftiew 
Their  fair  repairs  to  all  pofterity; 
And  how  much  bleft  and  fortunate  they  were, 
That  ever-gracious  hand  did  plant  you  there. 
Befides  you  have  not  only  built  up  walls, 
But  alfo  (worthier  edifices)  men  ; 
By  whom  you  ftiall  have  the  memorials. 
And  everlafting  honour  of  the  pen. 
That  whenfoever  you  fliall  come  to  make 
Your  exit  from  this  fcene,  wherein  you  have 
Perform'd  fo  noble  parts ;  you  then  ftiall  take 
Your  leave  with  honour,  have  a  glorious  grave 

"  For  when  can  men  go  better  to  their  reft, 

"  Than  when  they  are  eftecm'd   and  loved 
beft?" 
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or     PHILOTAS; 


A    TRAGEDT. 


TO  THE  PRINCE. 


To  you  moil  hopeful  prince,  not  as  you  are, 

But  as  you  may  be,  do  I  give  thefe  lines : 

That  when  your  judgment  ftiall  arrive  fo  far, 

As  t'oerlook  th'  intricate  defigns 

Of  uncontented  man  ;  you  may  behold 

"With  what  encounters  greateft  fortunes  clofe, 

"What  dangers,  what  attempts,  what  manifold 

Incumbrances  ambition  undergoes, 

How  hardly  men  digefl  felicity ; 

How  to  th'  intemperate,  to  tht  prodigal, 

To  wantonnefs,  and  unto  luxury, 

>Iany  things  want,  but  to  ambition  all. 

And  you  fhall  find  the  greateft  enemy 

That  man  can  have,  is  his  profperity. 

Here  Ihall  you  fee  how  men  difguife  their  ends. 
And  plant  bad  courfes  under  pleafing  fliew  s, 
How  wellprefumptions  broken  ways  defends, 
"Which  clear-eyed  judgment  gravely  doth  difclofe. 
Here  fhall  you  fee  how  th'eafy  multitude 
Tranfported,  take  the  party  of  diftrefs; 
And  only  out  of  pafiions  do  conclude, 
I^ot  cut  of  judgment,  of  mens  pradtices ; 
How  pow'rs  are  thought  to  wrong,  that  wrongs 

debar. 
And  kings  not  held  in  danger,  though  they  are. 
^hefe  ancient  reprefentments  of  times  paft 
Tell  us  that  men  have,  do,  and  always  run 
The  felf  fame  line  of  adlion,  and  do  cad; 
Their  courfe  alike,  and  nothing  can  be  done, 
"WTiilft  they,  their  ends,  and  nature  are  the  fame  : 
Jut  will  be  wrought  upon  the  felf  fame  frame. 

This  benefit,  moft  noble  prince,  doth  yield 
The  fnre  records  of  books,  in  which  we  find 
The  tenure  of  our  {late,  how  it  was  held 
By  all  cur  anceflors,  and  in  what  kind 
"We  hold  the  fame,  and  llkevrife  hew  in  the  end 


This  frail  poffeffion  of  felicity, 

Shall  to  our  late  poflerity  defcend 

By  the  fame  patent  of  like  deftiny. 

In  them  vpe  find  that  nothing  can  accrue 

To  man,  and  his  condition  that  is  new. 

Which  images  here  figured  in  this  wife 

T  leave  unto  your  more  mature  furvey, 

Amongft  the  vowes  that  others  facrifice 

Unto  the  hope  of  you,  that  you  one  day 

Will  give  this  grace  to  this  kind  of  harmony. 

For  know,  great  prince,  when  you  fhall  come  t« 

know 
How  that  it  is  the  faireft  ornament 
Of  worthy  times,  to  have  thofe  which  may  fliew 
The  deeds  of  power,  and  lively  reprefent 
The  aclions  of  a  glorious  government. 

And  is  no  leffer  honour  to  a  crown, 
T'  have  writers  then  have  adiors  of  renown. 

And  though  you  have  a  fwannet  of  your  own. 
Within  the  banks  of  Douen  meditates 
Sweet  notes  to  you,  and  unto  your  renown 
The  glory  of  his  mufic  dedicates, 
And  in  a  lofty  tune  is  fet  to  found 
The  deep  reports  of  fallen  tragedies  : 
Yet  may  thiii  laft  of  mc  be  likewife  found 
Amongft  the  vows  that  others  facrifice 
Unto  the  hope  of  you,  that  you  one  day 
Iv!ay  grace  tliis  now  negledled  harmony. 
Which  fet  unto  your  glorious  aiSlions,  may 
Record  the  fame  to  all  pofterity. 

1  hough  I  the  remnant  of  another  time 
/\m  never  like  to  fee  that  happincfs. 
Yet  for  the  zeal  that  T  have  bcrce  to  rliyme 
And  to  the  mufc,  wifti  that  good  fucceis 
'I'o  others  travel,  that  in  better  place. 
And  better  coinlcrtj  ihcy  maj  be  incheer'd 
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'^iTio  fliall  deferve,  atid  who  fhall  have  the  grace 
To  have  a  niufe  held  worthy  to  be  heard.   - 
And  know,  Iweet  priilce,  when  you  (hall  come  to 

know,  '  .  :      . 

That  'tis  not  in  the  pow'r  of  kings  to  raife 
A  fpirit  for  verfc  that  is  not  born  thereto, 
Nor  are  they  born  in  every  princes  days  : 
For  late  Eliza's  reign  gave  birth  to  more 
Then  all  the  kings  of  England  did  before. 

And  it  may  be,  the  genius  of  that  time 
"Would  leave  to  her  the  glory  in  that  kind. 
And  that  the  utmofl  powers  of  Englifli  rhyme 
Should  be  within  her  peaceful  reign  confin'd  ; 
For  Cnce  that  time  our  fongs  could  never  thrive, 
But  lain  as  if  forlorn  ;  though  in  the  prime 
Of  this  new  raifing  feafon,  we  did  ftrive 
To  bring  the  beft  we  could  unto  the  time. 

And  I  although  among  the  latter  train, 
And  lead  of  thofe  that  fung  unto  this  land, 
Have  borne  my  part,  though  in  an  humble  flrain. 
And  pleas'd  the  gentler  that  did  underfland  : 
And  never  had  my  harmlefs  pen  at  all 
Diftaln'd  with  any  loofe  immodefty, 
Nor  ever  noted  to  be  tauch'd  with  gallj 
To  aggravate  the  worfl;  man's  infamy, 
J3ut  (till  have  done  the  faireft  offices 


To  virtue  and  the  time,  yet  nought  ptevails, 

And  all  our  labours  are  without  fuccefs, 

For  either  favour  or  our  virtue  fails. 

And  therefore  fince  I  have  out-liv'd  the  date 

Of  former  grace,  acceptance  and  delight, 

1  would  my  lines  late-born  beyond  the  fate 

Of  her  fpent  line,  had  never  come  to  light 

So  had  1  not  been  tax'd  for  wiibing  well, 

Nor  now  miftaken  by  the  cenfuring  ftage. 

Nor  in  my  fame  and  reputation  fell, 

Which  I  efteem  more  than  what  all  the  age 

Or  th'  earth  can  give.     But  years  hath  done  thiisl 

wrong, 
To  make  me  write  too  much,  and  live  too  long. 

Ana  yet  I  grieve  for  that  unfinifli'd  frame, 
Which  thou  dear  mufe  didfl:  vow  to  facrifice, 
Unto  the  bed  of  peace,  and  in  the  fame. 
Defign  our  happinefs  to  memorife, 
Muft,  as  it  is,  remain,  though  as  it  is  : 
It  (hall  to  after-times  relate  my  zeal 
To  kings  and  unto  right,  to  quietncfs, 
And  to  the  union  of  the  commonweal. 
But  this  may  now  feem  a  fuperfliuous  vow, 
We  have  this  peace  ;  and  thou  haft;  fung  enow. 
And  more  then  will  be  heard,  and  then  as  gootf 
As  not  to  write,  as  not  to  be  underflood. 


6  F    CLEOPATRA, 


A  TRAGEDr. 


To  the  Right, Honourable,  the  Lady  Mary, 
COUNTESS     OF     PEMBROKE, 


J-rO  !  here  the  labour  which  (he  did  impole, , 
Whofe  influence  did  predominate  my  mufe  : 
The  ftar  of  wonder  my  defires  firit  chofc 
To  guide  their  travels  in  the  courfe  I  ufe  : 
She,  whofe  clear  brightnefs  had  the  power  t'  infufe 
Strength  to  my  thoughts,  from  whence  thefe  mo- 
tions came, 
Call'd  up  my  fpirits  from  out  their  low  repofe, 
To  fmg  of  (late,  and  tragic  notes  to  frame. 

I,  who  (contending  with  an  humble  fong) 
Made  mufic  to  myfclf  that  pleas'd  me  beft. 
And  only  told  of  Delia,  and  her  wrong,        [reft  : 
And  prais'd  her  eyes,  and  'plain 'd  mine  own  nn- 


(A  text  from  whence  my  mufe  had  not  digreft) 
Madam,  had  not  thy  well  grac'd  Antony; 
(Who  all  alone,  having  remained  long) 
Requir'd  his  Cleopatra's  company. 

Who  if  (he  here  do  fo  appear  in  a&. 
That  he  can  fcarce  difcern  her  for  his  queen. 
Finding  how  much  (he  of  herfelf  hath  lackt. 
And   mifs'd   that  grace  wherein  (he  fliould   be 

feen. 
Her  worth  obfcur'd,  her  fpirit  embafed  clean. 
Yet  lightning  thou  by  thy  fweet  cheerfulnefs. 
My  dark  defeds,  which  from  her   powers  de* 

trad:, 
He  may  her  guefs  by  fomc  refemblances. 
P  iiij 
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And  I  hereafter  in  another  kind, 
More  fuiting  to  the  nature  of  my  vain. 
May  peradventure  raife  my  humble  mind 
To  other  mufic  in  this  higher  ftrain  ; 
Since  I  perceive  the  world  and  thou  doft  deign 
To  countenance  my  fong,  and  cherifh  me, 
I  muft  fo  work  pofterity  may  find, 
My  love  to  verfe,  my  gratitude  to  thee. 

Now  when  fo  many  pens  (like  fpears)  are  charg'd, 
To  chafe  away  this  tyrant  of  the  north  ; 
Grofsbarbarifm,  whofe  power  grown  far  enlarg'd 
"Was  lately  by  the  valiant  brothers  worth 
rirft  found,  encountred,  and  provoked  forth : 
Whofe  onfet  made-the  reft  audacious, 
Whereby  they  likewife  have  fo  well  difcharg'd 
Upon  that  hideous  beaft  encroaching  thus, 

And  now  muft  I  with  that  poor  ftrength  I  have, 
Refift  fo  foul  a  foe  in  what  I  may  : 
And  arm  againft  oblivion  and  the  grave, 
That  elfe  in  darknefs  carries  all  away, 
And  makes  of  all  an  univerfal  prey  ; 
So  that  if  by  my  pen  procure  I  fliall 
But  to  defend  me,  and  my  name  to  fave, 
Then  though  I  die,  I  cannot  yet  die  all ; 

But  ftill  the  better  part  of  me  will  live. 

And  in  that  part  will  live  thy  reverend  name. 

Although  thyfelf  doft  far  more  glory  give 

Unto  thyfelf,  than  I  can  by  the  fame. 

Who  doft  with  thine  own  hand  a  bulwark  frame 

Againft  thefe  monfters,  (enemies  of  honour) 

Which  evermore  ftiall  fo  defend  thy  fame. 

As  time,  or  they,  Ihall  never  prey  upon  her. 

Thofe   hymns  which    thou    doft   confecrate  to 

heaven. 
Which  Ifrael's  finger  to  his  God  did  frame  : 
Unto  thy  voyage  eternity  hath  given,  [came, 

And  makes  thee  dear  to  him  from  whence  they 
In  them  muft  reft  thy  venerable  name, 
So  long  as  Sion's  God  remaineth  honoured ; 
And  till  confufion  hath  all  zeal  bereaven, 
And  murdered  faith,  and  temples  ruined. 

By  this  (great  lady)  thou  muft  then  be  known. 
When  Wilton  lies  low  levell'd  with  the  ground  : 
And  this  is  that  which  thou  may'ft  call  thine  own, 
Which  facrilegious  time  cannot  confound ; 
6 


Here  thou  furviv'ft  thyfelf,  here  thou  art  founj 
Of  late  fucceeding  ages,  frefh  in  fame  : 
This  monument  cannot  be  overthrown, 
Where,  in  eternal  brafs  remains  thy  name. 

O  that  the  ocean  did  not  bound  our  ftyle 
Within  thefe  ftriA  and  narrow  limits  fo; 
But  that  the  melody  of  our  fweet  ifle. 
Might  now  be  heard  to  Tiber,  Arne,  and  Po  : 
That   they   may   know  how   far  Thames    doth 

outgo 
The  mufic  ef  declined  Italy; 
And  lift'ning  to  our  fongs  another  while. 
Might  learn  of  thee  their  notes  to  purify. 

O  why  may  not  fome  after  coming  hand 

Unlock  thefe  limits,  open  our  confines. 

And  break  afunder  this  imprifoning  band, 

T'  enlarge  our  fpirits,  and  publifti  our  deCgns  } 

Planting  our  rofes  on  the  Apennines  ? 

And  to  teach  Rhyne,  to  Loire,  and  Rhodanus. 

Our  accents,  and  the  wonders  of  our  land. 

That  they  might  all  admire  and  honour  us. 

Whereby  great  Sidney  and  our  Spenfer  might, 
With  thofe  Po  fingers  being  equalled. 
Enchant  the  world  with  fuch  a  fweet  delight, 
That  their  eternal  fongs  (for  ever  read) 
May  fhew  what  great  Eliza's  reign  hath  bred. 
What  mufic  in  the  kingdom  of  her  peace 
Hath  now  been  made  to  her,  and  by  her  might, 
Whereby  her  glorious  fame  ihall  never  ceafe» 

But  if  that  fortune  doth  deny  us  this. 
Then  Neptune,  lock  up  with  th'  ocean's  key 
This  treafure  to  ourfelves,  and  let  them  mifs 
Of  fo  fweet  riches  :  as  unworthy  they 
To  tafte  the  great  delights  that  we  enjo)^ 
And  let  our  harmony  fo  pleafing  grown. 
Content  ourfelves,  whofe  error  ever  is 
Strange  notes  to  like,  and  difefteem  our  own. 

But,  whither  do  my  vows  tranfport  me  now, 
Without  the  compafs  of  my  courfc  enjoin'd? 
Alas !  what  honour  can  a  voice  fo  low 
As  this  of  mine,  exped  hereby  to  find  ? 
But  (madam)  this  doth  animate  my  mind. 
That  yet  I  Ihall  be  read  among  the  reft, 
And  though  I  do  not  to  perfcdion  grow. 
Yet  fomethiiJg  (hall  I  be,  though  not  the  befi;. 
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OF  THE  QUEEN'S  ARCADIA; 


A  PASTORAL  TRAGI-COMEDY. 


TO  THE  QUEEN'S  MOST  EXCELLENT  MAJESTY. 


Xmat  which  their  zeal,  whofe  only  zeal  was 

bent 
To  fhew  the  beft  they  could  that  might  delight 
l^our  royal  mind,  did  lately  reprefent 
Renown'd  emprefs  to  your  princely  fight : 
I»  now  the  off'ring  of  their  humblenefs, 
Htte  confecrated  to  your  glorious  name  ; 
Whofe  happy  prefence  did  vouchfafe  to  blefs 
So  poor  prefentmehts,  and  to  grace  the  fame  : 

And  though  it  be  in  th'  humbleft  rank  of  words, 
And  in  the  loweft  region  of  our  fpeech, 
Ytt  is  it  in  that  kind,  as  beft  accords 
With  rural  paffions,  which  ufe  not  f 6  reach 
Beyond  the  groves,  and  woods  where  they  were 

bred  : 
And  beft  become  a  cloift'ral  exerclfe, 
Where  men  ftiut  out  retir'd,  and  fequeft'red 
J'rom  public  faftiion,  feem  to  fympathife 
With  innocent  and  plain  fimplicity  : 
And  living  here  under  the  awful  hand 
Of  difcipline,  and  ftrivft  obfervancy. 
Learn  but  our  weaknefTes  to  underftand. 
And  therefore  dare  not  enterprife  to  lliew 
In  louder  ftyle  the  hidden  myfteries, 
And  arts  of  thrones,  which  none  that  are  below 
Though  fphere  ofadlion,  and  the  exercife 
Of  power  can  truly  ftew  :  though  men  may  ftrain 
Conceit  above  the  pitch  where  it  ftiould  ftand. 
And  form  more  monftrous  figures  then  contain 
A  poffibility,  and  go  beyond. 
The  nature  of  thole  managements  fo  far, 
As  oft  their  coaimon  decency  they  mar  : 


Whereby  the  populace  (in  whom  fuch  ikiil 

Is  needlefs)  may  be  brought  to  apprehend 

Notions,  that  may  turn  all  to  a  tafie  of  ill 

Whatever  power  {hull  do,  or  might  intend  : 

And  think  all  cunning,  all  proceeding  one, 

And  nothing  fimple,  and  fincerely  done  : 

Yet  the  eye  of  praftice,  looking  down  from  high 

Upon  fuch  over-reaching  vanity, 

Sees  how  from  error  t'  error  it  doth  float, 

As  from  an  unknown  ocean  into  a  gulf :        [goat. 

And  how  though  th'  wolf,  would  counterfeit  the 

Yet  every  chink  bewrayes  him  for  a  wolf. 

And  therefore  in  the  view  of  ftate  t'  have  Ihcw'd 
A  counterfeit  of  ftate  had  been  to  light 
A  candle  to  the  fun,  and  fo  beftow'd 
Our  pains  to  bring  our  dimnefs  unto  light. 
For  majefty,  and  power,  can  nothing  fee 
Without  itfelf,  that  can  fight  worthy  be. 
And  therefore  durft  not  we  but  on  the  ground. 
From  whence  our  humble  argument  hath  birth. 
Ereft  our  fcene,  and  thereon  are  we  found, 
And  if  we  fall,  we  fall  but  on  the  earth,     [bring  ; 
From  whence  we  pluck'd  the  flowers  that  here  we 
Which  if  at  their  lirft  opening  they  did  pleafe, 
It  was  enough,  they  fervc  but  for  a  fpring, 
The  firft  fent  is  the  beft  in  things  as  thefe  ; 
A  mufic  of  this  nature  on  the  ground, 
Is  ever  wont  to  vanifli  with  the  found. 
But  yet  your  royal  goodnefs  may  raife  new 
Grace,  but  the  mufes  they  will  honour  you. 

Cffi  nonfa^  nm  falls. 
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OF   HYMEN'S    TRIUMPH; 


A  PASTORAL  TRAGI-COMEDY. 


TO  THE  QUEEN'S  MOST  EXCELLENT  MAJESTY. 


Here,  was  your  facred  influence  begat 

(Moft  lov'd,  and  moft  refpefted  majefty) 
With  humble  heart,  and  hand,  1  confccrate 

Unto  the  glory  of  your  memory  : 
As  being  a  piece  of  that  folemnity. 
Which  your  magnificence  did  celebrate 

In  hallowing  of  thofe  roofs  (you  rear'd  of  late) 
With  fires  and  cheerful  hofpitality, 
Whereby,  and  by  your  fplendent  worthinefs, 

Your  name  ihall  longer  live  then  Ihall  your 
walls : 
For,  that  fair  ftrudlure  goodnefs  finifhes, 

Bears  off  all  change  of  times,  and  never  falls. 

And  that  is  it  hath  let  you  in  fo  far 

Into  the  heart  of  England  as  you  arc. 
And  worthily,  for  never  yet  was  queen 

That  more  a  people's  love  have  merited 
By  all  good  graces,  and  by  having  been 

The  means  our  ftate  flands  faft  eflabliflied 
And  bleft  by  your  bleft  womb,  who  are  this  day 

The  higheft  born  queen  of  Europe,  and  alone 


Have  brought  this  land  more  bleflings  every  way, 
Than  all  the  daughters  of  ftrange  kings  have 
done. 

For,  we  by  you  no  claims,  no  quarrels  have 
No  fa<ftions,  no  betraying  of  affairs  : 

You  do  not  fpend  our  blood,  nor  ftates,  but  favc  : 
You  ftrength  us  by  alliance,  and  jomt  heirs. 

Not  like  thofe  fatal  marriages  of  France, 

For  whom  this  kingdom  hath  fo  dearly  paid, 

Which  only  our  aiflidlions  did  advance  : 

And  brought  us  far  more  miferies,  then  aid. 
Renowned  Denmark,  that  haft  furniflied 

The  world  with  princes,  how  much  do  we  owe 
To  thee  for  this  great  good  thou  didft  beftow, 

Whereby  Ave  are  both  bleft,  and  honoured  ? 
Thou  didft  not  fo  muck  hurt  us  heretofore. 

But  now  thou  haft  rewarded  us  far  more. 
But  what  do  I  on  this  high  fubjedt  fall 
Here,  in  the  front  of  this  low  paftoral .' 
This  a  more  grave,  and  fpacious  room  requires 
To  fhew  your  glory,  and  my  deep  dcfires. 


PROLOGUE. 


HYMEN'S    TRIUMPH; 


A  PASTORAi  TRAGI-COMEDY. 


HtmEN  ofpofed  ly  AVARICE,  Envy,  and  Jeamust,  tht  dlfiurlers  of  quiet  tnarriagt — Firft  Enters 


HYMEN. 

In  this  difguife  and  paftoral  attire, 

Without  my  faffron  robe,  without  iny  torch. 

Or  other  enfigns  of  my  duty  : 

1,  Hymen,  am  come  hither  fecretly, 

To  make  Arcadia  fee  a  work  of  glory. 

That  (hall  deferve  an  everlafling  ftory. 

Here  fhall  1  bring  you  two  the  moll  entire 
And  conflant  lovers  that  were  ever  feen. 
From  out  the  greatcft  fufF'rings  of  annoy 
That  fortune  could  inflift,  to  their  full  joy, 
Wherein  no  wild,  no  rude,  no  antic  fport. 
But  tender  paflions,  motions  foft,  and  grave, 
The  flill  fpedlators  mud  expedt  to  have. 

For  thefe  are  only  Cynthia's  recreatives 
Made  unto  Phoebus,  and  arc  feminine ; 
And  therefore  mufl  be  gentle  like  to  her, 
Whofe  fweet  affedtions  wildly  move  and  ftir. 

And  here,  with  this  white  wand,  will  1  effeA 
As  much,  as  with  my  flaming  torch  of  love : 
And  with  the  power  thereof,  afFeftions  move 
In  thefe  fair  nymphs,  and  fliepherds  round  about. 

ENVY. 

Stay,  Hymen,  flay  ;  you  fhall  not  have  the  day 
Of  this  great  glory,  as  you  make  account : 
We  will  herein,  as  we  were  ever  wont, 
Oppofe  you  in  the  matches  you  adrefs, 
And  undermine  them  with  difturbances. 

HYMEN. 

Now,  do  thy  worft,  bafe  Envy,  thou  canfl  do  ; 
Thou  Ihalt  not  c^ifappoint  my  purpofes. 

AVARICE. 

Then  will  I,  Hymen,  in  defpite  of  thee, 
i  will  make  parents  crofs  defires  of  love, 


With  thofe  rcfpe^s  of  wealth,  as  fiiall  diffolve 
The  ftrongeft  knots  of  kindeft  faithfulncfs. 

HYMEN. 

Hence  greedy  Avarice,  I  know  thou  art 
A  hag,  that  doft  bewitch  the  minds  of  men  : 
Yet  fliall  thou  have  no  at  all  herein. 
Jealousy. 

Then  will  T,  Hymen,  do  thou  what  thou  canfii 
I  will  fleal  clofely  into  linked  hearts ; 
And  Ihake  their  veins  with  cold  diftruflfulnefs  ; 
And  ever  keep  them  waking  in  their  fears. 
With  fpirits,  which  their  imagination  rears. 
hymen. 

Difquiet  Jealoufy,  vile  fury,  thou, 
Thou  art  the  ugly  monfter  of  the  mind, 
Avant,  be  gone,  thou  ftialt  haye  nought  to  do 
In  this  fair  work  of  ours,  nor  evermore 
Canft  enter  there,  where  honour  keeps  the  door. 

And  therefore,  hideous  furies,  get  you  hence. 
This  place  is  facred  to  integrity, 
And  clean  defires :  your  fight  moft  lothfome  is 
Unto  fo  well  difpos'd  a  company. 
Therefore  be  gone,  I  charge  you  by  my  power, 
We  mull  have  nothing  in  Arcadia  four. 

ENVY. 

Hymen,  thou  canfl  not  chafe  ns  fo  away ; 
For,  look  how  long  as  thou  mak'ft  marriages. 
So  long  will  we  produce  incumbrances. 
And  we  will  in  the  fame  difguife,  as  thou. 
Mix  us  among  the  fhepherds,  that  we  may 
LlTeft  our  woik  the  better,  being  iunknovvn; 
For  ills  fliew  oth<;r  faces  then  their  own. 


ULTSSES  AND  THE  SIREN. 


Come  worthy  Greek,  Ulyffes,  come,' 
Poffefs  thefe  fliores  with  me, 
The  winds  and  feas  are  troublefome; 
And  here  we  may  be  free. 

Here  may  we  fit  and  view  their  toi! 
That  travel  in  the  dcdp, 
And  joy  the  day  in  mirth  the  while, 
And  ifpend  the  night  in  lleep. 

VLTSSES. 

Fair  nymph,  if  fame  or  honour  were 
To  be  attain'd  with  cafe, 
Then  would  I  come  and  reft  with  thee,- 
And  leave  fuch  toils  as  thefe. 

But  here  it  dwells,  and  here  muft  I 
With  danger  fcek  it  forth, 
To  fpend  the  time  luxurioufly, 
Becomes  not  men  of  worth. 

SIREN. 

Ulyffes,  O  be  not  dcceiv'd 
With  that  unreal  name. 
This  honour  is  a  thing  conceiv'd. 
And  refts  on  others  fame. 

Begotten  only  to  moleft 
Our  peace,  and  to  beguile 
(The  beft  thing  of  our  life)  our  reft. 
And  give  us  up  to  toil. 

ULYSSES. 

Delicious  nymph,  fuppofe  there  were 
Nor  honour  nor  report. 
Yet  manlinefs  would  fcorn  to  wear 
The  time  in  idle  fport ; 

For  toil  doth  give  a  better  touch, 
To  make  us  feel  our  joy. 
And  eafe  finds  tedioufnefs  as  much 
As  labour  yields  annoy. 

SIREN. 

Then  pleafure  likewife  fcems  the  ftiore, 
Whereto  tends  all  yoyr  toil. 
Which  you  forego  to  make  it  more, 
And  perjfti  oft  the  while. 


Who  may  difport  them  diverfelyj 
Find  never  tedious  day. 
And  eafe  may  have  variety, 
As  well  as  adion  may. 

UtYSSES. 

But  natures  of  the  nobleft  frame 
Thefe  toils  and  dangers  pleafe. 
And  they  take  comfort  in  the  fame. 
As  much  as  you  in  eafe  ; 

And  with  the  thought  of  anions  paft. 
Are  recreated  ftill :  , 

When  pleafure  leaves  a  touch  at  laft. 
To  Ihew  that  it  was  ilf. 

SIREN, 

That  doth  opinion  only  caiife, 
That's  out  of  cuftom  bred, 
Which  makes  us  many  other  laws. 
Than  ever  nature  did. 

No  widows  wail  for  our  delights. 
Our  fports  are  witliout  blood. 
The  world  we  fee  by  warlike  wights 
Receives  more  hurt  than  good. 

ULYSSES, 

But  yet  the  ftate  of  things  require 
Thefe  motions  of  unreft  : 
And  thefe  great  fpirits  of  high  delire 
Seeiri  born  to  turn  them  beft. 

To  purge  the  mifchiefs  that  encreafe. 
And  all  good  order  mar, 
For  oft  we  fee  a  wicked  peace. 
To  be  well  chang'd  for  »var, 

SIREN. 

Well,  well,  Ulyffus,  then  I  fee, 
I  ftiall  not  have  thee  here  : 
And  therefore  I  will  come  to  thee, 
And  take  my  fortune  there, 

1  muft  be  won  that  cannot  wirij, 
Yet  loft  were  i  not  won. 
For  beauty  hath  created  been 
T'  undo,  or be undone. 
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Out  from  the  horror  of  infernal  deeps, 

My  poor  afni(2:ed  ghofl  comes  here  to  plain  it, 

Attended  with  my  fhame  that  never  fleeps, 

The   fpot   wherewith  my   kind   and   youth  did 

flain  it, 
My  body  found  a  grave  where  to  contain  it : 
A  flieet  could  hide  my  face,  but  not  my  fin, 
For  fame  finds  never  tomb  t'  enclofe  it  in. 

'And  which  is  worfe,  my  foul  is  now  denied, 
Her  tranfport  to  the  fweet  Elyfian  reft. 
The  joyful  blifs  for  ghofts  repurified. 
The  ever-fpringing  gardens  of  the  bleft  : 
Charon  denies  me  waftage  with  the  reft. 
And  fays  my  foisl  can  never  pafs  the  river. 
Till  lovers  fighs  on  earth  Ihall  it  deliver. 

So  fliall  I  never  pafs ;  for  how  (hould  I 
Procure  this  facrifice  amo'igft  the  living  ? 
Time  hath  long  fince  worn  out  the  memory 
I  Both  of  my  life,  and  lives  unjuft  depriving, 
[oorrow  for  me  is  dead  for  aye  revivincr. 

Rofamond  hath  little  left  her  bi^t  her  name, 
And  that  difgrac'd,  for  time  hath  wrong'd  the 
fame. 

[No  mufe  fuggefts  the  pity  of  my  cafe, 
[Each  pen  doth  overpafs  my  juft  complaint, 
[Whilft  others  are  prefer'd,  though  far  more  bafe  ; 
[Shore's  wife  is  grac'd,  and  paffes  for  a  faint ; 
Her  legend  juftifics  her  foul  attaint. 
I     Her  well  told  tale  did  fuch  companion  find, 
[    That  i'aQ  is  pafs'd,  and  I  am  left  behind. 
! 

iWhich  feen  with  grief,  my  miferable  ghoft, 
l(  Whilom  invefted  in  fo  fair  a  vail, 
[Which,  whilft  it  lov'd,  was  honoured  of  the  moft, 
And  being  dead,  gives  matter  to  bewail) 
Comes  to  folicit  thee,  (whilft  others  fail) 
[    To  take  this  talk,  and  in  thy  woful  fong 
To  form  my  cafe  and  regifter  my  wrong. 

Although  1  know  thy  juft  lamenting  mufe, 
Toil'd  in  th'  affeiftion  of  thine  own  diftrefs. 
In  others  cares  hath  little  time  to  ufe, 
And  therefore  may'ft  efteem  of  mine  the  lefs  : 
i^et  as  thy  hopes  attend  happy  ledrefs. 
Their  joys  depending  on  a  woman's  grace, 
So  move  thy  mind  3  woful  woman's  cafe. 


Deli?  may  hap  to  deign  to  read  our  ftory, 
And  offer  up  her  fighs  among  the  reft, 
Whofe  merit  would  fufficc  for  both  our  glory. 
Whereby  thou  might'ft  be  grac'd,  and  I  be  bleft  ; 
That  indulgence  would  profit  me  the  beft. 

Such  power  fhe  hath  by  whom  thy  youth  is  led, 
To  joy  the  living,  and  to  blefs  the  dead. 

So  I  (through  beauty)  made  the  wofuU'ft  wight, 
By  beauty  might  have  comfort  after  death  : 
That  dying  faireft,  by  the  faireft  might 
Find  life  above  on  earth,  and  reft  beneath. 
She  that  can  blefs  us  with  one  happy  breath. 
Give  comfort  to  thy  mufe  to  do  her  beft. 
That  thereby  thoii  may'ft  joy,  and  I  might  reft. 

Thus  faid  :  forthwith  mov'd  with  a  tender  care, 
And  pity  (which  myfelf  could  never  find,) 
What  file  defir'd,  my  mufe  deign'd  to  declare. 
And  therefore  will'd  her  boldly  tell  her  mind. 
And  i  (more  willing)  took  this  charge  afDgn'd, 

Becaufe  her  griefs  were  worthy  to  be  known. 

And  telling  hers,  might  h&p  forget  mine  own. 

Then  write  (quoth  fhe)  the  ruin  of  my  youth. 
Report  the  downfal  of  my  flipp'ry  ftate, 
Of  all  my  life  reveal  the'fimple  truth. 
To  teach  to  others  what  I  learnt  too  late. 
Exemplify  my  frailty,  tell  how  fate 

Keeps  in  eternal  dark  our  fortunes  hidden. 
And  e'er   they  come  to  know  them  'tis  for- 
bidden. 

For  whilft  the  funftiine  of  my  fortune  lafted, 
1  joy'd  the  happieft  warmth,  the  fweeteft  heat 
That  ever  yet  imperious  beauty  tafted. 
1  had  what  glory  ever  flelh  could  get : 
But  this  fair  morning  had  a  fhameful  fet. 

Difgrace  dark'd  honour,  fin  did  cloud  my  brow». 

As  note  the  fequcl,  and  I'll  tell  thee  how. 

The  blood  I  ftain'd,  was  good  and  of  the  beft. 
My  birth  had  honour,  and  my  beauty  fame  : 
Nature  and  fortune  join'd  to  make  me  bleft. 
Had  I  had  grace  t'  have  known  to  ufe  the  fame. 
My  education  ftiew'd  from  whence  I  came, 
And  all  concurr'd  to  make  me  happy  firft. 
That  fo  great  hope  might  make  me  more  ac- 
curft, 
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Happy  liv'd  I  whilft  parents  eye  did  guide 
The  indifcretion  of  my  feeble  ways, 
And  country-home  kept  me  from  being  eidc, 
Where,  beft  unknown,  I  fpent  my  fweeteft  days; 
Till  that  my  friends  mine  honour  fought  to  raifc 
To  higher  place,  which  greater  credit  yields, 
Deeming  fuch  beauty  was  unfit  for  fields. 

from  country  then  to  court  I  was  prefer'd 
From  calm  to  ftorms,  from  fhorc  into  the  deeps  : 
There,  where   I  perifh'd,  where  my  youth  firft 

err'd, 
There,  where  I  loft  the  flower,  which  honour  keeps, 
There,  where  the  worfer  thrives,  the  better  weeps; 
Ah  me  '.  (poor  wench)  on  this  unhappy  flielf, 
I  grounded  me  and  caft  away  myfelf. 

There,  where  as  frail  and  tender  beauty  ftands. 
With  all  affaulting  powers  environed  ; 
Paving  but  prayers  and  weak  feeble  hands 
^o  hold  their  honour's  fort  unvanquiflied ; 
There,  where  to  ftand,andbe  unconquered, 
Is  to  b'  above  the  nature  of  our  kind, 
That  cannot  long  for  pity  be  unkind. 

Tor  thither  cppa'd,  when  years  had  arm'd  my 

youth, 
With  rareft  proof  of  beauty  ever  feen  : 
When  my  reviving  eye  had  learnt  the  truth. 
That  it  had  pow'r  to  make  the  winter  green. 
And  flow'r  affeAions  whereas  none  had  been  ; 
Soon  could  I  teach  my  brow  to  tyrannife. 
And  make  the  world  do  homage  to  mine  eyes. 

For  age  I  faw  (though  years  with  cold  conceit, 
Cono-eal'd  their  thoughts  againft  a  warm  defire,) 
Yet  figh  their  want,  and  look  at  fuch  a  bait ; 
1  faw  how  youth  was  wax  before  the  fire  ; 
1  faw  by  Health,  1  framed  my  look  a  lyre. 

Yet  well  perceiv'd,  how  fortune  made  me  then 
The  envy  of  my  fex,  and  wonder  unto  men. 

Look  how  a  comet  at  the  firft  appearing, 
Draws  all  men's  eyes  with  wonder  to  behold  It ; 
Or  as  the  faddeft  tale  at  fudden  hearing. 
Makes  filent  lift'ning  unto  him  that  told  it. 
So  did  my  fpeech  when  rubies  did  unfold  it; 

So  did  the  blazing  of  my  blufh  appear,      [dear. 

T'  amaze  the  world,  that  holds  fuch  fights  fo 

Ah  beauty,  Cren,  fair  Inchanting  good  '. 
Sweet  filent  rhetoric  of  perfuading  eyes  : 
Dumb  eloquence,  whole  pow'r  doth  move  the  blood 
More  than  the  words  or  wifdom  of  the  wife ; 
iitill  harmony,  whofe  diapafon  lies 

Within  a  brow,  the  key  which  paffions  move, 
To  ravifh  fcnfe,  and  play  a  world  in  love. 

What  might  I  not  then  do  whofe  pow'r  was  fuch  ? 
J  What  cannot  women  do  that  know  their  pow'r  ? 
'■   What  women  knows  it  not  (I  fear  too  much) 
How  blifs  or  bale  lies  in  their  laugh  or  low'r, 
Whilft  they  enjoy  their  happy  blooming  flovv'r, 
Whilft  nature  decks  them  in  their  beft  attires 
Of  youth  and  beauty,  which  the  world  admires. 


Such  one  was  T,  my  beauty  was  mine  own,  | 
No  borrow'd  blufti  which  bank-rot  beauties  feek;i 
That  new-found  ftiame,  a  fin  to  us  unknown, 

Th'  adulterate  beauty  of  a  falfed  cheek  :  j 

Vile  ftain  to  honour,  and  to  women  eke,  ; 

Seeing  that  time  our  fading  muft  deteA,  I 

Thus  with  defedt  to  cover  our  defe<fl.  , 

Impiety  of  times,  chaftity's  abettor,  ] 

I'alfehood,  wherein  thyfelf  thyfelf  denieft  :  i 

Treafon  to  counterfeit  the  fcale  of  nature. 
The  ftamp  of  Heav'n,  imprefled  by  the  Higheft.    ■ 
Difgrace  unto  the  world,  to  whom  thou  lieft. 
Idol  unto  thyfelf,  fhame  to  the  wife, 
And  all  that  honour  thee  idolatrife.  j 

Far  was  that  fin  from  us  whofe  age  was  pure. 
When  fimple  beauty  was  accounted  beft. 
The  time  when  women  had  no  other  lure 
But  modefty,  pure  cheeks,  a  virtuous  breaft  ; 
This  was  the  pomp  wherewith  my  youth  was  bleft. 

Thefe  were  the  weapons  which  pnine  honouc 
won. 

In  all  the  conflldls  which  mine  eyes  begun. 

Which  were  not  fmall,  I  wrought  on  no  mean  ob- 

jetft, 
A  crown  was  at  my  feet,  fceptres  obey'd  me,  \]e& 
Whom  fortune  made  my  king,  love  made  my  fub- 
Who  did  command  the  land,  moft  humbly  pray'i 

me, 
Henry  the  Second,  that  fo  highly  weigh'd  me. 
Found  well  (by  proof)  the  privilege  of  beauty, 
That  it  had  pow'r  to  countermand  all  duty.    . 

For  after  all  his  vidtories  in  France, 
And  all  the  triumphs  of  his  honour  won  : 
Unmatch'd  by  fword,  was  vanquifh'd  by  a  glance 
And  hotter  wars  within  his  breaft  begun. 
Wars,  whom  whole  legions  of  defires  drew  on  : 
Againft  all  which,  my  chaftity  contends 
With  force  of  honour,  which  my  fhame  defends 

No  armour  might  be  found  that  could  defend, 
Tranfpiercing  rays  of  chryftal-pointed  eyes: 
No  ftratagem,  do  reafon  could  amend, 
No  not  his  age  ;  (yet  old  men  would  be  wife) 
But  {hews  deceive,  outward  appearance  lies. 
Let  none  for  feeniing  fo,  think  faints  of  other?, 
For  all  are  men,  and  all  have  fuck'dtheir  mothers 

Who  would  have  thought  a  monarch  would  havi 
ever  ' 

Obey'd  his  hand-maid  of  fo  mean  eftate  ; 
"Vulture  ambition  feeding  on  his  livec. 
Age  having  worn  his  pleafures  out  of  date, 
Bat  hap  comes  never,  or  it  comes  too  late. 
For  fuch  a  dainty  which  his  youth  found  not, 
Unto  his  feeble  age  did  chance  allot. 

Ah,  fortune  !   never  abfolutely  good. 

For  that  fome  crofs  ftill  countei-checks  our  luck; 

As  here  behold  th'  incompatible  blood. 

Of  age  and  youth  was  that  whereon  we  ftuck  : 

Whofe  lothirg,  v/e  from  nature's  brealls  do  fuck> 
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As  oppofite  to  what  our  blood  requires, 
For  equal  age  doth  equal  like  defues. 

But  mighty  men,  in  higheft  honour  fiting, 
Nought  but  applaufe  and  pleafure^can  behold  : 
Sooth'd  in  their  liking,  carelefs  what  is  fitting, 
May  not  be  fufFer'doncc  to  think  they're  old  : 
Not  trulting  what  they  fee,  but  what  is  told. 
Miferable  fortune  to  fi^rget  fo  far 
The  ftate  of  flefti,  and  what  our  frailties  arc. 

Yet  muft  I  needs  excufe  fo  gre.at  defeft 
For  drinking  of  the  Lethe  of  mine  eyes, 
H'  is  forc'd  forget  himfclf,  and  all  rcfpedl 
Of  majefty,  whereon  his  ftate  relies : 
And  now  of  loves  and  pleafures  muft  devife. 
For  thus  reviv'd  again,  he  ferves  and  fu'th. 
And  feeks  all  means  to  undermine  my  youth. 

Which  never  by  affault  he  could  recover, 

So  well  cncamp'din  ftrength  of  chafte  defires  : 

My  clean-arm'd   thoughts  repell'd  an  unchafte 

lover. 
The  crown  that  could  command  what  it  requires, 
I  leffer  priz'd  then  chaftities  attires. 
.  Th'  unftain'd  vail,  which  innocents  adorns, 
Th'  ungather'd  rofe,  defended  with  the  thorns. 

And  fafe  mine  honour  ftood,  till  that  in  truth, 
One  of  my  fex,  of  place  and  nature  bad, 
"Wasfet  in  ambulh  to  entrap  my  youth. 
One  in  the  habit  of  like  frailty  clad, 
One  who  the  liv'ry  of  like  weaknefs  had. 
'    A  feeming  matron,  yet  a  fintul  monftcr. 
As  by  her  words  the  challer  fort  may  confter. 

She  fet  upon  me  with  the  fmootheft  fpeech 
That  court  and  age  could  cunningly  devife  : 
Th'  one  authentic,  made  her  fit  to  teach. 
The  other  learn'd  her  how  to  fubtilife. 
Both  were  enough  to  circumvent  the  wife. 
A  document  that  well  might  teach  the  fage. 
That  there's  no  truft  in  youth,  nor  hope  in  age. 

Daughter  (faid  Ihe)  behold  thy  happy  chance. 
That  haft  the  lot  caft  down  into  thy  lap, 
Whereby  thou  may'ft  thy  honour  great  advance, 
Whilft  thou  (unhappy)  wilt  not  fee  thy  hap  : 
Such  fond  refpcA  thy  youth  doth  fo  inwarp. 
T'  oppofethyfelt  againft  thine  own  good  fortune. 
That  points  thee  out,  and  feems  thee  to  impor- 
tune. 

Doft  thou  not  fee  how  that  thy  king  (thy  love) 
Lightens  forth  glory  on  thy  dark  eftate  : 
And  (how'rs  down  gold  and  treafure  from  above, 
Whilft  thou  doft  Ihut  thy  lap  againft  thy  fate  ? 
Fie  fondling,  fie,  thou  wilt  repent  too  late 
The  error  of  thy  youth;  thou  can'ft  not  fee 
AVhat  is  the  fortune  that  doth  follow  thee. 

Thou  muft  not  thinTc  thy  flow'r  can  always  flou- 

rifti, 
And  tliat  thy  beauty  will  be  ftill  admired ;    [rifh, 
put  that  thofe  rays  which  all  thefe  flames  do  nou- 


Cancell'd  with  time,  will  have  their  date  expired. 
And  men  will  fcorn  what  now  is  fo  defired. 
Out  frailties  doom  is  v/ritten  in  the  flowers. 
Which  fiourilh  now,  and  fade  e're  many  hour«» 

Read  in  my  face  the  ruins  of  my  youth, 
The  wrick  of  years  upon  my  aged  brow; 
1  have  been  fair  (I  muft  confels  the  truth) 
And  ftood  upon  as  nice  refpedls  as  thou  ; 
I  loll  my  time,  and  I  repent  it  now.  v^ 

But  were  I  to  begin  my  youth  again, 
I  would  redeem  the  time  I  fpent  in  vain. 

But  thou  haft  years  and  privilege  to  ufe  them. 
Thy  privilege  doth  bear  beauty's  great  fcale  ; 
Befidcs,  the  law  of  nature  doth  excufe  them. 
To  whom  thy  youth  may  have  a  juft  appeal. 
Efieem  not  fame  more  than  thou  doft  thy  weal. 

Fame  (whereof  the  world  feems  to  make  fueU 
choice) 

Is  but  an  echo,  and  an  idle  voice. 

Tlien  why  fliould  this  refpedl  of  honour  bound  us. 

In  th'  imaginary  lifts  of  reputation  ? 

Titles  which  cold  feverity  hath  found  us, 

Breath  of  the  vulgar,  foe  to  recreation  : 

Melancholy's  opinion,  cuilom's  relation  ;  [fair, 
Pleafure's  plague,  beauty's  fcourge,  hell  to  the 
To  leave  the  fweet  for  caftles  in  the  air. 

Pleafure  is  felt,  opinion  but  c®nceiv*d. 
Honour,  a  thing  without  us,  not  our  own ; 
Whereof  we  fee  how  many  are  bereav'd. 
Which  ftiould  have  reap'd  the  glory  they  hadfown: 
And  many  have  it,  yet  unworthy,  known. 
So  breathes  this  blaft,  this  many-headed  beaft. 
Whereof  the  wifeft  have  efteemed  leaft. 

The  fubtle  city-won:^en,  better  learned, 
Efteem  them  chafte  enough  that  beft  feem  fo  : 
Who  though  they  fport,  it  ftiall  not  be  decerned. 
Their  face  bewrays  not  what  their  bodies  do ; 
'Tis  wary  v/alkiug  that  doth  fafelieft  go. 
With  (hew  of  virtue,  as  the  cunning  knows. 
Babes  are  beguil'd  with  fweets,  and  men  with 
fliews. 

Then  ufe  thy  talent,  youth  ftiall  be  thy  warrant. 
And  let  not  honour  from  thy  fports  detra(5t : 
Thou  muft  not  fondly  think  thyfelf  tranfparent. 
Than  thofe  who  fee  thy  face  can  judge  thy  faft. 
Let  her  have  fliame  that  cannot  clofely  ad. 
And  feem  the  chafte,  which  is  the  chiefeft  art, 
For  whatwefeemeachfee,  none  knows  our  heart. 

What,  doft  thou  ftand  on  this,  that  he  is  old  i 
Thy  beauty  hath  the  more  to  work  upon. 
Thy  pleafure's  want  Ihall  be  fuppy'd  with  gold. 
Cold  age  coats  moft  when  heat  of  youth  is  gone  : 
Enticing  words  prevail  with  fuch  a  one. 
Alluring  ftiews  moft  deep  impreffion  ftrikes, 
For  age  is  prone  to  credit  what  it  likes. 

Here  interrupt,  fne  leaves  me  in  a  doubt. 
When  lo  began  the  combat  in  my  blood. 
Seeing  my  youth  environ 'd  round  about. 
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TJic  ground  untcrtain  where  my  reafons  ftood  ; 

Small  my  defence  to  make  my  party  good, 

Againft  fuch  powers  which  were  lb  furely  laid, 
To  overthrow  a  poor  unfkilful  maid. 

Treafon  was  in  my  bones,  myfelf  confpiring, 
To  fell  myfelf  to  luft,  my  foul  to  fin  : 
Pure-blufliing  fhame  was  even  in  retiring, 
Leaving  the  facrcd  hold  it  glory 'd  in.' 
Honour  lay  proftrate  for  my  £efh  to  win. 

When  cleaner  thoughts  my  weakuefs'gan  upbray 
Againft  myfeir,  and  (Uame  did  force  me  fay  ; 

Ah,  Rofamond  '.  what  doth  thy  flefh  prepare  ? 

DeftrudioH  to  thy  days,  death  to  thy  fame  ; 

Wilt  thou  betray  that  honour  held  with  care, 

T'  entomb  with  black  reproach  a  fpotted  name  ? 

Leaving  thy  blufli  the  colours  of  thy  fliame  i 
Opening  thy  feet  to  fin,  thy  foul  to  luft, 
Gracelefs  to  lay  thy  glory  in  the  duft? 

Nay  firft  let  th'  earth  gape  wide  to  fwallow  thee, 
And  fhut  thee  up  in  bofom  with  her  dead. 
E'er  ferpent  tempt  thee  tafte  forbidden  tree, 
Or  feel  the  warmth  of  an  unlawful  bed  ; 
Suff 'ring  thyfelf  by  luft  to  be  mifled  ; 
So  todifgrace  thyfelf  and  grieve  thine  heiro, 
ThatClifFord's  racefhouldfcorn  thee  one  of  their's. 

Never  wi(h  longer  to  enjoy  the  aJr, 
Then  that  thou  breath'ft  the  breath  of  chaftity  : 
Longer  than  thou  preferv'ft  thy  foul  as  fair 
As  is  thy  face,  free  from  impurity. 
Thy  face,  that  makes  th'  admir'd  in  every  eye, 
Where  nature's  care  fuch  rarities  inroU, 
Which  us'd  amifs  may  ferve  to  damn  thy  foul. 

But  what?  he  is  my  king,  and  may  conftrain  me, 
Whether  T  yield  or  not,  I  live  defamed. 
The  world  will  think  authority  did  gain  me, 
I  (hall  be  judg'd  his  love,  and  fo  be  fhamed. 
We  fee  the  fair  condem'd,  that  never  gamed. 
And  if  I  yield,  'tis  honourable  fliame, 
If  not,  I  live  difgrac'd,  yet  thought  the  fame. 

What  way  is  left  thee  then,  (unhappy  maid) 
Whereby  thy  fpotlefs  foot  may  wander  out 
This  dreadful  danger,  which  thou  fecft  is  laid, 
Wherein  thy  fhame  doth  compafs  thee  about  ? 
Tlry  fimple  years  cannot  refolve  this  doubt. 
Thy  youth  can  never  guide  thy  foot  fo  even. 
But  (in  defpitc)  fome  fcandal  will  be  given. 

Thus  ftood  I  balanc'd  equally  precife. 
Till  my  frail  flefh  did  weigh  me  down  to  fm  ; 
Till  world  and  pleafure  made  me  partialife, 
And  glittering  pomp  my  vanity  did  win. 
When  to  excufe  my  fault  my  lufts  begin. 

And  impious  thoughtsalleg'd  this  wanton  claufe, 
That  though  I  finn'd,  my  fin  had  honeft  caufe. 

So  well  the  golden  balls  caft  down  before  me. 
Could  entertain  my  courfe,  hinder  my  way  : 
Whereat  my  wretchlefs  youth  ftooping  to  ftore  me. 
Loft  me  the  goal,  the  glory,  and  the  day. 
Pleafure  hadfet  my  weH-fchool'd  thoughts  to  play, 


And  bade  me  ufe  the  virtue  of  mine  eyes. 
For  fweetly  it  fits  the  fair  to  wantonife. 

Thus  wrought  to  fin,  foon  was  I  train'd  from  court, 
T'  a  folitary  grange,  there  to  attend 
The  time  the  king  fhould  thither  make  rcfort. 
Where  he  love's  long-defired  work  ftiould  end. 
Thither  he  daily  meffages  doth  fend. 
With  coftly  jewels,  (orators  of  love,) 
Which  (ah,  too  w£ll  men  know)  do  women 
move. 

The  day  before  il\fi  night  of  my  defeature. 
He  greets  me  with  a  calket  richly  wrought  ; 
ijo  rare,  that  art  did  feem  to  ftrive  with  nature, 
T'  expreis  the  cunning  workman'scurious  thought, 
The  myftery  whereof  1  prying  fought, 
And  found  engraven  on  the  lid  above, 
Amymone,  how  flie  with  Neptune  ftrove. 

Amymone,  old  Danaus'  faireft  daughter. 
As  flie  was  fetching  water  all  alone  [her. 

At  Lerna  :  whereas   Neptune   came    and  caught 
From  whom  (he  ftriv'd  and  ftruggled  to  be  gone. 
Bathing  the  air  with  cries  and  piteous  moan ; 
But  all  in  vain,  with  him  (he's  forc'd  to  go, 
'Tis  fhame  that  men  fhould  ufe  poor  maidens  fo. 

Ther^  might  I  fee  defcribed  how  fhe  lay, 
At  thofe  proud  feet,  not  fatisfy'd  with  prayer  : 
Wailing  her  beauty-hap,  curfjng  the  day. 
In  a<Sl  fo  piteous  to  cxprefs  defpair.  [f'*'''? 

And  by  how  much  more  griev'd,  fo  much  more 
Her  tears  upon  her  cheeks  (poor  careful  girl,) 
Did  feem  againft  the  fun  chryftal  and  pearl : 

Whofe  pure  clear  ftreams  (which  lo  fo  fair  ap- 

pears) 
Wrought  hotter  flames  (O  miracle  of  love  !) 
That  kindles  fire  in  water,  heat  in  tears. 
And  makes  negledled  beauty  mightier  prove. 
Teaching  afflifted  eyes  affedts  to  move; 
To  fliew  that  nothing  ill  becomes  the  fair. 
But  cruelty,  which  yields  unto  no  prayer- 

This  having   view'd,  and   therewith   fomething 
moved, 

Figured  I  find  within  the  other  fquares, 

Transformed  lo,  Jove's  dearly  loved, 

In  her  affliction  how  i\\e  ftrangely  fares. 

Strangely  diftreffed  (O  beauty  borne  to  cares) 
Turn'd  to  a  heifer,  kept  with  jealous  eyes. 
Always  in  danger  of  her  hateful  fpies. 

Thefe  prefidents  prefented  to  my  view. 
Wherein  the  prcfage  of  my  fall  was  fliewn. 
Might  have  forewarn'd  me  well  what  would  enfue,j 
And  others  harms  have  made  me  fliun  mine  own.j 
But  fate  is  not  prevented,  though  foreknown. 
For  that  mufl  hap,  decreed  by  heavenly  pow'rjJ 
Who  work  our  fall,  yet  make  the  fault  £Ull  ours.] 

Witnefs  the  world,  wherein  is  nothing  rifcr, 
Than  miferies  unken'd  before  they  come  : 
Who  can  the  charaders  of  chance  dccypht? 
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Written  in  cloud=  of  our  corxealecl  dome. 

Which  thougfh  perhaps,have  been  reveal'd  to  fome, 

Yet  that  fo  douiniul  (as  fiiccefg  did  prove  them) 

That  mnfl  know  they  have  the  heav'ns  above 
them. 


I  faw  the  fin  vv-hereln  my  foot  was  en'tring, 
I  favy  how  that  difhonour  did  attend  i:  ; 
1  faw  the  fliame  whereon  my  flefli  wa^  vent'ring, 
Yet  had  I  not  the  power  for  to  defend  it 
So  weak  is  fenfe,  when  error  hath  condemn'd  it. 
We  fee  what's  good,  and  thereto  we  confent, 
But  yet  we  choofe  the  worft,  and  foon  repent. 

And  now  I  come  to  tell  the  woffl;  of  ilinefs, 
Now  draws  the  date  of  mine  aiHidlion  near. 
Mow  when  the  dark  had  wrapt  up  al!  in  ftiLnefs, 
Ai'd  dreadful  black  had  difpoffefsM  the  clear, 
Com'd  was  the  night  '  mother  o!  fl.ep  and  fear) 
Who  with  her  fable  mantle  friendly  covers 
The  fweet-ftol'ii  fport  of  joyful  meeting  lovers. 

When  lo,  I  joy'd  my  lorer,  not  my  love, 
•Aud  felt  the  hand  of  lull  mod  undefir'd  : 
Enforc'd  th'  unproved  bitter  fwiet  to  prove, 
Which  yields  no  natural  pleafure  when  'tis  hir'd. 
Ijove's  not  conftrain'd,  nor  yet  of  due  requir'd. 
Judge  they  who  are  unfortunately  v/cd. 
What  'tis  to  come  unto  lothed  bed. 

But  foon  his  agereceiv'd  his  fliort  contenting. 
And  lleep  feal'd  up  his  languifning  defires  : 
When  he  tu'ns  to  his  reft,  I  to  repenting, 
Into  myfelf  my  waking  thought  retires  : 
My  nakednefs  had  prcv'd  my  fenfes  liars. 

Now  op'ned  were  mine  eyes  to  look  therein. 
For  fi:  ft  we  tafte  the  fruit,  then  fee  our  fm. 

Now  did  I  find  myfelf  unparadis'd, 
Fro-n  thofe  pure  fields  of  my  fo  clean  beginning  : 
N:jw  1  perceiv'd  how  ill  I  was  advis'd. 
My  flclh  'g.m  lothe  the  new  felt  touch  of  finning; 
Shame  leaves  us  by  degrees,  not  at  firfl  winnint;. 
Fornatuie  checks  a  new  offence  with  lothing, 
But  ufe  of  fin  doth  make  it  feem  as  nothing. 

And  ufe  of  fin  did  work  ift  me  a  boldnefs, 
And  love  in  hini,  incorporates  iuc'i  zeal, 
That  jealoufy  increas'd  wish  ages  coldnefs, 

armgto  lofe  the  joy  of  all  h  s  wtal, 
Or  doubting  lime  his  Health  mj.rht  elfe  reveal ; 
H'  i^  driven  to  devifc  fome  fubtle  way. 
How  he  might  fafely'll  keep  lo  rich  a  prey. 

A  ftatciy  palace  he  fortlnvith  .did  build, 
Whoft  intricate  mnumerable  ways 
iVVith  fuch  confufed  errors,  fo  beguii'd 
ilh'  unguided  eni'rt-rs,  with  uncertain  ftrays, 
jAnd  duubrfu!  turnings,  kep-  them  in  delays, 
I     Witii  bootlt-fs  labour  leading  them  about, 
Able  to  find  no  way,  nor  in  nor  out. 

Within  the  c'ofed  bofom  of  which  frame, 
That  ferv'd  a  centre  to  th;it  goodly  roand, 

l^Vcre  lodgings,  w:th  a  garden  to  the  fame, 

I        Vol..  lY, 
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With  fvveeteft  flowers  that  e'eradornVl  tbe  ground. 
And  all  the  pleafures  that  delight  hath  found, 
T'  entertain  the  fenfe  of  wanton  eyes. 
Fuel  of  love,  from  whence  lufts  flames  arife. 


Here  I,  indos'd  from  all  the  world  afunder, 
The  niinotaur  of  fliamc  kept  for  difgrace, 
The  monfter  of  fortune,  and  the  world's  wonder, 
Liv'd  cioifler'd  in  Co  defolate  a  cafe  : 
None  but  the  king  might  come  into  the  place, 
With  certain  maids  that  did  attend  my  need, 
And  he  himfelf  came  guided  by  a  thread. 

O  jealoufy,  daughter  of  envy  and  love, 

Mod  waywErd  iffue  of  a  gentle  fire  ; 

Ff  fter'd  with  fears,  thy  fathcrs,joys  t'  Improve, 

Mirth  marring  monfter    born  a  fubtle  liar ; 

Hateful  unto  thyfelf,  flying  thine  own  defire  : 
Feeding  upon  fufped  that  doth  renew  thee, 
Happy  were  lovers  if  they  never  knew  thee. 

Thou  hr.R  a  tlioufand  gates  thou  e.at'red  by, 
Condemniiig  trembling  paffions  to  our  heart ; 
Hundred  ey'd  Argus,  ever  waking  fpy, 
Pale  hag,  infernal  fury,  pleafures  fmart, 
Envious  obferver,  prying  in  every  part; 

Sufpicious,fcarfu],  gazing  ftill  ab  ait  thee,  [thee. 

O  would  to  God  that  love  could  be  without 

Thou  didil  deprive  (through  falfe  fuggefiing  fear) 
Him  of  content,  and  me  of  liberty  : 
The  only  good  that  women  hold  fo  dear, 
And  turn'll  my  freedom  to  captivity, 
Firft  made  a  prifoner,  ere  an  enemy, 

Enjoin'd  the  ranfom  of  my  body's  fliame, 
Which  though  I  paid,  could  not  redeem    the 
fdnie. 

What  greater  torment  e\'er  could  have  been. 

Than  to  enforce  the  fair  to  live  retir'd  .? 

For  what  is  beauty  if  it  be  not  feen  ? 

Or  what  is't  t)  be  feen,  if  not  admir'd  ? 

And  though  adnir'd,  unlefs  in  love  defu-'d  ? 
Never  were  cheeks  of  rofes,  locks  of  amber, 
Ordain'd  to  live  imprifcn'd  in  a  chamber. 

Nature  created  beauty  for  the  view, 
(Like  as  the  fire  for  heat,  the  fun  for  light  :) 
The  fair  dp  hold  this  privilege  as  due 
By  ancient  charter,  to  live  mod  in  fight; 
And  fae  that  is  debar 'd  it,  hath  not  right. 
In  vair.  cur  friends  from  this,  do  us  cxhorf, 
For  beauty  v/ill  b-  where  is  moft  refoit. 

Wltnefs  the  faired  fireets  that  Thames  doth  viCt, 
The  wond'rous  concourfe  of  the  glitt'ring  fair  : 
For  what  rare  woman  deck'd  with  beauty  is  it, 
Tliat  thither  covets  not  to  make  repair  ? 
The  folitary  country  may  not  day  her. 
Here  is  the  centre  of  all  beauties  bed, 
Fxcepting  Delia  left  t'  aduni  the  wed. 

Here  doth  the  curious  with,  judicial  eyes, 
Conttn:pl.;te  beauty  glorioufly  attired  : 
And  Ijciein  all  cur  chicfed  glory  lies. 


44* 


THE   WORKS    OF    DANIEL. 


To  live  where  we  arc  prais'd  and  moft  defircd. 

O  how  we  joy  to  fte  ourfclves  admired, 
Whilft  niggardly  our  favours  wc  difovcr  : 
We  love  to  be  belov'd,  yet  Ituni  the  lover. 

Yet  would  to  God  my  foot  had  never  mov'd 
From  country  fafcty,    from  the  field*  of  rcll : 
To  know  the  dinger  to  be  highly  lov'd, 
And  live  ii   pomp  to  brave  among  the  heft, 
Kappy  for  me,  better  had  I  been  bleft, 
■  If  1  unluckily  had  never  ftray'd, 
But  hv'd  at  home  a  happy  country  maid. 

Whofe  unafTeifled  innocence  thinks. 

Is'',  guileful  fraud,  as  doth  the  courtly  liver  t 

^Shi  "s  dccli'd  wkii^rurh,  t'ne  riv^  r  w  .ere  fhe  drinks 

Poth  ferve  her  for  her  glafs,  her  counfel-givtr ; 

She  loves  fincerely,  and  is  loved  ever. 

Her  days  arc  peace,  and  fo  (he  ends  her  breath, 
(True  life  that  knows  not  what'j  to  die   till 
death.) 

So  fiiould  I  never  have  heen  regift'red 
In  the  black  book  of  the  unfortunate  : 
."Nor  had  my  name  inroU'd  with  n'.aiJs  mifled, 
Which  bought  their  pleafures  at  fo  high  a  rate 
jjor  had  I  taught  (through  my  uiihappy  tate), 
'    This  lelTon  (which  myfelf  learn'd  with  expence) 
How  moft  it  hurts,  that  moft  delights  the  ienfe. 

Shame  follows  fia,  difgracc  is  duly  given. 
Impiety  will  out,  never  I'o  clofely  done  : 
Ni)  walls  can  hide  us  from  the  eye  of  heaven, 
Forfhame  muft  end  what  wickedncfs  began  ;  [on, 
jorth  breaks  reproach  when  we  leall  think  there- 
And  this  is  ever  proper  unto  courts, 
That  nothi:;g  can  be  done,  but  fame  reports. 

Tame  doth  explore  what  lies  moft  fecret  hidden, 
2int''ring  the  clofet  of  the  palace  dweller  : 
Abroad  revealing  what  is  tnoft  forbidden. 
Of  truth  and  fallchood  both  an  ecj^ual  teller, 
'Ti.s  not  a  guard  can  ferve  for  to  expel  her. 
The  fvvord  of  jufticc  cannot  cut  her  wings, 
Nor  ftop  her  mouth  from  uti'ring  fecret  things. 

And  this  our  fl=Jth  ftie  could  not  long  conceal, 
From  her  whiom  fuch  a  forfeit  moft  concern'd  : 
The  wronged  queen,  who  could  fo  clofely  deal, 
That  ik6  the  NvLule  of  all  our  pradice  leamM, 
And  watch  a  time  wheii  leaft  it  was  difccni'd, 
Jn  ablence  of  the  king  to  wreak  her  wrong, 
With  fuch  revenge  as  flie  delired  lung.' 

The  labyrinth  ihe  cnt'reJ  by  that  thread, 
That  fer'v'd  a  conducfl  to  my  abfent  lord, 
lieft  there  by  chance,  r.ferv'd  for  fuch  a  deed. 
Where  (tie  furpns'd  me  whom  fhe  i"o  abhorr'd. 
ilnrag'd  with  madnefs,  {arcc  ihe  fpeaks  a  word, 
•    But  flies  w'ith  eager  fury  to  my  face, 
OirVing  riie  molt  u'awdriian'ly'difgi'acc. 

Look  how  a  tygrefs,  that  hath  loft  her  whelp, 
Runs  fiercely  ranging  liirough  the  woods  alh\iy  : 
JUid  keiug  hcrlllf  de»;iv'd  of  ho;-.:  or  help, 


Furioufly  affaults  what's  in  her  way. 

To  fati-fy  her  wrath  (not  for  a  prey). 
So  fell  flic  on  11, e  in  outrageoijs  wife. 
As  could  difdain  and  jcaloufy  dcvife. 

And  after  all  her  vile  repr  ;aches  u^'d, 
bhc  forc'd  mc  take  the  poifon  fhe  had  brought, 
I'o  end  the  life  that  had  hi  r  fo  ahu^'d, 
And  free  her  fears,  and  eafe  her  jealous  thought. 
No  truelty  her  wratli  could  leave  uiiwrougLt, 

Ni'  ipiieful  atl  that  to  revenge  is  common  ; 

(No  beaft  being  fiercer  than  a  jealous  woman.)  | 

Here  take  Cfaith  fhe^  thou  impudent  unclean,         j 
liafe  gracelefs  ftrumpet,  t  Ae  this  next  your  heart;; 
Your  love-fuk  hcirt,  that  overcharg'd  hath  been 
VVirh  pkafure's  furfeit,  muft  be  puig'd  with  art., 
I'his  poiion  li-th  a  power  that  will  convert  ^ 

I'o  naught  thofc  humours  that  opprefsyou  fo. 
And  ^girl)  Til  fee  you  take  it  e'er  I  go. 

\^''hat,  ftand  you  now  amaz'd,  retire  you  back  I 
Tremble    you    ^minion  ?)    co.me,    difpatch   wilh| 
fpeed ;  [ 

There  is  no  help,  your  champion  now  you  lack, 
And  all  thefe  tears  you  fhed  will  nothing  fteed; 
'lliofe  dainty  finger?  ueedi  muft  do  the  deed-        j 
Take  it,  or  1  will  drench  you  elfe  by  force. 
And  tride  not,  left  that  I  ufe  you  worfe. 

Having  this  bloody  doom  from  hellHh  breath, 
My  woful  eyes  on  every  fide  I  caft  : 
Rio-our  about  me,  in  my  hand  my  death, 
Prefenting  me  the  horror  of  my  laft  : 
All  hope  of  pi-y  and  of  comfort  paft. 

No  means,  no  power;  no  forces  to  contend, 
My  trembling  hands  muft  give  myfelf  my  end 

Thf  fe  hands  that  beauty's  minifters  had  been. 
They  muft  give  death,  that  me  adorn'd  of  late, 
1  hat  mouth  that  newly  gave  confent  to  lin, 
Muft  now  receive  deftrudioii  in  thereat, 
That  body  which  my  luft  did  violate, 

Iviuft  facrifice  itfclf  t'  appeafe  the  wrong. 

(So  fliort  is  pleafure,  glory  Lifts  not  long) 

And  fhe  no  fooncr  faw  I  had  it  taken, 
Lut  forth  fhe  rufiies  (proud  with  vidory) 
And  leaves  m'  alone,  of  all  the  v.'otld  torfak'n, 
Except  of  death,  which  fhe  had  left  witli  me. 
(Dcatli  and  myfelf  alone  together  be). 

To  w  horn  fhe  did  her  full  revenge  refer. 

Oh,  po.r  w  eak  coni|ueft  both  for  him  and  hei 

Then  ftraight  my  confcience  fummons  tip  my  Ci 
'1"  appear  before  me  in  a  hideous  face; 
Now  doth  the  terror  of  my  foul  begin. 
When  ev'ry  corner  of  that  hateful  place 
D. dates  mine  error,  and  reveals  difgrace ; 
\\1iilft  1  rer.ialn  oppreft  in  ey'ry  part, 
Deaih  ill  my  body,  horror  at  my  heart. 

Down  on  my  bed,  my  lothfome  felf  I  caft, 
i  he  bed  thai  likewife  gives  in  t\idjnce 
i  Ariinft  my  loul,  and  tells  I  v,-::»  tmchaftc ; 
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Tells  I  was  wanton,  tells  I  followed  fenfe. 
And  thererefore  caft,  by  guilt  of  mine  offence ; 
Muft  hear  the  right  of  heaven  needs  fatisfy. 
And  where  I  wanton  lay,  muft  wretched  die. 

Here  I  begin  to  wale  my  hard  mifliap, 

My  fudden,  ftrange  unlook'd-for  mifery ; 

Accufing  them  that  did  my  youth  entrap. 

To  give  me  fuch  a  fall  of  infamy. 

And  poor  diftrefs'd  Rofamond  (faid  I) 
Is  this  thy  glory  got,  to  die  forlorn 
In  deferts  where  no  ear  can  hear  thee  mourn  ? 

Nor  any  eye  of  pity  to  behold 

'The  woful  end  of  my  fad  tragedy  ; 

But  that  thy  wrongs  unfeen,  thy  tale  untold, 

Muft  here  in  fecret  filence  buried  lie 

lAnd  with  thee,  thine  excufe  together  die. 
Thy  fin  reveal'd,  but  thy  repentence  hid. 
Thy  ftiame  alive,  but  dead  what  thy  death  did. 

Yet  breathe  out  to  thefe  walls  the  breath  of  moan, 
fell  th'  air  thy  'plaints,  fince  men  thou  canft  not 

tell. 

And  though  thou  perifli  defolate  alone, 

fell  yet  thyfelf,  what  thyfelf  knows  too  well ; 

Utter  thy  grief  wherewith  thy  foul  doth  fwell. 

And  let  thy  heart  pity  thy  heart's  remorfe, 

And  be  thyfelf  the  mourner  and  the  corfe. 

Condole  thee  here,  clad  all  in  black  defpair, 
iVith  filence  only,  and  a  dying  bed  ; 
rhou  that  of  late,  fo  flourifhing,  fo  fair, 
Didft  glorious  live,  admir'd  and  honour'd  : 
\nd  now  from  friends,  from  fuccour  hither  led, 
Art  made  a  fpoil  to  luft,  to  wrath,  to  death. 
And  in  difgrace,  forc'd  here  to  yield  thy  breath. 

)id  nature  (for  this  good)  ingeniate, 
To  fliew  in  thee  the  glory  of  her  befl ; 
Taming  thine  eye  the  ftar  of  thy  ill  fate, 
flaking  thy  face  the  foe  to  fpoil  the  reft  ? 
)  beauty,  thou  an  enemy  profeft 

To  chaftity,  and  us  that  love  thee  moft,      [loft  .? 

Without  thee,  how  w'  are  loth'd,  and  with  thee 

'ou,  you  that  proud"  with  liberty  and  beauty. 
And  well  may  you  be  proud  that  you  be  fo) 
ilitter  in  court,  lov'd  and  obferv'd  of  duty  ; 
i''ould  God  I  might  to  you  but  ere  1  go 
peak  what  I  feci,  to  warn  you  by  my  woe. 
To  keep  your  feet  in  cleanly  paths  of  fliame. 
That  no  enticing  may  divert  the  fame. 

;e'ng  how  againft  your  tender  weaknefs  ftiil, 
he  ftrength  of  wit,  and  gold,  and  all  is  bent ; 
nd  all  th'  aflaults  that  ever  might  or  fkill, 
an  give  againft  a  chafte  and  clean  intent : 
h  !  let  not  greatnefs  work  you  to  confent. 
The  fpot  is  foul,  though  by  a  monarch  made 
Kings  cannot  privilege  what  God  forbade. 

3ck  Mp  therefore  the  treafure  of  your  love, 
liidcr  the  fureft  key*-  of  fear  and  fhame  :    [move, 
lid  let  no  pow'rs  have  pow'r  chafte  thcnghts  to 
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To  make  a  lawlefs  entry  on  your  fame  ; 

Open  to  thofe  the  comfort  of  your  flime, 

Whofe  equal  love  ftiall  march  with  equal  pace, 
In  thofe  pure  ways  that  lead  to  no  difgrace. 

For  fee  how  many  difcontented  beds, 

Our  own  afpiring  or  our  parents  pride 

Have  caus'd,  whilft  that  ambition  vainly  weds 

Wealth,  and  not  love  honour,  and  nought  befide  % 

Whilft  married  but  to  titles,  we  abide 

As  wedded  widows,  wanting  what  we  have. 
When  fhadows  cannot  give  us  what  we  crave. 

Or  whilft  we  fpend  the  frelheft  of  our  time. 
The  fweet  of  youth  implotting  in  the  air; 
Alas,  how  oft  we  fall,  hoping  to  climb ; 
Or  whether  as  unprofitably  fair, 
Whilft  thofe  decays  which  are  without  repair. 

Make  us  negleded,  fcorn'd  and  reprov'd. 

(And  O,  what  are  we,  if  we  be  not  lov'd  ?) 

Faften  therefore  upon  occafions  fit, 
Left  this,  or  that,  or  like  difgrace  as  mine. 
Do  overtake  your  youth  or  ruin  it. 
And  cloud  with  infamy  your  beauty's  ftiine ; 
Seeing  how  many  feck  to  undermine 
The  treafury  that's  unpoffeft  of  any  : 
And  hard  'tis  kept  that  is  deCr'd  of  many. 

And  flie  (O  flie")  thefe  bed-brokers  unclean, 
(The  monfters  of  our  fex)  that  make  a  prey 
Of  their  own  kind,  by  an  unkindly  mean  ; 
And  even  (like  vipers)  eating  out  a  way 
Through  th'  womb  of  their  own  fliame,  accurs'd 
they 
Live  by  the  death  of  fame,  the  gain  of  fin. 
The  filth  of  luft,  uncleannefs  wallows  in. 

As  if  'twere  not  enough  that  we  (poor  we) 
Have  weaknefs,  beauty,  gold,  and  men  our  foes. 
But  we  muft  have  fomc  of  ourfelves  to  be 
Traitors  unto  ourfelves,  to  join  with  thofe  ? 
Such  as  our  feeble  forces  do  difclofe, 

And  ftill  betray  our  caufe,  our  fiiame,  our  youth. 

To  luft,  to  folly,  and  to  mens  untruth  i 

Hateful  confounders  both  of  blood  and  laws, 
Vile  orators  of  ftiame,  that  plead  delight ; 
Ungracious  agents  in  a  wicked  cauCe, 
Fadlors  for  darknefs,  meffengers  of  right ; 
Serpents  of  guile,  devils,  that  do  invite 

The  wanton  tafte  of  that  forbidden  tree,       [he. 

Whofe  fruit  once  pluck'd,  will  ftiew  how  foul  we 

You  in  the  habit  of  a  grave  afpect, 

(In  credit  by  the  truft  of  years)  can  fliew 

I'he  cunning  wayes  of  luft,  and  can  dircdl 

The  fair  and  wily  wantons  how  to  go, 

Having  (your  lothfome  ftlves)  your  youth  fpent  fo. 

And  in  uncleannefs  ever  have  been  fed, 

By  the  revenue  of  a  wanton  bed. 

By  you  have  been  the  innocent  betray'd, 
I'he  blufliing  fearful,  bo'.den'd  unto  fin. 
The  wife  made  fubtle,  fiibtle  made  the  maid. 
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The  hufbard  fccrn'd,  difhonourcd  the  kin  : 
Parents  difgrac'd,  children  infamous  been. 
Confus'd  our  race,  and  falfificd  our  blood, 
Whilll  fathers  Ions  pofTcfs  v/iong  fathers  good. 

This,  and  much  more,  I  would  have  uttered  then, 
A  tcftanient  to  he  recorded  ftill,  [?£"> 

Sicn'd  with  my  blood,  fubfcrib'd  ivith  confcience 
To  warn  the  fair  ar;d  beautiful  from  ill. 
Tliouj^h  I  could  wifli  (by  th' example  of  my  will) 
1  had  not  left  tl;is  note  ,to  tiie  fair, 
But  did  int^ftate  t'  have  had  no  heir. 

Eut  now,  the  poifon  fpread  through  all  my  veins, 
'Gan  difpolTefs  my  living  fenfcs  quite  ; 
Antl  noiip;ht  rcfpecTiing  death  (the  lail  of  pains) 
Plac'd  his  pale  ctJnurs  (th'  enCgn  of  his  might) 
Upon  his  ncv-got  fpnii  before  hi^  right; 

1  hence   chac'd   my    foul,  letting  my  day  e'er 
noon,  [foon. 

When  I  kaft  thought  my  joys  could   end  fo 

And  as  convey'd  t'  untimely  funenis. 
My  fcarce  cold  corfe  not  fuffer'd  longer  fl:ay; 
Behold,  the  king  (by  chance)  returning,  falls 
T'  encounter  with  the  fame  upun  the  way, 
As  he  repair'd  to  fee  hi^  dcareft  joy. 

Not  thinking  fuch  a  meeting  could  have  been. 
To  fee  hio  love,  and  feeing  been  unfeen. 

Judge  thofe   whom   chance  deprives  of  fweeteft 
tfeafure, 

■Wh3t  'tis  to  lofe  a  tiling  we  hold  fo  dear  ; 

n  he  beil  delight,  wheiein  our  foul  takes  pleafure, 

1  he  fvveet  of  life,  that  penetrates  fo  near. 

What  paffions  feels  that  heart,  enforc'd  to  bear 
The  deep  imprefiion  of  fo  fbrange  a  fight, 
1  hat  ovtrwlieiuis  us,  or  confounds  us  quite  ? 

Amaz'd  he  ftand'.  nor  voice  nor  b.idy  fleers, 
W'ords  had  no  pisTage,  tears  no  iffiie  found. 
For  forrow  fiuu  up  words,  wrath  kept  in  tears, 
Confus'd  aft'ifls  each  other  do  confound  : 
Opprcft  with  grief,  his  pafiioiis  had  no  bound. 

Striving  to  tell  his  woes,  words  would  not  come; 

for  light  cares  fpi.ak,  when  mighty  griefs  are 
dumb. 

At  length,  oxtremi'y  breaks  out  away, 

'Ihrough  whicli,  th'  imprifoned  voice  with  tears 

attended. 
Wails  out  a  found  that  forrov.'s  >'o  bcwr.-\y, 
With  arms  acrofs,  and  eyes  to  heaven  bended. 
Vapouring  out  fighs  that  to  the  ikies  afcendcd. 
Sighs  (the  poor  cafe  calamity  aiTords) 
Which  fcrve  for  ipcech  when  forrow  wanteth 
words. 

O  heavens  (quoth  he)  why  do  mine  eyes  behold  . 

The  hateful  rays  of  this  unhappy  fun  ? 

Why  h.ave  i  light  to  fee  my  fins  controid'd. 

With  blood  of  mine  own  ihame  thus  vilely  done  ? 

|iow  can  my  fight  endure  to  look  there«n  ? 
Why  doth  not  black  eternal  dr.rknefs  hide 
That  from  mine  eyes,  my  hedrt  cannot  abide  ? 


What  faw  my  life  wherein  my  fou!  might  joy  ; 

What  bad  my  days  whom  troubles  ftill  aflliifled. 

But  only  this,  to  counterpoife  annoy  ? 

This  joy,  this  hope,  which  death  hath  interdic- 
ted; 

This  fwcet,  whofe  lofs  hath  all  diftrefs  inflidedj 
Thi?,  that  did  feafon  all  my  four  of  life, 
Vex'd  (lill  at  horne  with  broils,  abroad  in  ftrife. 

Vcx'd  ftill  at  home  with  broils,  abroad  in  ftrife, 
DifTciifion  in  my  blood,  jars  in  my  bed  : 
Dillruft  at  board,  fufpedling  ftill  my  life, 
Spending  the  night  in  horror,  days  in  dread  ; 
(Such  life  hath  tyrants,  and  this  life  \  led). 
Thefe  mis'ries  go  mafli'd  in  glittering  fhews. 
Which  wife  men  fee,  the  vulgar  little  knows. 

Thus  as  thefe  pafTions  do  him  overwhelm, 
He  draws  him  near  my  body  to  behold  it. 
And  as  the  vine  marry'd  unto  the  elm 
With  ftricSb  embraces,  fo  doth  he  enfold  it : 
And  as  he  in  bis  careful  arms  doth  hold  it. 
Viewing  the  face  that  even  death  commends, 
On  fenfeitfs  lips,  millions  of  kifTcs  fpends. 

Pitiful  mouth  (faith  he)  that  living  gav'ft 
The  fweeteft  comfort  that  my  foul  could  wifh : 
O  be  it  lawful  now.  that  dead  thou  hav'ft, 
This  forrowing  farewell  of  a  dying  kifs. 
And  you  fair  eyes,  containers  of  my  blifs, 
Motives  of  love,  born  to  be  matched  never, 
Entomb'd  in  your  fweet  circles,  fleep  for  ever. 

Ah  !  how  methinks  I  fee  death  dallying  feeks, 
To  entertain  itfelf  in  love's  fwcet  place; 
Decay'd  rofes  of  difcolour'd  cheeks, 
Do  yet  rctiin  dear  notes  of  farmer  grace ;  j 

And  ugly  death  fits  fair  within  her  face;  j 

Sweet  remnants  refting  of  vermilion  red, 
7  hat  death  itfelf  doubts  whether  fhe  be  dead. 

Wonder  of  beauty,  oh  receive  thefe  'plaints,         j 
Thefe  obfequious,  the  laft  that  I  ftiall  make  the«'^  j 
For  io !   my  foul  that  now  already  faints. 
That  lov'd  thee  living,  de«d  will  not  forfake  thce.l 
Haftens  her  fpeedy  coarfe  to  overttke  thee. 
I'll  meet  my  death,  and  free  myfelf  thereby, 
For  (ah)  what  can  he  do  that  cannot  die  ? 

Yet  ere  I  die,  thus  much  my  foul  doth  vow,^         j 
Revenge  fliaii  fweet'n  deatli  witJh  eafe  of  mind^ 
And  I  will  caufe  pofterity  ftiall  know. 
How  fair  thou  wert  above  above  all  wom'nkin^ 
And  after  ages  monuments  fhall  find. 

Shewing  thy  beauty's  title,  not  thy  name. 

Rofe  of  the  world,  that  fweeten'd  fo  the  fame. 

This  faid,  though  more  defirous  yet  to  fay, 
(  For  forrow  is  unwilling  to  give  over) 
He  doth  reprefs  what  grief  would  elfe  bewray, 
l.cftlhe  too  much  his  palfion  fliould  difcover; 
And  yet  refpei5t  fcarce  bridles  fuch  a  lover. 

So    far    iranfpotcd    that    he    knows   not  whe* 
ther. 

For  love  and  majefty  dwell  ill  together, 
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Then  were  my  funeral's  not  long  deferr'd, 
But  done  with  all  the  rites  pomp  could  devife, 
At  Godflow,  where  my  body  was  interr'd, 
And  richly  tomb'd  in  honourable  wife, 
Where  yet  as  now  fcarce  any  note  defcrles, 
Unto  thefe  times,  the  memory  of  me, 
Marble  and  brafs  fo  little  lafting  be. 

For  thofc  walls  which  the  credulous  devout, 
And  apt-believing  ignorant  did  found ; 
With  willing  zeal,  that  never  call'd  in  doubt, 
That  time  their  ivorks  Ihould  ever  fo  confound, 
Lie  like  confufed  heaps  as  under  ground. 

And  what  their  ignorance  efteem'd  fo  holy, 
,  The  wifer  ages  do  account  as  folly. 

And  were  it  not  thy  favourable  lines 
Re  edify 'd  the  wrack  of  my  decays. 
And  that  thy  accents  willingly  afligns 
Some  farther  date,  and  give  me  longer  days, 
iFcw  in  this  age  had  known  my  beauties  praife. 
But  thus  renew'd  my  fan^e  redeems  fome  time, 
Till  other  ages  ihall  uegled;  thy  rhyme. 


Then  when  confufion  in  her  courfc  fhall  bring 
Sad  defolation  on  the  times  to  come  :  [fmo-. 

When  mirthlels  Thames  iTiall   have   no  fwan  to 
All  mufic  filent,  and  the  mufes  dumb. 
And  yet  even  then  it  mull  be  known  to  fome,  [fo. 
That  once  they  flourifh'd,  though  not  cheriiii'd 
And  Thames  had  fwans  as  well  as  ever  Po. 

But  here  an  end,  I  may  no  longer  ftay, 
I  mull  return  t'  attend  at  Stygian  flood  : 
Yet  e're  I  go,  this  one  word  more  I  pray. 
Tell  Delia,  now  her  figh  may  do  me  good, 
And  will  her  note  the  frailty  of  our  blood, 
And  it  1  pdfs  unto  thof;'  happy  banks, 
Thenflie  mufthaveher  praife,  thypen  her  thanks. 

So  vanquifli'd  flie,  and  left  me  to  return 
To  profecute  the  tenor  of  my  woes  : 
Eternal  matter  for  my  mufe  to  mourn. 
But  (yet)  the  world  hath  heard  too  mucti  of  thofe, 
My  youth  fuch  errors  mul>  no  more  dilclofe. 
I'll  hide  the  reft,  and  grieve  for  what  hath  been, 
Who  made  me  known,  muil  make  me  live  un- 
feen. 


ALE TTE  R 


OCT  A  VIA  TO  HER  HUSBAND  MARCUS  ANTONIUS. 


5^0  the  Right  Honourable  and  mojl  -virtuous  Lady, 

THE  LADY  MARGARET,  COUNTESS  OF  CUMBERLAND. 


Ai-TiioHGH  the  meaner  fort  (whofe  thoughts  are  plac'd 
As  in  another  region,  far  below 
The  fphere  of  greatnefs)  cannot  rightly  tafte 
What  touch  it  hath,  nor  right  her  pafilons  know  : 
Yet  have  I  here  adventur'd  to  bellow 

Words  upon  grief,  as  my  griefs  comprehend ; 
And  made  this  great  affliiSled  lady  (hew. 
Out  of  my  feelings,  what  fhc  might  have  penn'd. 
And  here  the  fame,  I  bring  forth,  to  attend 
Upon  thy  rev'rent  name,  to  live  with  thee, 
Moft  virtuous  lady,  that  vouchfaf 'ft  to  lend 
Ear  to  my  notes,  and  comfort  unto  me. 
That  one  day  may  thine  own  fair  virtues  fpread, 
Being  fecretary  now  but  to  the  dead. 


'^he  Argument.  j 

I 
U  po«  the  fccond  agreeraent  (the  firft  being  broken  through  jealoufy  of  a  difpropor  tlon  of  eminency)! 
between  the  Triumviri  Odtavius  Caefar,  Marcus  Antonlus,  and  Lepidus  :  OcSlavIa,  the  fifter  oil 
Oaavius  Cxfar,  was  married  to  Antonius,  as  a  link  to  combine  that  which  never  yet,  the  greatefli 
ftrength  nature,  or  any  power  of  neareft  rcfpedi,  could  long  hold  together,  who  made  but  the  in-j 
ftrument  of  others  ends,  and  delivered  up  asan  hoftage,  to  ferve  the  opportunity  of  advantages 


A   LETTER   FROM  OCTAVIA,  247 

irlet  not  with  that  integrity  flie  brought ;  but,  as  highly  preferred  to  aflliction,  encountered  with 
all  the  grievances  that  beat  upon  the  niifery  of  greatnefs,  expofed  to  ftand  betwixt  the  diverfe 
tending  humours  of  unquiet  parties.  For  Antony  having  yet  upon  him  the  fetters  of  Egypt,  laid 
on  by  the  power  of  a  moft  incomparable  beauty,  could  admit  no  new  laws  into  the  ftate  of  his 
affection,  or  difpofe  of  himfelf,  being  not  himfelf,  but  as  having  his  heart  turned  caftward.  whither 
the  point  of  his  defires  were  direifled,  touched  with  the  ftrongeft  allurements  that  ambition  and 
a  licentious  fev.ereignty,  could  draw  a  man  unto  :  could  not  truly  defcend  to  the  private  love  of  a 
civil  nurtured  matron,  whofe  entertainment  bounded  with  modelly,  and  the  nature  of  her  educa- 
tion, knew  not  to  clothe  her  affedlions  in  any  other  colours,  than  the  plain  habit  of  truth,  wherein 
fhe  ever  fuited  all  her  aiftlons,  and  ufed  all  her  befl  ornaments  of  honefly,  to  win  the  good  liking 
of  him  that  held  her,  but  as  a  curtain,  drawn  between  him  and  0(Jhavius,  to  fhadow  h\i  other  pur- 
pofes  with  all  which  the  fliarp  fight  of  an  equally  jealous  ambition  could  foon  pierce  into,  and  as 
eafdy  look  through,  and  over  blood  and  nature,  as  he  to  abufe  it  ;  and  therefore,  to  prevent  hi?5 
afpiring,  he  arms  his  forces,  either  to  reduce  Antony  to  the  rank  of  his  cftate,  or  elfe  to  difrank 
him  out  of  ftate  ?nd  all.  When  Oilavia,  by  the  employment  of  Antony  (as  being  not  yet  ready 
to  put  his  fortune  to  her  trial),  throws  herfelf,  great  with  child,  and  as  big  with  forroV/,  into  the 
travel  of  a  moft  labourfome  reconciliation  :  taking  her  journey,  from  the  furtheft  part  of  Greece, 
to  find  Odavius,  with  whom  her  care  and  tears  were  fo  good  agents,  that  they  effedled  their 
commiflion  beyond  all  expedlation ;  and  for  that  time  quite  difarmed  their  wrath,  which  yet 
loner  could  not  hold  fo.  For  Antonius  falling  into  the  relapfe  of  his  former  difeafe,  watching  his 
opportunity,  got  over  again  into  Egypt,  where  he  fo  forgot  himfelf,  that  he  quite  put  off  his  owr\ 
nature,  and  wholly  became  a  prey  to  his  pleafures,  as  if  he  had  wound  himfelf  out  of  the  refpedl 
of  country,  blood,  and  alliance,  which  gave  to  Odavia  the  caufe  of  touch  afflidion,  and  to  me,  ti!-; 
argument  of  this  letter. 


To  thee  (yet  dear)  though  moft  diHoyal  lord, 
"Whom  impious  love  keeps  in  a  barb'rous  land, 
Thy  wronged  wife  OiSlavia  fendeth  word 
bf  th'  unkind  wounds  recciv'd  by  thy  hand, 
fereat  Antony,  O  let  thine  eyes  afford 
But  to  permit  thy  heart  to  underftand 
The  hurt  thou  doft,  and  do  but  read  her  tears. 
That  ftill  is  thine,  though  thou  wilt  not  be  hers. 
II. 

Although,  perhaps,  thefe  rtiy  complaints  may 
come 
Whilft  thou  in  th'  arms  of  that  inceftuous  queen, 
^he  ftain  of  Egypt,  and  the  ftisme  of  Rome, 
Shak  dallying  fit,  and  blufti  to  have  them  feen  : 
WhilftT^roud  difdainful  fne.  gueffmg  for  whom 
The  meffa«;e  came,  and  what  the  caufe  hath  been, 
Will  fcorning  fay,  faith  this  comes  from  your  dear, 
iilow,  Sir,  you  muft  be  flient  for  ftaying  here, 
tii. 

From  her  indeed  it  comes,  delicions  dame, 
(Thou  royal  concubine  and  queen  of  luft) 
Whofe  arms  yet  pure,  r-^hofe  breafts  are  void  of 

blame, 
.^nd  whofe  moft  lawful  flame  proves  thine  unjuft; 
'Tis  fhe  that  fends  the  meffage  of  thy  (hame. 
And  his  untrurh  that  hath  i  etray'd  her  trvft  : 


Pardon,  dear  lord,  from  her  thefe  fiarrows  arc,- 
Whofe  bed  brings  neither  infamy  nor  war. 

IV. 

And  therefore  hear  her  words<  that  too,  too  mucH 
Hath  heard  the  wrongs  committed  by  thy  fhamc  5 
Although  at  firfl  my  truft  in  thee  was  fuch, 
As  it  held  outagainft  the  ftrongeft  fame  : 
My  heart  would  never  let  in  once  a  touch 
Of  leaft  belief,  till  all  confirm'd  the  fame  : 
That  I  was  almoft  laft  that  would  believe, 
Becaule  I  knew  me  firft  that  moft  riiuft  gricVe, 

V. 

How  oft  have  poor  abufed  I  took  part 
With  falfehbiid,  only  for  to  rhake  thee  true  ? 
How  oft  have  I  argued  againft  my  heart. 
Not  fufJering  it  to  know  that  which  it  knew  ? 
And  for  I  would  not  have  thee  what  thou  art, 
I  made  myfelf,  unto  m.yfelf  untrue  : 
So  much  my  love  labour'd  againft  my  fin. 
To  Taut  out  fear,  which  yet  kept  fear  withiri. 

VI. 

For  i  could  never  think  th'  afpiring  mind 
Of  worthy  and  vidorious  Antony, 
Could  be  by  fuch  a  fyren  fo  declin'd, 
As  to  be  train'd  a  prey  to  luxury  : 
I  could  not  think  my  lord  cou'd  be  f  unkind, 
As  to  defpife  his  children,  Rome,  and  me  ;. 
q^iiij 
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But,  O,  how  foot!  are  they  deceiv'd  that  truft, 
And  more  their  fha'"c  that  will  be  fo  uijud. 

VII. 

33u:  now  that  certain  fame  hath  open  laid 
Thy  new  relapfe,  and  ftrange  revuh  from  me, 
Truth  hath  quite  hcaten  all  my  hopes  away, 
And  made  the  paffige  cf  my  forn.ws  free  ; 
Por  now  poor  heart,  there's  nothing  in  the  way 
Remains  to  ftand  betwixt  defpair  and  thee  : 
Ail    is  thrown  down,   there   comes  no  fuccours 

new, 
It  is  moft  true,  my  lord  is  moft  untrue, 
vin. 
And  now  T  may  with  fhame  enough  pull  in 
The  colours  I  advanced  in  his  grace, 
Por  that  fubduing  pow'r,  that  him  did  win, 
Hath  loft  me  to-   the  honour  of  my  face  : 
Ytt  why  fhould  I,  bearing  no  part  in  fin. 
Boar  fuch  a  migHty  part  of  his  difgrace  ? 
Yes,  though  it  be  not  mine,  it  is  of  mine  : 
And  his  renown  being  'clip-'d,  mine  cannot  Hiine, 

IX. 

Which  makes  me,  as  1  do,  hide  from  the  eye 
Of  the  misjudging  vulgar,  that  will  deem. 
That  fure  there  was  in  me  fome  reafon  why 
"Which  made  thee  thus  my  bed  to  difelleeni : 
So  that,  alas !  poor  undeferving  I. 
A  caiife  of  thy  unclean  deferfs  fhall  feem, 
Though  lufl  takes  never  joy  in  what  is  due. 
But  f>ill  leaves  known  delights  to  feek  out  new. 

X. 

And  yet  my  brother  C.xfar  laboured, 
To  have  me  leave  thy  houfe,  and  live  more  free  ; 
But  God  forbid  OtSiavia  fliouid  be  led 
To  leave  to  live  in  thine,  thou;  h  left  by  thee, 
The  pledges  here  of  ti  y  forfaken  bed. 
Are  (till  the  objedts  that  remember  me 
What  Antony  v>as  once,'  although  falfe  now. 
And  is  my  lord,  though  he  negleJl  his  vow. 

X!. 

Thefc  walls  that  here  do  keep  me  out  of  fight. 
Shall  keep  me  al!  unfpotted  unto  thee. 
And  tefiify  that  I  will  do  thee  right, 
I'll  never  ilain  thy  houfe,  thnu.ih  thou  ftame  me: 
The  now  fad  chamber  of  my  once  delight, 
Shall  be  the  temple  of  my  pity. 
Sacred  unto 'he  faith  I  reverence,  | 

Where  1  will  pay  my  tears  for  thy  cfl'cnce. 

XII. 

Although    my   youth,    thy   abfence,    and    this 
wrong 
Might  draw  my  blood  to  forfeit  unto  fliame, 
Ni^r  need  1  fruftrate  my  delights  fo  long. 
That  have  fuch  means  to  carry  fo  the  fame  ; 
Since  that  the  face  of  grcatnef-;  is  lb  flrong. 
As  it  difi"i;lves  fufped,  and  beans  out  blame,    • 
Having  all  fecrct  helps  that  l<ng  thereto. 
That  feldi;m  wants  there  aught  but  will  to  do. 
XI  u. 

Which  yet  to  do,  e're  lull  this  heart  (hall  frame, 
Earth  fwallow  me  alive,  hell  rap  me  hence  ; 
Shall  I,  bfcaufe  dcfpij'd,  contemn  myfliame. 
And  add  d  fgrace  to  others  mipudence  : 
What  can  my  pow'r,  but  give  more  pow'r  to  fame.' 
Greatnclb  n.uil  make  it  great  incontinence  : 
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Chamber    are  falfe,  t!ie  bed  and  all  will  tcH, 
No  door  keeps  in  their  fli.ime  that  do  net  well. 

XIV. 

Hath  greatnefs  aught  peculiar  elfc  alone, 
But  to  ft.ind  fair  and  bright  above  the  bafe  ? 
V\'hat  doth  divide  the  cottage  fr^m  the  throne. 
If  vice  fhall  lay  both  level  with  difgrace  .' 
For  if  uncleat-ncfs  make  them  all  but  one, 
What  privilege  hath  honour  by  this  place  ? 
W^hat  thougii  our  fi.'is  go  brave  and  better  clad. 
They  are  as  thofe  in  rag=,  as  bafe,  as  bad. 

XV. 

I  know  not  how  but  wrongfully  I  know 
Hath  undccerning  cuftoni  plac'd  cur  kind 
U.'ider  de.ejt,  and  let  us  far  below 
I  he  reputation  to  our  fcx  affign'd  : 
Charging  our  wrong  repi>ted  weaknefs,  how 
We  are  unconllant   fickle,  falfi;*  unkind  : 
And  though  our  life  with  thoufa.id   proofs  fhew-S 

no, 
Yet  fince  tfrength  fales  it,  weaknefs  mufl  be  fo. 
zvi. 

Unequal  partage  to  b'  allow'd  no  fhare 
Of  pow'r  to  do  of  life's  beft  benefit  ; 
Bi't  lUnd,  as  if  we  interdicled  were 
Of  virtue,  action,  liberty  and  might  : 
Muft  you  have  all,  aud  not  vouchfafe  to  fpare 
Our  weaknefs  any  int'rcft  of  delight  .' 
Is  there  no  por'ion  left  for  u-^  at  all. 
But  fuff'rance,  lorrow,  ign'rance  and  thrall  ? 
xvii. 

Thrice  happy  yon,  in  whom  it  is  no  fault, 
To  know,  to  Ipeak,  to  do,  and  to  be  wife  : 
Whofe  Words  have  credit,  and  whofc  deeds  thougk 

naught, 
Mufl  yet  be  made  to  feem.  far  otherwife  : 
You  can  be  only  heard,  v.'hilft  we  are  taught 
To  hold  our  ptace.  and  not  to  exercife. 
The  powers  of  our  beft  parts,  becaufe  your  parts 
Have  with  our  freedom  robb'd  us  of  our  hearts. 

XVIll. 

We  in  this  prifon  of  oiirfelves  confin'd, 
]\Iuf:  he/e  fhut  up  with  our  own  paffions  live 
Turn'd  in  upon  w-,  and  denied  to  find 
1  he  vent  of  outward  niean;.  tliat  might  relieve  : 
1  hat  they  alone  mult  take  up  all  our  mind  : 
And  no  room  left  us,  but  to  think  and  grieve, 
Yet  oft  our  narro\v'd  thoughts  look  more  cirecS 
Then  your  loofe  wifdom's  born  with  wild  neglccS. 

XIX 

For,  fhould  we  to  (as  God  forbid  Ihe  fliould) 
Carry  no  better  hand  on  our  defires 
Than  your  firength  doth,  what  int'rell  coiud 
Our  wronged  patience  pay  you  lor  you;  hires  ? 
What  mixture  of  ftrange  generations  would 
Succeed  the  fortunes  of  uncertaii/  fires 
Wl:at  foul  confuiion  in  your  blood  and  race    • 
Fo  your  imm.ortal  Ihame  and  our  difgrace  ? 

XX. 

Whst  ?  are  there  bar.^  for  us, no  bounds  foryouJ 
IVIuft  levity  fiand  fure.  though  firmnefs  fall  ? 
And  are  you  nr.vileg'd  to  be  untrue, 
^nd  we  no  grant  to  be  difpens'd  withal  ? 
Mult  w<r  unvK  uible  keep  your  due, 
Eotii  to  ywir  love,  and  to  your  falfchood  thrall  ? 
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WiJlil  you  have  ftretch'd  your  lull  upon  your 

will, 
As  if  your  llrengih  v/ere  licenc'd  to  do  ill. 

XXI. 

O  if.  ycj>>e  more  (Iroiig,  then  be  more  juft, 
Clear  this  iu'picion,  make  not  the  world  to  doubt, 
Whet  ".^/  in  llrong  or  weak  be  better  truft, 
It-fraiity  or  elle  valour  be  more  (tout : 
And  if  we  have-ftut  in  our  hearts  from  luft, 
Let  not  your  bad  example  let  them  out, 
I'hink  that  there  is  like  feeling  in  our  blood, 
If  you  will  have  us  good,  be  you  then  good. 

XS.ll. 

Is  it,  that  love  doth  take  no  true  delight 
In  what  it  hath,  but  ftill  in  what  it  would. 
Which  draws  you  on  to  do  us  this  unright, 
WhiKl  fear  in  us,  of  loofuig  ivhat  we  hold, 
Keeps  us  in  ftill  to  you,  that  let  us  lii^ht, 
So  that,  what  you  entice,  doth  us  infold  ? 
Then  love,  'tis  thou  that  doft  confound  us  fo. 
To  make  our  truth  the  occahon  of  our  wo. 

DiftrelTed  womankind,  that  either  mud 
For  loving  lofe  your  loves,  or  get  neglec3: : 
Whilil  wantons  are  more  car'd  for  than  the  juft. 
And  falfehood  cherifh'd,  faith  without  rcfpe>5l. 
Better  ihe  fares  in  whom  is  lefs  truft, 
And  more  is  lov'd  that  is  in  more  fufpe<9:. 
Whicii  (pardon  me)  Ihews  no  great   Itrength   of 

mind, 
To  be  moil  theirs,  that  ufe  you  moft  unkind. 

XXIV. 

Yet  v/ell  it  fits,  for  that  fin  ever  muft 
Be  tortur'd  with  the  rack  of  his  own  frame  ; 
For  he  that  holds  no  iaiih,  fliall  find  no  trull ; 
But  fov/ing  v/rong,  i>  lure  to  reap  the  fame  : 
Hiivv  can  lie  look  to  have  hib  mealure  juA, 
That  fills  deceit,  and  reckons  not  of  fhame  ? 
AuU  being  not  pleas'd  with  wh^t  he  hath  in  lot,  • 
Shall  ever  piiie  tor  that  which  he  hath  not. 

XXV. 

"Vet  if  thou  couldft  not  love,  thou  mightft  have 
feein'd, 
Though  to  iiave  feem'd,had  likewife  been  unjuft: 
Yet  lb  much  are  lean  fliews  of  us  efteem'J, 
That  oft  tho-y  feed,  though  not  iuffice  our  truft  : 
Becaufe  our  nature  grieveth  to  be  deem'd 
To  be  fo  ■Ar!ir,g\j,  al,  hough  we  be,  and  inuft; 
And  It's  fonie  eafe  yet  to  be  knidly  us'd 
la  outward  fhew,  though  lecretly  abus'd. 

XXVI. 

But  v/o  to  her  thai  both  in  fhew  defpis'd 
And  in  tfltd  diigrac'd,  and  left  forlorn  ; 
For  whom  no  comlortsare  to  be  devis'd, 
Nor  no  new  hopes  can  evermore  be  borne. 
O,  Antony  !  could  it  not  have  fuffic'd 
That  I  wasthiije,  but  muft  be  made  her  fcorn 
That  envies  all  her  blo(    ,  and  doth  divide 
Thee  from  thyfixlf,  only  to  ferve  her  pride. 
xwu 

What  fault   have    I    committed   that   flaould 
make 
So  great  diflike  of  me  and  of  my  love  ? 
Or  duth  thy  fault  but  an  occafion  take 
for  to  dillike  what  moft  jloth  it  approve  t 
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Becaufe  the  conference  gladly  would  miftake 
Her  own  mifdeeds  which  flte  vviuld  fain  removes 
And  th."y  that  are  unwilling  to  mend. 
Will  take  oilence,  b;caule  they  wii  offend. 

XXVIII 

Or  having  run  beyond  ?di  pardon  quite. 
They  fly  and  join  wiih  fin  as  wholly  his, 
Making  it  now  their  fide,  their  part,  their  right. 
And  to  turn  b?.tk,  would  Ihew  t'  have  done  amifs  : 
For  nov/  the:y  think,  not  to  be  oppofite 
To  what  upbraids  their  fault,  were  wickednefs  : 
So  much  doth  folly  thruft  them  into  blame, 
That  even  to  leave  oiF  fhame,  they  count  it  fhame. 

SKIX 

Which  do  not  thou,  dear  lord,  for  I  do  not 
Purfue  thy  fault,  but  i'ue  for  thy  return 
Bick  to  thyfelf,  whom  thou  haft  both  forgot 
Witli    me,  poor    me,   that   doth    not    fpite,  but 

mourn. 
And  if  thou  couldft  a"!  well  amend  thy  blot. 
As  I  forgive,  thefe,  plaints  had  been  forborn  : 
And  thou  fhonidft  be  the  fame  unto  my  heart. 
Which  once  thju  were,  not  that  which  now  thon 

art. 

XXX. 

Though  deep  doth  fit  the  hard  recov'ring  finart 
Of  that  laft  wound   (which   God  grant   be  the 

laft) 
And  m.ore  doth  touch  that  tender  feeling  part 
Of  my  fad  foul,  than  all  th'  unkindnefs  paft  : 
Ai:d,  Antony,  I  appeal  to  thine  own  heart, 
(!f  th'  heart,  which  once  was  thine,  thou  yet  ftill 

haft) 
To  judge  if  ever  woman  that  did  live 
Had  jufter  caufe,  than  wretched  I,  to  grieve. 

XXXI. 

For  c>ming  unto  Athens,  as  I  did, 
Weary  and  weak  with  toil,  and  all  diftreft, 
Afier  (  had  with  forrow  compaffed 

\  hard  content,  to  grant  me    hat  requeft  : 

And  ho-.v  my  travel  was  confi  Icred, 

And  all  my  care  and  coft  thyfelf  knows  beft : 

I'hat  wo'ijdit  not  move  one  foot  from  luft  forme, 
That  had  left  all  was  dear  to  come  to  thee, 
xxxii. 
For,  firft,  what  great  ado  had  I  to  win 
M'  offended  brother  Casfar's  backward  v/ill .' 
And  pray'd,  and  wept,  and  cry'd.  to  Itay  the  fia 
Of  civil  rancour  rifing  'twixt  yoo  ftill  : 
tor  in  what  cale  fhall  wretched  I  be  iti. 
Set  't\yixt  both,  to  Iharc  with  both  your  ill  ? 
My  blood,  faid  [,  with  either  of  you  goes, 
Whoever  v/in,  I  fhall  be  fure  to  lofe. 

XXXlll. 

For  what  fhame  Ihould  fach  mighty  perfons  get 
For  two  v/eak  womens  caufe  to  difagree  ? 
Nay,  what  fhall  I,  that  Ihall  be  deem'd  to  fet 
Th'  enkindled  fire,  feeming  infiam'd  for  me  i 

0  !  if  I  be  the  motive  of  this  hate. 

Let  thefe  unguilty  har.ds  tlie  quenchers  be, 
And  let  me  trudge  to  mediate  an  acjord. 
The  agent  'cwixt  my  brother  and  my  lord. 

XXSIV. 

V/ith  prayers,  vov/5.  and  tears,  with  urging  harJj 

1  v/rung  from  him  ?.  flendergranc  at  laft,  ■  • 
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And  with  the  rich  provlfions  I  preparM 
lor  thy  (inrcnded  Parthian  war'  m;>dc  haPtc, 
"Weighing  not  how  my  poor  weak  body  far'd, 
But  all  the  tcrtious  dilficuhics  p?.ft  : 
And  came  to  Ath-^ns ;  whtnce  I  Niger  fcnt, 
To  (hew  thee  of  my  coming  and  intent. 

Whereof,  when  he  had  mad-,  rtlatinn, 
I  was  commanded  to  approach  no  near  ; 
Then  lent  I  hack,  to  know  what  (hoi>ld  be  done 
With   th'  horfe,   and   men,  and   money,   I    had 

there : 
Whereat,  perhaps,  when  fome  rcmorfe  begun 
To  touch  thy  foul, to  think  yet  ^^h,lt  we  were, 
Th'   enchantrels    ftraight  'twixt   thy    heart    and 

thee. 
And  Intercepts  all  thoughts  that  came  of  mc. 

XXXVI. 

She  arms  her  tears,  the  enfigns  cf  deceit, 
And  all  her  battery,  to  oppofc  my  love. 
And  bring  thy  coming  grace  to  a  rttreat, 
The  pow'T  of  all  her  fiibtiltv  to  prove  : 
Now  pale  and  faint.  Hie  laaguifhes,  and  ftraight 
S;:cms  in  a  found,  unable  more  to  move  : 
Whilft  her  inflruiled  fellows  ply  thine  cars 
With  forged  paflions,  mixt  with  feigned  tears. 
XXXV  n. 

Hard  hearted  lord,  fay  they,  how  cana  thou 
fee 
Thi«  mighty  queen,  a  creature  fo  divine. 
Lie  thu^  diftreft,  and  languiiliing  for  thee. 
And  only  wretched, but  for  being  thine? 
Whilft  bafe  Oilavia  muft  entitled  be 
Thy  wife,  and  fne  cfteeni'd  thy  concubine  : 
Advance  thy  heart,  raifeit  unto  his  right. 
And  let  a  fccuttebafer  paflions  quit, 
xxxviii. 

Thus  they  afTail  thy  nature's  wcakeP.  fide. 
And  work  upon  th'  advantage  of  my  mind  ; 
Knowing  where  judgment  ftpod  !ea'>  fortified, 
And  how  t'  encoun-er  felly  in  her  kind  : 
But  yet  the  while,  O  what  rinft  thou  abide, 
Who   in    thyfelf  fuch   wreftling   thoughts  doft 

find  ? 
In  what  confufed  cafe  is  thy  foul  in, 
Kackt  betwixt  pity,  forrow,  ftiamc,  and  fin  ? 

XXXIX. 

I  cannot  tul,  but  fure  I  dure  believe, 
"Mv  travels  needs  muft  fimae  compafllon  move  : 
For  no  fuch  lock  to  blood  could  nature  give 
To  fhut  out  pitv,  though  it  Unit  out  love: 
Confcience  mufi  leave  a  little  way  to  grieve 
To  let  in  horror  coming  to  reprove, 
'J  he  guilt  of  thine  offence  that  caus'd  the  fame. 
Par  deepeft  wounds  the  hand  of  our  own  flianie, 

XL. 

Never  have  unjuft  pleaftsres  been  complete, 
In  joys  entire,  but  hill  fear  kept  the  door. 
And   held    back   fomething    from  that    full   of 

fweet. 
To  interfour  unfure  delights  the  more  : 
Tor  never  did  all  circumftauces  meet 
Withthofe  defires  which  were  conc6iv'd  before  : 
!?omeihing  muft  ftill  be  left  to  check  our  fin. 
And  give  a  touch  of  what  Qiould  nut  have  been. 


XLI. 

Wretched  mankind  !  wherefore  hatn  natore 
made 
The  lawful  undclighffid,  th'  unjuft  ftiame  ? 
As  if  our  pteafure  only  were  forbade. 
But  tn  give  fire  to  hift,  t'  add  greater  flame  : 
Or  elfe,  but  as  ordained  more  to  lade 
Our  heart  with  paffionS  to  confound  the  fame, 
W'liich,  though  it  be,  yet  add  not  worfe  to  ill. 
Do,  as  the  beft  men  do,  bound  thine  own  will. 

XLIT. 

Redeem  thyfelf,  and  now  at  length  make  peace 
With  thy  divided  heart,  oppreft  with  toil  : 
Ereale  up  this  war,  this  hreaft  dilTention  ceafe, 
rSy  oaiiions  to  thy  paiTions  reconcile  : 
I  do  n-.t  only  feek  my  good  t'  encreafe, 
I  But  thin?  own  eafe,  and  liberty  :  the  while 
Thee  in  the  circuit  of  thyfelf  confine 
And  be  thine  own,  and  then  thou  wilt  be  mine, 

XLITI. 

I  know  my  pitied  hive  doth  aggravate 
Envy  and  wrath  for  thefe  wrongs  offered  : 
And  that  my  fulT'iings  add  v>'itii  my  eftate. 
Coals  in  thy  bofom,  hatred  on  thy  head  : 
Yet  is  not  that  my  fault,  but  my  hard  fate, 
Who  rather  wifti  to  have  been  unpitied 
Of  all  but  thee,  than  that  my  love  (houlAbc 
Hurtful  to  him  tliat  is  fo  dear  to  me. 

XLIV. 

Carnrt  the  hufy  world  let  meahine. 
To  hear  alone  the  burden  of  my  grief; 
But  they  muft  intermeddle  with  my  moan. 
Ana  feek  v.'  olTend  me  with  unfought  relief? 
Whilft  iry  affliiflions  labour  to  move  none 
But  only  thee  :  muft  pity  play  the  thief, 
To  fteal  fo  many  hearts  to  hurt  my  heart. 
And  move  a  part  againft  my  deareft  part  ? 

XLV. 

Yet  all  this  fhall  not  prejudice  tny  lord. 
If  yet  he  will  but  make  return  at  laft  ; 
His  fight  ftiall  raze  out  of  the  fad  record 
Of  my  enrolled  grief  all  that  is  paft  : 
And  I  will  not  fo  much  as  once  afford 
Place  tor  a  tlioiight  to  think  I  was  difgrac'd  : 
And  pity  fliall  bring  back  again  with  me 
Th'  offended  hearts  that  have  forfaken  thee.  ■ 

XLVl. 

And   therefore   come,   dear  lord,  left   longer 
{lay      ■ 
Do  arm  againft;  thee  all  the  pow'rs  of  fpite, 
And  thouhe  made  at  laft  the  woful  prey 
Of  full  enkind'led  wrath,  and  ruin'd  quite  : 
But  w  hat  prefaging  thought  of  blood  doth  ftay 
My  trembling  hand,  and  doth  my  foul  affright  ? 
What  horror  do  I  fee,  prepar'd  t'  attend 
Th'  event  of  this  ?  what  end,  unlefs  thou  end  ? 

XLVII. 

With  what  flrangc  forms,  and  fiiadows  ominous, 
j  Did  my  laft  fleep,  my  griev'd  foul  entertain  ? 

I  dreani'd.  yea,  O  dreams  are  but  frivolous ! 

And  yet  I'll  tell  it,  and  God  grant  it  vain. 
I  Metiiought  a  mighty  («)  hippopotamus,^ 
I  From  Niks  floating,  thrufts  into  the  main. 


A  LETTER  FROM   OCTAVIA. 


isi 


XJpon  whofe  back,  a  wanton  mermaid  fat, 
As  if  flic  rul'd  his  courfe,  and  fteer'd  his  fate. 

XLVIll. 

With  whom  t'  encounter,  forth  another  makes, 
Alike  in  kind,  of  ftrength  and  pow'r  as  good : 
At  whofe  engrappling,  Neptune's  mantle  takes 
A  purple  colour,  dy'd  with  ftreamsof  blood; 
Whereat  this  looker  on,  amaz'd,  forfakcs 
Her  champion  there,  who  yet  the  better  Hood  : 
But  fee'ng  her  gone,  ftraight  after  he  flies, 
As  if  his  heart  and  ftrength  lay  in  her  eyes. 

XLIX. 

On  follows  wrath  upon  difgrace  and  fear. 
Whereof  th'  event  forfock  me  with  the  night, 
But  my  wak'd   cares,  gave  me,  thefe  fliadows 

were 
Drawn  but  from  darknefs  to  inftrufl  the  light, 
Thefe  fecret  figures,  nature's  meflage  bear 
Of  coming  woes,  were  thy  decipher'd  right ; 
But  if  as  clouds  of  fleep  thou  fhalt  them  take, 
Yet  credit  wrath  and  fpight  that  are  awake. 


Prevent,  great  fpirit,  the  tempefts  that  begin, 
If  luft  and  thy  ambition  have  left  way 
But  to  look  out,  and  have  not  ftiut  all  in. 
To  ftop  thy  judgmont  from  a  true  furvey 
Of  thy  eftate,  and  let  thy  heart  within 
Confider  in  what  danger  thou  doft  lay 
Thy  life  and  mine,  to  leave  the  good  thou  haft, 
To  follow  hopes  with  fliadows  overcaft. 

LI. 

Come,  come  away  from  wrong,  from   craft, 
from  toil, 
Poflefs  thine  own  withright,  with  truth,  with  peace: 
Break  from  thefe  fnares,  thy  judgment  unbeguile, 
Free  thine  own  torment,  and  my  grief  releafe. 
But  whither  am  I  carried  all  this  while 
Beyond  my  fcope,  and  know  not  when  to  ceafe  ? 
Words  ftill  with  my  increafing  forrows  grough ; 
I  know  t'  have  faid  too  much,  but  not  enough. 
Wherefore,  no  more,  but  only  I  commend 
To  thee  the  heart  that's  thine,  aad  fo  I  end. 
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So  much  a  ftranger  my  feverer  mufe 
Is  not  to  love  ftrains,  or  a  ftiepherd's  reed. 
But  that  (he  knows  fome  rites  of  Phoebus'  dues. 
Of  Pan,  of  Pallas,  and  her  fifter's  meed. 
Read  and  commend,  flie  durft  thefe  tun'd  effays 
Of  him  that  loves  her  (Ihe  hath  ever  found 
Her  ftudies  as  one  circle).     Next  flie  prays 
His  readers  be  with  rofe  and  myrtle  crown'd  I 
No  willow  touch  them !  As  his  bays  are  free 
From  wrong  of  bolts,  fo  may  their  chaplets  be. 

selden's  verses  prefixed  to  Britannia's  PASTORAts* 
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Of  William  Browne,  this  flight  narrative  fcarcely merits  the  title  that  is  given  to  it;  but  the  ma- 
terials for  a  fuller  account  are  not  to  be  found.  He  was  born  at  Taviftock,  in  Devonlhire,  in  the 
year  1J90.  His  father,  Thomas  Browne  was  of  the  rank  of  gentleman,  and  according  to  Prince, 
in  his  '  Worthies  of  Devon,"'  defcended  of  the  kiughtly  family  of  Browne  of  Browne' s-Ilafh,  in 
the  paiifh  of  Langtree,  near  Great  Torrington. 

He  was  initruc5hed  in  grammatical  learning  at  the  fchool  of  Taviftock,  from  whence  he  was  fent 
to  lixeter  College,  Oxford,  about  the  beginning  of  the  reign  of  King  James  I.  where  he  made  a 
great  progrefs  in  claflical  and  polite  literature. 

He  left  the  univerfity  before  he  had  taken  any  degree,  and  entered  into  the  Society  of  the  In- 
ner Temple,  London,  where  he  feems  to  have  devoted  himfeif  chiefly  to  poetry,  and  probably  paid 
little  attention  to  the  ftudy  of  the  law. 

In  161 5,  he  publiflied,  in  folio,  the  firft  book  of  Britannia  s  Pajiorah ;  a  confiderablepart  of  which 
he  appears  to  have  written  before  he  had  attained  his  twentieth  j  car. 

Here  could  I  fpend  that  fpring  of  poefy, 
Which  not  tvi'ice  ten  funs  have  befl:ow'd  on  me; 
And  tell  the  world  the  mufe's  love  appears 
In  nonag'd  youth,  as  in  the  length  of  years. 

It  was  dedicated,  by  a  copy  of  verfcs,  to  William,  Earl  of  Pembroke,  Lord  Chamberlain  to  his 
Majefty,  and  ufliered  into  the  vvorld  by  coriiplimentary  verfes  from  fome  of  his  ingenious 
and  learned  friends;  among  whom  were  Drayton,  Selden,  Jonfon,  Chrifl^cpher  Brooke,  W.  Her- 
bert, Charles  Croke,  Unton  Croke,  John  Glanville,  John  Davies  of  Hereford,  George  Wither  of 
Lincoln's  Inn;  and  Edward  Heyward,  Fr.  Dynne,  Thomas  Gardiner,  W.  Ferrar,  Fr.  Guide,  John 
Morgan,  Thomas  Heygate,  and  Augultus  Casfar,  of  the  Inner  i  emple.  In  the  fifth  Song,  he  in- 
lerted  an  Elegy  vn  the  birwaikd  death  tf  the  truly  beloved  and  moji  <virtuous  Henry,  Prince  of  pVales  ;  whofc 
lofs  was  juftly  a  fubjed;  of  national  regret. 

Thefe  paftorais  were  generally  read  and  admired,  and  procured  him  a  great  reputation. 

In  1 61 4,  he  publiftied  The  Shepherd's  Pipe,  in  even  Eclogues.  It  was  dedicated  by  a  copy  of  verfes 
to  Edward,  Lord  Zouch.  The  fiilt  eclogue  i»  copied  from  Occleeve,  a  writer  of  the  age  of  Chau- 
cer, whofe  other  poems  he  defigned  to  pubhfh.  In  ihe  fourth  eclogue,  he  lamented  the  death  of  his 
friend  Mr.  Thomas  Manwood,  fon  of  Sir  Peter  Manwood.  Knight,  under  the  name  of  Philarete. 

In  1616,  he  publiflied  the  fecund  book  of  Ir'tannia's  Pajlorals ;  in  which  he  celebrated  the  fa- 
mous Earl  of  Effex,  together  with  Spenfer,  Brayton,  Daniel,  Jonfon,  and  other  contemporary 
poets. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  year  i6z4,  he  returned  to  Exeter  College,  and  became  tutor  to  Robert 
Dormer  Earl  of  Caernarvon,  who  was  killed  in  the  battle  of  Newbury,  on  the  aoth  of  September 
1643,  and  has  been  praifed  by  Clarendon. 

On  the  1 6th  of  November,  in  the  fam§  year,  he  was  created  Mafter  of  Arts,  and  was  fiyled  in  the 
public  reglfter  of  the  Univerfity,  a  man  well  {killed  in  all  kinds  of  j>olite  literature  and  ufefwl  arjs, 
^ir  smui  iiimana  lilcralura  ei  husrum  artiain,  cognliions  infruflus. 
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In  1625,  he  puMidicd  the  two  ^ook    of  fiiHinmla's  F/i/Jorah,  in  2  vols.  Svo. 

After  he  had  quitted  the  univerfity  with  his  pupil,  he  appears  to  have  been  patronjfed  by  William 
Earl  of  Pcnihrokc,  the  friend  of  Daniel,  and  one  of  the  moft  univeifally  beloved  and  efteemed  no- 
bleman of  that  age. 

Wood, fays  Lord  Pembroke,  had  great  refpedl  for  him,  and  took  him  into  his  family,  and  that  he 
"  got  wealth  and  purchafed  an  eftate  ;"  and  that  "  he  had  a  great  mind  in  a  little  body." 
-  -The  time  of  his  death  is  uncertain,  though  it  probably  hapjened  in  164J.  Wood  fays,  "  in  my 
fearches  I  find  that  one  William  Browne,  of  Ottery,  St.  Mary,  in  Devon,  died  in  the  winter  tiiie 
1645  ;  whether  the  fame  with  the  poet,  1  am  hitherto  ignorant."  It  is  very  likely  to  have  bcLii  'le 
"fame  perfon,  as  he  wa~  a  native  of  Devonfliire,  and  appears  to  have  had  a  ftrong  attachment  to  ihac 
country,  and  might  therefore  naturally  be  led  to  fix  his  refidence  there  in  the  latter  part  of  his 
life. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Browne;  a  man  who  obtaired  the  highe.1  diftincflion.as  a  poet,  in  a. 
Jearned  and  poetical  age,  and  to  whofe  memory  time  has  by  no  means  done  juftice.  His  fate  is  as 
^uncommon  as  it  is  unmerited.  He  who  was  admired  and  beloved  by  all  the  beft  writers  of  his 
time,  who  was  efteemed  and  highly  recommended  by  the  critical  Jonfon,  and  the  learned  Seldcn, 
.-was,  in  a  few  years  after  his  death,  almoft  forgotten. 

So  great  are  the  revolutions  of  our  language,  and  fuch  the  uncertainty  of  literary  fame,  that  be- 
•Jore  the  clofe  of  the  century  in  which  he  wrote,  his  poetry  was  become  antiquated,  and  only  one 
icdition  of  his  works  has  been  printed  in  a  hundred  years. 

But  the  effufions  of  a  real  poetical  mind  will  be  feldom  rendered  totally  abortive,  and  thofe  ho- 
-nours  which,  thr -ugh  envy  or  accident,  are  withheld  in  one  age,  are  furc  to  be  repaid  with  intereft, 
.'.by  tafte  and  gratitude  in  another. 

The  prefent  age,  diftinguiftied  by  a  tafte  for  poetical  antiquitie';,  has  already  made  him  fome  re- 
rcaration  for  the  injuftice  of  the  laft;  and  pafterity,  through  each  fucceeding  generation,  will  com- 
plete the  meafure  of  his  fame. 

His  poems,  which  deferved  to  be  refcued  from  the  obfcurity  into  which  they  had  fallen,  were 
colledled-by  T.  Davies,  the  laudable  reftorer  of  our  old  Englifli  p  ets,  and  printed  in  3  vols.  izmo. 
3  772,  as  a  proper  compartion  of  his  editions  of  Davies',  Carew,  and  Suckling. 

Tie  Shepherd's  Pipe  was  become  fo  extremely  fcarce,  that  if  Mr.  Warton,  the  learned  hiftorian  of 
the  Englifli  poetry  had  not  lent  his  own  copy  to  be  tranfcribed,  the  piiblic  might  have  been  de- 
prived of  this  admirable  colled;ion  of  eclogues. 

The  Inner  Temple  Mafque,  which  had  never  been  printed,  was  procured  from  the  library  of  Ema- 
nuel College, Cambridge,  by  the  learned  Dr.  Farmer,  who  alfo  communicated  the  copy  of  '/erfes  pre 
fixed  to  the  Tragedy  of  Richard  111,  not  inferted  in  any  former  edition. 

Some  other  unprinted  poems  of  Browne  appear  to  have  been  in  the  poiTeflion  of  Mr.  Warburton, 
the  herald,  which  were  fold  with  his  library  about  the  year  1759  or  1760,  and  cannot  be  re- 
covered. 

His  Poems  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  chronological  arrangement  of  clafC- 
cal  Englifli  poetry. 

Browne  is  eminently  entitled  to  a  very  high  rank  among  our  old  Englifli  claffics;  he  has  original 
imagery,  ftriking  fentiment,  fertility  of  expreflion,  and  happy  conibinatioiis,  together  with  a  felicity 
of  didion,  and  a  flow  of  harmony,  that  merit  the  attention  of  the  modern  writers  of  verfe. 

There  is  an  amiable  fimplicity  in  moft  of  his  pieces  ;  and  he  knew  how  to  move  the  heart  by 
ilrokes  of  genuine  nature  and  pafiibn  Hi'  imagination  was  fertile,  and  his  mind  vig.rous,  but  his 
judgment  was  corrupted  by  the  vitiated  tafte  of  the  age  in  which  he  lived  :  His  writii.g--,  therefore, 
abound  with  falfe  wit,  and  frivolous  ornnments;  his  defcriptions,  though  pidlurefque,  have  an  air 
of  extravagance  ;  his  conceptions,  though  ftrong,  have  marks  of  deformity,  and  his  language  never 
flows  in  a  continued  ftrain  of  purity  :  he  could  not  plan  with  prcclfion  and  delicacy,  and  was  una- 
ble to  join  correcTcnefswith  fpirit. 

He  is  mentioned  by  Win.^an  ey,  as  "  worthily  deferviiig  of  commendations;"  but  the  paflage 
which  he  quotes  as  a  ff  ecimen  of  his  manner,  is  injurious  to  his  merits,  and  by  uo  means  charader- 
'  iftit  of  Browne.  I 
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It  IS  to  Ills  honour  that  Milton  read  and  imitated  him,  as  every  attentive  reader  of  Philarete  and 
"  Lycidas,"  mull  foon  difcover  :  the  refemblance  is  obvious  ;  and  it  is  detrading  nothing  from  the 
inerit  of  "  Lycidas,"  that  it  owes  its  origin  to  Philarete. 

His  Inner  Temple  Mafque  aXio,  may  be  fuppofcd  to  have  fuggefted  the  hint  to  Milton  of  his 
"  Mafque  of  Comus,"  to  which  indeed  it  is  much  inferior,  both  in  the  defign  and  execution,  though 
fome  of  the  fongs  have  an  agreeable  wildnefs  and  beauty,  not  unworthy  of  that  great  genius. 
.  Wood  fays,  that  "  as  he  had  honoured  his  country  with  his  elegant  and  fvveet  paftorals,  fo  was  he 
expeifted,  and  alfo  entreated,  a  little  farther  to  grace  it,  by  drawing  out  the  line  of  his  poetic  anceftors, 
beginning  in  Jofephus  Ifcanus,  and  ending  in  himfelf ;  but  whether  ever  publilhed,  having  been  all 
or  moftly  written,  as  'twas  faid,  I  know  not," 

In  one  of  Mr.  Old^s's  MSS.  it  is  obferved,  that  "  he  was  reputed  a  man  not  only  the  bell  verfed 
in  the  works  and  beauties  of  the  Englilh  poets,  but  alfo  in  their  lives  and  charaflers,  wherefore  he 
was  pitched  and  prevailed  upon  to  draw  out  the  line  of  his  poetic  anceftors,  from  jofephus  Ifcanus, 
down  to  himfelf  which  mull  have  been  a  deiecSable  and  ufeful  labour,  from  a  man  not  only  of  his 
learning  and  talle,  but  who  had  the  advantage  of  living  fo  much  nearer  the  times  when  our  moft  re- 
nowned cultivators  of  Englilh  poetry  adorned  this  ille." 

The  authority  of  Mr.  Oldys  is  unquellionable  ;  and  his  fentiments  relative  to  this  intended  work 
of  Browne,  cannot  fail  to  command  the  approbation,  and  excite  the  regret  of  every  lover  of  litera- 
ry and  poetical  biography. 

The  modern  teftimonies  to  his  merits  are  fev4^,  from  the  want  of  his  being  generally  read ;  but  his 
fame,  however  tardy,  was  progreflive.  He  found  a  friend  and  reader  in  Pattifon  of  Sidney  College, 
Cambridge,  who,  it  is  faid,  was  poiTefTed  of  no  book  at  his  death,  except  Britannia's  Paftorals  ;  he 
■was  alfo  a  favourite  with  Thompfon  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  who  intended  to  print  an  edition 
of  his  Paforalsf  with  notes  and  obfervations,  which,  though  of  little  value,  are  preferved  in  Davies's 
edition. 
He  was  more  fortunate  in  attracting  the  notice  of  the  amiable  and  ingenious  Mr.  Headley, 

"  Who  wove  frelh  garlands  for  the  mufe  of  yore," 

and  has  drawn  his  poetical  chara<Ser  with  a  difcriminating  pencil,  though  with  a  penury  rather  than 
a  profufion  of  praife. 

"  The  Italian  writers  were  his  models,  and  he  was  either  too  young  or  too  injudicious  to  refill  the 
contagion  of  forced  allufions  and  conceits,  which  an  incorredl  age,  not  only  endured,  but  pra(Siifed 
and  approved.  His  defcriptions  are  fometimes  puerile,  and  at  other  times  overwrought ;  one  while 
loll  in  a  profufion  of  colours,  and  at  another  bald  and  fpiritlefs :  yet  he  feenis  to  have  been  a  great 
admirer,  and  no  inattentive  obferver  of- the  charms  of  nature  ;  as  his  worlcs  abound  in  minute  rural 
imagery,  though  indifcriminately  feledled.  From  the  verfes  prefixed  to  his  book,  he  Ihould  feeni 
to  have  written  very  early  in  life.  Had  it  been  otherwife,  and  challe  and  wholefome  models  been 
thrown  in  his  way,  much  might  have  been  expedled  from  his  natural  powers.  The  praife  he  re- 
ceived from  Selden,  Jonfon,  and  Drayton,  and  the  notice  he  obtained  from  Milton,  are  real  honours 
that  almoft  counterbalance  oblivion,  at  kail  they  prove  that  he  did  not  deferve  it," 
Vol.  IV,  B, 


To  the  truly  noble  and  learned 

WILLIAM  EARL  OF  PEiMBROKE, 

LORD  CHAMBERLAIN  TO  HIS  MAJESTY,  &C. 


Not  that  the  gift  (great  lord)  deferves  your  hand, 
(Held  ever  worth  the  rareft  works  of  men) 
Offsr  I  this ;  but  fince  in  all  our  land 
None  can  more  rightly  claim  a  poet's  pen  : 
That  noble  blood  and  virtue  truly  known, 
"Which  circular  in  you  united  run, 
Makes  you  each  good,  and  every  good  your  own. 
If  it  can  hold  in  what  my  mufe  hath  done. 
But  weak  and  lowly  are  thefe  tuned  lays. 
Yet  though  but  weak  to  win  fair  memory. 
You  may  improve  them,  and  your  gracing  raife ; 
IFor  things  are  priz'd  as  their  poffeffors  be. 

If  for  fuch  favour  they  have  worthlefs  ftrlven. 
Since  love  the  caufe  was,  be  that  love  forgiven  I 

Your  honour's, 

W.  Browns. 


TO  THE  READER. 


The  times  are  fwoln  fo  big  with  nicer  wits, 
That  nought  founds  good,but  what  opinion  ftrikes, 
Cenfure  with  judgment  feld  together  fits  ; 
And  now  the  man  more  than  the  matter  likes. 

The  great  rewardrefs  of  a  poet's  pen, 
Fame,  is  by  thofe  fo  dog'd  Ihe  feldom  flies, 
The  roufes  fitting  on  the  graves  of  men. 
Singing  that  virtue  lives  and  never  dies. 

And  chas'd  away  by  the  malignant  tongues 
OIXucb|  by  whom  detraiftion  is  ador'd : 


Hence  grows  the  want  of  ever-living  fongs, 
With  which  our  ifle  was  whilom  bravely  lloi'J. 

If  fuch  a  bafilifk  dart  down  his  eye, 
(Empoifon'd  with  the  dregs  of  utmoft  hate) 
To  kill  the  firft  blooms  of  my  poefy, 
It  is  his  w«rft,  and  makes  me  fortunate. 
Kind  wits  I  vail  to,  but  to  fools  precife 
I  am  as  confident  as  they  are  nice. 

W.W. 
From  the  Tnner-Temfle,7 
June  18.  1613.  y 
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SONG     I. 


'The  ^}-gument. 

Marina's  love  yclep'd  the  fair, 
Celand's  difdain,  and  her  defpair. 
Are  the  firft  wings  my  Mufe  puts  on 
To  reach  the  facred  Helicon. 


I  THAT  whileare  near  Tavie's  *  flrag'Hng  fprin^, 

tJnto  my  feely  fheep  did  ufe  to  fing. 

And  play'd  to  pleafe  myfelf,  on  ruftic  reed, 

Nor  fought  for  ijay,  (the  learned  fliepherd's  meed,) 

But  as  a  fwain  unkent  fed  on  the  plains, 

And  made  the  echo  umpire  of  my  flrains  : 

Am  drawn  by  time,  (although  theweak'ft  of  many) 

To  fing  thofe  lays  as  yet  unfung  of  any. 

What  need  I  tune  the  fwains  of  ThelTaly  ? 

Or  bootlefs,  add  to  them  of  Arcadie  ? 

No  :  fair  Arcadia  cannot  be  completer. 

My  praife  may  leffon,  but  to  make  thee  greater. 

My  mufe  for  lofty  pitches  fhall  not  roam, 

But  homely  pipen  of  her  naive  home  : 

And  to  the  fwains,  love  rural  minftralfy, 

Thus,  dea'f  Britannia,  will  I  fing  of  thee. 

High  on  the  plains  of  that  renowned  ifle, 
Which  all  men  beauty's  garden-plot  enftyle, 
A  fhepherd  dwelt,  whom  fortune  had  made  rich 
With  all  the  gifts  that  feely  men  bewitch. 
Near  him  a  fliepherdefs,  for  beauty's  ftore 
Unparallel'd  of  any  age  before. 

Tavie  is  a  ri-ver,  having  his  head  in   Dertmore  in 

Levon, fame  few  miles  f,omMarie-Ta'uy, and  falls  foidh- 

ward  into  Tamar  :   out  of  the  fame  mf.or  rifeth,  riinninT 

northxvard,  another,  called  Tau  ;    -which,  by  the  ivay,  the 

rather  I  fpeak  of  hecaitfe  in  the  printed  Malmejhury  de 

Gejl.  Pont fc, lib.  2  fol .  1 0,6 . you  read,^^ EJlin  Dofnnonia 

canohium  Llonachnrum  jiixta  Tan  fu-viin/i,  tjnod  Tavi- 

Jiock  •vacatur:''''  'whereas,  upon  Tauflands  ( near  the ncrth- 

Jtde  of  tk  fire)   Tauf.ock,  ie'twr  no  remnants  of  a  mona- 

Jiery  ;  fo  that  you  mujl  there  read,  '■'■  juxta  Ta-ji  riws/um," 

IS  in  a  manufcript  copy  of  MalmeJ'bury  (the  form  of  the 

hand,  ajfuring  Malmefoury  s  time]  belonging  to  the  Abbey 

'f  St.  Auguf.ti)  in  Canterbury,  I  have  fcM  in  the  hands  of 

my  very  Icarr.ed friend  M.  HeUia. 


\\  itnin  thofe  breads  her  face  a  flame  did  move 
V^'hich  never  knew  before  what  'twas  to  love 
Dazzling  each  fhepherd's  fight  that  view'd  'her 

eyes. 
And  as  the  Perfians  did  idolatrifc 
Unto  the  fun  :  they  thought  that  Cynthia's  light 
M<ght  well  be  fpar'd,  where  (he  appear'din  night. 
Anu  as  when  many  to  the  goal  do  run, 
The  prize  is  given  never  but  to  one  : 
So  firft,  and  only  Celandine  was  led, 
Of  deftinies  and  heaven  much  favoured. 
To  gain  this  beauty,  which  [  here  do  okcr 
To  memory  :  his  pains  (who  would  not  proffer 
Pains  for  fuch  fleafures?)  were  not  great  nor 

much, 
But  that  his  labour's  recompence  was  fuch 
As  countervailed  all :  for  (lie  whofe  paffion, 
(And  paffion  oft  is  love)  whofe  inclination 
Bent  all  her  courfe  to  him-wards,  let  him  know 
He  was  the  elm  whereby  her  vine  did  grow- : 
Yea    tcld  him,  when  his  tongue  began  this  talk, 
■She  knew  not  to  deny  when  he  would  afk. 
Fmding  his  fuite  as  quickly  got  as  mov'd. 
Celandine,  in  his  thoughts  not  well  approv'd 
What  none  could  difallow,  his  love  grew  fained, 
And  what  he  once  affeded,  now  difdained. 
But  fair  Marina,  (for  fo  was  flie  call'd) 
Haviiig  in  Celandine  her  love  inftall'd, 
Affciled  fo  this  faithlefs  fhepherd's  boy. 
That  (he  was  rapt  beyond  degree  of  joy'; 
Briefly,  fhe  could  not  live  one  hour  without  him 
And  thought  no  joy  like  theirs  that  liv'd  about  him. 

This  variable  Ihepherd  for  a  while 

Did  nature's  jewel,  by  his  craft,  beguile  • 

And  ftill  the  perfeaer  her  lovc  did  grow. 

His  did  appear  more  counterfeit  in  flKw.' 

Rij 
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Which  flie  perceiving;  that  his  flame  did  flake, 

^\nd  lov'd  her  cnly  for  his  trophy's  lake  : 

"  For  he  that's  (luiTed  with  a  I'aithlifs  tumour,^ 

"  Loves  only  for  his  luft  and  for  his  humour  :" 

And  that  he  often  in  hi'!  merry  fit 

Would  fay,  his  j^ood  came,  e'er  he  hop'd  for  it : 

His  thoiiijhts  for  other  fubjeas  being  preft, 

JLfieemiriS'tbat  as  nought,  which  he  po..eft  : 

"  For,  what  is  crottcn  hut  with  little  pain, 

"  Asiitih-  j^rief  we  take  to  lofe  again  :" 

V.'ell-mindtd  Marine  grieving:,  thought  it  ftrange 

Tiiat  her  ingratcful  fwain  did  feek  for  change. 

Still  by  degrees  her  cares  grew  to  the  full, 

Joys  to  the  wane  :  heart-rending  grief  did  pull 

Her  from  herfelf,  and  fhe  abandon'd  all 

To  cries  and  tears,  fruits  of  a  funeral ; 

Running,  the  mountains,  fields,  by  wat'ry  fprings, 

rillin;>-  each  cave  with  woful  echoings; 

IVlaking  in  thoufand  places  hsr  complaint, 

And  uttering  to  the  trees  what  her  tears  meant. 

"  For  griefs  conceal'd  (proceeding  from  defire) 

"  Cor.fumc  the  more,  as  doth  a  clofe  pent  fire." 

Whilft  that  the  day's  folc  eye  doth  guide  the  feas, 

in  his  day's  journey  to  th'  Antipodes  ; 

And  all  the  time  the  jetty  charioteer 

Hurls  her  black  mantle  through  our  hemifphere. 

Under  the  covert  of  a  fprouting  pine 

Fhe  fits  and  grieves  for  faithlefs  Celandine. 

35eo-inning  thus  ,  Alas!  and  muft  it  be 

Th'at  love",  which  thus  torments  and  troubles  me 

3n  fettling  it,  fo  fmall  advice  hath  lent 

To  make^me  captive,  where  enfranchifement 

Cannot  be  gotten  ?  nor  where,  like  a  flave, 

The  office  due  to  faithful  prifoners,  have  ? 

O  cruel  Celandine,  v/hy  fliouldfl:  thou  hate 

Her,  who  to  love  thee,  was  ordain'd  by  fate  ! 

r^hould  I  hot  follow  thee,  and  fucrifice 

My  wretched  life  to  thy  betraying  eyes  ? 

Aye  mei  of  all,  my  moft  unhappy  lot, 

What  others  would,  theu  may 'ft,  and  yet  wilt  not. 

Have  I  rejeftcd  thofe  that  nie  ador'd. 

To  he  of  him,  whom  I  adore,  abhor'd  ? 

And  pafb'd  by  others  tears,  to  make  ele(a:ion 

Of  one,  that  fliould  f  >  pafs  by  my  affedlion  .? 

1  have  :  and  fee,  the  heav'nly  powers  intend 

«•    To  punifli  fiiuiers  in  \yhat  they  offend." 

May  be  he  takes  delight  to  fee  iu  me 

•;  he  burning  rage  of  hellidi  jealoufy ; 

Tries  if  in  fury  any  love  appears- ; 

And  bathes  his  joy  within  my  flood  of  tears. 

But  if  he  lov'd  to  foil  my  fpotkfs  fou'., 

And  me  amongll:  deceived  maids  enrol, 

'I'o  cublifl-.  to  the  world  my  open  fliamc  : 

Tien  I.i;art  take  freedom;  hence  accurfed  flame; 

,\nd,  as  nueen  regent  in  my  heart  fliall  move 

"  Difdain,  that  only  ovcr-ruleth  love  :" 

By  this  enfranchib'd  fure  my  thoughts  fliall  be, 

/i,.d  in  the  fame  fort  love,  as  thou  lov'll  me. 

But  what  ?  or  can  1  cancel  or  unbind 

That  whifh  my  heart  hath  fcal'd  and  love  hath 

fign'd  ? 
No  no  oilu'doth  deceive  me  more  each  hour  ;  ^ 
«'  For.  \%'hv  fo  truly  loves,  hath  not  that  power." 
^     1  wrong  to  fay  fo,  fince  of  all  'tis  known, 

«'  Who  yields  to  lov?  doth  leave  to  Is  htr  own. 


OFBROWNE. 

But  what  avails  my  living  thus  apart? 

Can  I  forget  him  ?  or  out  of  my  heart 

Can  tears  expulfe  his  image  ?  furely  no. 

"  We  well  may  flic  the  place,  but  not  the  WOe  t 

"  Love's  fire  is  of  a  nature  which  by  turns 

"  Confumcs  in  prefence,  and  in  abfence  burns." 

And  knowing  this,  aye  me  !  unhappy  wight! 

What  means  is  left  to  help  me  in  this  plight  ? 

And  from  that  pecvifh,  fhooting,  hood-wink'delf. 

To  repoffcfs  my  love,  my  heart,  myfelf  ? 

Only  this  help  I  find,  which  I  elcjfi:, 

Since  what  my  life,  nor  can  nor  will  effeft, 

My  ruin  fhall :  and  by  it,  I  ftiall  find, 

"  Death  cures  (when  all  helps  fail  (the  grieved 

"  mind." 
And  welcome  here,  (than  love,  a  better  guefl) 
That  of  all  labours  art  the  only  reft  : 
Whilfl:  thus  I  live,  all  thingf  difcomfort  give. 
The  life  is  fure  a  death  wherein  I  live  : 
Save  life  and  death  do  differ  in  this  one, 
That  life  liath  ever  cares,  and  death  hath  none. 
But  if  that  he  (difdainful  fwain)  fhoukl  know 
That  for  his  love  I  wrought  my  overthrow ; 
Will  he  not  glory  in't  ?  and  from  my  death 
Drawmoredelights.andgive  new  joys  their  breath? 
Admit  he  do,  yet  better  'tis  that  I 
Render  myfelf  to  death  than  mifery. 
I  cannot  live,  thus  barred  from  his  fight. 
Nor  yet  endure,  in  prefence,  any  wight 
Should  love  him  but  myfelf.    O  reafon's  eye, 
How  art  thou  blinded  with  wild  jealoufy  ! 
And  is  it  thus  ?  Then  which  fliall  have  my  blood, 
Or  certain  ruin,  or  uncertain  good  ? 
Why  do  I  doubt  ?  Are  we  not  fl:ill  advis'd, 
"  That  certainty  in  all  things  beft  is  priz'd  ?" 
Then,  if  a  certain  end  can  help  my  moan, 
"  Know  death  hath  certainty,  but  life  hath  none.'** 

Here  is  a  mount,  whofe  top  feems  to  defpife 
The  far  inferior  vale  that  under  lies  ; 
Who,  like  a  great  man  rais'd  aloft  by  fate, 
Meafure?  his  height  by  others  mean  cflate  : 
Near  to  whofe  foot  there  glides  a  filvcr  flood, 
Falling  from  hence,  I'll  chmb  unto  my  good: 
And  by  it  finifii  love  and  reafon's  ftri^*, 
And  end  my  mifery  as  well  as  life. 
But  as  a  coward's  heartener  in  war. 
The  fl:irring  drum,  keeps  leffer  noife  from  far. 
So  feem  the  murmuring  waves,  tell  in  mine  ear, 
That  guiltlefs  blond  was  never  fpilled  there. 
Then  "flay  awhile  ;  the  beafts  that  haunt  thofe 

fprings. 
Of  whom  I  hear  the  fearful  bellowings. 
May  do  that  deed,  (as  moved  by  my  cry) 
Whereby  my  foul,  as  fpotlefs  ivory. 
May  turn  from  whence  it  came,  and,  fr6ed  froiii; 

hence, 
Be  unpolluted  of  that  foul  offence. 
But  why  protraA  1  time  f  Death  is  no  ftranger, 
"  And  generous  fpirits  never  fear  for  danger  : 
"  Death  is  a  thing  moft  natural  to  us, 
"  And  fear  doth  only  make  it  odious." 

As  when  to  feck  her  fncd  abroad  doth  rove 
The  Ni'.ncius  of  p°ace,  the  feely  dove. 
Two  (harp  let  hawks  do  her  on  each  fide  he m. 
And  flie  knows  not  which  way  to  flie  from  thenr  i 
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Or  like  a  fliip,  that  toffed  to  and  fro 
With  wind  and  tide,  the  wind  doth  fternly  blow, 
And  drives  her  to  the  m^in,  the  tide  comes  fore 
And  hurls  her  back  again  towards  the  Ihore  ; 
And  fince  her  ballaft,  and  her  fails  do  lack. 
One  brings  her  out,  the  other  beats  her  back ; 
Till  one  of  them  encreafing  more  his  fhocks, 
Hurls  her  to  fhore,  and  rends  her  on  the  rocks  : 
So  flood  fhe  long,  'twixt  love  and  reafon  toft, 
Until  defpair,  (who,  where  it  comes  rules  moft) 
Won  her  to  throw  herfelf,  to  meet  with  death. 
From  off  the  rock  into  the  flood  beneath. 
The  waves  that  were  above,  when  as  (he  fell, 
For  fear  flew  back  again  into  their  well ; 
Doubtmg  enfuing  times  on  them  would  frown, 
That  they  fo  rare  a  beauty  heip'd  to  drown. 
Her  fall,  in  grief,  did  make  the  flream  fo  roar, 
That  fulkn  murmurings  filled  all  the  fhore. 

A  fhcpherd  (near  this  flood  that  fed  his  fheep. 
Who  at  this  chance  left  grazing  and  did  weep) 
Having  fo  fad  an  objedl  for  his  eyes. 
Left  pipe  and  flock,  and  in  the  water  flies, 
To  fave  a  jewel,  which  was  never  fent 
To  be  poffeft  by  one  fole  element : 
But  fuch  a  work  nature  difpos'd  and  gave, 
Where  all  the  elements  concordance  have. 
He  took  her  in  his  arms,  for  pity  cry'd. 
And  brought  her  to  the  river's  furtlier  fide  : 
Yea,  and  he  fought  by  all  his  art  and  pain. 
To  bring  her  likewife  to  herfelf  again  : 
While  flie  that  by  her  fall  was  fenfelefs  left, 
And  almofl  in  the  waves  had  life  bereft, 
Lay  long,  as  if  her  fweet  immortal  fpirit 
Was  fled  fome  other  palace  to  inherit. 

But  as  clear  Phoebus,  when  fome  foggy  cloud 
His  brightncfs  from  the  world  awhile  doth  fhroud, 
Doth  by  degrees  begin  to  fliew  his  light 
Unto  the  view  :  or,  as  the  queen  of  night. 
In  her  encreafing  horns,  doth  rounder  grow, 
Till  full  and  perfeifl  ihe  appear  in  flievv  : 
Such  order  in  this  maid  the  (hepherd  fpies. 
When  fhe  began  to  fhew  the  world  her  eyes. 
Who   (thinking  now   that    Ihe  had  paft  death's 

dreamj 
Occafion'd  by  her  fall  into  the  ftream, 
And  that  hell's  ferryman  did  then  deliver 
Her  to  the  other  fide  th'  infernal  river) 
Said  to  the  fwain  :   O  Charon,  f  am  bound 
More  to  thy  kindnefs,  than  all  elfe,  that  round 
Come  thronging  to  thy  boat :   thou  haft  paft  over 
The  woful'ft  n\aid  that  e'er  thefe  ftiades  did  cover . 
But  pr'thee  (ferryman  dire6t  my  fp'rit 
Where  that  black  river  runs  the  Lethe  hight. 
That  1  of  it  (as  other  ghofts)  may  drink, 
And  never  of  the  world,  or  love,  more  think. 
The  fwain  perceiving  by  her  words  ill  forted. 
That  file  was  wholly  from  herfelf  tranfported ; 
And  fearing  left  thofe  often  idle  fits 
JVIight  clean  expel  her  uncolleiSled  wits  : 
Fair  nymph  (faid  he)  the  powers  above  deny 
So  fair  a  beaury  fhould  fo  cjuickly  die  : 
The  heavens  unto  the  world  have  made  a  loan, 
And  muft  for  you  have  intereft,  tiiree  for  one  : 
Callback  your  thoughtso'ercaft  withdoloursnight; 
X>o  you  nut  fee  the  day,  the  heavens,  the  light  ? 


Do  you  not  know  in  Pluto's  darkfome  place 
The  light  of  heaven  did  never  flisw  his  face  ? 
Do  not  your  pulfcs  beat,  y'are  warm,  have  breath, 
Your  fenfe  rapt  with  fear,  but  not  with  death  ? 
I  am  not  Charon,  nor  of  Pluto's  hoft  ; 
Nor  is  there  flefti  and  blood  found  in  a  ghoft ; 
But  as  you  fee,  a  feely  fnepherd's  fwain, 
Wfto,  though  my  mere  revenues  bet  he  train 
Of  milk-white  fheep,  yet  I  am  joy'd  as  much, 
Jn  faving  you,  (O,  who  would  not  fave  fuch  .') 
As  ever  was  the  wand'ring  youth  of  *  Gicece, 
That  brought,  from  Colchos,  home,  the  Golden 
Fleece. 

The  never  too  much-praifed  fair  Marine, 
Hearing  thofe  words,  believ'd  her  ears  and  een  : 
And  knew  how  fhe  efcaped  had  the  flood 
By  means  of  this  young  fwain  that  near  her  ftood. 
Whereat  for  grief  flie  'gan  again  to  faint. 
Redoubling  thus  her  cries  and  fad  complaint: 
Alas  !  and  is  that  likewife  barr'd  from  me. 
Which  for  all  perfons  elfe  lies  ever  free .' 
Will  life,  nor  death,  nor  ought  abridge  my  pain  ? 
'But  live  ftill  dying,  die  to  live  again  ? 
The  moft  unhappy  T  !  which  find  moft  fure, 
The  wound  of  love,  negle;led,  is  paft  cure. 
Moft  cruel  god  of  love  (if  fuch  there  be) 
That  ftill  to  my  defires  art  contrary  ! 
Why  fhould  I  not  in  reafon  this  obtain. 
That  as  I  love,  I  may  be  lov'd  again  ? 
Alas !  with  thee  too,  nature  plays  her  parts. 
That  fram'd  fo  great  a  difcord,  'tween  two  hearts; 
One  flies,  and  always  doth  in  hate  prefcver ; 
The  other  follows,  and  in  love  grows  ever. 
Why  doft  thou  not  extinguifli  clean  this  flame. 
And  plac'd  on  him  that  beft  deferves  the  fame  ? 
Why  had  not  I  afJeiSed  fome  kind  youth 
Whofe  every  word  had  been  the  word  of  truth  ? 
Who  might  have  had  to  love,  and  lov'd  to  have 
So  true  a  heart  as  1  to  Celand  gave. 
For  t  Pfyche's  love  !  if  beauty  gave  thee  birth. 
Or  if  thou  haft  attratftive  power  on  earth. 
Dame  Venus'  fweeteft  child,  requite  this  love; 
Or  fate  yield  means  my  fnul  may  hence  remove  ! 
Once  feeing  in  a  fpring  her  drowned  eyes, 
O  cruel  beauty,  caufe  of  this  (flie  cries^) 
Mother  of  love,  (my  joy's  moft  fatal  knife) 
That    work'ft  her  death,  by  whom  thyfelf  haft 
life! 

The  youthful  fwain  that  heard  this  loving  fainc 
So  oftentimes  to  pour  forth  fuch  complamt. 
Within  hi-i  heart  fuch  true  aff"eiSlion  prais'd. 
And  did  perceive  kind  love  and  pity  rais'd 
His  mind  to  fighs;  yea,  beauty  forced  this, 
That  all  her  gnef  he  thought  was  likewife  his. 
And  having  brought  her  what  his  lodge  affords. 
Sometime  he  wept  with  her,  fometime  with  v>fords 
W.iuld  fcek  to  comfort;  when  alas  poor  elf 
He  needed  then  a  comforter  himfelf. 
Daily  whole  troops  of  grief  unto  him  came. 
For  her  who  languifli'd  of  another  flame. 
If  that  ftie  figh'd  he  thought  him  lov'd  of  her, 
When  'twas  another  fail  her  wind  did  ftir  : 

*    '^nfon. 

\   See  A'vlltiit:''.  G'^f'tm  Afe^  Ath,  J//-,  an.l  GlL  -c. 
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But  had  her  fighs  and  tears  been  for  this  boy, 
Her  r  trow  had  been  lefs,  and  more  her  joy. 
L  'Hg  time  ia  grief  he  hid  his  lovc-madc  pains, 
And  dul  artcr.  1  l.er  walks  in  woods  and  plains; 
Bearing  a  fuel,  which  her  fun-like  eyes 
Enflam'd,  and  made  his  heart  the  facrifice. 
Yet  he,  fad  fwain,  to  Ihew  it  did  not  dare  ; 
And  {he,  leaft  he  (hould  love,  aye  dy'd  for  fear. 
She,  evsr-wailing,  blam'd  the  powers  above, 
That  night  nor  day  give  any  reft  to  love. 
He  prais'd  the  heavens  in  filence,  oft  was  mute, 
And  thought  with  tears  and  fighs  to  win  his  fuit. 

Once  in  the  Ihade,  when  (he  by  fleep  rw^os'd, 
And  her  clear  eyes  'twixt  her  fair  lids  enclos'd  ; 
The.  fhepherd  fwain  began  to  hate  and  curfe 
That  day  unfortunate,  which  was  the  nurfe 
Of  all  his  forrows.     He  had  given  breath 
And  life  to  her,  which  was  his  caufe  of  death. 
O  JEiof's  fnake,  that  thirftcft  for  his  blood. 
From  whom  ihyfelf  receiv'd'fl  a  certain  good. 
Thus  oftentimes  unto  himfelf  alone 
Would  he  recount  his  grief,  utter  his  moan  ; 
And  after  much  debating  did  refolve 
Rather  his  grandame  earth  lliould  clean  involve 
His  pining  body,  e'er  he  would  make  known 
To  her,  what  tares  love  in  his  brcaft  had  fown. 
Tea,  he  would  fay,  when  grief  for  fpeech  hath 

cry'd ; 
"  'Tis  better  never  aik  then  be  deny'd." 

But  as  the  queen  of  rivers,  faireft  Thames, 
That  for  her  buildings  other  floods  enflames 
With  greateft  envy  ;  or  the  *  nymph  of  Kent, 
That  fVatelieft  fhips  to  fea  hath  ever  fent; 
borne  bafcr  groom,  for  lucre's  hcUifti  courfe, 
Her  channel  having  ftopt,  kept  back  her  fource, 
(  Fill'd  with  difdain )  doth  fwell  above  her  mounds. 
And  overfioweth  all  the  neighb'ring  grounds. 
Angry  Ihe  tears  up  all  that  ftops  her  way. 
And  with  more  violence  runs  to  the  fea  : 
So  the  kind  fliepherd's  grief  (^ which  long  up  pent 
Grew  more  in  pow'r  and  longer  in  extent) 
Torth  of  his  heart  more  violently  thruft, 
And  all  his  vow'd  intentions  quickly  burft, 
Marina  hearing  fighs,  to  him  drew  near. 
And  did  entreat  his  caule  of  grief  to  hear  : 
But  had  fhe  known  her  beauty  was  the  (ling, 
That  caufed  all  that  inftant  forrowing; 
Silence  in  bands  her  tongue  had  flronger  kept. 
And  fli'ad  not  aft:'d  for  what  the  (hepherd  wept. 

The  fwain  firft,  of  all  time?,  this  beft  did  think. 
To  ftiew  his  love,  vi-hilft  on  the  river's  brink 
They   fat  alone,  then   thought,  he   next   would 

move  her 
With  ftghs  and  tears,  (true  tokens  of  a  lover)  : 
And  fince  (he  knew  what  help  from  him  ftie  found 
When  in  the  river  Ihe  had  elfe  been  drown'd, 
He  thmketh  Aire  fhe  cannot  but  grant  this. 
To  give  relief  to  him,  by  v/hom  (he  is  ; 
By  this  incited,  faid;  Whom  I  adore. 
Sole  miftrefs  of  my  heart,  I  thee  implore. 
Do  not  in  bondage  hold  my  freedom  long; 
And  fince  I  life  or  death  hold  from  your  tongue, 
Suffer  my  heart  to  love  ;  yea,  dare  to  hope 
To  get  that  good  of  love's  intended  fcope. 


Grant  I  may  praife  that  light  in  you  1  fcf, 

And  dying  to  myfelf,  may  live  in  thee. 

Fair  nymph  furceafe  tliis  death-alluring  languilb. 

So  rare  a  beauty  was  not  b<.rii  for  anguilh. 

Why  fhould'ft  thou  care  for  him  that  cares  not  for 

thee  ? 
Yea,  moft  unworthy  wight,  feems  to  abhor  thee  : 
And  if  he  be  as  you  c'o  here  paint  forth  him. 
He  thinks  you  beft  of  beauties  are  not  woith  him  ; 
That  all  the  joys  of  love  will  not  quit  coft 
For  all  lov'd  freedom,  which  by  it  is  loft. 
Within  hie  heart  fuch  felf-opinion  dwells, 
That  his  conceit  in  this  he  thinks  excels; 
Accounting  women  beauty's  fugred  baits. 
That  never  catch,  but  fools,  with  their  deceits  : 
"  Who  of  himfelf  harbours  fo  vain  a  thought, 
"  Truly  to  love  could  never  yet  be  brought." 
Then  love  that  heart,  where  lies  no  faithlefs  feed^ 
That  never  wore  difTimulation's  weed  : 
Who  doth  account  all  beauties  of  the  fpring. 
That  jocund  fummer  days  are  ufliering. 
As  foils  to  yours.  But  if  this  cannot  move 
Your  mind  to  pity,  nor  your  heart  to  love  ; 
Yet,  fweeteft,  grant  me  love  to  quench  the  flame, 
Which  burns  you  now.  Expel  his  worthlefs  name. 
Clean  root  him  out  by  me,  and  in  his  place 
Let  him  inhabit,  that  will  run  a  race 
More  true  in  love.     It  may  be  for  your  reft. 
And  when  he  fees  her,  who  did  love  him  beft, 
PoSefled  by  another,  he  will  rate 
The  much  of  good  he  loft,  when  'tis  too  late  ;■ 
"  For  what  is  in  our  powers,  we  little  deem, 
"  And  things  pofTeft  by  others,  beft  efteem." 
If  all  this  gain  you  not  a  fliepherd's  wife, 
Yet  give  not  death  to  him  which  gave  you  life. 

Marine,  the  fair,  hearing  his  wooing  tale. 
Perceived  well  what  wall  his  thoughts  did  fcale. 
And  anfwer'd  thus  :  1  pray.  Sir  Swain,  what  boot 
Is  it  to  me  to  pluck  up  by  the  root 
My  former  love,  and  in  his  place  to  fow 
As  lil  a  feed,  for  any  thing  1  know  ? 
Rather  'gainft  thee  I  mortal  hate  retain, 
That  feek'ft  to  plant  ia  me  new  cares,  new  pain  : 
Alas !  th*  haft  kept  my  foul  from  death's  Iweet; 

bands, 
To  give  me  over  to  a  tyrant's  hands  ; 
Who  on  his  racks  will  torture  by  his  pow'r, 
This  weaken'd,  harmlefs  body,  every  hour. 
Be  you  the  ■judge,  and  fee  if  reafon's  laws 
Gives  recompence  of  favour  for  this  caufe  : 
You  from  the  ftrcams  of  death,  brought  life  on 

(bore; 
Relcaa'd  one  pain,  to  give  me  ten  times  more. 
For  love's  fake,  let  my  thouglits  in  this  be  free; 
Objt6h  no  more  your  haplefs  faving  me  ; 
That  obligation  which  you  think  fhould  bind. 
Doth  ftili  increafe  more  hatred  in  my  mind  ; 
Yea,  I  do  think,  more  thanks  to  him  were  due 
That  would  bereave  my  life,  than  unto  you. 

The  thunder-ftroken  fwain  Ican'd  to  a  tree. 
As  void  of  fenfe  as  weeping  Niobe  : 
Making  his  tears  the  inftruments  to  woo  her, 
The  fea  wherein  his  love  (hould  fwim  unto  her  : 
And,  could  there  flow  from  his  two-headed  fountj 
As  great  a  Scod  as  is  the  Hellefpoct, 
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Within  that  deep  he  wonld  as  willing  wander. 
To  meet  his  Hero,  as  did  ere  *  Leander. 
Meanwhile  the  nymph  withdrew  herfelf  afide, 
And  lo  a  grove  at  hand  her  fteps  applied. 

With  that  fad  fight  (O  !  had  he  never  feen, 
His  heart  in  better  cafe  had  ever  been) 
Againft  his  heart,  againft  the  ftream  he  went, 
With  this  refolve,  and  with  a  full  intent, 
When  of  that  ftream  he  had  difcovered 
The  fount,  the  well-fpring,  or  the  bubbling  head, 
He  there  would  fit,  and  with  the  well  drop  vie. 
That  it  before  his  eyes  would  firft  run  dry  : 
But  then  he  thought  the  \  God  that  haunts  that 

Jake, 
The  fpoiling  of  his  fpring  would  not  well  take. 
And  therefore  leaving  foon  the  chryftal  flood, 
Did  take  his  way  unto  the  neareft  wood : 
Seating  himfelf  within  a  darkfome  cave, 
(Such  places  heavy  Saturnifts  do  crave,) 
Where  yet  the  gladfome  day  was  never  feen, 
Nor  Phoebus'  piercing  beams  had  ever  been. 
Fit  for  the  fynod  houfe  of  thofe  fell  legions, 
That  walk  the  mountains,  and  Silvanus  regions. 
Where  tragedy  might  have  her  full  fcope  given, 
Froms  mens  afpedls,  and  from  the  view  to  hea- 
ven. 
Within  the  fame  fome  crannies  did  deliver 
Into  the  midft  thereof  a  pretty  river  ; 
The  nymph  whereof  came  by  out  of  the  veins 
Of  our  firft  mother,  having  late  ta'en  pains 
In  fcouring  of  her  channel  ail  the  way. 
From  where  it  firft  began  to  leave  the  fea. 
And  in  her  labour  thus  far  now  had  gone, 
When  coming  through  the  cave,  fhe  heard  that 

one 
Spake  thus  :  "If  I  do  in  my  death  perfevere, 
"  Pity  may  that  effedt,  which  love  could  never." 
By  this  flie  can  conjedlure  'twas  fome  fwain, 
Who  overladen  by  a  maid's  difdain. 
Had  here  (as  fitteft)  chofen  out  a  place. 
Where  he  might  give  a  period  to  the  race 
Of  his  loth'd  lite  :  which  ftie  (for  pity's  fake) 
Minding  to  hinder,  div'dinto  her  lake. 
And  haft'ned  where  the  ever-teeming  earth 
Unto  her  current  gives  a  wiflied  birth ; 
And  by  her  new-delivered  river's  fide, 
Upon  a  bank  of  flow'rs,  had  foon  efpied 
Remond,  young  Remond,   that  full  well  could 

And  tune  his  pipe  at  Pan's-birth  carolling  : 
Who  for  his  nimble  leaping,  fweeteft  lays, 
A  laurel  garland  wore  on  holidays; 
In  framing  of  "whofe  hand  dame  Nature  fwora 
There  never  was  his  like,  nor  fliould  be  more  : 

*  See  Mufaus  and  O-o'iSs  Epijlles :  Uketvife  the 
Sejiyad,  a  poem,  infix  books,  begun  by  Cbrijlopher  Mar- 
low,  and Jlnijhed  by  George  Chapman;  highly  ejleemed 
by  Ben  Jonfon. 

I  Dete  fane  et  Nimpha,  plerunque  fontibus  et  fiu- 
inis  prtefunt  apud  poetas,  qua  Ephydriades  et  Naiades 
diHis :  -verum  et  nobis  tamen  deum  prteficere  (fic  Al- 
pheum  Tyberinum,  et  Rbcnum,  et  id  geims  alhs  divoce 
hgimusj  baud  illidttim. 


Whofe  locks  (infnaring  nets)  were  like  the  rays, 
Wherewith  the  fun  doth  diaper  the  feas  : 
Which  if  they  had  been  cut,  and  hung  upon 
The  fnow-white  cliffs  of  fertile  Albion, 
Would  have  allured  more,  to  be,  their  winner, 
Than  all  the  t  diamonds  that  are  hidden  in  her. 
Him  fhe  accofted  thus ;  fwain  of  the  wreathe. 
Thou  art  not  placed,  only  here  to  breathe  ; 
But  nature  in  thy  framing  fhews  to  me, 
Do  good ;  and  furely  I  myfelf  perfuade. 
Thou  never  wert  for  evil  a<Sion  made. 
In  heaven's  confiftory  'twas  decreed, 
That  choiceft  fruit  fhould  come    from   choicefl: 

feed; 
In  bafer  velTels  we  do  ever  put 
Bafeft  materials,  do  never  (hut 
Thofe  jewels  moft  in  eftimation  fet. 
But  in  fome  curious  coftly  cabinet. 
If  I  may  judge  by  th'  outward  fhape  alone. 
Within,  all  virtues  have  convention  : 
"  For't  gives  moftluftre  unto  virtue's  feature, 
**  When  fhe  appears  cloth'd  in  a  goodly  creature." 
Half  way  the  hill,  near  to  thofe  aged  trees, 
Whofe  infides  are  as  hives  for  lab'ring  bees, 
(As  who   fhould    fay   (before  their  roots  were 

dead) 
For  good  works  fake  and  alms,  they  harboured 
Thofe  whom  nought  elfe  did  cover  but  the  fkies:) 
A  path  (untroden  but  of  beafts)  there  lies, 
Direcfting  to  a  cave  in  yonder  glade, 
Where  all  this  foreft's  citizen's,  for  fhade 
At  noon-time  come,  and  are  the  firft,  I  think. 
That  (running  through  that  cave)    my   water 

drink  : 
Within  this  rock  their  fits  a  woful  wight. 
As  void  of  comfort  as  that  cave  of  light ; 
And  as  I  wot,  occafion'd  by  the  frowns 
Of  fome  coy  fhepherdefs  that  haunts  thefe  downs. 
This  I  do  know  (whos'ever  wrought  his  care) 
He  is  a  man  nigh  treading  to  defpair. 
Tlien  hie  thee  thither,  fince  'tis  charity 
To  fave  a  man ;  leave  here  thy  flock  with  me  : 
For  whiift  thou  fav'ft  him  from  the  Stygian  bay, 
I'll  keep  thy  lambkins  from  all  beafts  of  prey. 
The  nearnefs  of  the  danger  (in  his  thought) 
As  it  doth  ever,  more  compaffion  wrought : 
So  that  with  reverence  to  the  nymph,  he  went 
With  winged  fpeed,  and  haft'ned  to  prevent 
Th'  untimely  feizure  of  the  greedy  grave  : 
Breath lefs,  at  laft,  he  came  into  the  cave  ; 
Where,  by  a  fign  diredled  to  the  man, 
To  comfort  him  he  in  this  fort  began  t 
Shepherd  all  hail,  what  mean  thefe  plaints.'  this 

cave 
(Th'  image  of  death,  true  portrait  of  the  grave) 
Why  doft  frequent  ?  and  wail  thee  under  ground. 
From  whence  there  never  yet  was  pity  found  ? 
Come  forth,  and  fhew  thyfelf  unto  the  light. 
Thy  grief  to  me.     If  there  be  ought  that  might 

j-  Julium  Ct£farem,fpe  Margaritarum,  Britanniant 
poetijfe,  fcrihit  Sueton.  in  ful.  cap-  47.  et  ex  iis  tho- 
raeem  fadum  veneri  genetrici  dicajfe.  Plin.  Hijl  Nat. 
9.  cap.  25'  -De  Margaritis  tero  nofris  confulfis 
Camden,  ia  Cornub.  et  Somerfet. 
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Give  znj  eafe  unto  thy  troubled  mind, 

We'joy  as  much  to  give,  ab  thoa  to  find. 

The  love-fick  fwain  replied  :  Remond,  thou  art 

The  man  alone  to  wham  1  would  impart 

JAy  woes,  more  willing  than  to  any  fwain, 

Tjiat  lives  and  feeds  his  fhcep  upon  the  plain. 

But  vain  it  is,  and  'twould  increafe  my  woes 

By  their  relation,  or  to  thee  or  thofe 

That  cannot  remedy.     Let  it  fuiijce. 

No  fond  diftruft  of  thee  makes  me  precife 

'J'o  (hew  my  grief.     Leave  me  then,  and  forego 

This  cave  more  fad,  fince  1  have  made  it  fo. 

Here   tears    broke    forth.     And    Remond  'gan 

anew  : 
With  fucli  entreaties  earneft  to  purfue 
His  lornier  iuit,that  he  (^though  hardly)  wan 
The  fhcpherd  to  difdofe ;  and  thus  began  : 
Know  biitfly  Remond  then,  a  heavenly  face, 
I^Jatui  e's  idea,  and  peifeAion's  grace. 
Within  .-ay  brcall  hath  kindled  luch  a  fire, 
That  doth  confunie  all  things,  except  dcfire ; 
Which   daily  doth  increafe,  though  ahvays  burn- 
ing. 
And  I  want  tears  but  lack  no  caufe  of  mournmg : 
V  .For  he  whom  love  under  his  colours  draws, 
"  May  often  want  th'  effeifl,  but  ne'er  the  caufe" 
Qjjoth  th'  other,  have  thy  ftars  nia'y  n  been  fuch, 
'I'hat  their  predominations  fv/ay  fo  much 
Over  the  reft,  that  with  a  mild  afpeCt 
The  lives  and  loves  of  (hepher<ls  do  affe(fl  ? 
Then  do  1  think  there  is  fome  greater  hand. 
Which  thy  endeavours  ftill  doth  countermand  : 
Wherefore  I   wifh   thee  quench   the  flame,  thus 

mov'd, 
"  And  never  love  except  thou  be  belov'd : 
"  For  fuch  an  rumour  every  woman  feizeth, 
"  bhe  not'himthat  plaineth,  but  that  pieafeth. 
•'  When  much  thou  lovell,  moil  difdain  comes  on 
"  thee  ;  ■  [from  thee, 

"    And  v;hen  though  think'ft  to  hold  her,  ilie  flies 
"  She  foUow'd.  flies;  flie  fled  from,  follows  poll, 
"  And  loveth  befl  where  file  is  hated  moft. 
"  '  I  is  ever  noted  both  in  maids  and  wives, 
"'  Their  hearts  and  tongues  are  never  relatives. 
*'  Htaits  full  of  holes  l^io  elder  flitpherd's  falae), 
"  An  apter  to  receive  than  to  retain." 
Whtfe  crafts  and  wiles  did  I  intend  to  {how, 
'1  his  day  would  not  permit  me  time,  I  know  :  J 

The   day's  fwift  horfes  would  their  courfe  have 

njn. 
And  div'd  themfelves  within  the  ocean, 
Ere  I  fbould  have  pcrtonned  half  my  talk, 
vitriviiip;  their  crafty  fuhtilties  I'unmalk. 
And  gentle  fWain  lome  counfel  take  of  me  ; 
Loye  jiot  flilLwhere  tliuu  mayft  ;  love,  who  loves 
'■     ■  t  •-  thee  ;  ,  ' 

Draw  to  the  courteous,  fly  thy  love's  abhorrer, 
"  And  if  Ihe  bo  not  for  thee,  be  not  lor  her.'' 
If  that  ihe  llill  be  wavering,  will  away,  [day? 

Why  fliculJft  th'cu  ilrive  to   hold  what  will  r.ot 
This  maxim,  reafon  never  can  confute, 
'*■  Better  to  live  bt-  lofs  than  die  by  fuit." 
Tf  to  fome  other  love  fhe  is  incHn'd, 
Time  will  at  length  clean  root  that  from  her 
" ,  -     mind.      ■     ■  •: 


I  ime  will    extin(5t    loves   flames,    hie    licll-iike 

flalhes. 
And  like  a  burning  brand  confume'tto  afhes. 
Vet  mayft  thou  ilill  attend,  but  not  importune  : 
"  Who  feeks  oft  mifleth,  fleepejs  light  on  fouune," 
Yea,  and  on  woman  tjo.     '1  lius  Coltifa  fots 
"  Have  fate  aud  faireft  women  for  their  lots. 
"  Favour  and  pity  wait  on  patience  :" 
And  hatred  olt  a:tcndeth  violence.     , 
If  thou  wilt  get  defire,  whence  love  ha?  pawn'd  it, 
iSelieve  pie,  take  thy  time,  but  ne'er  demand  it. 
Women,  as  well  as  men,  rttairi  defire; 
But  can  diffenible,  more  then  men,  their  fire. 
Be  never  caught  Avith  look-^,  nor  felf wrought  ru- 
mour; 
Nor  by  a  quaint  difguife,  nor  finging  humour. 
Fhofe  out  fide  fiiews  arc  toys,  which  outwards 

fnare  : 
But  virtue  lodg'd  within,  is  only  fair. 
If  thou  hadft  fcen  the  beauty  of  .  ur  nation. 
And  find'll  her  hi.ve  no  love,  have  thou  no  paf- 

fion  : 
But  feek  thou  further ;  other  places  fure 
May  yield  a  face  a>i  fair,  a  love  more  pure  : 
l,,eave  (O,  then  leave)  fond  fwain  this  idle  courfe. 
For  love'.':  a  god  no  mortal  wight  can  force. 

Thus  Remond  [z.d.  and  faw  the  fair  Marine 
Plac'd  near  a  fpring,  whofe  waters  chryflaline 
Did  in  their  m.urmurlng!  bear  a  part,  and  'plaitjed 
I'hdt  one  fo  true  fo  fair,  ftiould  be  difdained  : 
Whilft  iii  her  cries,  that  fiU'd  the  vale  along. 
Still  Celand  was  the  burden  of  her  fi:ng. 
The  flranger  fiie.pherd  left  the  other  fwain, 
To'  give  attendaiice  to  his  fleecy  train  ; 
Who  in  departing  from  him,  let  him  know, 
l^hat  yonder  was  his  freedom's  overthrow. 
Who  fat  bewailing  fas  he  late  had  done) 
■J  Jiat  love  by  true  alfedlion  was  not  won. 
This  fully  known  :  Remond  came  to  the  maid 
And  after  fome  few  words  (_her  tears  allay'd) 
Began  to  blame  her  rigour,  call'd  her  cruel. 
To  follow  hate,  and  fly  love's  chiefef:  jewel. 

Fair,  do  not  blame  him  that  he  thus  is  mov'd; 
For  women  fure  were  made  to  be  beloved. 
If  beauty  wanting  lover>  long  fiiould  Itay, 
It  iilce  an  "noufe  undwelt  in  would  decay  : 
When  in  the  heart  if  it  have  taken  place, 
7"ime  cannot  blot,  nor  crooked  age  deface. 
Fhe  adamant  and  beauty  we  dii'cover 
l"o  be  alike  ;  for  beauty  draws  a  lover, 
I'he  adamant  his  iron.     Do  net  blame 
His  loving  then,  but  that  which  caus'd  the  faniCo 
Who  fo  k  lov'd  doth  glory  fo  to  be  : 
!"he  more  your  lovers,  more  yeurviiSory. 
Know,  if  you  (land  on  faith,  moft  wbmcns  loath- 
ing, 
'Tis  but  a  word,  a  characfler  of  nothing. 
Admit  it  fomewhat,  if  what  we  call  ccnflance. 
Within  a  heart  hath  no  long  time  refidence, 
And  in  a  woman  fae  becom.es  ::ione 
Fair  to  herfelf  but  foul  to  every  one. 
If  in  a  man  it  once  have  taken  place. 
He  is  a  fool,  or  doats,  or  wants  a  face 
To  win  a  woman,  and  I  think  it  b; 
No  viitue,  but  a  mere  necefiity. 
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lleaven's  powers  deny  it  fwain  (quoth  fhe)  have 

done, 
(Strive  nut  to  bring  that  in  derifion, 
Which  vi'holbe'er  detradls  in  fetting  forth, 
Doth  truly  derogate  from  his  own  worth. 
It  i-  a  thing  which  heaven  to  all  hath  lent 
To  be  their  virtue's  chiefeft  ornament  : 
Which  whofo  wants,  is  well  compar'd  to  thefe 
Falfe  tables,  wrought  by  '  Akibiades: 
Which  nQted  vvell  of  all,  were  found  t'  have  been 
Moft  fair  without,  but  moft  defoim'd  within. 
Then  ihepherd  know  that  I  intend  to  be 
As  true  to  one,  as  he  is  falfe  to  me. 

To  one  ?    (quoth  he)  why  fo  :    Maids  pleafure 
take 
To  fee  a  thoufand  languifh  for  their  fake  : 
Women  defire  for  lovers  of  each  fort, 
And   why   not   you  ?     Th'    amorous    fwain    for 

Iport ; 
The  lad  that  drives  the  greateft  flock  to  field, 
Will  bufkins,  gloves,  and  other  fancies  yield  ; 
The  gallant  fwain  will  fave  you  from  the  jaws 
Of  ravenous  bears,  and  from  the  lion's  paws. 
Believe  what  I  propound;   do  many  choofe, 
"  The  leaft  herb  in  the  field  fer^es  for  fome  ufe." 

Nothing  pcrfuaded.  nor  affuag'd  by  this, 
Was  faireft  Marine  or  her  heavinefs : 
But  prais'd  the  fliepherd  as  he  ere  did  hope. 
His  filly  fheep  fhould  fearlefs  have  the  fcope 
Of  all  the  {hadows  that  the  trees  do  lend. 
From  Raynard's   flealth,    when    Titan  doth  af- 

cend, 
And  run  his  midway  courfe ;  to  leave  her  there, 
And  to  his  bleating  charge  again  repair. 
Jie  condefcended  ;  left  her  by  the  brook, 
And  to  the  fwain  and's  (heep  himfelf  betook. 

He  gone ;  flic  with  herfelf  thus  gan  to  faine  ; 
Alas  poor  Marine,  think'fl  to  attam 
His  love  by  fitting  here  ?  or  can  the  fire 
Be  quencht  with  wod  ?  can  we  allay  defire 
By  wanting  what's  defired?  O  that  breath. 
The  caufe  of  life,  fliould  be  the  caufe  of  death  ; 
That  why  is  fliipwreckt  on  love's  hidden  flielf, 
Doth  live  to  others,  dies  unto  herfelf. 
Why  might  1  not  attempt  by  death  as  yet 
To  gain  that  freedom,  which  I  could  not  get, 
Being  hind'red  heretofore;  a  time  as  free, 
A  place  as  fit  offers  itfelf  to  me, 
Whofe  feed  of  ill  is  grown  to  fuch  a  height, 
That    makes    the    earth    groan    to    fupport    his 

weight. 
Who  fo  is  luU'd  afleep  with  Midas'  treafures, 
And  only  fears  by  death  to  lofe  life's  pleafures; 
Let  them  fear  death  ;  but  fiiice  my  fauit  is  fuch, 
And  only  fault,  that  I  have  lov'd  too  much, 
On  joys  of  life  why  flaould  I  fland  '.  for  thofe 
Which  I  near  had,  I  furely  cannot  lofe. 
Admit  a  while  1  to  thofe  thoughts  confented, 
"  Death  can  be  but  deferred,  not  prevented." 

t  *  They  reprefented  a  god  or  gcddefs  ivithout,  and  a 
Silenus  or  dej armed  piper  iviihin,  Rrajmus  has  a  cu- 
Ttms  dijfertation  on  Sileni  Alc'l/iades,  Adag.  p.  667. 
Edit.  R,  SupLsns. 


Then  raging  with  delay,  her  tears  that  fell 
Uflier'd  her  way.  and  flie  into  a   ■  ell 
Straightways  leapt  after  :  '■  O  !  how  defperation 
"  Attends  upon  the  mind  enthral'd  to  paflTion  !" 
The  fall  of  her  did  make  the  god  below, 
Starting,  to  wonder    whence  that  noife  (hould 

grow  : 
Whether  fome  ruder  clown  in  fpite  did  fling 
A  lamb,  untimely  fall'n,  into  his  fpring  : 
And  if  it  were,  he  folcmnly  then  fwore       * 
His   fpring   fliould  flow    fome   other    way  i    no 

more 
Should  it  in  wanton  manner  ere  be  feen        * 
\'o  writhe  in  knots,  or  give  a  gown  of  green 
Unto  their  meadows,  nor  be  feen  to  play. 
Nor  drive  the  rufliy  mills,  that  in  his  way 
The  fhepherd's  made  :  bu<  rather  for  their  lot, 
Send  them  red  waters  that   their  fheep   fiiould 

rot. 
And  with  fuch  moorifli  fprings  embrace   their 

field. 
That  it  fhould  ^jought  but  mofs  and  ruflies  yield. 
Upon  each  hillock,  where  the  merry  boy 
Sits  piping  in  the  fliade  his  notes  of  joy. 
He'd  fliew  his  anger,  by  fome  flood  at  hand. 
And  turn  the  fame  into  a  running  fand. 
Upon  the  oak,  the  plumb  tree  and  the  holm. 
The   fiock    dove   and  the    blackbird  fhould  not 

come, 
Whofe  iiiuting  on  thofe  trees  does  make  to  grow 
Rots  curing  +  hyphear,  and  the  miffeltoe. 
Nor   fhall  this  help  their  flieep,  whofe  flomachs 

fails. 
By  tying  knots  of  wool  near  to  their  tails  : 
But  as  the  place  next  to  the  knot  doth  die, 
bo  fhall  it  all  the  body  mortify. 
Thus  I'pake  the  god  ;   But  when,  as  in  the  water. 
The  crops  came  finking  down,  he  fpy'd  the  mat- 
ter. 
And  catching  foftly  in  his  arms  the  maid. 
He  brought  her  up  ;  and  having  gently  laid 
Her  on  his  bank,  did  prefently  conmiand 
Thofe  waters  in  her,  to  come  forth  :  At  hand 
I'hey  ftraight  came  gufaing  out,  and  did  contelh 
Which  chiefly  fhould  obey  their  god's  beheft. 
This  done,  her  then  pale  lips  he  ilraight  held  ope. 
And  from  his  filver  hair  let  fall  a  drop 
Into  her  mouth,  of  fuch  an  excellence. 
That  call'd  back  life,  which  griev'd  to  part  frort 

thence, 
Being  for  troth  alTur'd,  that,  than  his  one. 
She  ne'er  pofl"eft  a  fairer  maiifion. 
Then  did  the  god  her  body  forwards  fteep, 
And  cafl  her  for  a  while  into  a  fleep  ; 
Sitting  flillby  her,  did  his  full  view  take 
Of  nature's  niaflerpiece.     Here,  for  her  fake, 
My  pipe  in  filence,  as  of  right,  Ihall  mourn. 
Till  from  the  wat'ring  we  again  return. 

^  Vyphear  ad  faginanda  Pecora  uiillomus  :  nino 
autem  fatum  nulla  modo  nafcitur,  nee  niji per  alvum  avi- 
um redditiin:  maxime  Palt:mhiset  Turdi,  Plin.  H'Jl. 
Nat.  16.  cop.  44.  Hinc  iUud  i-ctus  verbumj  iurdifs 
fibi  malum  cacat. 
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The  Argument. 

Oblivion's  fprlng,  and  Dory's  love. 
With  fair  Marina's  rape,  firft  move 
Mine  oaten  pipe,  which  after  fings 
The  birth  of  two  renow^ned  fprings. 


Now  til!  the  fun  fhall  leave  us  to  our  reft. 
And  Cynthia  have  her  brother's  place  poffeft, 
1  {hall  go  on  :  And,  firft,  in  diff'ring  flripe, 
The  flood-god's  fpeech  thus  tune  on  oaten  pipe  : 
Or  mortal,  or  a  povrer  above, 
Inrag'd  by  fury,  or  by  love, 
Or  both,  I  knowr  not,  fuch  a  deed 
Thou  would'ft  effeded,  that  I  bleed 
To  think  thereon  :   Alas !  poor  elf, 
What,  grown  a  traitor  to  thyfelf  ? 
This  face,  this  hair,  this  hand  fo  pure 
Were  not  ordain'd  for  nothing  fure. 
Nor  was  it  meant  fo  fweet  a  breath 
Should  be  expos'd  by  fuch  a  death ; 
But  rather  in  fome  lover's  breaft, 
Be  given  up,  the  place  that  beft 
Befits  a  lover  yield  his  foul. 
(      Nor  fhould  thofe  mortals  e'er  controul 
The  gods,  that  in  their  wifdom  fage 
Appointed  have  what  pilgrimage 
Each  one  ftiould  run  :   And  why  (hould  men 
Abridge  the  journey  fet  by  them  ? 
But  much  I  wonder  any  wight 
If  he  did  turn  his  outward  fight 
Into  his  inward,  dar'd  to  adt 
Her  death,  whofe  body  is  compadl 
Of  all  the  beauties  ever  nature 
JLaid  up  in  ftore  for  earthly  creature. 
No  favage  bead  can  be  fo  cruel 
To  rob  the  earth  of  fuch  a  jewel. 
Hatherthe  ftately  unicorn 
"Would  in  his  breafl  enraged  fcorn. 
That  maids  committed  to  his  charge. 
By  any  beall  in  foreft  large, 


Should  be  fo  wrong'd.     Satyrs  rude 
Durft  not  attempt,  or  e'er  intrude 
With  fuch  a  mind  the  fiowry  balks, 
Where  harmlefs  virgins  have  their  walkfo 
Would  fhe  be  won  with  me  to  (tay. 
My  waters  fhould  bring  from  the  fea 
The  corral  red,  as  tribute  due. 
And  roundeO;  pearls  of  orient  hue  : 
Or  in  the  richer  veins  of  ground 
Should  feek  for  her  the  diamond. 
And  whereas  now  unto  my  fpring 
They  nothing  elfe  but  gravel  bring. 
They  fiiould  within  a  mine  of  gold 
In  piercing  manner  long  time  hold. 
And  having  it  to  dufl  well  wrought, 
By  them  it  hither  Ihould  be  brought; 
With  which  I'll  pave  and  ©verfpread 
My  bottom,  where  her  foot  (hall  tread. 
The  bell  cf  fifties  in  my  flood 
Shall  give  themfelves  to  be  her  food. 
The  trout,  the  dace,  the  pike,  the  bream. 
The  eel,  that  loves  the  troubled  ftream, 
The  millers-thumb,  the  hiding  loach. 
The  perch,  the  ever-nibbling  roach, 
The  fhoats,  with  whom  is  Tavie  fraught. 
The  foolifli  gudgeon,  quickly  caught, 
And,  laft,  the  little  niinnow-filh, 
Whofe  chief  delight  in  gravel  is. 
In  right  flie  cannot  me  defpife, 
Becaufe  fo  low  mine  empire  lies. 
For  I  could  tell  how  nature's  flore 
Of  majefty  appeareth  more 
In  waters,  than  in  all  the  reft 
Of  elements.    I:  feem'd  her  bsll 
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To  give   the  waves    moft    ftrength    and 

pow'r  : 
For  they  do  fwallow  and  devour 
The  earth  ;  the  waters  quench  and  kill 
The  flames  and  fire  :  and  mounting  llill 
Up  in  the  air,  are  feen  to  be, 
As  challenging  a  feignore 
Within  the  heavens,  and  to  be  one 
That  ihould  have  like  dominion. 
They  be  a  ceiling  and  a  floor 
Of  clouds,  caus'd  by  the  vapours  ftore 
Arifing  from  them,  vital  fpirit 
By  which  all  things  their  life  inherit 
From  them  is  flopped,  kept  afunder. 
And  what's  the  reafon  elfe  of  thunder, 
Of  lightning's  flafhes  all  about. 
That  with  fuch  violence  break  out, 
Caufing  fuch  troubles  and  fuch  jars. 
As  with  itfelf  the  world  had  wars  i 
And  can  there  any  thing  appear 
More  wonderful,  than  in  the  air 
Congealed  waters  oft  to  fpy 
Continuing  pendant  in  the  fky  ? 
Till  falling  down  in  hattor  fnow, 
They  make  thofe  mortal  wights  below 
To  run,  and  ever  help  defire 
From  his  foe  element  the  fire, 
"Which  fearing  them  to  come  abroad 
Within  doors  niaketh  his  abode. 
On  falling  down  oft  time  in  rain. 
Doth  give  green  liveries  to  the  plain. 
Make  fliepherd's  lambs  fit  for  the  dilh, 
And  giveth  nutriment  to  filh. 
Which  nouriflieth  all  things  of  werth 
The  earth  produceth  and  brings  forth ; 
And  therefore  well  confidering 
The  nature  of  it  in  each  thing  ; 
As  when  the  teeming  earth  doth  grow 
So  hard,  that  none  can  plow  nor  fow. 
Her  breaft  it  doth  fo  mollify. 
That  it  not  only  comes  to  be 
More  eafy  for  the  ftiare  and  ox. 
But  that  in  harveft  times  the  fhocks 
Of  Ceres'  hanging  eared  corn 
Doth  fill  the  hovel  and  the  barn. 
To  trees  and  plants  I  comfort  give ; 
Bv  me  they  frudiify  and  live  : 
For,  firft,  afcending  from  beneath 
Into  the  fky,  v/ith  lively  breath, 
1  thence  am  furnifh'd,  and  beflow 
The  fame  on  herbs,  that  are  below. 
So  that  by  this~each  one  may  fee 
I  caufe  them  fpring  and  multiply. 
Who  feeth  this,  can  do  no  Icfs, 
Than  of  his  own  accord  confefs, 
That  notwithftaiiding  all  the  flrength 
The  earth  enjoys  in  breadth  and  length. 
She  isbeholding  to  each  ftream. 
And  hath  received  all  from  them. 
Her  love  to  him  fhe  then  mufl  give, 
By  whom  herfelf  doth  chiefly  live. 
This  being  fpoken  by  this  water's  god. 
He  ftraightway  in  his  hand  did  take  his  rod. 
And  flroke  it  on  his  bank,  wherewith  the  flood 
Pid  fuch  a  roaring  make  within  the  wood, 


itj- 


That  flraight  the  (a)  nymph  who  then  ftt  on  her 

fliore, 
Knew  there  was  fomewhat  to'  be  done  in  flore  : 
And  therefore  hafling  to  her  brother's  fpring 
She  fpy'd  what  caus'd  the  waters  echoing. 
Saw  where  fair  Marine  firfl  afleep  did  lie, 
Whilft  that  the  god  ftili  viewing  her  fat  by  : 
Who,  when  he  law  his  filler  nymph  draw  near, 
He  thus  'gan  tune  his  voice  unto  her  ear. 
Fairelt  filler  (for  we  come 
Both  from  the  fwelling  Thetis'  womb) 
The  reafon  why  of  late  I  flrook 
My  ruling  wand  upon  my  brook 
Was  for  this  purpofe  ;  late  this  maid 
Which  on  my  bank  afleep  is  laid. 
Washy  herfelf,  or  other  wight. 
Call  in  my  fpring,  and  did  affright 
With  her  late  fall,  the  fifh  that  take 
Their  chiefeft  pleafure  in  my  lake  : 
Of  all  the  fry  within  my  deep, 
None  durll  out  of  their  dwellings  peep. 
The  trout  within  the  weeds  did  ftud. 
The  eel  him  hid  within  the  mud. 
Yea,  from  this  fear  I  was  not  free  : 
For  as  I  mufing  fat  to  fee 
How  that  the  pretty  pebbles  round 
Came  with  my  fpring  from  under  ground. 
And  how  the  waters  iffuing 
Did  make  them  dance  about  my  fpringj 
The  noife  thereof  did  me  appal : 
That  flarting  upward  therewithal, 
I  in  my  arms  her  body  caught, 
And  both  to  light  and  life  her  brought  j 
Then  call  her  in  a  fleep  you  fee. 
But,  brother,  to  the  caufe  (quoth  fhe) 
Why  by  your  raging  waters  wild 
Am  I  here  called  ?  Thetis'  child, 
Reply'd  the  god,  for  thee  I  fent. 
That  when  her  time  of  fleep  is  fpent, 
1  may  commit  her  to  thy  gage, 
Since  women  beft  know  women's  rage. 
Meanwhile,  fair  nymph,  accompany 
My  fpring  with  thy  fwect  harmony  ; 
And  we  will  make  her  foul  to  take 
Some  pleafure,  which  is  fad  to  wake, 
Ahhough  the  body  hath  his  reft. 
She  gave  confent :  and  each  of  them  addreft 
Unto  their  part.  The  watry  nymph  did  fing 
In  manner  of  a  pretty  quellioning  : 
The  god  made  anfwer  to  what  fhe  propounded, 
Whilft  from  the  fpring  a  pleafant  muCc  founded, 
(Making  each  fhrub  in  filence  to  adore  them) 
Taking  their  fubjed  from  what  lay  before  them. 

NYMPH. 

What's  that,  compaft  of  earth,  infus'd  with  air, 
A  certain,  made  full  with  uncertainties  ; 
Sway'd  by  the  motion  of  each  feveral  fphere ; 
Who's  fed  with  nought  but  infelicities; 
Endures  not  heat  nor  cold ;  is  like  a  fwan, 
That  this  hour  fings,  next  dies  ? 

GOD.     It  is  a  man. 

NYMPH. 

What's  he,  born  to  be  fick,  fo  always  dying. 
That's  guided  by  inevitable  fate ; 

(<>)   T/jc  -watrj  vymith  thatfpok:  to  Rsmond. 
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That  conies  In  weeping,  and  that  goes  out  cry- 
ing; 
Whofe  kalendar  of  woes  ia  ftill  in  date ; 

Whofe  life's  a  bubble,  and  in  length  a  fpan  ; 
A  confor:  ftill  in  difcords  i 

GOD.     'Tis  a  man. 

NYMPH. 

What's  he,  whofe  thoughts  are  ftill  quell'd  in  th' 

event, 
Though  ne'er  fo  lawful,  by  an  oppofite, 
J-Iath  all  things  fleeting,  nothing  permanent : 
And  as  his  ears  wears  ftill  a  parafite  : 

Hath  friends  in  wealth,  or  wealthy  friends, 

who  can 
In  want  prove  meer  il'ufions  ? 

GOD.     Tis  a  man. 

NYMPII. 

What's  he,  that  what  he  is  not,  ftrives  to  feem. 

That  doth  fupport  an  Atlas-weight  of  care  ; 

That  of  an  outward  good  doth  beft  efteem, 

And  lookcth  not  within  how  folid  they  are  : 

That  doth  not  viituous,  but  the  richeft  fcan; 

Learning  and  worth  by  wealth  ? 

GOD.     'Tis  a  man. 

NYMTH. 

What's  that  poffefior,  which  of  good  makes  bad  ; 
And  what  is  worft  makes  choice  ftill  for  the  beft ; 
That  giveth  moft  to  think  of  what  he  had, 
And  of  his  chiefeft  lofs  accounteth  leaft ; 

That  doth  not  what  he  ought,  but  what  he 

can ; 
Whofe  fancy's  ever  boundlefs! 

GOD.     'Tis  a  man. 

NYMPH. 

But  what  is  it,  wherein  *  dame  nature  wrought 
The  beft  of  works,  the  only  frame  of  heaven  ; 
And  having  long  to  find  a  prefent,  fought, 
Wherein  the  world's  whole  beauty  might  be 
given; 
She  did  refolve  in  it  all  arts  to  fummon. 
To  join  with  nature's  framing  .'' 

GOD.     'Tis  this  woman. 

NYMl'O. 

If  beauty  be  a  thing  to  be  admired  ; 

And  if  admiring  draw  to  it  affed:ion  ; 

And  what  we  do  affeA,  is  moft  defired ; 

What  wight  is  he  to  love  denies  fubjedtion  ? 
And  can  his  thoughts  within  himfelf  eonfine  .'' 
Marine  that  waking  lay,  faid — Celandine. 
He  is  the  man  that  hates,  which  fome  admire; 
He  is  the  wight  that  h  thes  whom  moft  deCre  : 
'Tis  only  he  to  love  denies  fubjeiSing, 
And  but  himfelf,  thinks  none  is  worth  affcding. 
Unhappy  me  the  while  ;  accurft  my  fate. 
That  nature  gives  no  love  wiiere  ftie  gave  hate. 
The  watry  rulers  then  perceived  plain, 
IStipt  with  the  winter  of  love's  fioft,  difdain  ; 
This  nonpareil  of  beauty  had  been  led 
To  do  an  acl  which  envy  pitied  : 
Therefore  in  pity  did  confer  together. 
What  phyfic  belt  might  cure  this  burning  fever. 

*  T/je  jirji  ivoman  is  feigned  io  be  named  Pandora, 
i.e.  a  creature  f ranged  of  the  concurrence  of  the  gf is  and 
urndrnents  of  all  the  god.     As  Hftod.  'OTlWUVrriS  oXv/x,- 


At  laft  found  out  that  ia  a  grove  below, 
Where  ftiadowing  fycamours  paft  number  grow, 
A  fountain  takes  his  journey  to  the  main, 
Whofe  liquor's  nature  was  fo  foveraign, 
(Like  to  the  wond'rous  well  and  famous  fpring, 
Which  in  f  Boctia  hath  his  ilTuing) 
That  who  fo  of  it  doth  but  only  tafte. 
All  former  memory  from  him  doth  wafte. 
Not  changing  any  other  work  of  nature. 
But  doth  endow  the  drinker  with  a  feature 
More  lovely.    Fair  Medea  took  from  hence 
Some  of  this  water  ;  by  whofe  quinteffencc, 
I  ^fon  from  age  came  back  to  youth.  This  known, 
(The  god  thus  fpake  :) 

Nymph  be  thine  own. 

And  after  mine.  This  goddefs  here  ' 

(For  ftie's  no  lefs)  will  bring  thee  where  ' 

Thou  ftialt  acknowledge  fprings  have  done      ] 
As  much  for  thee  as  any  one. 
Which  ended,  and  thou  gotten  free,  \ 

If  thou  wilt  come  and  live  with  me,  I 

No  fhepherd's  daughter,  nor  his  wife, 
Shall  boaft  them  of  a  better  life.  ' 

Meanwhile  I  leave  thy  thoughts  at  large,        j 
Thy  body  to  my  fifter's  charge ;  i 

Whilft  1  into  my  fpring  do  dive,  ! 

To  fee  that  they  do  n«t  deprive 
The  meadows  near,  which  much  do  thirft, 
Thus  heated  by  the  fun.     May  firft 
(Quoth  Marine)  fwains  give  lambs  to  thee;  ' 
And  may  thy  flood  have  I'eignorie 
Of  all  floods  elfe  ;  and  to  thy  fame 
Meet  greater  fprings,  yet  keep  thy  name. 
May  never  euet,  nor  the  toad, 
Wirhin  thy  banks  make  their  abode! 
Taking  thy  journey  from  the  fea, 
May'ft  thou  ne'er  happen  in  thy  way 
On  nitre  or  on  brimftone  mine, 
To  fpoil  thy  tafte  !  this  fpring  of  thine 
Let  it  of  nothing  tafte  but  earth, 
And  fait  conceived,  in  their  birth 
Be  ever  frefli  I  let  no  man  dare 
To  fpoil  thy  fifli,  make  lock  or  ware, 
But  on  thy  margent  ftill  let  dwell 
Thofe  flow'rs  wJrich  have  the  fweeteft  fmelL 
And  let  the  duft  upon  thy  ftrand 
Become  like  Fagus'  golden  fand. 
Let  as  much  good  betide  to  thee. 
As  thou  haft  favour  Ihew'd  to  me. 
Thus  faid  ;  in  gentle  paces  they  remove, 
I  And  haft'ned  onward  to  the  ftiady  grove  : 
Where  both  arriv'd ;  and  having  found  the  rock. 
Saw  how  this  precious  water  it  did  lock. 
As  he  whom  avarice  poflefleth  moft. 
Drawn  by  neceflity  unto  his  coft, 
Doth  drop  by  piece-meal  down  his  prifon'd  gold} 
I   And  feems  unwilling  to  let  go  his  hold. 
[   So  tlie  ftrong  rock  the  water  long  time  ftops 

And  by  degrees  lets  it  fall  down  in  drops,     [food, 

'  Like  hoarding  houfewives  that  do  mould  their 

And  keep  from  Others,  what  doth  them  no  good. 

f  Fliny  tvriles  of  two  fprings  rtftng  in  Boetia,  the 
frji  helping  memory ,  called  Myt^fin.  The  latter  caufing  o4^ 
li-vion,  ca'led S.Yi6h- 

1,     \OVid,M'i<"^"b.^. 
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The  drops  within  a  ciftern  fell  of  ftone 
Which  fram'd  by  nature,  art  had  never  one 
!Half  part  fo  curious.     Many  fpells  then  ufing. 
The  water's  nymph  'cwixt  Marine's  lips  infufing 
Part  of  this  water,  (he  might  ftraight  perceive 
How  foon  her  troubled  thoughts  began  to  leave 
Her  love-fwoln  breaft  ;  and  that  her  inward  flame 
Was  clean  affuaged,  and  the  very  name 
Of  Celandine  forgotten  ;  did  fcarce  know 
If  there  were  fuch  a  thing  as  love  or  no. 
And  fighing,  therewithal  threw  in  the  air 
All  former  love,  all  forrow,  all  defpair; 
And  all  the  former  caufes  of  her  moan 
Did  therewith  bury  in  oblivion. 
Then  muft'ring  up  her  thoughts,  grown  vagabonds 
Preft  to  relieve  her  inward  bleeding  wounds, 
She  had  as  quickly  all  things  paft  forgotten. 
As  men  do  monarchs  that  in  earth  lie  rotten. 
As  one  new-born  ftie  feem'd,  fo  all  difcerning  : 
»'  Though  things  long  learned  are  the  long'fl:  un- 

"  learning." 
Then  walk'd  they  to  a  grove  but  near  at  hand, 
Where  fiery  Titan  had  but  fmall  command, 
Becaufe  the  leaves  confpiring  kept  his  beams. 
For  fear  of  hurting  (when  he's  in  extremes) 
The  under  flowers,  which  did  enrich  the  ground 
With  fweetcr  fcents  than  Arabia  found. 
The  earth  doth  yield  (which  they  through  pores 

exhale) 
Earth's  beft  of  odours,  th'  aromatical : 
Like  to  that  fmell,  which  oft  our  fenfe  defcries 
"Within  a  field  which  long  unplowed  lies, 
Somewhat  before  the  fetting  of  the  fun  ; 
And  where  the  rainbow  in  the  horizon 
Doth  pitch  her  tips  :  or  as  when  in  the  prime. 
The  earth  being  troubled  with  a  drought  long 

time, 
The  hand  of  heaven  hisfpongy  clouds  doth  flrain. 
And  throws  into  her  lap  a  Ihower  of  rain  ; 
She  fendeth  up  (conceived  from  the  fun) 
A  fweet  perfume  and  exhalation. 
Not  all  the  ointments  brought  from  Delos  ifle  ; 
Nor  from  the  confines  of  feven-headed  Nile  ; 
Nor  that  brought  whence  Phoenicians  have  abodes. 
Nor  Cyprus  wild  vine-flowers;  nor  that  of  Rhodes; 
Nor  rofes  oil  from  Naples,  Capua, 
Saffron  confeded  in  Cicilia  ; 
Nor  that  of  quinces,  nor  of  marjoram, 
That  ever  from  the  ifle  of  Coos,  came. 
Northefe,  nor  any  elfe,  though  ne'er  fo  rare. 
Could  with  this  place  for  fweeteft  fmells  compare, 
*  There  flood  the  elm,  whofe  fhade  fo  mildly  dim 
Doth  nourifli  all  that  groweth  under  him. 
Cyprefs  that  like  pyramids  run  topping, 
And  hurt  the  leait  of  any  by  their  dropping. 
The  elder,  w..olc  fat  fhadovv  nourifheth, 
Each  plant  fet  near  to  him  longflouriflieth. 
The  heavy-headed  plane  tree,  by  whole  fliade 
The  grafs  grows  thickeft,  men  are  freftier  made. 
The  oak,  that  beft  endures  the  thunder  fhocks: 
The  everlafting  ebon,  cedar,  box. 
The  olive  that  in  wainfcot  never  cleaves. 
The  amorous  vine,  which  in  the  elm  ftill  weaves. 

*   See  Spencer's  Faery  ^ueen^b.  I.  r.  l.f.  8,  9. 
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The  lotus,  juniper,  where  worms  ne'er  enter  : 
The  pine,  with  whom  men  through  the  ocean  ven- 
ture. 
The  warlike  yew,  by  which  (more  than  the  launce 
The  ftrong-arm'dEnghfli  fpirits  conquer'd  France, 
Amongtft  he  reft  the  tamarifk  there  flood. 
For  houfewives  befoms  only  known  moft  good. 
The  cold-place-!oving  birch,  and  fervice  tree  : 
The  walnut  loving  vales,  and  mulberry. 
The  mapple,  afli,  that  do  delight  in  fountains. 
Which  have  their  currents  by  the  fides  of  moun- 
tains. 
The  laurel,  myrtle,  ivy,  date,  which  hold 
Their  leaves  all  winter,  be  it  ne'er  fo  cold. 
The  fir,  that  oftentimes  doth  rofin  drop  : 
The  beech,  that  fcales  the  welkin  with  his  top : 
All  thefe,  and  thoufand  more  within  this  grove, 
By  all  the  induftry  of  nature  ftrove 
To  frame  an  arbour  that  might  keep  within  it 
The  beft  of  beauties  that  the  world  hath  in  it. 

Here  ent'ring,  at  the  entrance  of  which  fhroud,- 
The  fun  half  angry  hid  him  in  a  cloud, 
As  raging  that  a  grove  fhould  from  his  fight 
Lock  up  a  beauty  whence  himfelf  had  light. 
The  flowers  puU'd  in  their  heads  as  being  fham'd 
Their  beauties  by  the  others  were  defam'd. 

Near  to  this  wood  there  lay  a  pleafant  mead, 
Where  fairies  often  did  their  meafures  tread. 
Which  in  the  meadow  made  fuch  circles  green, 
As  if  with  garlands  it  had  crowned  been. 
Or  like  the  circle  where  the  figns  we  track. 
And  learned  Ihepherds  call't  the  Zodiac  : 
Within  one  of  thefe  rounds  was  to  be  feen 
A  hillock  rife,  where  oft  the  fairy  queen 
At  twilight  fate,  and  did  command  her  elves, 
To  pinch  thofe  maids  that  had  not  fwept  thclf 

fhelves : 
And  further,  if  by  maidens  overfight,' 
"Within  doors  water  were  not  brought  at  ni<^ht : 
Or  if  they  fpread  no  table,  fet  no  bread, 
They  fhould  have  nips  from  toe  unto  the  head : 
And  for  the  maid  that  had  perform'd  each  thing, 
She  in  the  water  pale  bade  leave  a  ring. 

Upon  this  hill  there  fat  a  lovely  fvvain. 
As  if  that  nature  thought  it  great  difdain 
That  he  fhould  (fo  through  her  his  genius  told 

him) 
Take  equal  place  with  fwains,  fince  fhe  did  hold 

him 
Her  chiefeft  work,  and  therefore  thought  it  fit, 
That  with  inferiors  he  fhould  never  fit." 
Narciffus'  change,  fure  Ovid  clean  miftook, 
He  dy'd  not  looking  in  a  chryftal  brook. 
But  (as  thofe  which  in  emulation  gaze) 
He  pin'd  to  death  by  looking  on  this  face. 
When  he  flood  fifhing  by  fome  river's  brim. 
The  fi(h  would  leap,  more  for  a  fight  of  hira 
Than  for  the  fly.     The  eagle,  higheft  bred. 
Was  taking  him  once  up  for  Ganimede. 
The  fhag-hair'd  fatyrs,  and  the  tripping  fawns  - 
With  all  the  troi-p  that  frolick  on  the  lawns, 
Would  come  and  gaze  on  him,  as  wlio  fhould  fay 
They  had  not  feen  his  like  this  many  a  day. 
Yea  Venus  knew  no  difference  'tvvixt  thefe  twain 
Save  Adon  was  a  hunter,  this  a  fwain. 
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The  wood's  fwcet  chorifters  from  fpray  to  fpray 

Would  hop  them  neareft  hira,  and  then  there  ftay: 

Each  joying  greatly  from  his  little  heart, 

That  they  with  his  fweet  reed  might  bear  a  part. 

This  was  the  boy,  (the  poets  did  miftake) 

To  whom  bright  Cynthia  fo  much  love  did  make, 

And  promis'd  for  his  love  no  fcornful  eyes 

Should  ever  fee  her  more  in  horned  guife  : 

JSut  fhe  at  his  command,  would  as  of  duty 

Become  as  full  of  light  as  he  of  beauty. 

Xiucina  at  his  birth  for  midwife  ftuck  : 

-And  Citherea  nurs'd  and  gave  him  fuck, 

Who  to  that  end,  once  dove-drawn  from  the  fea. 

Her  full  paps  dropt,  whence  came  the  milky  way. 

And  as  when  Plato  did  i"  th'  cradle  thrive. 

Bees  to  his  lips  brought  honey  from  their  hive  : 

So  to  this  boy  they  came,  I  know  not  whether 

They  brought,  or  from  his  lips  did  honey  gather. 

The  wood  nymphs  oftentimes  would  bufled  be, 

And  pluck  for  him  the  blufliing  ftrawberry  : 

Making  of  them  a  bracelet  on  a  bent. 

Which  for  a  favour  to  this  fwain  they  fent. 

Sitting  in  (hades,  the  fun  would  oft  by  fkips 

Steal  through  the  boughs,  and  feize  upon  his  lips. 

The  chiefeft  caufe  the  fun  did  condefcend 

To  •  Phaeton's  requeft,  was  to  this  end, 

That  whilft  the  other  did  his  horfes  rein,    [fwain  ; 

He  might  flide  from  his  fphere,  and  court  this 

Whofe  fparkling  eyes  vy'd  luftre  with  tlie  ftars, 

The  trueft  centre  of  all  circulars. 

In  brief,  if  any  man  in  flcill  were  able 

To  finifli  up  f  Apelles'  half  done  table. 

This  boy  (the  man  left  out)  were  fitteft  fure 

To  be  the  pattern  of  that  portraiture. 

Piping  he  fat,  as  merry  as  his  look. 
And  by  him  lay  his  bottle  and  his  hook. 
His  bu&ins  (edg'd  with  filver)  were  of  filk. 
Which  held  a  leg  more  white  than  morning's  milk. 
Thofe  bulkins  he  had  got  and  brought  away 
For  dancing  beft  upon  the  revel  day. 
His  oaten  reed  did  yield  forth  fuch  fweet  notes, 
Joined  in  confort  with  the  birds  fhrill  throats, 
That  equalis'd  the  harmony  fpheres, 
A  mufic  that  would  ravilh  choiceft  ears. 
Long  look'd  they  on  (who  would  not  long  look  qn, 
That  fuch  an  objedl  had  to  look  upon)  ? 
Till  at  the  lad  the  nymph  did  Marine  fend, 
To  afk  the  neareft  way,  whereby  to  wend 
To  thefe  fair  walks  where  fprung  Marina's  ill, 
Whilft  fhe  would  ftay  :   Marine  obey'd  her  will. 
And  haft'ned  towards  him  (who  would  not  do  fo, 
That  fuch  a  pretty  journey  had  to  go  ?) 
Sweetly  flie  came,  and  with  a  modeft  blufli. 
Gave  him  the  day,  and  then  accofted  thus  : 

Faireft  of  men,  that  (whilft  thy  flock  doth  feed) 
Sit'ft  fweetly  piping  on  thine  oaten  reed 
Upon  this  little  berry  (fome  yclepe 
A  hillock)  void  of  care,  as  are  thy  ftieep 
Devoid  of  fpots,  and  fure  on  all  this  green 
A  fairer  flock  as  yet  were  never  feen  : 

*  Sei  Ovid's  Melam.  h.  2.  JpoUonius  Argonaut.  I.  4. 
Lucretus,  I.  5. 

t  An  unjlnijbtd  Venus.  Plln.  I.  35.  f.  lO.  Cicero, 
ll-ie  OJJiciis,l:b.  I.  cj>ijl  9.   E^\j1.adFamiU 


Do  me  this  favour  (men  fiiould  favour  maid*')- 

That  whatfoever  path  dircAly  leads. 

And  void  of  daager,  thou  to  me  do  ftiew. 

That  by  it  to  the  Marifli  I  may  go. 

Marriage  \   (quoth  he)  miftaking  what  flie  faid, 

Nature's  perfcdlion  :   thou  moft  faireft  maid, 

(If  any  fairer  than  the  faireft  may  be) 

Come  fit  thee  down  by  me;  know  lovely  lady. 

Love  is  thereadjeft  way;   if  ta'en  aright 

You  may  attain  thereto'  full  long  ere  night. 

The  maiden  thinking  l^e  of  Marifh  fpoke. 

And  not  of  marriage,  ftraightway  did  invoke. 

And  pray'd  the    fliepherd's   god    might    alwayi 

keep 
Him  from  all  danger,  and  from  wolves  his  fheep. 
Wifliing  with  all  that  in  the  prime  of  fpring 
Each  fheep  he  had,  two  lambs  might  yearly  bring. 
But  yet  (quoth  ftie)  arede  good  gentle  fwain. 
If  in  the  dale  below,  or  on  yond  plain  j 
Or  is  the  village  fituate  in  a  grove. 
Through  which  my  way  lies,  and  ye  clcped  love. 
Nor  on  yon  plain,  nor  in  this  neigiibouring  woodtj  1 
Nor  in  the  dale  where  glides  the  filver  flood.     /  \ 
But  like  a  beacon  on  a  hill  fo  high,  •   I 

That  every  one  may  fce't  which  paffeth  by 
Is  love  yplac'd  ;  there's  nothing  can  it  hide. 
Although  of  you  as  yet  'tis  unefpy'd.  I 

But  on  which  hill  (quoth  (lie)  pray  tell  me  true?  ■ 
Why  here,  (quoth  he)  it  fits  and  talks  to  you.  ' 

And  are  you  love  (quoth  flie  ?)  fond  fwain  adieu,  | 
You  guide  me  wrong,  my  way  lies  not  by  you.  | 
Though  not  your  way,  you  may  not  lie  by  me  :  I 
Nymph,  with  a  <hepherd  thou  as  merrily  ■ 

May'ft  love  and  live,  as  wi'h  the  greateft  lord,  1 
"   Greatnefs  doth  never  moft  content  aflbrd."  I 

I  love  thee  only,  not  affeft  world's  pelf,  ' 

"  She  is  not  lov'd,  that's  lov'd  not  for  herfelf."  | 
How  many  fliepherd's  daughters  who  in  duty,  ■  ■ 
To  griping  fathers,  have  inthral'd  their  beauty,  i 
To  wait  upon  the  gout,  to  walk  when  pleafes  j 
Old  January  halt.     O  that  diftafcs  I 

Should  link  with  youth  \  She  hath  fuch  a  mate  I 
Is  like  two  twins,  born  both  incorporate  :  \ 

Th'  one  living,  the  other  dead:  the  living  twin  \ 
Muft  needs  be  flain  through  noifomnefs  of  him  I 
He  carrieth  with  him  :  fuch  are  their  eilates,  ! 

Who  merely  marry  wealthy,  and  not  their  mate*. 

As  ebbing  waters  freely  flide  awaj, 
To  pay  their  tribute  to  the  raging  fea ; 
When  meeting  with  the  flood  they  juftle  ftour. 
Whether  the  one  Ihall  in,  or  th'  other  out : 
Till  the  fti  ong  flood  new  power  of  waves  dotk 

bring. 
And  drives  the  river  back  into  his  fpring  : 
So  Marine's  words  off"'ring  to  take  their  courfe. 
By  love  then  ent'ring,  were  kept  t^ck,  and  force 
To  it,  his  fweet  face,  eyes,  and  tongue  aflign'd 
Ai]ii  threw  them  back  again  into  her  mmd. 
"   How  hard  it  is  to  leave  and  not  to  do 

That  which  by  nature  we  are  prone  unto  ? 
"   Vv^e  hardly  can  (alas!    why  not  ?)  difcufs, 
"    *'»"-.en  nature  hath  decreed  it  muft  be  thus. 
"   It  is  a  maxim  held  of  aij,  ka^.wn  plain, 
"   Thu;ft   nature    oft"  with   forks,  Ihe'U  turn  a- 
"  gain." 
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Blithe  Doridon  (fo  men  this  (hephcrd  hight)       ' 
Seeing  his  goddefs  in  a  filent  plight, 
("  Love  often  makes  the  fpeech's  organs  mute,") 
iegan  again  thus  to  renew  his  fuit  : 

If  by  my  -words  your  filence  hath  been  fuch, 
paith  I  am  forry  I  have  fpoke  fo  much. 
Bar  I  thofe  lips?  fit  to  be  th'  utt'rers,  when 
The  heavens  would  parly  with  the  chiefs  of  meo. 
Tit  to  diretft  (a  tongue  all  hears  convinces) 
When  beft  of  fcribes  writes  to  the  beft  of  princes, 
Were  mine  like  yours  of  choiceft  words  completeft, 
"  I'd  fhew  how  grief's  a  thing  weighs  down  the 

"  greaceft 
"  The  beft  of  forms  (who  knows  not?)  grief  doth 

"  taint  it, 
"  The  Ikilfull'ft  pencil  never  j'et  could  paint  it." 
And  reafon  good,  fmce  no  man  yet  could  find 
What  figure  reprefents  a  grieved  mind. 
Methinks  a  troubled  thought  is  thus  expreft, 
To  be  a  chaos  rude  and  indigeft  : 
Where  all  do  rule,  and  yet  none  bears  chief  fway: 
Check'd  only  by  a  power  that's  more  than  they. 
This  do  I  fpeak,  fince  to  this  every  lover 
That  thus  doth  love,  is  thus  ftill  given  over. 
If  that  you  fay  you  will  not,  cannot  love  : 
Oh  heavens!  for  what  caufethendoyou  hercmove  ? 
Are  you  not  fram'd  of  that  expertefl  mold, 
For  whom  all  in  this  round  concordance  hold 
Or  are  you  framed  of  fome  other  fafhion. 
And  have  a  form  and  heart  but  not  a  paffion  ? 
It  cannot  be  :  for  then  unto  what  end 
Did  the  befb  workman  this  great  work  intend  ? 
Not  that  by  mind's  commerce,  and  joint  eftate, 
The  world's  continuers  ftill  fhould  propagate  ? 
Yea,  if  that  reafon  (regent  of  the  fenfes) 
Have  but  a  part  amongfl  your  excellences, 
She'll  tell  you  what  you  call  virginity. 
Is  fitly  lik'ned  to  a  barren  tree  ; 
Which  when  the  gard'ner  on  it  pains  beftows, 
To  graft  an  imp  thereon,  in  time  it  grows 
To  fuch  perfection,  that  it  yearly  brings 
As  goodly  fruit  as  any  tree  that  fprings. 
Believe  me,  maiden,  vow  no  chaftity  ; 
For  maidens  but  imperfeift  creatures  be. 

Alas !  poor  boy,  (quoth  Marine),  have  the  fates 
Exempted  no  degrees  ?  are  no  eftates 
Free  from  love's  rage  ?  Be  rul'd:  unhappy  fwain, 
Call  back  thy  fpirits,  and  recolledl  again 
Thy  vagrant  wits.     I  tell  thee  for  a  truth 
"  Love  is  a  fyren  that  doth  fhipwreck  youth." 
Be  well  advis'd,  thou  entertain'ft  a  guefl 
That  is  the  harbinger  of  all  unreft  : 
Which  like  the  viper's  young  that  lick  the  earth, 
Eat  out  the  breeder's  womb  to  get  a  birth. 

Faith  (quoth  the  boy)  I  know  there  cannot  be 
Danger  in  loving  or  in  enjoying  thee. 
For  what  caufe  were  things  made  and  called  good, 
But  to  be  loved  ?  If  you  underftood 
The  birds  that  prattle  here,  you  would  know  then. 
As  birds  woo  birds,  maids  (liould  be  woo'd  of 

men. 
But  I  want  power  to  woo,  fince  what  wasjpine 
Is  fled,  and  lie  as  vafTals  at  your  fhrine  :      [move. 
And  fince  what's  mipe  is  your's,  let  that  fame 
Although  in  me  you  fee  nought  worthy  love. 


Marine  about  to  fpeak,  forth  of  a  fling 
(Fortune  to  all  misfortune's  plies  her  wing 
More  quick  and  fpeedy)  came  a  Iharp'ned  flint. 
Which  in  the  fair  boy's  neck  made  fuch  a  dint, 
That   crimfon   blood  came  ftreaming  from   the 

wound, 
And  he  fell  down  into  a  deadly  fwounti. 
The  blood  ran  all  along  where  it  did  fall. 
And  could  not  find  a  place  of  burial : 
But  where  it  came,  it  there  congealed  flood, 
As  if  the  earth  loth'd  to  drink  guiltlefs  blood. 

Gold-hair'd  Apollo,  mufes  facred  king, 
Whofe  praife  in  Delphos'  ifle  doth  ever  ring  ; 
Phyfic's  firft  founder,  whofe  art's  excellence 
Extra(5led  nature's  chiefeft  quinteffence, 
Unwilling  that  a  thing  of  fuch  a  worth 
Should  fo  be  loft;  ftraight  fent  a  dragon  forth 
To  fetch  his  blood,  and  he  perform'd  the  fame  : 
And  now  apothecaries  give  it  name. 
From  him  that  fetch'd  it :  (*  dodlors  know  it  good 
In  phyfic's  ufe)  and  call  it  dragon's  blood. 
Some  of  the  blood  by  chance  did  downward  fall. 
And  by  a  vein  got  to  a  mineral, 
Whence  came  a  red,  decayed  dames  infufe  it 
With  Venice  cerufe,  and  far  painting  ufe  it. 
Marine  aftonifti'd,  (moft  unhappy  maid), 
O'ercome  with  fear,  and  at  the  view  afraid. 
Fell  down  into  a  trance,  eyes  loft  their  fight. 
Which  being  open  made  all  darknefs  light. 
Her  blood  ran  to  her  heart,  or  life  to  feed. 
Or  lothing  to  behold  fo  vile  a  deed. 

And  as  when  winter  doth  the  earth  array 
In  Clver  fuit,  and  when  the  night  and  day 
Are  in  diffention,  night  locks  up  the  ground. 
Which  by  the  help  of  day  is  oft  unbound  ; 
A  ftiepherd's  boy  with  bow  and  fhafts  addreft, 
Ranging  the  fields,  having  once  pierc'd  the  breaft 
Of  fome  poor  fowl,  doth  with  the  blow  ftraight 

rulh 
To  catch  the  bird  lies  panting  in  the  bulh  t 
So  rufli'd  this  ftriker  in,  up  Marine  took, 
And  haft'ned  with  her  to  a  near  hand  brook  [faine) 
Old  ftiepherd's  fajne  (old  fhepherd's  footh  have 
Two  rivers  f  took  their  iflue  from  the  main, 
Both  near  together,  and  each  bent  his  race. 
Which  of  them  both  ftiould  firft  behold  the  face 
Of  radiant  Phoebus  :  one  of  them  in  gliding 
Chanc'd  on  a  vein  where  nitre  had  abiding  : 
The  other,  lothing  that  her  purer  wave 
Should  be  defil'd  with  that  the  nitre  gave, 
Fled  faft  away,  the  other  follovv'd  faft, 
Till  both  been  in  a  rock  ymet  at  laft. 
As  feemed  beft,  to  rock  did  firft  deliver 
Out  of  his  hollow  fides  the  purer  river  : 
(As  if  it  taught  thofe  men  in  honour  clad. 
To  help  the  virtuous  and  fupprefs  the  bad). 
Which  gotten  loofe,  did  foftly  glide  away. 
As  men  from  earth,  to  earth ;  from  fea  to  fea 

*  7he  tears  of  a  tree  hearing  a  fruit  fometh'ingllh  a 
cherry  ;  the  Jkin  of  ivhich  pulled  off",  they  fay,  refembles  a 
dragon. 

f  An  exprejjion  ef  the  natures  of  two  rivers  rlftng 
near  together,  and  differing  in  their  tafss  and  manner  cf 
running. 
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So  rivers  fun  :  atiti  that  from  whence  both  came 
*rakes  what  (he  gave  :  waves,  earth;    but  leaves  a 

name. 
As  waters  have  their  courfe,  and  in  their  place 
^iicccedin(»  dreams  well  out,  fo  is  man's  race  : 
The  name  doth  flill  furvive,  and  cannot  die, 
Until  the  channels  flop,  or  '"pring  grow  dry. 

As  1  have  feen  upon  a  bridal  day 
Full  many  maids  clad  in  their  bell  array. 
In  honour  of  the  bride  come  with  their  flafkets 
Fill'd  full  with  flowers  :  others  in  wi'.'ker  bafkets 
Bring  frorri  the  marifli  ruflies,  to  o'crl'pread 
The  ground,  whereon  to  church  the  lovers  tread; 
Whilft  that  the  quainteft  youth  of  all  the  plain 
Ulhers  tiieir  way  with  many  a  piping  ftrain: 
So,  as  in  joy,  at  this  fair  river's  birth, 
Triton  came  upon  a  channel  with  his  mirth, 
And  call'd  the  ncighb'ring  nymphs  each   in   her 

turn   .        .'        ,  . 
To  pour  their  pretty  rivulets  from.their  urn  ; 
To  v/alt  upon  this  new-delivered  fpring. 
Some  running  through  the  raeadcvt's,  with  them 

bring 
Cowflip  and  mint :  and  'tis  another's  lot 
To  light  upon  lome  gardener's  curious  knot, 
"Whence  fne  upon  her  breafl  (love's  fweet  repofe) 
Doth  bring  the  queen  of  flowers,  the  Englifh  rofe. 
Some  from  the  fen  bring  reeds,  wild  thyme  from 

downs  ; 
Some  from  a  grove  the  bay  that  poets  crowns ; 
Some  from  an  aged  rock  the  mofs  hath  torn, 
And  leaves  him  naked  unto  winter's  ftorm  : 
Another  from  her  banks  (in  mere  good  will) 
Brings  nutriment  for  filh,  the  camomile. 
Thus  all  bring  fomevvhat,  and  Jo  overfpreaJ 
The  way  the  fpring  unto  the  fea  doth  tread. 

This  while  the  flood  which  yet  the  rock  up  pent. 
And  fuffered  not  with  jocund  merriment 
To  tread  rounds  in  his  fpring;  came  ruflilng  forth, 
As  angry  that  his  waves  (he  thought)  of  worth 
Should  not  have  liberty,  nor  help  the  prime. 
And  as  fome  ruder  fwain  compoliog  rhyme, . 
Spends  many  a  grey  goofe  quill  unto  the  handle. 
Buries  within  his  fockct  many  a  candle  ; 
Blots  paper  by  the  quiVe,  and  dries  up  ink. 
As  Xerxes'  army  did  whole  rivers  drink. 
Hoping  thereby  his  name  his  work  Ihould  raife 
That  it  Ihould  live  yntil  the  laft  of  days: 
Which  finillied,  he  boldly  doth  addrefs 
Him  and  his  works  to  undergo  theprefs; 
When  lo  (O  fate  I)  his  work  not  feeming  fit 
To  walk  in  equipage  with  bctt'tr  wit. 
Is  kept  from  light,  there  gnawn  by  both  moths  and 

worms. 
At  which  he  frets  :  right  fo  this  river  ftorms  : 
But  broken  forth,  as  Tavy  creeps  upon 
The  weftern  *  va!es  of  fertile  Albion, 
Here  dalhes  roftghly  on  an  aged  rock, 
That  his  intended  pafl'age  doth  up  loJi; 
There  intricately  'mongft  the  woods  doth  wander, 
liofing  himfelf  in  many  a  wry  meander ; 
Here  amoroufly  bent,  clips  fome  fair  mead  ; 
A«(l  then  difperfl  in  rills,  doth  meafurcs  tread 

*  Dcvonfjite, 
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Upon  her  b')fom  'mongft  her  dow'ry  tanlcj  * 
There  in  another  place  bears  down  the  banks 
Of  fome  day-labouring  wretch  :  here  meets  a  rJli, 
And  with  [heir  forces  join'd  cut  out  a  mill 
Into  an  ifland,  then  in  jocund  guifc 
Surveys  his  conqueft,  lands  his  enterprife  : 
Here  digs  a  cave  at  fome  high  mountain's  foot  : 
I'here  undermines  an  oak,  tears  up  his  root : 
Thence  rulhing  to  fome  country  farm  at  hand. 
Breaks  o'er  the  yeoman's  mounds,  fweeps  from  his 

land 
His  harvcft  hope  of  wheat,  of  rye,  or  peafe  : 
And  makes  that  channel  which  was   Ihepherd's 

leafe  : 
Here,  as  our  wicked  age  doth  facrilege, 
Helps  down  an  abbey,  then  a  natural  bridge 
By  creeping  under  ground  he  frameth  out. 
As  who  Ihould  fay  he  either  went  about 
To  right  the  wrong  he  did,  or  hid  his  face, 
For  having  done  a  deed  fo  vile  and  bafe. 
So  ran  this  river  on,  and  did  beflir 
Himfelf,  to  find  his  fellow-traveller. 

But  th'  ether  fearing  leaft  her  noife  might  fhew 
What  path  fhe  took,  which  way  her  ftreams  did 

flow : 
As  fome  way-faring  man  ftrays  through  a  wood, 
Where  beafts  of  prey  thirfting  for  human  blood 
Lurk  in  their  dens,  he  foftly  lill'ning  goes. 
Not  trufting  to  his  heels,  treads  on  his  toes : 
Dreads  every  noife  he  hears,  thinks  each  fmall  bufli 
To  be  a  beaft  that  would  upon  him  rufli : 
Fearcth  to  die,  and  yet  his  wind  doth  fmother ; 
NoW  leaves  this  path,  takes  that,  then  to  another  : 
Such  was  her  courfe.  This  feared  to  be  found. 
The  other  not  to  find,  fwells  o'er  each  mound. 
Roars,  rages,  foams,  againft  a  mountain  daflies. 
And  in  recoil,  makes  meadows  (landing  plafhes  : 
Yet  finds  not  what  he  feeks  in  all  his  way, 
But  in  defpair  runs  headlong  to  the  fea. 
This  Avas  the  caufe  them  by  tradition  taught. 
Why  one  flood  ran  fo  fall,  th'  other  fo  foft, 
Borh  from  one  head.  Unto  the  rougher  ftream, 
(Crown'd  by  that  meadow's  flow'ry  diadem. 
Where  Doridon  lay  hurt)  the  cruel  fwain 
Hurries  the  (hepherdefs,  where  having  lay'n 
Her  in  a  boat  like  the  *  canoes  of  Ind, 
Some  feely  trough  of  wood,  or  fome  tree's  rind  : 
Puts   from  the   Ihore,  and  kaves    the  weeping 

(Irand, 
Intends  an  ai£l  by  water,  which  the  land 
Abhorr'd  to  bolller;  yea,  the  guiltlefs  earth 
Loth'd  to  be  midwife  to  fo  vile  a  birth  : 
Which  to  relate  I  am  enforc'd  to  wrong 
To  modetl  blufhes  of  my  maiden  fong. 
Then  each  fair  nymph  whom  nature  doth  endow 
With  beauty's  check,  crown'd  with  a  (hamefac'd 

brow  ; 
Whofe  well-tun'd  ears,  chafte  obj'e<Sl-lovingeen 
Ne'er  heard  nor  law  the  works  of  |  Aretiue ; 

*  S^e  Thomas  ds  J:rys  America^  'vol.  l.fol. part.  X. 
P'ir(Tinia  Talnil.  I  %mo.  Lliitritim  conficieii Jorum  Ratio. 
S.'e)iie-wijl  3h-  'Thomas  Ihrbcrt" s  Travds,JoL  T,dedit> 
p.  30. 
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•  Who  ne'er  came  on  the  Citherean  fhelf, 
}3ut  is  as  true  as  rhaftity  itfelf, 
Where  huted  impudence  ne'er  f-rt  her  feed; 
Where  lull  lies  not  vail'd  in  a  virgin's  weed  : 
Let  hcrvvifhciraw.  Let  each  youno  flicpherdling 
Walk  by,  or  ilnp  his  ear,  the  v/Lilft  I  fin{^. 

But  ye,  whole  hlood,  h'ke  kids  upon  a'pkiin, 
Dotii  fkip,  and  diner  lavoltoes  in  cacVi  vein  ; 
Whole    breafcs   are    fwoin    with    the    venereaft 

game, 
And  warm  yonrfelvcs  at  lull's  alluring  fl.ime; 
Who  dare  to  ad  as  much  as  men  dare  think, 
And  wallowing  lie  within  a  fuifual  fink  ; 
Whofe  feigned  geftures  do  entrap  our  youth 
With  an  apparency  of  fimple  truth  ; 
Inlatiate  gulfs,  in  your  dtfecftive  part 
By  art  help  nature,  and  by  natp:  e,  art  : 
Lend  me  your  ears,  and  I  wi]l  touch  a  firing 
Shall  lull  your  fenfe  allcep  the  while  I  fu)^'. 

But  ftay  :  methinks  I  hear  fomething  in" me 
That  bid  J  me  keep  the  bounds  of  modefty  ; 
Says,  "  Each  man's  voice  to  that  is  quickly  moved 
"  Which  of  himfelf  is  beft  of  all  beloved  ; 
*'  By  utt'ring  what  thou  know'ft  lefs  glory's  got, 
"  'i'han  by  concealing  what  thoa  knoweft  not."  ' 
If  fo,  I  yield  to  It,  and  fet  my  reft 
Rather  te  loofe  the  bad,  than  wrong  the  befl. 
My  maiden  mufe  flies  the  lafcivious'fvvains. 
And  fcorns  to  foil  her  lines  with  luilful  ftralns; 
Will  not  dilate  (nor  on  her  forehead  bear 
Immodefty's  abhorred  charaitei) 
His  Ihamek-fs  piyings,  his  undecent  doings  ; 
His  curious  fearches,  his  rcfpedtlefs  wooino-s  ; 
H^jw  that  he  faw.   But  what  ?  1  dare  n^t  bleak  it. 
You  fafcr  may  conceive  than  I  dare  fpeak  it. 
Yet  verily  had  he  not  thought  her  dead, 
bh'  'ad  loft,  ne'er  to  be  found,  her  maidenhead. 

The  iroiigher  fhream  ic.thing  a  tiling  com|)a<5ied 
Of  fo  great  fname.  fhonid  on  his. flood"  be  ailed  ; 
(According  to  our  times  not  weil  allow'd 
lii  others,  what  he  in  himfelf  avow'd) 
Bent  hard  his  forehead,  furrow'd  up  his  face. 
And  danger  led  the  v/ay  tl^e  boat  .lid  trace. 
And  as  within  a  landfcwpe  that  doth  fland 
Wrought  by  the  pencil  of  fume  curious  h.and, 
We  may  ddlty,  here  meadow,  there  a  wood: 
Here  flanding  ponds,  and  there  a  running  flood  :' 
■Here  on  foni-?  mount  a  houfe  of  pltafiire  vaunted; 
Where  once  the  ro-.ring  cannon  had  been  planted  : 
There  on  a  hill  afwain  pipes  cut  the  day, 
Outbraving  alt  the  chorilitrs  of  Alay. 
A  huntfnian  here  follows  his  cry  of  hound?, 
Driving  the  hare  along  the  fallow  grounds  : 
Whilll  ,.ne  at  hand  freming  the  fport  t'  allow-, 
I''o!!ov;s  the  hounds,  and  earclefs  leaves  the  jnloi'gh. 
There  in  ano:hcr  place  fomc  high-rais'd  land, 
In  pride  bears  out  her  breads  unTo  the  ftrand. 
Here  ftands  a  bridge,  and  there  a  co.iduit  head  : 
Here  round  a'May-polc  forae  the  meaJures  tread: 
J.  here  boys  die  truant  play  snd  leave  tlicir  book  : 
Here  flands  an  angler  with  a  baited  hook^  .„.   .  , 
i^nere^foi^a  rtag  ou=  lurks  within  d  bough':        '   ' 
Here  fits  a  maiden  milking  vi  lier  cow. 
fhere  on  a  goodly  plain  (by  time  thrown  dov^i) 
l.its  buried  in  his  Jufl  ig:nc  a:;icnt  toV?iii 


^fS 


V/ho  now  envillaged;  there's  on!y  feen 
In  his  vaft  ruins  what  his  llatc  has  been  : 
And  all  of  thefe  in  fliadows  fo  exprcft 
Make  the  beholder's  eyes  to  take  no  reft ; 
So  tor  the  fwain  the  flood  did  mean  to  hiin 
To  Ibew  in  nature,  (not  by  art  to  limu) 
A  tempeft's  rage,  his  furious  waters. threat. 
Some  on  thi?  l^iore,  fome  on  the  other  beat. 
Here  ftauds  a  mountain,  where  was  once  a  dale  • 
There.whcrc  a  mountain  Hood  is  now  a  vale. 
Here  flows  a  billow,  ih.ere  anotlier  meets  : 
Each,  on  each  fide  the  felff,  unkindly  greets. 
I'he  v/aters  underneath  'gan  upward  move, 
Wond'ringwhat  flratagems  were  Vv-rought  a'bove  j 
Billows  that  mifs'd  the  boat,  flill  dnv/ard  thrult,' 
And  on  the  tlifFs,  as  fv/oln  v/Ith  anger,  burft. 
All  tliefe,  and  more,  in  fubflancc  fo  exprefl, 
Made  the  beholder's  thoughts  to  take  no  reft. 
Horror  in  triumph  rid  upon  the  waves; 
And  all  the  furies  from  their  gloomy  caves 
Come  hovering  o'er  the  boat,  fummon'd  each  fenfe 
Before  the  fearful  bar  of  confciencc ; 
Were  guilty  all,  and  all  condenincd  were 
l"o  undergo  their  horrors  which  defpair. 

What  mufe  ?  ^Vhat  pov/'rr  or  what  thrice  f.i» 
■  cred  fiearfe, : 
That  lives  immortal  in  a  well-tun'd  verfe, 
Can  lend  me  fuch  a  fight  that  1  mio-ht  fee 
A  guilty  confcience  true  anatomy  ; 
'  That  well  kept  legitter  yvherein  is  ys^rlt 
All  ills  men  do,  all  gcodnefs  they  omit  f 
His  pallid  fears,  his  forrows.  Ids  afirightings; 
His  late  wifli'd  had-I-vvifts,  retfiorceful  bitings  ;      " 
His  many  tortures,  his  heart-rending  pain  :" 
How  were  his  griefs  c.ompoied  in  one  chain, 
Ar^d  he  by  it  let  down  into  th^.  feas. 
Or  through  the  centre  to  th^  antipodes? 
He  niight  change  dimatei.-j  or  be  barr'd  heaven's 

,  ,-^  face  :  •,.  . 
Yet  find  no  falve,  nor  ever  change  his  c^fe. 
Fears,  forrows.  rortures.fad  affright,. nor  any. 
Like   to  .tlit;  confcienfe  fling,   thongh   tiirice   as 

,     rnanjj .,     ,  ,    . 

Yet  all  thefe  torments  by  the  Avain  were  born, 
Whd.^  death's  grim  vifdge  lay  upon  the  ftorm. 
But  as  when  fome  liind  nurfe  dotl;  lono-  time 
,       keep    ■     .     ■     .        . 
lier  pri'tiy  babe  at  fn^^  \vhoiin  fall'n  afleep 
She  lays  down  in  hio  cradle,  flints  his  cry 
\V;:.h  ni?iny  ^  fv/scn  and  pieaCng  lullaby  ;', 
VVhiift  the  fwcet  child,  not   troubled  v/ith    the 

fl>ock,       ,  .... 

As  fweetly  fionabers,  as  bis  nnrfe  doih  rock. 
So  lay  tlje  maid,  th'  amazed, Avain  fat  weeping, 
And  deatli  ;n  her  was  difpoffeft  by  fiecping. 
"I'he  iQaring  voice  of  winds,  the,  billows  raves, 
Nor  all  the  mutt'ring  of  thefuilen  waves 
Could  gnce  drfqnitt,  or  ker  liuin'oer  flir  : 
But  ialid  her  more  afleep  than  \vafkened  her. 
Suih  are  their  flates,  whofe  foals  from  foul  oSsiict. 
7    £n'.Kron»d  fit  in  fpotkfs.inBocencc. 
I    Where  reft  my  mufe  ;  till  (jolly  fliepherd's  Avains) 
Next  morn  with  pearls  of  dew  bedecks  our  plains' 
Wc'i^fold  our  flocks,  then  in  fit  time  to  go  vrt 
■  Tp  run*  .Ti.ine  cater  pipe  for  Doridcn, 
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'U'he  Argument . 
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The  fliepher  J's  fwain  here  finging  on 
Tells  of  the  cure  of  Doridon  : 
And  then  unto  the  water's  falls 
iUhaunteth  the  ruftic  paftorals. 


iSow  had  the  fun,  in  golden  chariot  hurl'd, 
Twice  bid  good-morrow  to  the  netherworld  : 
And  Cynthia,  in  her  orb  and  perfed:  round, 
Twice  view'd  the  fhadows  of  the  upper  ground, 
'i'wice  had  the  day-ftar  uftier'd  forth  the  light ; 
And  twice  the  evening-ftar  proclaim'd  the  night ; 
E'er  once  the  fweet-fac'd  boy  (now  all  forlorn) 
U'ame  with  his  pipe  to  refalute  the  morn. 

When  grac'd  by  time  (unhappy  time  the  while) 
The  cruel  fwain  (who  e'er  knew  fwain  fo  vile  ?) 
Had  ftroke  the  lad,  in  came  the  watry  nymph, 
To  ralfe  from  found  poor  Doridon  (the  imp, 
'Whom  nature  feem'd  to  have  felecSled  forth 
To  be  iiigraffed  on  fome  flock  of  worth;) 
And  the  maids  help,  but  fince  "  to  dooms  of  fate 
"  Succour,  though  ne'er  fo  foon,  comes  flill  too 

"  late." 
She  rals'd  the  youth,  then  with  her  arms  inrings 

him,  [him. 

And  fo  with  words  of  hope  fiie  homewards  brings 

At  door  expeifling  him  his  mother  fat, 
■Wond'rir.:^  her  boy  would  flay  from  her  fo  late ; 
Framing  for  him  unto  herfelf  excufes  : 
And  v.'ith  fuch  thoughts  gladly  herfelf  abufes  : 
.4^  that  her  fon,  fmce  day  grew  old  and  w«ak, 
.Staid  with  the  maids  to  run  at  barleybreak : 
Or  that  he  cours'd  a  park  with  females  fraught. 
Which  would  not  run  except  they  might  be  caught. 
Or  in  the  thickets  laid  fome  wily  friare 
To  take  tlie  labbit  or  the  purblind  hare. 
Or  taught  his  dog  to  catch  the  climbing  kid  : 
TJiu?  r.iqiherds  do ;  and  thus  fhe  thoi.'g-ht  he  <iid. 


"  In  things  expe<Sled  meeting  with  delay, 

"  Though  there  be  none,  we  frame  fome  caufs 

"  of  ftay." 
And  fo  did  fhe,  (as  fhe  who  doth  not  fo;) 
Conjefture  time  unwing'd  he  came  fo  flow. 
But  Doridon  drew  near,  fo  did  her  grief : 
"  111  luck,  for  fpeed,  of  all  things  elfe  is  chief." 
For  as  the  blind  man  *  fung,  "  time  fo  provides, 
"  That  joy  goes  llill  on  foot,  andforrovv  rides." 
Now  when  flie  faw  (a  woful  fight)  her  fon. 
Her  hopes  then  fail'd  her,  and  her  cries  begun 
To  utter  fuch  a  plaint,  that  fcarce  another 
Like  this,  e'er  came  from  any  love-fick  mother. 
If  man  hath  done  this,  heaven  why  mad'ft  thou 

men  ? 
Not  to  del)ice  thee  and  thy  children  ; 
But  by  the  work  the  workman  to  adore ; 
Framing  that  fomething,  which  was  nought  before^ 
Ay  me  unhappy  wretch  !  if  that  in  things 
Which  are  as  we  (fave  title)  men  fear  kings, 
That  he  their  poftures  to  the  life  limb'd  on 
Some  wood  as  frail  as  they,  or  cut  in  flone,  [things," 
"  'Tis  death   to   ftah  :  why  then  fhould  earthly 
Dare  to  deface  liis  form,  who  formed  kings  I 
When  the  world  was  but  in  his  infancy, 
Revenge,  defires  unjuft,  vile  jealoufy. 
Hate,  envy,  murder,  all  thefe  fix  then  reigned, 
When  but  their  half  of  men  the  world  contained. 
Yet  but  in  part  of  thefe,  thofe  ruled  then, 
When  now  as  many  vices  live  as  men. 
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Ijivc  diey  ?  yes,  live  T  fear  to  kill  my  fon, 
With  wliom  my  joys,  my  love,  my  hopes,  are  don-. 
Ceafe,  quoth  the  water's  nymph,  that  led  the 
i'wain ; 
Though  'tis  each  mother's  caufe  thus  to  complain  : 
Yet  "  abftinence  in  things  we  mud  profels 
"  Which  nature  frain'd  for  need,  not  for  excefs." 
Since  the  leail  blood,  drawn  from  tlie  leffcrpart 
Of  any  child,  conies  from  the  mother's  heart, 
We  cannot  choofe  but  grieve,  except  that  we 
Should  be  more  fenfelefs  than  the  fenfelefs  tree, 
Reply 'd  his  mother.    Do  but  cut  the  limb 
Of  any  tree,  the  trunk  will  weep  for  him  : 
Rend  the  cold  *  fycamor's  thin  bark  in  two, 
His  name  and  tears  would  fay,  fo  love  Ihould  do, 
"  That  mother  is  all  flint  (than  bealls  lelsgood) 
"  .Which  drops  no  water  when  her  child  ftreams 
"        "  blood." 

At  this  the  wounded  boy  fell  on  his  knee, 
I  Mother,  kind  mother  (faid),  weep  not  for  me, 
1  Why,  I  am  well ;  indeed  I  am.    if  you 
I  Ceafe  not  to  weep,  my  wound  will  bleed  anew, 
I  When  I  v/as  promis'd  firft  the  light  s  fruition, 
'  You  oft  have  told  me,  'twas  on  this  condition, 
j  That  I  fhould  hold  it  with  like  rent  and  pain 
;  As  others  do,  and  one  time  leave  't  again. 
I  Then,  dearefl;  mother  leave,  oh  !  leave  to  wail, 
I"  Time  will  efTecSi:  v/herc  tears  can  nought  avail," 

Herewith  Marinda,  taking  up  her  fon, 
I  Her  hope,  her  love,  her  joy,  her  Doridon. 
I  She  thank'd  the  nymph,  for  her  kind  fuccour  lent, 
j  Who  ftraight  tript  to  her  watry  regiment. 

Down  in  a  dell  (where  in  that  f  month  whofe 
I  fame 

;  Grows  greater  by  the  man  who  gave  it  name, 
Stands  many  a  wsU-pil'd  cock  of  ihort  fweet  hay, 
iThat  feeds  the  hufband's  neat  each  winter's  day) 
|A  mountain  had  his  foot,  and  gan  to  rife 
!In  {lately  height  to  parley  with  the  ficies. 
jAnd  yet  as  blaming  his  own  lofty  gate, 
(Weighing  the  fickle  props  in  things  of  flate, 
|His  head  began  to  droop,  and  downwards  bending, 
iKnock'd  on  that  breafi:  which  gave  it  birth  and 
I     ,       ending  : 

And  lies  fo  with  an  hollow  hanging  vault, 
As  whenfome  boy  trying  the  Somerferj 
iStands  on  his  head,  and  feet,  as  he  did  lie 
\To  kick  againft  earth's fpangled  canopy; 
IVhen  feeing  that  his  heels  are  of  fuch  weight, 
That  he  cannot  obtain  their  purpos'd  height, 
Leaves  any  more  to  flrive ;  and  thus  doth  fay  : 
iVhat  now  I  cannot  do,  another  day  i 

Way  well  effedl  :  It  cannot  be  deny'd 
fliew'd  a  will  ,to  adl,  becaufe  I  try'd : 
rhefcornful  Hill  men  call'd  him,  who  dldfcorn 
\>o  to  be  cali'd,  by  reafon  he  had  borne 
K"  hate  to  greatnefs,  but  a  mind  to  be 
[he  flave  of  greatnefs  t.hrough  humility: 
or  had  his  mother  nature  thought  it  meet, 
Ic  meekly  bowing  would  have  Icift  her  feet. 
_  Under  the  hollow  hanging  of  this  hill, 
here  was  a  cave  cut  out  by  nature's  fkiil : 


PASTORALS. 


*  Alluding  U  our  Ei'.glijh  pranxinclaiioti,  and  liidif- 
rsnt  orthography, 
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Or  elfe  it  feem'd  the  mount  did  open's  breafi, 
That  all  might  fee  what  thoughts  he  there  pofiefc. 
Whofe  gloomy  entrance  was  environ'd  round 
With    liirubs    that    cloy    ill   hufband's   meadow- 
ground  :  [brier, 
The    thick- grown    hawthorn,    and    the    binding- 
The  holly,  that  outdares  cold  v/iiuer's  ire: 
Who,  all  entwin'd,  each  limb  with  limb  did  deal 
Thatfcarcc  a  glirnpfe  of  light  could  inward  (leak 
x\nd  uncouth  place,  fit  for  an  uncouth  mind. 
That  is  as  heavy  as  that  cave  is  blind; 
Mere  liv'd  a  man,  his  hoary  hairs  call'd  old 
Upon  whofe  front  time  many  years  had  told. 
Who,  fince  dame  nature  in  him  feeble  (rrew 
And  he  unapt  to  give  the  world  ought  new 
The  fecret  power  of  herbs  that  grow  on  mold 
Sought  ought  to  cheriih  and  relieve  the  old. 

Hither  Marinda,  all  in  hafle,  came  running, 
And  with  her  tears  defir'd  the  old  man's  cunning. 
When  this  good  man  (as  goodnefs  ftiil  ispreft 
At  all  aflays  to  help  a  wight  diftreft) 
As  glad  and  willing  v/as  to  eafe  her  fon, 
As  Ihe  would  ever  joy  to  fee  it  done. 
And  givmg  her  a  falve  in  leaves  up-bound ; 
And  ihe  diredred  how  to  cure  the  wound. 
With  thanks,  made  homewards,  (longing  fiiil  to  fed 
Th'  effedl  of  this  good  hermit's  furgery) 
There  carefully  her  fon  laid  on  a  bed, 
(Enriched  with  the  blood  he  on  it  fhed) 
She  v/alhes,  drefles,  binds  his  wound  (yet  fore) 
Tiiat  griev'd,  it  could  weep  blood  for  him  no  more. 

Now  had  the  glorious  fun  ta'en  v.p  his  inn. 
And  all  the  lahips  of  heav'n  enlight'ned  been, 
Within  the  gloomy  fliades  of  fome  thick  fpring, 
Sad  Philomel  gan  on  the  hawthorn  fing, 
(Whilft  every  beaft  at  rell  was  lowly  laid) 
The  outrage  done  upon  a  feely  maid. 
All  things  were  hullit,  each  bird  flept  on  his  bouo-h- 
And  night  gave  reft  to  him,  day  tir'd  at  plough  ; 
Each  beaft,  each  bird,  and  each  day-toiling  wight, 
Receiv'd  the  comfort  of  the  filent  night  : 
Free  from  the  gripes  of  lorrow  every  one, 
Except  poor  Philomel  and  Doridon  ; 
She  on  a  thorn  fjngs  fweet,  though  fighlng  flralns; 
He  on  a  couch  more  foft,  more  fad  complains  : 
Whofe  inpent   thoughts  him   long  time    having 

pained. 
He  fighing  wept,  and  weeping  thus  complained. 

Sweet  Philomela  (then  he  heard  her  fin"-) 
I  do  not  envy  thy  (weet  caroling. 
Bat  do  admire  thee,  that  each  ev'n  and  morrow,.. 
Canll  carelefsly  thus  fing  away  thy  forrow. 
Would  I  could  do  fo  too  I  and  ever  be 
In  all  my  woes  ftill  imitating  thee  : 
But  I  may  not  attain  to  that ;  for  then 
Such  rnoft  unhappy,  miferable  men 
Would  flrive  with  heaven,  and  imitate  the  fun, 
Whofe  golden  beams  in  exlialation, 
Though  drawn  from  fens,or  other  grounds  impure. 
Turn  all  to  frud:ifying  nuriture. 
When  we  draw  nothing  by  our  fur.  *  ke  eyes, 
That  ever  turns  to  mirth,  but  miferies  : 
Would  I  had  never  feen,  e?Lcept  that  fhe 
Who  made  me  wifh  fo,  love  to  look  on  me. 
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Had  *  Colin  Clout  yet  liv'd,  (but  he  is  gone) 
Thatbefl  on  cuith  could  tune  a  lover's  moan. 
Whofe  faddcr  loiics  cnforc'd  the  rocks  to  weep,        | 
Ard  laid  the  greateil  griefs  in  quiet  flecp  : 
"Who,  when  he  iun^  (as  I  would  do  to  mine) 
His  trueft  Investo  his  fair  Rofalin, 
Entic'd  eacl)  fhephcrci's  ear  to  hear  him  play, 
And  rapt  with  wonder,  thus  admirintr  iay  : 
Thrice  happy  plains  (if  plains  thrice  happy  may  be) 
Where  fuch  a  fhephcrd  pipes  to  fuch  a  lady. 
Who  made  the  laflts  long  to  fit  down  near  him  ; 
And  woo'd   the  rivers  from  their  fprings  to  hear 

hirr. 
Heaven  refl  thy  foul  (if  fo  a  fwain  may  pray) 
And  as  thy  works  live  here,  live  there  for  ay. 
Meanwhile  (unhappy)  I  fhall  IHU  complain 
J^ove's  cruel  wounding  of  a  filly  iwain. 

Two  nights  thus  pall  :   the  lily-handed  morn 
Saw  Pha-hus  flcaling  devi^  from  Ceres'  corn. 
The  mounting  lark  (day's  herald)  got  on  wing, 
Bidding  each  bird  choofe  out  his  bough  and  fiiig. 
+  The  li'fty  treble  lung  the  little  wren  ; 
Robin  the  mean,  tha:  befl  of  all  loves  men; 
The  nightingale  the  tenor;   and  the  thrufh 
The  counter-renor  fweetly  in  a  bufli  '. 
And  that  the  mufic  might  be  full  in  parts, 
Birds  from  the  groves  flew  with    right  willing 

hearts: 
But  (as  it  feem'd)  they  thought  (as  do  the  fvvains, 
Which    tune    their   pipes    on    fack'd    Hibernia's 

plains) 
There  fnould  fome  droaning  part  be,  therefore 

wili'd 
Some  bird  to  fly  into  a  neighb'rirg  field. 
In  embafTy  unto  the  king  of  bees, 
To  aid  his  partners  on  the  flow'rs  and  trees  : 
Who,  condefcending,  gladly  flew  along, 
To  bear  the  bafs  to  his  vifell  tuned  fong. 
To  crows  was  willing  they  fliould  be  beholding 
Eor  his  deep  Voice;  but  being  hoarfe  with  fcolding. 
He  thus  lends  aid  ;  upon  an  oak  doth  climb. 
And,  nodding  with  his  head,  fo  kecpcth  time. 

O,  true  delight,  enharbouring  tlie  breafts 
Of  thofe  fweet  creatures  with  the  plumy  crefls. 
Had  nature  unto  man  fuch  fimpl'nefs  given, 
He  would,  like  birds,  be  far  more  near  to  heaven. 
But  Doridon  well  knew  (who  knows  no  Icfs  ?) 
"  Man's  compounds  have  o'erthrown  his  fimple- 
neffr."  [yielil, 

Noontide  the  morn   had  woo'd,  and  fhe  'gan 
When  Doridon  (made  ready  for  the  field) 
Goes  fadly  forth  (a  woful  fliepherd's  lad) 
Drowned  in  tears,  his  mind  with  grief  yclad, 
To  ope  his  fold  and  let  his  lambkins  out, 
(Full  }olly  flock  they  feem'd,  a  well  fleec'd  rout) 
Which  gently  walk'd  before,  he  fadly  pacing, 
Both   guides   and   follows   them    towards  their 
grafing.  [dear, 

"When  from  a  grove  the  wood-nymphs  held  full 
Tvvo  heavenly  voices  did  entreat  h.is  ear, 
And  did  compel  jhis  longing  eyes  to  fee 
What  happy  wight  enjoy'd  fuch  harmony. 

*  £.dmund  Spenfcr. 

\  A  dc/cription  of  a  mtjfica!  co'fort  of  hirdi. 


Which  joined  with  five  more,  .ind  fo  made  fc- 

ven. 
Would  parallel  in  mirth  the  fpheres  of  heaven. 
To  have  a  fight  at  firft  he  would  not  prefs, 
F«r  fear  to  interrupt  fuch  haj'pinefs  : 
Bat  kept  aloof  the  thick  grown  flirubs  anion"-. 
Yet  fo  as  he  might  hear  this  wooing  long. 

F.  Fye,{hepherd'j  fwain,  why  fit'll  thou  all  alone, 

Whilft  other  lads  are  fporting  on  the  leys  ? 
R.Joy  may  have  company,  but  grief  hath  none  : 

Where  pleafure  nerver  came,  fports  cannot  pleafe. 
F.  Yet  may  you   pleafe   to  grace  our   this  day's 
fport ; 
Though  not  an  adlor,  yet  a  looker  on. 
R.  A  looker  on  indeed,  f  ifwai.'is  of  fort, 

Cafl  low,  take  joy  to  look  whence  ihey  are 
thrown. 

F.  Seek  joy,  and  find  it. 
R.  Griet  doth  not  mind  it. 

20TU. 

"  The  n  borh  agree  in  one, 
"   Sorro^v  doth  hate 
"   To  have  a  mate  ; 
"  True  grief  is  ilill  alone" 
F.  Sad  fwain  array'd,  (if  that  a  maid  may  afk  ?) 
What    caufe    fo    great   efTetfts   of   grief  hath 
wrought .' 
R.  Alas,  love  is  not  hid,  it  wears  no  mafk  ; 

To  view  'tis  by  the  face  conceiv'd  and  brought. 
F.  The  caufe  1  grant  :  the  cauferisnot  learned  : 

Your  fjieech  i  do  entreat  about  this  talk. 
R.  If  that  my  heart  were  feen,  'twould  be  dit> 
cerned; 
And  Fida's  name  found  graven  on  the  cafk.        ' 
F.   Hath  love  young  Reniond  moved? 
R.  '  Fis  Fida  that  is  loved. 

Both. 
"  Although  'tis  faid  that  no  men 
"   Will  with  their  hearts, 
"   Or  goods  chief  parts, 
"  Truft  either  fuas  or  women." 
F.  How  may  a  maiden  be  affur'd  of  love, 

Since  fall'ehood  late  in  every  fwain  excclleth? 
R.  When  protcflations  fail,  time  may  approve 
Wiicre    true   afftcflion    lives,   where  falfehood' 
dwelkth. 
F.  The  trued  caufe  elefls  a  judge  as  true  : 

Fy,  how  my  fighing,  my  much  loving  telleth  ! 
R.  Your  love  is  fix'd  in  one  whofe  heart  to  you 
Shall  be  as  confiancy,  which  ne'er  rebelleth, 
F.  None  other  ihall  have  grace. 
R.  None  elfe  in  my  heart  place. 

BOTH. 

"  Go,  fliepherd  fwain,  and  w\.\t  all, 

"   For  love  and  ki;>j^s 

"  Are  two  like  things, 
"  Admitting  no  corrival." 

As  when  fome  riialefadlor  judg'd  to  die 
For  his  oflence,  his  execution  nigh, 
Cafteth  his  lighten  Hates  unlike  to  h 
And  weighs  his  ill  by  other's  happicefs  : 
So  Doridon  thought  every  flate  to  be 
Further  frcni  him,  more  near  felicity. 
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O  bleffeil  figlit '.  where  fuch  concordance  meets, 
Where    truth    with   truth,   and   love  with  liking 

gretts. 
HaJ  (quotli  the  fwain)  the  fates  given  me  fome 

meafure 
Of  true  delight's  ineftimahle  treafure, 
1  had  been  fortunate  :   but  now  fo  weak 
My  bankrupt  he-art  will  be  enforc'd  to  break. 
Sweet  love  that  draws  on  earth  a  yoke  fo  even  ; 
.Sweet  life  that  imitates  the  blifs  of  heaven  ; 
Sweet  death  they  needs  muft  have,  who  fo  unite 
That  two  diftiniii:  make  one  hermaphrodite  : 
Sweet  love,  fwcet   life,  fweet   death,  that  fo  do 

meet 
On  earth  ;  in  death,  in  heaven  be  ever  fvi'cet  1 
JLet  all  good  wifhes  ever  wait  upon  you. 
And  happinefi  as  handmaid  tentling  on  you. 
Your  love's  within  one  centre  meeting  have  I 
One  hour  your  deaths, your  crops  polfefs  one  grave ! 
Your  name's,  ftill  grce::,  (thus  dotli  a  fwain   im- 
plore) 
Till  time  and  memory  fnall  be  no  more  ! 

Herewith  the  couple  hand  in  hand  arofe. 
And  took  the  way  which  to  the  fheep-walk  goes. 
And  whilft:  that  Doridon  their  tjate  look'd  on, 
His  dog  difclos'd  him,  rufhing  forth  upon 
A  well  fed  deer,  that  tnps  it  o'er  the  mead, 
As  nimbly  as  the  wench  did  whilom  tread 
On  Ceres'  dangling  ears,  or  Ihaft  let  go 
By  fome  fair  nymph  thar  bears  Diana's  bow. 
Vv'^hcn  turning  head,  he  not  a  foot  wouid  iiir, 
Scorning  the  barking  of  a  fhephevd's  cur  : 
So  fhould  all  fwains  as  little  weigh  their  fpite. 
Who  at  their  fongsdo  bawl,  butdaie  not  bite. 

Remond,  that  by  the  dog  the  mailer  knew. 
Came  back,  and  angry  bad  him  to  purfue  ; 
Dory  (quijth  lie)  if  your  ill-tutor'd  dog 
Have  nought  of  awe,  then  let  him  have  a  clog. 
Do  you  not  know  this  feely  timerous  deer, 
(As  ufual  to  his  kind)  liunted  whileare. 
The  fun  not  ten  degrees  got  in  the  figiis. 
Since  to  our  maids,  here  gathering  columbines, 
She  weeping  came,  and  with  her  head  low  laid 
In  Fida's  lap,  did  hunibly  beg  for  aid. 
Whereat  unto  the  hounds  they  gave  a  clieck. 
And  faving  her,  might  fpy  about  her  neck 
A  collar  hanging,  and  (as  yet  is  feen) 
7'hefe   Words  in   gold  wrought  on   a  ground  of 

*'  Maidens,  fince  'tis  decreed  a  maid  fhall  have  me, 

"  Keep  me  till  he  fliall  kill  me  that  mufl  fave  me." 

But  whence  Ihe  came,  or  who  the  words  concern, 

We  neitlier  know  nor  can  of  any  learn, 

Upon  a  pallat  (lie  doth  lie  at  night, 

Mear  fida's  bed,  nor  will  Ihe  from  her  fight  : 

Upon  her  walks  (he  all  the  day  attends. 

And  by  her  fide  fhe  trips  where'er  ihe  wends. 

Remond,  (reply'd  the  fwain)  if  1  have  vvrong'd 
Fida  in  ought  which  unto  her  belnng'd, 
I  forrow  for't,  and  truly  do  proteft, 
As  yet  I  never  heard  fpcech  of  this  bead  : 
Nor  was  it  with  my  will ;  or  if  it  were. 
Is  it  not  lawful  v.-e  fliould  chafe  the  deer, 
'i  hat,  brealiing  our  indofures  every  rjiorn, 
Aie  found  at  feed  upon  our  crop  of  tern  ; 


Yet  had  I  known  this  deer,  I  had  not  wrong'J 
Fida  in  ought  wliich  unto  her  belong'd. 

I  think  no  lefs,  quoth  Remond;  but  I  pray. 
Whither  walks  Doridon  this  holyday  ? 
Come,  drive  your  fheep  to  their  appointed  feeding. 
And  make  you  one  at  this  our  merry  meeting-. 
Full  many  a  ibcpherd  with  his  lovely  lafs 
Sit  telling  talcs  upon  the  clover  graii; : 
Tiicri"  is  the  merry  fhcpherd  of  the  hole  ; 
Thenot,  Piers,  Nilkin,  Duddy,  Hobbinol, 
Alexis,  Sylvan,  Teddy  of  the  glen, 
Rowly,  and  Perigot  here  by  the  fen, 
With  many  more,  I  cannot  reckon  all 
That  meet  to  folemnife  this  fcftival. 

I  grieve  not  at  their  mirth,  laid  Doridon  : 
Yet  had  there  been  of  feafls  not  any  one 
Appointed  or  commanded,  you  will  fiiy, 
"  V^'"here  there's  content  'tis  ever  holyday." 

Leave  further  talk    (c[ucth  Remond)   let's  be 
gone, 
I'll  help  you  with  your  Ihcep,  the  times  draws  on. 
rida  will  call  the  hind,  and  come  with  us. 

Fhus  went  they  on,  and  Remond  did  difcufs 
Their  caufe  of  meetitig,  till  they  woa  with  pacing 
The  circuit  chofen  for  the  maidens  traciii'u-. 
It  wa«  a  roundel  fcated  on  a  plain. 
That  flood  as  centinel  unto  the  main, 
F.nvffon'd  round  with  trees  and  many  an  arbour 
Wherein  melodious  birds  did  nightly  harbour  : 
And  on  a  bough  within  the  quick'iiing  I'srincr 
Would  be  a  teaching  of  their  young  to  fing  ; 
Whofe  pleafing  uoces  the  tired  fwain  have  made 
To  fteal  a  nap  at  noontide  in  the  Ihade. 
Nature  herfelf  did  there  in  triumph  tide, 
And  made  that  place  tlie  ground  of  all  her  pride, 
Whofe  various  iliow'rs  deceiv'd  the  rafher  tyc. 
In  taking  them  for  curious  tapellry. 
A  lilver  fpring  forth  of  a  rock  dia  fall, 
I'hat  in  a  drought  did  ferve  to  water  all. 
Upon  the  edges  of  a  graiTy  bank, 
A  tuft  of  trees  sffew  circling  in  a  rank. 
As  iftheyfeem'd  their  fports  to  gafe  upon. 
Or  ftood  as  guard  agalnlt  the  wind  and  fun  : 
So  fair,  fo  frefh,  fo  green,  fo  fweet  a  ground 
The  piercing  eyes  of  heaven  yet  never  found. 
Here  Doridon  all  ready  met  doth  fee, 
(Oh,  who  would  not  at  fuch  a  meeting  be  /) 
Vv'hLre   he    might    doubt,    who    gave    to    other 

grace. 
Whether  the' place  the  maids,  or  maids  the  place. 
Here  gan  the  reed,  and  merry  bagpipe  play, 
Slirill  as  a  thrulh  upon  a  morn  of  May, 
(A  rural  mufic  for  an  heavenly  train) 
And  every  fhepherdefs  danc'd  with  her  fwain. 

As  when  fome  gale  of  v.-ind  doth  nimbly  take 
A  fair  white  lock  of  wool,  and  with  it  make 
Some  pretty  driving  :  here  it  fweeps  the  plain  : 
There  flays,  here  hops,  there  mounts,  and  turns 

again: 
Yet  all  fo  quick,  that  none  fo  foon  can  fay 
That  now  it  flops,  or  leaps,  or  turns  away  : 
So  was  thfir  dancing,  none  look'd  thereupon. 
But  thought  their  feveral  motions  to  be  one. 

A  crooked  meafure  was  their  firfl  eledion 
Bccaufe  all  crooked  tends  to  bcfl  PerfcOlion, 
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And  as  I  ween  thi-  often  bowinp  meafurc, 
Was  chiefly  franicil  for  the  wonnris  plealure.  [ing, 
Though,  like  the  rib.  they  crooked  urc  antl  bciid- 
Yct  to  the  befl  of  forms  they  ain;  their  ending  : 
Next  in  an  (H  their  meafurc  made  a  reft, 
Shewing  when  h)ve  is  plaineft  it  is  befb. 
Then  in  a  (Y)  which  thus  doth  Icve  commend, 
.TMaking  of  two  at  firft,  one  in  the  end. 
And,  lailly,  clohng  in  a  round  do  enter, 
Placingr  the  lully  fliepherds  in  tlie  centre  : 
About  the  fvvains  they  dancing  fcem'd  to  roll, 
As  other  planets  round  the  heavenly  pole. 
"Who,  by  their  fwect  afpecil,  or  chiding  frown, 
Could  raife  a  fliepherd  up,  or  cad  him  down, 
'j'.hus  were  they  circled,  till  a  fwain  came  near, 
And  fent  this  long  unto  each  flicjjlicrd's  ear  : 
The  note  and  voice  fo  fwect,  that  for  fuch  mirth, 
'J'he  gods  would  leave  the  heavens,  and  dwell  on 
earth. 

Happy  are  you  fo  etitlofed, 
May  the  maids  be  {till  difpoffd, 

In  their  gellures  and  their  dances. 
So  to  grace  you  with  entvi'ining, 
That  envy-  wifh  in  fuch  combining. 

Fortune's  fmile  with  happy  chances. 

Here  it  feems  as  if  the  graces  • 

Meafur'd  out  the  plain  in  traces, 

In  a  fhepherdefs  difguifing. 
Are  tlie  fpheres  fo  nimbly  turning, 
Wand'ring  lamps  in  heaven  burning, 

To  the  eye  fo  much  enticing  ? 

Yes,  heaven  means  to  take  thefe  thither, 
And  a"dd  one  joy  to  fee  botli  dance  together. 

Gentle  nymphs,  be  not  refufing, 
Love's  negleft  is  time's  abufing, 

They  and  beauty  are  but  lent  you  ; 
Take  the  one,  and  keep  the  other  : 
Love  keeps  frefh  what  acre  doth  fmothcr, 

Beauty  gone  you  will  repent  you, 

'Twill  be  faid,  when  ye  have  proved. 
Never  fwains  more  truly  loved  : 

O,  then  lly  all  nice  behaviour  ! 
Pity  fain  would  (as  her  duty) 
He  attending  flill  on  beauty, 

Let  her  not  be  out  of  favour. 

Difdain  is  now  fo  mucli  rewarded, 

That  pity  weeps  Ante  ihc  is  unreguarded. 

The  meafurc  and  the  fong  here  being  ended  : 
Each  A'. air,   bis  thoughts  thus  to  his  love  com- 
mended: ; 
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TL'  Firjl  prefinls  bis  Dog,  iuitb  tbifi  .; 

When  I  my  flock  rear  you  do  keep, 
And  bid  my  dog  go  take  a  fheep. 
He  clean  miftakes  what  I  bid  do. 
And  bends  his  pace  ftill  towards  you. 

Poor  wretch,  he  knows  more  care  I  keep 

To  get  you,  than  a  feely  Uieep. 

T^be  Second,  lis  Pips,  iviib  tbefj : 

Bid  mc  fo  fing  (fair  maid)  my  fong  fnall  prove 
I'herc  ne'er  was  truer  pipe  !ung  truer  love. 

The  Third,  a  pair  of  Gloves,  thus  : 

Thefe  will  keep  your  hands  from  burning, 

Whilft  the  fun  is  f.viftly  turning; 

But  Vv'ho  can  any  veil  devife 

To  ftiield  my  hearc  from  your  fair  eyes  ? 

The  Fourth,  an  Anagratn. 
MAIDEN  AND  MEN. 

Maidens  {hould  be  aiding  men, 
And  for  love  give  love  again  ; 
Learn  this  lefTon  from  your  mother. 
One  g;)od  wifh  requires  another. 
They  defcrve  their  names  befl,  when 
Maids  nicfl;  willingly  aid  men. 

The  Fifth,  a  Rirg,  ifith  a  PiSJurc  in  a  fexvil  on  it, 

Mature  hath  frani'd  a  gem  beyond  compare. 
The  v/orld's  the  ring,  but  you  the  jewel  are. 

Tie  Sixth,  a  Nof^gay  ofRofes,  ivith  a  Ndtle  in  it. , 

Such  is  the  pofy,  love  compofes; 
A  funging  nettle  mixt  with  rofes. 

The  Se'venth,  a  Girdle, 

This  during  light  I  give  to  clip  your  waift ; 
Fair,  grant  mine  arms  that  place  when  day  is  pail. 

WhilPt  (.very  one  was  ofT'riiig  at  the  flirine 
Of  fuch  rare  beauties  might  he  flyl'd  divine. 
This  lamentable  voice  towards  them  flies  : 
'■   O,  heaven,  fend  aid,  or  elfe  a  ma  den  dies !" 
Herewith  fome  ran  the  way  the  voice  them  leJ  ; 
Some   with   tl.e   maidens  llaid,  which   fliook  for 

dr.ead  l 
What  was  the  caufe,  time  ferves  not  now  to  tell. 
Hark  !  for  my  jolly  wedder  rings  his  bell, 
And  almofl  all  our  {locks  have  li-ft  to  graze  : 
Slepherds,  'tis  alnioft  night,  hie  home  apace  ; 
When  next  We  meet  (as  we  Ibail  meet  e'er  long) 
I'll  teii  the  rcll  in  fome  enfuing  long.  •  . 
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T[he  Argument, 

Fida's  diftreft,  the  hind  Is  flain, 
Yet  from  her  ruins  lives  again. 
Riot's  defcription  next  I  rhyme; 
Then  Alitheia,  and  old  Time  : 
And  laflly,  from  this  fong  I  go, 
Having  defcrib'd  the  Vale  of  Wo. 


Happy  ye  days  of  olJ,  when  every  wafte 
Was  like  a  fanduary  to  the  chafte  ; 
When  incefts,  rapes,  adulteries,  were  not  luiown  ; 
All  pure  as  bloffonis,  which  are  newly  blown. 
Maids  were  as  free  from  fpots,  and  foils  within, 
As  nioft  unbleniifh'd  in  the  outward  flc in. 
Men  every  plain  and  cottage  did  afford, 
Asfniooth  in  deeds,  as  they  were  fair  of  word. 
Maidens  with  men,  as  fillers  with  their  brothers ; 
And  men  and  maids  convers'd  as  with  their  mo- 
thers ; 
Free  from  fufpicion,  or  the  rage  of  blood. 
Strife  only  reign'd,  for  all  flriv'd  to  be  good. 
But  then,  as  little  wrens,  but  newly  fledge, 
Firft,  by  their  ncfls  hop  up  and  down  the  hedge  ; 
Then  one  from  bough  to  bough  gets  up  a  tree: 
His  fellow  noting  his  agility, 
Thinks  he  as  well  may  venture  as  the  other, 
So  flufhing  from  one  fpray  unto  another 
Gets  to  the  top,  and  then  enbold'ned  flies, 
Unto  an  height  pafl  ken  of  human  eyes  : 
So  time  brought  worfe,  men  firft.  defir'd  to  talk; 
Then  came  fufpedl;  and  then  a  private  walk; 
Then  by  confent  appointed  times  of  meeting. 
Where  mofl  fecurely  each  might  kifs  Itisfweeting: 
Laflly,  with  lufl:s  their  panting  breafls  fo  fwcU, 
They  came  to — But  to  what  I  blufli  to  tell. 
And  ent'red  thus,  rapes  ufed  were  of  a!), 
Incefl,  adultery,  held  as  ver.»  ! : 


The  certainty  in  doubtful  balance  refls.l 

If  beafts  did  learn  of  men,  or.  men  of  beafts. 

Had  they  not  learn'd  of  man  who  was  their  king. 

So  to  infult  upon  an  underling, 

They  civilly  had  fpent  their  lives  gradation. 

As  meek  and  mild  as  in  their  firft  creation  ; 

Nor  had  th'  infedtions  of  infecfled  minds 

So  altcr'd  nature,  and  diforder'd  kinds. 

Fida  had  been  lefs  wretched,  I  more  glad, 

That  fo  tiue  love  fo  true  a  progrefs  had. 

When  Remond  left  her,  (Remond  then  unkind) 
Fida  went  down  the  dale  to  feek  the  hind  : 
And  found  her  taking  foil  within  a  flood  : 
Whom  when  fhe  call'd,  ftraight  follow'd  to  the 

wood. 
Fida  then  wearied,  fought  the  cooling  fliadc, 
And  found  an  arbour  by  the  fliepherds  made 
To  frolic  in  (when  Sol  did  hotteft  fliine) 
With  cates,  which  were  far  cleanlier  than  fine. 
For  in  thofe  days  men  never  us'd  to  feed 
So  much  for  pleafure  as  they  did  for  need. 
Enriching  then  the  arbour  down  flie  fat  her; 
Where  many  a  bufy  bee  came  flying  at  her  : 
Thinking  when  flif  for  air  her  breafls  difclofes, 
That  there  had  grown  fome  tuft  of  damaflc-rofc?, 
And  that  her  azure  veins  which  then  did  fwell, 
Were  conduit  pipes  brought  from  a  living  well, 
Whofe  liquor  might  the  world  enjoy  for  money. 
Bees  v/oulJ  be  bankrupt,  noncwould  carefcrhoney. 
S  iiij 
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The  hind  lay  ftillvithout,  ('poor  fillv  creature, 
Hi)w  like  a  woinan  art  thcu  fram'd  by  nature  ? 
'rimorous,  apt  to  tears,  wily  in  running;, 
Caujjht  br.T;  when  force  is  intermix' ci  with  cun- 

niii^;-") 
I^yinjlhus  diftan*.  clifTi-Tent  chances  mpet  them, 
^\nd  with  a  iV.'.rful  olijecfl  fate  dotli  greet  them. 
Son;ethiiif{  '  appcar'd,  which  feeni'd  far  oft",  a 
_•.-  --luaij. 
In  ftatiire,  habit,  gait,  proportion  : 
Bi'.t  w+icn  the  eyes  thclp  ol^jedlg  mafters  wersi   . 
Anil  it  fcT  llrifler  cenfrre  c"Dme'"hio!'e  near,  "' 
By  a'rl  his  properties  one  well  might- guefsj 
'T'iui!)  cf  a  man,  he  fure  had  noihmg  Icfr. 
Ii"ar  verily  iinctold-f  Deucalion's  flood 
Eurth's  fiime  did  ne'er  produce  a  viler  brood. 
Upon  the  various  earth's  embroidered  };own 
There  is  a  weed  upon  wiiofc  head  grows  down; 
:-o\v-thl{tle  'tis  yclep'd.  whofj  downy  vyreath,    •    , 
If  anyone  can  blow  off  at  a  breath,  • 
"We  deem  her  for  amaid  :   fuch  Was  his  hair. 
Ready  to  fhed  at  any  ilirring  air; 
JIis  ears  were  llrucken  deaf  when  he  came  nigh. 
To  hear  the  widow's  or  tlic  ovpha-  's  cry..   ■     ..  '■:. 
His  eyes  encircled'with  a  bloody  chain,  • 
"With  pouring  in  the 'blood  of  bodies  i'.ain. 
l-iismoutl;  exceeding  wide,  from  wht'nce  did  fly 
Voilies  of  execrable  blalphcmy;  •'  ' 

Banning  tlic  heavens,  and  he  that  rtdeth  on  them, 
l^ar'd  vengcar.ce  to  the  teeth  to  fall  upon  him  : 
Like  Scythian  wolves,  or  ifmcn  of  wit  bereav'n, 
"V'/hich  howl  and  fhoot  againfl:  the  lights  of  heav'n. 
His  hands,  (if  hands  they  were),  like  Ibfnc  dead 

corfe,-  ■ 
"^Vith  digging  up  his  buried  s.nceflors  ; 
?.1akinghis  father's  tomb  and  facred  fiirine 
The  trough  \x'herein  the  hog-herd  fed  his  fwine. 
And  a<  that  beaft  hath  legs  (which  thepherds  fear, 
"Vclcp'd' 'a  badger. which  our  lambs  doth  tear) 
vMe  long'iihe-othcr  fnort;  that -when  he  runs 
i'pcn  the  plain,  he  halts;  but  when  he  wons 
On  craggy  roeks,  or  fleepy  hilh,  we  fee 
Kone  rtin-smdre  fwift,  nor  e'afi'er  than  he  : 
C-.-'ji.h  lc«s  the  monlicr  hud,  oiie  finew  fhrunk, 
I'hat  in  the  plains  he  rcel'd,  as  being  drunk  ; 
And  halted  in  the  paths  to  virtue  tending  : 
And  therefore  never  durft  be  that  wsy  bending  ; 
But  when  he  came  on  carved  ■moniTments, 
tipiring-Coleflus',  and  high-railrd  rent.'-, 
.:  fc  pafs'd  them  o'er,  quick  as  the  caflcrn  wind 
.Sweeps  tkr<^ui.:;h  a  meadow;  or  a  nimble  hind  ; 
Or  iatyr  on  a  lawn  ;  or  fkipping  roe  ;   ' 
Or  well-w^ng'd  fliaft  forth  of  a  Parthian  bow. 
His  body-made  (IHH  in  confuinntions  rife) 
A  mifcrableprifon  for  a  life.    -  '  ■        [raifc, 

Ri«t- he  hight;  whom  fome  curs'd  fiend  did 
V'J-,en  like  a  chaos  were  the  nights  and  days  ;• 
•  -^ot  and -brought  up  in.rua  Cymerian  clime,  [time: 
Where-,  fun  .nor  moon,  nor  days,  nor  nights.do 
As  who  fhoukJ  fay,  tl>ey  fcornM  to  fiiev/  their  faces, 
'i'j  luch  a  fiend,  fnould  feek  to  fpoil  the  graces. 

*    Tl'fcr'^hthn  rf  Rht. 

t    Ovid^s  Metain^rfhnfes^   Bonh  1. 

\    Men  ef  i^i.iri^m  ll:<j(.t  a^nl/jl  tl-efars. 


BROW  N  E. 

At  fight  wherfof,  Fida  nigh  drown'd  in  fc:^r 


I  Was  clean  difmay'd  when  he  approached  near  ; 

;  Nor  durft   fhe  call   the   deer,  nor  whiflling  wind 

j  t'^r.  [her; 

■   Fearing   her   noife    might  make  the  monfter  fin4 
Who  fiyly  came,  for  he  had  cunning  learn'd  him,- 
And  feiz'd  upon  the  hind,  ere  {he  difccrn'd  him. 
Oh  !  howihe  ftriv'd  and  flruggled  ;  every  nerve 
Is  prcil  at  all  elutys  a  life  tolerve;       -  .    ■ 

Vet  fo(;n  \ie  loic,  wh^t  we  might  longer  keep 
Wrfv  n«  t  preVttuion  cotnmo'niY  a  flecp. 
]MaTu',  of  thTs  moniTrr'.  brood  be  fc.irful  all, 

What  to  the  hind  mayhap  to  you  bcfal.-    

Who  with  her  fett  h-^d  uji  inllcad  of  hand?, 
And  tears  which  piry  from  the  rock  commands, 
jJie  fighs  and  flirieks,  and  weeps,  and  looks  upon 
him ;  ' 

Alas!  file  fobs,  and  many  a  groan  throws  on  him  ; 
With  plaints  which  might  abtte  a  tyrant's  knife, 
She  begs  for  pardo;i,  and  entreats  for  life  ; 
The  iiollow  caves  refoimd  her  moanings  near  it, 
Tir.'.t  he;irt  was  flint  which  did  not  grieve  to  hear 
it  : 

>IEhe  high  topt  firs  which  on  that  mountain  keep. 
Have  ever  fince  that  time  been  ften  tc  weep. 
The  owl  till  then,  'tis  thought  full  well  could  {ing, 
And  tune  her  voice  to  every  bubbling  fpring  ■ 
But  when  fhe  heard  thofe  plaints,  then  forth  flie 

youB 
Out  of  the  coyert  of  an  ivy  rod, 
Aiid  hollowing  f  r  aid,  lb  llrain'd  her  throat, 
That  fince  f!ie  clean  forg;ot  her  former  note. 
A  little  robin  fitting  on  a  tree. 
In  doleful  notes  bewail'd  her  tragedy. 
An  afp,  who  thought  him  flout,  could  not  difTemble, 
Cut  (hew'd  his  fear,  and  yet  is  fcen  to  tremble. 
Yet  cruelty  was  deaf,  and  had  no  fight 
In  ought"  which  might  gainfay  the  appetite  ; 
But  with  his  teeth  rending  htr  throat  afunder, 
Bcfprinhled  with  her  blood  the  green  grafs  under. 
And  gormaiulizing  rn  her  flefli  and  blood, 
He  vomiting  rctumed  to  the  vvood. 

Riot  but  newly  g:^ne,  asffraiige  a  vifion 
Though  iar  more  heavenly  came  in  apparition. 

As  that  |[  Arabian  bird  (whom  all  admire) 
Her  exequies  prepar'd  and  funeral  f.re, 
Burnt  in  a  flame  conceived  from  the  fun, 
And  nourifi'.fd  with  iL'ps  of  cinnamon, 
Out  of  htr  aflies  hath-a  fecond  birth, 
.Vnd  flies  abroad  a  wonderment  on  earth  : 
So  from  the  ruins  of  this  mangled  §  creature 
Arofefo  fair  and  fo  divine  a  feature. 
That  Envy  for  her  heart  would  doat  upon  her; 
Heaven   cculd  not  chcofe  but  be   tnamour'a  ori 

•  her  : 
Were  I  a  flar,  and  fhe  a  fecond  fphcre, 
I'd  leave  the  other,  and  be  fixed  there. 
Hn.j.l'air  Arachne  wrought  this  maiden's  hair, 
When  fhe  with  <]  PalLs  did  for  Ikiil  c.-mpare, 
Minerva's  wi  ik  had  never  been  cikem'd. 
But  this  had  been  more  rare  and  highly  dcem'd. 

I|    See  Claudtans  PLicnlx, 

§    P.fcnpt'wn  of  'Truth, 

*l    Or  id':  Jl^eia^jr/l'rfa,  E.^cJ:  yj. 
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Yet  gladly  now  ihe  would  reverfe  her  docni, 
Weaving  this  hair  within  a  fpider'^  loom. 
ITpor  her  forehead,  as  in  glory  fat 
Mercy  and  niajeity,  for  wond'rinj;  at, 
As  pure  and  fimple  as  Albania's  fnow. 
Or  milk-white  fwans  which  ftcm  the  ftreams  of  Po. 
Like  to  fome  goodly  foreland,  bearing  out, 
Her  hair,  the  tufts  which  fring'd  the  Taore  about. 
And  lead  the  man  which  fought  thofe  coafts  might 

Her  eyes  like  flars,  did  ferve  to  guide  the  fhip. 

Upon  her  front  (heaveij's  faireft  promontory) 

Delineated  was  th'  authentic  ilory 

Of  thale  eled,  whofe  fteep  at  firil  began 

To  nibble  by  the  fprings  of  Canaan  : 

Out  of  whofe  facred  loins,  (brought  by  the  fteni 

Of  that'fweet  finger  of  Jerufalem), 

Came  the  bell  fhepherd  ever  flocks  did  keep, 

Who  yielded  up  his  life  to  fave  his  Hieep. 

O  thou  Etern  1   by  whom  all  beings  move. 
Giving  the  fprings  beneath  and  fprings  above  : 
Whofe  finger  doth  this  univerfe  fuftain, 
Bringing  the  former  and  the  latter  rain. 
Who  doll  with  plenty  meads  and  pallures  fill. 
By  drops  diftill'd  like  dew  on  Hermon  hill  : 
Pardon  a  fdly  fwain,  who  (far  unable 
In  that  which  is  fo  rare,  fo  admirable) 
Dares  on  an  oaten  pipe,  thus  meanly  fing 
Her  praife  immenfe,  worthy  a  filver  Ilring. 
And  thou  which  through  the  defert  and  the  deep 
Didft  lead  thy  chofen  like  a  flock  of  fiieep  : 
Asfometimes  by  a  Har  thou  guided'fl  them, 
Which  fed  upon  the  plains  of  B-ethlehem  ; 
So  by  thy  facred  fpirit  dirtifl  my  quill, 
When  I  ihall  fing  ought  of  thy  holy  hill, 
That  times  tpcomc.when'they  my  rhymes  rchearfe, 
May  wonder  at  me,  and  admire  my  verfe  : 
For  who  but  one  rapt  in  celellial  fire, 
Can  by  his  mufe  to  fuch  a  pitch  afpire  ? 
That  from,  aloft  he  might  behold  and  tell 
Her  worth,  whereon  an  iron  pen  might  dv/cli. 
When  flie  was  born.  Nature  in  fport  began, 
To  learn  the  cunning  of  an  artizan. 
And  did  verniillion  with  a  wliite  eomppfe. 
To  mock  herfelf,  and  paint  a  damalk  lofe. 
But  fcorning  nature  unto  art  fhould  feek, 
She  fpilt  her  colours  on  this  maidens  chevk. 
Her  mouth  the  gate  from   whence   all  goodnefs 

came. 
Of  power  to  give  the  dead  a  living  name. 
Her  words  embalmed  in  fo  fweet  a  breath. 
That    made    them    triumph    both  on    time   and 

death, 
Whofe  fragrant  fweets,  fmce  the  cameleon  knew, 
And  tafted  of,  he  to  this  humour  grew : 
Left  other  elements,  held  this  fo  rare. 
That  fmce  he  never  feeds  on  ought  but  air. 

O  had  I  Virgil's  verfe,  or  Tully's  tongue  ! 
Or  raiping  numbers  like  the  *  Thracian's  fong, 
I  have  atheme  would  make  the  rockets  to  dance, 
And  furly  bealls  that  through  the  defert  prance. 
High  from  their  caves,  and  every  gloomy  den, 
.    To  wonder  at  the  excellence  of  men. 

*   OrJ:Leui. 


Nay,  they  would  think  their  flates  forever  ralfed. 
But  once  to  look  on  one,  fo  highly  praifed. 

Out  of  whofe  maiden  breails  (which  fweetly 
rife) 
The  feers  fuck'd  their  hidden  prophecies  : 
And  told  that  for  her  love  in  time  to  come. 
Many  (hould  feek  the  crown  of  martyrdom, 
By  lire,  by  fword,  by  tortures,  dungeons,  chains, 
By  ftripes,  by  fanvnc,  and  a  world  of  pains; 
Yet  conftant  dill  remain  (to  her  they  lov'd) 
Like  Sion  mtiunt,  that  cannot  be  remov'd. 
Prt^portions  on  her  arms  and  hands  recorded. 
The  world  for  her  no  fitter  place  afforded, 
Praife  her  who  liil,  he  flill  fliall  be  her  debtor  : 
For  art  ne'er  feign'd,  nor  nature  fram'd  a  better^ 

As  when  a  holy  father  hath  began 
To  offer  facnfice  to  mighty  Pan, 
Doth  the  requefl  of  every  fwain  affume, 
To  fcale  the  welkin  in  a  facred  fume. 
Made  by  a  widow'd  turtle's  loving  mate, 
Or  lambins,  or  fome  kid  immaculate, 
Th'  off 'ring  heaves  aloft,  with  both  his  hands  ; 
Which  all  adore,  that  near  the  altar  flands: 
So  was  her  heavenly  body  comely  rais'd 
On  two  fair  columns  ;  thofe  that  Ovid  priis'd 
In  Julia's  f  borrow 'd  name,  compar'd  with  thefe, 
Were  crabs  to  apples  of  th'  Hefperides ; 
Or  flump-foot  Vulcan  in  comparifon. 
With  all  the  height  of  true  perfciSion, 

Nature  was  here  lb  lavifli  of  her  llore. 
That  fhe  beflow'd  until  llie  had  no  more. 
Whofe  treafure  being  weak'ned  (by  this  dame) 
She  thruft  into  the  world  fo  many  lame. 
The  highefl  fynod  of  the  glorious  flcy, 
(1  heard  a  wood  nymph  fing)  fent  Mercury 
To  take  a  furvey  of  the  fairefl  faces, 
And  to  dqfcribe  to  them  all  womens  graces; 
Who  long  time  wand'ring  in  a  ferious  quell, 
Noting  what  parts  by  beauty  were  poffefs'd: 
At  lail  he  faw  this  maid,  th.-^n  thinking  fit 
To  end  his  journey,  here,  nil  ultra  writ. 

Fida  in  adoration  kilVd  her  knee, 
And  thus  befpalie;    Hail,  glorious  deity  I 
(If  fuch  thou  art,  and  who  can  deem  you  lefs  ? 
Wherher  thou  reign'll  queen  of  the  wiidernefs. 
Or  art  that  goddefs  ('tis  unknown  to  me) 
Which  from  the  ocean  draws  her  pedegree  : 
Or  one  of  thofe- who,  by  the  moffy  banks 
Of  drilling  Helicon,  in  airy  ranks 
Tread  roundelays  upon  the  filver  fands. 
While  ihaggy  fatyrs  tripping  o'er  the  ftrands, 
Stand  flill  and  gaze,  and  yield  their  fenfes  thrals 
To  the  fweet  cadence  of  your  madrigals  ; 
Or  of  the  f.iiiy  troop  that  nimbly  play, 
And  by  the  fprings  dance  out  the  fummer's  day; 
Teach  the  little  birds  to  build  their  neft?, 
i\nd  in  their  fingmg  how  to  keepen  refls  : 
Or  one  of  thole,  who  watching  where  a  fpring 
Out  of  our  grand-damc  earth  hath  iifuing, 
With  your  atrracSlive  mufic  woo  the  ftream 
(As  men  by  fairies  led,  fall'n  in  a  dream) 
To  follow  you,  which  fweetly  trilling  wanders 
111  many  mazes,  intricate  meanders ; 

f   Corinna,  Ovid,  Amor.  Lib.  J.  El.  J. 
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Til!  at  the  laft,  to  mock  th'  enamour'd  rill, 
Ye  bend  your  traces  up  Ibme  fhadyhil!; 
■And  laugh  to  fee  the  wave  no  further  tread 
But  in  a  chafe  run  foaming  on  his  head, 
Being  enforc'd  a  channel  new  to  frame, 
Leaving  the  other  deftitutc  of  name. 
If  thou  be  one  of  thefe,  or  all,  or  more, 
Succour  a  fc;  :y  maid,  that  doth  iiiplore 
Aid,  on  a  bended  heart,  unfcign'd  and  meek, 
As  triic  as  blufhes  of  a  maiden  cheek. 

Maiden,  ariie,  reply'd  the  new-born  maid  : 
♦'  Pure  innocence  the  ftones  will  aid." 
Nor  of  the  fairer  troop,  nor  mufes  nine; 
Nor  am  1  Venu?:,  nor  of  Profcrpine  : 
But  daughter  to  a  lufty  aged  fwain. 
That  cuts  the  green  turfs  of  th'  enamel'd  plain ; 
And  with  his  fcythc  hath  many  a  fummer  fhorn 
The  plow'd  land.^  lab'ring  with  a  crop  of  corn  ; 
Who  from  the  cold-dipt  mountain,  by  his  ftroke. 
Fells  down  the  lofty  pine,  the  cedar,  oak  : 
He  opes  the  floodgates,  as  occafion  is. 
Sometimes   on   that    man's    land,   fometimes   on 

this. 
When  Verolamc,  a  (lately  nymph  of  yore, 
Did  ufe  to  deck  herfelf  on  Ifis'  fhore, 
One  morn  (among  the  reft)  as  there  fhe  flood, 
Saw  the  pure  channel  all  bcfmear'd  with  blood ; 
Inquiring  for  the  caufs,  one  did  impart, 
Thofe  drops  came  from  her  holy  Alban's  heart; 
Herewith  in  grief  flie  gan  entreat  my  fire, 
That  Ifis'  flream,  which  yearly  did  attire  ' 
Thofe  gallant  fields  in  changeable  array. 
Might  turn  her  courfe  and  run  fomc  other  way. 
XiCaft  that  her  waves  might  wafh  away  the  guilt 
From  off  their  hands,  which  Alban's  blood  had 

fpilt : 
He  condefcended,  and  the  nimble  wave 
Her  fiih  no  more  within  that  channel  dravc  : 
But  as  a  witnefs  left  the  crimfon  gore 
To  flain  the  earth,  as  they  their  hands  before. 
He  had  a  being  e'er  there  v.as  a  birth, 
And  fhall  not  ceafe  until  the  fea  and  earth, 
And  what  they  both  contain,  fliall  ceaie  to  be, 
Nothmg  confines  him  but  eternity. 
By  him  the  names  of  good  men  ever  live, 
V/hich  fliort-liv'd  men  unto  oblivion  give: 
And  in  forgetfulnefs  he  lets  him  fall, 
That  is  no  other  man  than  natural : 
Tis  he  alone  that  rightly  can  difcovcr. 
Who  is  the  true,  and  who  the  feigned  lover. 
In  fummer's  heat  when  any  fwain  to  fleep 
Doth  more  addidi  hlmfclf  than  to  his  flieep; 
And  whilft  the  leaden  gods  fits  on  his  eyes. 
If  any  of  his  fold,  or  ftrays,  or  dies, 
And  to  the  waking  fwain  it  be  unknown. 
Whether  his  flieep  be  dead,  or  flray'd,  or  Horn ; 
To  meet  my  fire  he  bends  liis  courfe  in  pain, 
Either  where  fome  high  hill  furvcys  the  plain  ; 
Or  takes  his  flep  toward  the  ilow'ry  valleys. 
Where  zephyrs  with  the  covvflip  hourly  dallys; 
Or  to  the  groves,  where  birds  from  heat  or  wea- 
ther, 
Sit  fweetly  tuning  of  their  notes  together; 
Or  to  a  mead  a  wanton  river  drcfles 
With  richeft  collars  of  her  turning  cfles ; 


Or  where  the  (hepherds  Ci  old  ftorles  telling, 
Chronos,  my  fire,  hath  no  fet  place  of  dwelling; 
But  if  the  fhepherd  meet  the  aged  fwain. 
He  tells  him  of  his  (heep,  or  (hews  them  flain. 
So  great  a  gift  the  facred  powers  of  heaven 
(Above  all  others)  to  my  lire  hath  given, 
That  the  abhorred  ftratagems  of  night, 
lyurking  in  caverns  from  the  glorious  light. 
By  him  (/^-r  force)  are  from  their  dungeons  hurl'd, 
And  (hew'd  as  monfters  to  the  wond'ring  world. 

What  mariner  is  he  failing  upon  ? 
The  watry  defert  clipping  Albion, 
Hears  not  the  billows  in  their  dances  roar 
Anfwer'd  by  echoes  from  the  neighb'ring  (bore ; 
To  whofe  accord  the  maids  trip  from  the  down?. 
And  rivers  dancing  come,  ycrowned  with  towns. 
All  fmging  forth  the  vidories  of  time. 
Upon  the  monfters  of  the  weftern  clime, 
Whofe  horrid,  darnned,  bloody  plots  would  bring 
Confufion  on  the  laureate  poet's  king. 
Whofe  hell-fed  hearts  devis'd  how  never  more 
A  fwan  might  finging  fit  on  Ffis'  (bore  : 
But  croaking  ravens,  and  the  fcreechowl  cry. 
The  fit  muficians  for  a  tragedy, 
Should  evermore  be  heard  about  her  ftrand. 
To  fright  all  paffengers  from  that  fad  land. 

Long  fummer's  days  I  on  his   worth  might 

fpend, 
And  yet  begin  again  when  I  would  end. 
All  ages  fince  the  firft  age  firft  begun. 
E'er  they  could  know  his  worth  their  age  was 

done; 
Whofe  abfence  all  the  treafury  of  earth 
Cannot  buy  out.    From  far-fam'd  Tagus'  birth, 
Not  all  the  golden  gravel  he  treads  over. 
One  minute  paft,  that  minute  can  recover. 
I  am  his  only  child  (he  hath  no  other) 
'Cien'd  Aletheia,  born  without  a  mother. 
Poor   \Ictheia  long  defpis'd  of  all, 
Scarce  charity  would  lend  an  hofpital 
To  give  my  month's  cold  watching  one  night's 

reft, 
But  in  my  room  took  in  the  mifers  cheft. 

In  winter's  time  when  hardly  fed  the  flocks, 
And  ificlcs  hung  dangling  on  the  rocks ; 
When  Hyems  bound  the  flood  in  filver  chains. 
And  hoary  frofts  had  candied  all  the  plains; 
When  every  barn  rung  with  the  thre(hii"ig  flails, 
And  (hepherds   boys  for   cold  'gan   blow  their 

nails  : 
(Wearied  with  toil  infeeking  out  fome  one 
That  had  a  fpark  of  true  devotion  ;) 
It  was  my  chance,  (chance  only  helpeth  need) 
To  find  an  houfe  built  for  holy  deed. 
With  goodly  architevSt,  and  cloifters  wide. 
With  groves  and  walks  along  a  river's  fide ; 
The  place  itfelf  afforded  admiration, 
And  every  fpray  a  theme  of  contemplation. 
But  (woe  is  me  !)  when  knocking  at  the  gate, 
1  'gan  entreat  an  entrance  thereat:  _ 
The  porter  afic'd  my  name  :   I  told ;  He  fwell'd, 
And  bade  me  thence  :    wherewith  in  grief  re- 

pcU'd, 
I  fouglit  for  (belter  to  a  ruin'd  houfe, 
Harb'iing  the  weaftl,  and  the  duft-bred  moufe; 
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And  others  none,  except  the  fwo-K-ind  bat, 

Which  all  the  d;iy  th.-re  rrelancholy  fat  : 

Here  fat  I  down  with  wind  and  rain  ybeate ; 

tfrief  fed  my  mind,  and  did  my  body  eat. 

Yet  idlenef'5 1  faw  (lam'd  with  the  gout") 

Had  entrance   when  poor  truth  was  kept  with- 

(.Ut. 

There  faw  I  drunkennefs  with  dropfies  fwoln  ; 
And  pamper'd  lull  that  many  a  night  had  ftoln 
Over  the  abbey- wall  when  gates  were  lock'd, 
To  be  in  Venus  wanton  bofom  rock'd  : 
And  gluttony  that  furfeiting  had  been,  (• 
Knock  at  the  gate  and  flraightway  taken  in  : 
Sadly  1  fat,  and  (ighing  gtiev'd  to  fee, 
Their  happinefs  my  infelicity. 
At  laft  came  envy  by,  who  having  fpied 
Where  1  was  fadly  feared,  inward  hide, 
And  to  :he  convent  eagerly  flie  cries, 
Why  fit  you  here,  when  with  thefe  ears  and  eyes 
I  heard  and  faw  a  ftrumpot  dares  to  fay, 
She  is  the  true  fair  Aletheia. 

Which  you  have  boafted  long  to  live  among  you? 
Yet  (uffer  not  a  pcevifh  girl  to  wrong  you. 
With  this  provok'd.  all  rofe,  and  in  a  rout 
Ran  to  the  gate,  ftrovc  wh(j  lljould  firft  get  out, 
Bade  me  be  gone,  and  rhen  (in  terms  uncivil  ) 
Did  call  me  counterfeit,  witch,  hag  whore,  devil; 
Then  like  a  {trumpet  drove      efrom  their  cells, 
With  tinkling  pans,  and  with  the  noife  of  bells. 
And  he  that  lov'd  me,  or  but  moan'd  my  cafe. 
Had  heaps  of  firebrands  banded  at  his  face. 

Thus  beaten  thence  (diftrell:,  fr;rfaken  wight) 
Erforc'd  in  fields  to  fleep,  or  wake  all  night ; 
A  filly  fheep  feeing  me  llraying  by, 
Forfook  the  ftirub  where  oncefhe  meant  to  lie; 
As  if  (he  in  her  kind  (unhurting  elf) 
Did  bid  me  take  fuch  lodging  as  herfelf  : 
Gladly  I  took  the  place  the  Iheep  had  given, 
Uncanopy'd  of  any  thing  but  heaven,     [quented, 
Where  nigh  benumb'd  with  cold,  with  grief  fre^ 
Unto  the  filent  night  I  thu.i  lamented  ; 

Fair  Cynthia,  if  from  thy  filver  throne. 
Thou  ever  lent'fl  an  ear  to  virgin's  moan  ! 
Or  in  thy  monthly  courfe,  one  minute  ftaid 
Thy  palfreys  trot,  to  hear  a  wretched  maid  ! 
Puli  in  their  reins,  and  lend  thine  ear  to  me, 
Forlorn  forfaken,  cloth'd  in  mifery  : 
But  if  a  woe  hath  sever  woo'd  thine  ear, 
To  (top  thofe  courfers  in  their  full  carreer; 
But  as  (tone  hearted  men,  uncharitable, 
Pafs  carelefs  by  the  poor,  when  men  lefs  able. 
Hold  not  the  needy's  help  in  long  fufpcnce, 
But  in  their  hands  pour  their  benevolence. 
O     if  thou  be  fo  hard  to  (top  thine  ears ; 
When  (tars  in  pity  drop  down  from  their  fpheres, 
Yet  for  a  while  in  gloomy  vale  of  night, 
Inlhrowd  the  pale  beams  of  thy  borrowed  light : 
O  !  never  once  difcourage  goodnefs  (lending 
One  glimpfe  of  light)  to  fee  mi'.fortunc  fpending 
Her  utmoil  rage  on  truth,  defpifed,  dillreffed, 
tJnhappy,  unreliev'd,  yet  undreffed. 
Where  is  the  heart  at  virtue's  luff 'ring  grieveth  ? 
Where  is  the  eye  that  pitying  relieveth  .' 
Where  is  the  hand  that  (till  the  hungry  feedcth  ? 
Where  is  the  ear  that  the  decrepid  Iteedeth  ^ 


That  heart,  that  hand,  that  ear,  of  elfe  that  eye 
Giveth,  relieveth,  feeds,  (tecds,  mifery  ? 

0  earth  produce  me  one  (of  all  thy  (tore) 
Enjoys  ;  and  he  vain  glorious  no  more. 

By  this  had  Chanticleer,  the  village  cock, 
Bidden  the  good-wife  for  her  maids  to  knocfe  : 
And  the  fwart  ploughman  for  his  breakfaft  ftaid 
That  he  might  till  thofe  lands  were  fallow  laid ' 
The  hills  and  valleys  here  and  there  refound 
With  re-echoes  of  the  deep  mouth'd  hound  ; 
Each  fhepherd's  daughter  with  her  cleanly  pail 
Was  come  a  field  to  milk  the  morning's  meal 
And  ere  the  fun  had  climb'd  the  eaftern  hills. 
To  gild  the  mutr'ring  bourns,  and  pretty  rills. 
Before  the  lab'ring  bee  had  left  the  hive 
And  nimble  fifl:ies  which  in  rivers  dive. 
Began  to  leap,  and  catch  the  drowned  fly 

1  rofe  from  reft,  not  infelicity. 
Seeking  the  place  of  charity's  refort, 
Unware  I  happ'ned  on  a  prince's  court; 
Where  meeting  greatnefs,  I  requir'd  relief 
(O  happy  undclayed  !)  flie  faid  in  brief. 
To  fmail  effect  thine  oratory  tends, 

"  How  can  I  keep  thee  and  fo  many  friends?" 
If  of  my  houfehold  I  IhouU  make  thee  one, 
Farewell  my  fervant  adulation  : 
I  know  file  will  not  flay  when  thou  art  there  : 
But  feek  fome  great  man's  fervice  otherwhere. 
Darknefs  and  light,   fummer   and  winter's  wea- 
ther 
May  be  at  once,  ere  you  two  live  together. 
Thus  with  a  nod  (he  left  me  cloth'd  in  woe. 
Thence  to  the  city  once  I  thought  to  go, 
But   fomev/hat   in   my  mind  this   thought   had 

thrown, 
"  It  was  a  place  wherein  I  was  not  known." 
And  therefore  went  unto  thefe  homely  towns, 
Sweetly  environ'd  with  the  dazied  downs. 

Upon  a  flream  wafhing  a  village  end 
A  mill  is  plac'd,  that  never  difference  kend 
'Twixt  days  for  work,  and  holy -tides  for  reft. 
But  always  wrought  and  ground   the  neighbour's 

grefl. 
Before  the  door  I  faw  the  miller  walking. 
And  other  two  (his  neighbours)   with  him  talk- 
ing : 
One  of  them  was  a  weaver,  and  the  other 
The  village  tailor,  and  his  trufly  brother; 
To  them  I  carne.  and  thus  my  fuit  began ; 
Content  the  riches  of  a  country  man 
Attend  your  aftions,  be  more  happy  ftill. 
Then  T  am  haplefs!  and  as  yonder  mill, 
Though  in  his  turning  it  obey  the  ftream, 
Yet  by  the  headflrong  torrenr  from  his  beam 
Is  unremov'd,  and  till  the  wheel  be  tore. 
It  daily  toils  ;  then  reds,  and  works  no  more  : 
So  in  life's  motion  may  never  be 
( Though  fway'd  with  griefs)    o'er-borne    with 
mifery.  [clothes. 

With    that    the    miller  laughing,    brufh'd  his 
Then  fwore  by  cock  and  other  dunghill  oaths, 
1  greatly  was  to  blame,  that  durfl  fo  wade 
Into  the  knowledge  of  a  wheel-wright's  trade> 
I,  neighbour,  quoth  the  tailor  (then  he  bent 
His  pace  to  me,  ipruce  liks  a  Jack  of  Lent) 


^4 

Your  judgment  is  not  fcani-rent  when  you  fpend 

it, 
Kor  is  it  botching,  for  1  cannot  mend  it. 
And  maiden,  let  nic  teli  you  in  difpleal'ure, 
You  mufl  not  prefs  the  cloth  you  cannot  meafurc  : 
But  let  your  ftepsbe  ftitcht  to  wifdoni's  chalkinpr, 
And  tail  prefumptuous  Ihreds  out  of   your  walk- 
ing. 
The  weaver  faid,  Fie  wench,  yourfelf  you  wrong 
Thus  to  let  flip  the  fliuttle  of  your  tongue  : 
For  mark  me  well,  yea,  mark  me  well,  I  fay, 
1  fee  you  work  your  fpeech's  web  aftray. 
Sad  to  the  f'  ul,  o'erlaid  with  idle  words, 

0  heaven,  quoth  I,  where  is  the  place  affords 
A  friend  to  help,  or  any  heart  that  ruth 
The  moft  dejcdled  hopes  of  wronged  truth  I 
Truth  !  quoth  the  miller,  pk'inly  for  our  parts, 

1  and  the  weaver  hate  thee  with  our  hLdrrs  : 
The  flrifc.i  you  raife  I  will  not  now  difcufs, 
Between  our  honeft  cuflomers  and  us  : 

But  get  you  gone,  for  fure  you  may  dcfpair 
<bi  comfort  here,  feek  it  fome  otherwhere. 
Maid,    quoth  the  tailor)  we  no  fuccourowe  yon, 
Por  as  I  guefs  here's  none  of  us  doth  know  you  ; 
^or  my  remembrance  any  thought  can  leize 
That  I  have  ever  feen  you  in  my  days. 
Seen  you  .'  nay,  therein  confident  I  am; 
Nay  till  this  time  I  never  heard  your  name, 
Bxcepting  once,  and  by  this  token  chief, 
!3VIy  neighbour  at  that  inflant  cali'd  me  thief, 
By  this  you  fee  you  are  unknown  among  us, 
We  cannot  help  you,  though  your  flay  may  wrong 
m. 

Thus  went  I  on,  and  further  went  in  woe  : 
For  as  Ihrill  founding  fame,  that's  never  flow, 
Grows  in  her  going,  and  increafcth  more, 
"Where  fhe  is  now,  than  v/here  fhe  was  before  : 
So  grief,  (that  never  healthy,  ever  fick, 
That  fro-vvard  fcholar  to  arithmetic, 
"Who  doth  divifion  and  fubtraAion  fly. 
And  chiefly  learns  to  add  and  multiply) 
]n  longefl  journeys  hath  the  ftrongefl  flrength, 
And  is  at  hand,  fuppreft,  unquail'd  at  length. 
Between  two  hills,  the  higheft.  Phoebus  lees 
Gallantly  crown'd  with  large  fky  kiffing  trees. 
Under  whole  fhade  the  humble  valleys  lay  ; 
And  wild  boars  from   their  dens  their  gambols 

play  : 
There    lay   a    gravell'd    walk    o'ergrown    with 

green, 
"Where  neither  tra61;  of  man  nor  beaft  was  feen. 
And  as  the  ploughman  when  the  land  he  tills, 
Throws  up  the  fniitfuU  earth  in  ridged  hills. 
Between  whofe  chevron  form  he  leaves  a  baulk  ; 
So  'twixtthofe  hills  had  nature  fram'd  this  walk, 
Not  over  dark,  nor  light,  in  angles  bending, 
And  like  the  gliding  of  a  fnake  defcending  : 
All  hufht  and  filent  as  the  mid  of  night  : 
No  chatt'ring  pie,  nor  crow  appear'd  in  fight; 
But  fur' her  in  I  heard  the  turtle  dove. 
Singing  lad  dirges  on  her  lifelefs  love. 
Birds  that  compafTion  from  the  rncks  could  bring, 
Had  only  licenfe  in  that  place  to  fing  : 
'W'hofe  doleful  notes  the  melancholy  cat 
Clolc  in  a  hollow  tree  fat  wor.d'rinQ;  at^ 
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'  And  trees  that  on  the  hill- fide  comely  grew, 
When  any  little  blaft  of  JEo\  blew. 
Did  not  their  curled  heads,  as  they  would  be 
'J"he  judges  to  approve  their  melody. 

Juft  half  the  way  this  folitary  grove, 
A  cryllal  ff  ring  from  either  hill-fide  ftrove, 
Vv'hich   of   them   firft    fhould    woo    the    meeker 
ground. 
;  And  make  the  pebbles  dance  unto  their  found. 
I   But  as  when  children  having  leave  to  play. 
And  near  the  mailer's  eye  fport  out  the  day, 
(Btyon-S  condition)  in  their  childlih  toys 
Oft  vext  their  tutor  with  too  great  a  noife. 
And  make  him  fend  fome  fervant  out  of  door. 
To  ceafe  their  clamour,  lefl  they  play  no  more ; 
So  when  the  pretty  ri'.l  a  place  efpies, 
AVliere  \yith  the  pebbles  {he  would  wantonize; 
And  that  her  upper  flream  fo  much  doth  wrong 

her. 
To  drive  her  thence,  and  let  her  play  no  longer; 
If  fhe  with  loo  loud  mutt'ring  ran  away. 
As  being  much  incens'd  to  leave  her  play; 
A  wellern,  nuld,  and  pretty  whifpering  gale, 
Ca-iie  dallying  with  tj-ie  leaves  along  the  dale, 
And  feem'd  as  with  the  water  it  did  chide, 
Becaufe  it  ran  lo  long  unpacificd  : 
Yea,  and  me  thought  it  bade  her  leave  that  coil. 
Or  he  would  choke  her  up  with  leaves  and  foil  : 
Whi  reat  the  rivulet  in  my  mind  did  weep, 
And  hurl'd  her  head  into  a  filent  deep. 

Now  he  that  guides  the  chariot  of  the  fun. 
Upon  th'  ecliptic  circle  had  fo  run, 
1  hat  hisbrafs  hoof'd  fire-breathing  horfes  wan 
The  {lately  height  of  the  meridian  : 
And  the  day-lab'ring  man  (who  all  the  morn 
Kad  from  the  quarry  with  his  pick-ax  torn 
A  large  well  fquared  flone.  which  he  would  cut 
To  ferve  his  flyle,  or  for  fome  water-fhut) 
Seeing  the  fun  preparing  to  decline. 
Took  out  his  bag,  and  lat  him  down  to  dine. 
When  by  a  fliding,  yet  not  fteep  defcent, 
T  gain'd  a  place,  ne'er  poet  did  invent 
The  like  for  forrow  :  not  in  all  this  round 
A  fitter  feat  for  palfion  can  be  found. 

As  when  a  dainty  fount,  and  cryilal  fpring, 
Got  newly  from  the  earth's  imprifnning. 
And  ready  prefl:  fome  channel  clear  to  win, 
Is  round  his  life  by  rocks  immured  in, 
And  from  the  thirfly  earth  would  be  withheld. 
Till  to  the  ciftern  top  the  waves  have  fweli'd: 
Eiit  that  a  careful  hind  the  well  hath  found. 
As  he  walks  fadly  through  his  parched  ground  ; 
Whofe  patience  iufT'ring  not  his  land  to  flay 
Until  the  water  o'er  the  ciftern  play, 
I  le  gets  a  pick-ax,  and  with  blows  fo  flout. 
Digs  on  the  rock,  that  all  the  groves  about 
Refound  his  flroke,  and  ftill  the  rock  doth  charge, 
Till  he  hath  made  a  hole  both  long  and  large. 
Whereby  the  waters  from  their  prifon  run. 
To  clofe  earth's  gaping  wounds  made  by  the  fun  ; 
So   through   thefe    high    rais'd   hills,   embracing 

round 
This  fh.-.dy,  fad,  and  folitary  ground. 
Some  power  (rcfpeding  one  whofe  heavy  moan 
Rctji-iir'd  a  place  to  fu  and  weep  alone) 
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Had  cut  a  path,  whereby  the  grieved  wight 
Might  freely  take  the  comfort  of  tliis  fcite. 
About  the  edges  of  v%'hofe  roundly  form, 
In  order  grew  fuch  trees  as  do  adorn 
The  fable  hearfe,  and  fad  forfaken  mate  ; 
And  trees  whofe  tears  their  lofs  commiferate  ; 
Such  are  the  cyprefs,  and  the  weeping  myrrh, 
The  dropping  amber,  and  the  refin'd  fir. 
The  bleeding  vine,  the  wat'iy  fycamor, 
And  vv'illow  for  the  forlorn  paramoure ; 
In  comely  diftance  :  underneath  whofe  (liade 
Moft  neat  in  rudenefs  nature  arijours  made  ; 
Some  had  a  light ;  fome  to  obfcure  a  feat, 
Would  entertain  a  fiifierance  ne'er  fo  great  : 
Where  grieved  wights  fat  (as  1  after  found, 
Whofe  heavy  hearts  the  height  of  forrovv  crovvn'd) 
Wailing  in  faddeft  tunes  the  dooms  of  fate 
On  men  by  virtue  cleped  fortunate. 

The  *  firfl  note  that  I  heard,  I  foon  was  won 
To  think  the  fighs  of  fair  Endymion  ; 
The  fubjetfl  of  whofe  mournful  heavy  lay- 
Was  his  declining  with  fair  Cynthia. 

Next  -f  him  a  great  man  fat,  in  woe  no  lefs  ; 
Tears  were  but  barren  fhadows  to  ex^refs 
The  fuhftance  of  his  grief,  and  therefore  ftood 
Diftilling  from  his  heart  red  ftreams  of  blood  : 
He  was  a  fvvain  v»'hom  all  the  Graces  kifl, 
A  brave,  heroic,  worthy  martialiit  : 
Yet  on  the  downs  he  oftentimes  was  feen 
To  draw  the  merry  maidens  of  the  green 
With  his  fweet  voice  :  once,  as  he  fat  alone, 
He  f  fung  the  outrage  rf  the  lazy  drone. 
Upon  the  lab'ring  bee,  in  (trains  fo  rare, 
That  all  the  flirting  pinionifts  of  air 
Attentive  fat,  and  in  their  kinds  did  long 
To  learn  fome  note  from  his  well-timed  fong. 

Exiled  Nafo  (from  whofe  golden  pen 
The  mufes  did  diflil  delights  for  men) 
Thus  J  fang  of  Cephalus  (vhofe  name  was  worn 
Within  the  bofom  of  the  blufhing  morn  :) 
He  had  a  dart  was  never  fet  on  wing. 
But  death  flew  with  it  :  he  could  never  fling, 
But  lift;  fled  from  the  place  where  fluck  the  head  : 
A  hunter's  frolic  life  in  woods  he  lead 
In  reparation  from  his  yoked  mate, 
Whofe  beauty,  once,  he  valued  at  a  rate 
Beyond  Aurora's  cheek,  when  flje  (in  pride) 
Promis'd  their  off"spring  fhould  be  deify'd  : 
Procris  Ihe  hight;  who  (feeking  to  reftore 
Herfelf  that  happinefs  ftie  had  before) 
Unto  the  green  wood  wenis,  omits  no  pain 
Might  bring  her  to  her  lord's  embrace  again  : 
But  fate  thus  croft  her,  coming  where  he  lay 
"Wearied  with  hunting  all  the  fummer's  day. 
He  fomewhat  heard  within  the  thicket  rulh, 
And  deeming  it  fome  bead  hid  in  a  bufh', 
Raifed  himfelf,  then  fet  on  wing  a  dart, 
'U'-hich  took  a  fad  reft  in  the  reftlefs  heart 
Of  his  chafte  wife  ;  who  with  a  bleeding  bread 
Left  love  and  life,  and  flept  in  cndlefs  reft. 

*   Sir  Walter  Ralagh.  f  Earlof  EJfex. 

i   The  Buzzing  tee  s    Complaint ;   by  tie  Earl  of 

EJftx.- 
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With  Procris  heavy  fate  this  fhepherd's  wrong 
Might  be  compar'd,  and  afk  as  fad  a  fong. 

In  th' autumn  of  his  youth,  and  manhood's  fpring, 
Dsfert  (grown  now  a  inofl  d'cjeifled  thing) 
Won  him  the  favour  of  a  royal  maid. 
Who  with  Diana's  nymphs  in  forefls  flr.^y'd, 
And  iiv'd  a  huntrefs  life  exempt  from  fear. 
.She  once  cncount'red  with  a  furly  *  bear, 
Near  to  a  cryftal  fountain's  flow'ry  brink, 
Heat  brought  them  thither  both,  and  both  would 

drink. 
When  from  her  golden  quiver  {he  took  forth 
A  dart,  above  the  refl:  efteem'd  for  worth. 
And  font  it  to  his  fide  :  the  gaping  wound 
Gave  purple  ftreams  to  cool  the  parched  ground. 
Whereat  he  gnalh'd  his  teeth,  ilorm'd  his  hurt 

limb, 
Yielded  the  earth  what  it  denied  him  : 
Yet  funk  not  there,  but  (wrapt  in  horror)  hy'd 
Unto  his  hellifh  cave,  defpair'd,  and  j^'d. 

After  the  bear's  juft  death,  the  quick'niiig  fun. 
Had  twice  flx  times  about  the  zodiac  run, 
And  (as  refpedllefs)  never  cafl  an  eye, 
Upon  the  night  envail'd  Cymmerii, 
When  this  brave  fwain  (approved  valorous. 
In  oppofition  of  a  tyrannous 
And  bloody  favage)  being  long  time  gone 
Quelling  his  rage  with  faithlefs  f  Gerion, 
Returned  from  the  ftratagems  of  wars, 
(Enriched  v.'ith  his  quail'd  foes  bootlefs  fears) 
To  fee  the  clear  eyes  of  his  deareft  love. 
And  that  her  fkill  in  herbs  might  help  remove 
The  frefning  of  a  wound  which  he  had  got 
In  her  defence,  by  envy's  poifon'd.  {hot, 
And  coming  through  a  grove  wherein  his  fair 
Lay  with  her  breafts  difplay'd  to  take  the  air. 
His  rufliing  through  the  boughs  made  her  arife. 
And  dreading  fome  wild  beaft's  rude  enterprife, 
DireiPcs  towards  the  noife  a  fharpen'd  dart, 
That  reach'd  the  life  of  his  undaunted  heart; 
Which  when   |  fhe   knew,  twice  twenty  moons 

nigh  fpent 
In  tears  for  him,  and  dy'd  in  languifhment. 

Within  an  arbour  fhadow'd  with  a  vine, 
Mixed  with  rofemary  and  eglantine, 
A  fhepherdefs  was  fet,  as  fair  as  young, 
Whofe  praife  full  many  a  fliepherd  whilom  fung. 
Who  on  an  altar  fair  had  to  her  name. 
In  confecration  m;'iiy  an  ;jnagram  : 
And  when  with  fuger'd  fliains  they  itrove  toraifc 
Worth,  to  a  garland  of  immoral  bays  ; 
She  as  the  learned'ft  maid  was  chofe  by  them, 
(Her  flaxen  hair  crovs'n'd  with  an  anadem) 
To  judge  who  bcft  deferv'd,  for  fhe  could  fit 
The  height  of  praife  unto  the  height  of  wit. 
But  v%'cll-a-day  thofe  happy  times  were  gone, 
(Millions  admit  a  fmail  fubtra6tion). 

And  as  the  year  hath  firft  his  jocund  fpring, 
Wherein  the  leaves,  to  birds  fweet  carolling, 
Dance  with  the  wind :  then  fees  the  fummer's  day 
Perfesfl  the  embryon  biolTom  of  each  fpray  ; 

*   Earl  of  I  ^'icfler. 
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iNext  cometh  autumn,  when  the  threfhed  flicaf 
jLooleth  his  grain,  and  evety  tree  his  leaf  : 
l.aftiy,  cold  winter'?;  rage,  with  many  a  ftorm, 
Threats  the  proud  pines  which  Ida's  top  adorn, 
And  makes  the  fap  leave  fuccourlefs  the  Ihoot, 
Shrinking  to  comfort  his  decaying  root. 
Or  as  a  quaint  mufician  being  won, 
To  run  a  point  of  fweet  divifion, 
Gets  by  degrees  into  the  highefl  key  ; 
Then,  \vrith  like  order  falleth  in  his  play 
Into  a  deeper  tone;  and  laftly,  throws 
His  jieriod  in  a  diapalbn  clofc  : 
So  every  human  thing  terreflrial, 
His  utmoft  height  attain'd,  bends  to  his  fall. 
And  as  a  comely  youth,  in  faireil  a^;e, 
Enamour'd  on  a  maid  (whofe  parentage 
Had  fate  adorn'd,  as  nature  deck'd  her  eye, 
Might  at  a  beck  command  a  monarchy) 
But  poor  and  fair  could  never  yet  bewitch 
A  mifer's  mxiid,  preferring  foul  and  rich ; 
And  therefore  (as  a  king's  heart  left  behind. 
When  as  his  corfe  are  borne  to  be  enfhrin'd) 
(His  parent's  will,  a  law)  like  that  dead  corfe, 
Leaving  his  heart,  is  brought  unto  his  horfe, 
Carried  unto  a  place  that  can  impart 
No  fecret  embaffy  unto  liis  heart, 
Climbs  fome  proud  hill,  whofe  (lately  eminence 
Vaflals  the  fruitful  vale's  circumference  ; 


From  whence,  no  fooner  can  his  lights  defcry 
The  place  enriched  by  his  miftr /^s'  eye  :  ,. 

But    fome    thick    cloud    his     happy    profpeA 

blends, 
And  he,  in  forrow  rais'd,  in  tears  defcends  : 
So  this  fad  nymph  (whom  all  commiferate) 
Once  pac'd  the  hill  of  greatnefs  and  of  ftate. 
And  got  tlie  top  ;  but  when  fhe  'gan  addrefs 
Her  fight,  from  thence  to  fee  true  happinefs,' 
Fate  interpos'd  an  envious  cloud  of  fears. 
And  Ihe  withdrew  into  this  vale  of  tears 
Where  forrow  fo  enthral'd  beft  virtue's  jewel, 
Scone's  check'J  grief's  hardnefs,  call'd  her  too  toe 

cruel, 
A  flream  of  tears  upon  her  fair  checks  flows, 
As  morning  dew  upon  the  damaik  rofe. 
Or  cryftal  glafs  veiling  vermilion  ; 
Or  drops  of  milk  on  the  carnation  : 
She  fang  and  wept,  O  ye  fea-binding  cleeves, 
Yield  tributary  drops,  for  virtue  grieves  1 
And  to  fhe  period  of  her  fad  fweet  key 
Fntwiti'd  her  cafe  with  chafte  Penelope; 
But  fee  the  drifling  fouth,  my  mournful  drain 
Anfwcrs,  in  wjeeping  drops  of  quick'ning  rain/ 
And  fuice  this  day  we  can  no  further  go, 
Reftlefs  I  reft  within  this  vale  of  vvoe. 
Until  fhe  modeft  morn  on  earth's  vaft  zone,' 
The  ever  gladfome  day  fhall  rc-enthrone. 
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'^he  Argument. 

In  notes  that  rocks  to  pity  move, 
Idia  fings  her  buried  love  : 
And  from  her  horn  of  plenty  gives 
Comfort  to  truth,  whom  none  relieves 
Repentance  houfe  next  calls  me  oft", 
With  riot's  true  converfion  : 
Leaving  Amynta's  love  to  truth. 
To  be  the  theme  the  Mufe  enlu'th. 


Here  full  of  April,  vail'd  with  forrow's  wing. 

For  lovely  lays,  1  dreary  dirges  fing. 

Whofo  hath  feen  young  lads  (to  fport  themfelves) 

Run  in  a  low  ebb  to  the  fandy  flielves  : 

Where  ferioully  they  work  in  digging  wells, 

Or  building  childifti  forts  of  cockle  (hells : 

Or  liquid  water  each  to  other  bandy  ; 

Or  with  the  pebbles  play  at  handy-dandy, 

Till  unawares  the  tide  hath  clos'd  them  round. 

And  they  muft  wade  it  through  or  elfe  be  drown'd. 

May  (if  unto  my  pipe  he  liften  well) 

My  mufe  diftrefs  with  theirs  foon  parallel. 

For  where  I  whilom  fung  the  loves  of  fwains, 

And  woo'd  the  cryftal  currents  of  the  plains. 

Teaching  the  birds  to  love,  whilfi  every  tree 

Gave  his  attention  to  my  melody  : 

Fate  now  (as  envying  my  too  happy,  theme) 

Hath  round  begirt  my  fong  with  forrow's  flream, 

Which,  till  my  mufe  wade  through  and  get  on 

ft]  ore. 
My  grief -fwoln  foul  can  fing  of  love  no  more. 

But  turn  we  now  (yet  not  without  remorfc) 
To  heav'nly  Aletheia's  fad  difcourfe. 
That  did  from  Fida's  eyes  fait  tears  exhale, 
When  thus  flie  fliew'd  the  folitary  vale. 

Juft  in  tlie  midft  this  joy-forfaken  ground 
A  hillock  flood,  with  fprings  embraced  round  : 


(And  with  a  cryftal  ring  did  feem  to  marry 
Themfelves,  to  this  fmallifle  fad  folitary  :) 
Upon  whofe  breaft  (which  trembled  as  it  ran) 
Rode  the  fair  downy  filver  coated  fwan  : 
And  on  the  banks  each  cyprefs  bow'd  his  head, 
To  hear  the  fwan  fing  her  own  *  epiced. 

As  when  the  gallant  youth  which  live  upoH 
The  weftern  downs  of  lovely  Albion  ; 
Meeting,  fome  feflival  to  folemnize, 
Choofe  out  two,  fkill'd  in  wreflling  exercifc, 
Who  flroBgly,  at  the  wrift  or  collar  cling, 
Whilfi;  arm  in  arm  the  people  make  a  ring. 
So  did  the  water  round  this  ifle  inlink, 
And  fo  the  trees  grew  on  the  water's  brink  : 
Waters  their  ftreams  about  the  ifland  fcatter ; 
And  trees  perform'd  as  muchunto  the  water  : 
Under  whofe  fhade  the  nightingale  would  bring 
Her  chirping  young,  and  teach  them  how  to  fing  .^ 
The  woods  moft  fad,  muficians  thither  hie, 
As  it  had  been  the  fylvan's  caft;aly, 
And  warbled  forth  fuch  elegiac  ftrains, 
That  flruck  the  winds  dumb ;  and  the   motley 

plains 
Were  fiU'd  with  envy,  that  fuch  fliady  places 
Held  all  the  world's  delights  in  their  embraces, 

*  A  fur.sralfofigheforc  the  corpfe  hi  inlcrrcJ. 
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O  how  (methifiks)  the  imps  of  Mneme  bring 
Dews  of  invention  from  rheir  lacted  fpring  1 
Here  could  I  fpcnd  that  fpring  of  pocfy, 
Which  not  twice  ten  funs  have  beflow'd  on  me  ; 
And  tell  the  world,  the  mufe's  love  appears 
Jn  nonag'd  youth,  as  in  the  length  of  years. 
But  e'er  my  mufe  creiled  have  the  frame, 
"Wherein  t'  enfnrine  an  unknown  ihepherd's  name, 
She  many  a  grove,  and  other  vi'oodsmnft  tread, 
More  hills,  more  dales,  more  founts  mufl  be  dif- 

play'd,' 
More  meadows,  rocks,  and  from  them  all  eleft 
Matter  befitting  fuch  an  arcbited. 

As  diildrcn  on  a  play  day  leave  the  fchools, 
And  gladly  run  unto  the  fwimming  pools, 
Or  in  the  thickets,  all  with  nettles  ftung, 
Rufh  to  defpoil  fome  fweet  thrufli  of  her  young; 
Or  with  their  hats  (for  fiih)  lade  in  a  brook 
Wlthouten  pain  :  but  when  the  morn  doth  look 
Out  of  the  eaflern  gates,  a  fnail  would  fafler 
Glide  to  the  fchools,  than  they  unto  their  mafler  : 
So  when  before  1  fung  the  fongs  of  birds, 
(Whilft  every  moment  fweeten'd  lines  afiords) 
1  pio'd  devoid  of  pain;  but  now  I  come 
Unto  my  talk,  my  mufe  is  ftricken  dumb. 
My  blubb'ring  pen  her  fable  tears  lets  fall, 
In  charafters  right  hi'roglyphical, 
And  mixing  with  my  tears  are  ready  turning, 
3My  late  white  paper  to  a  weed  of  mourning ; 
<Dr  ink  and  paper  flrive  how  to  impart 
My  words,  the  weeds  they  wore,  within  my  heart : 
Or  elfe  the  blots  unwilling  are  my  rhimes 
And  their  fad  caufe  fhould  live  till  after-times ; 
Tearing  if  men  their  fubieft  fhould  dcfcry, 
They  forthwith  would  diffolve  in  tears  and  die. 

Upon  the  iiland's  craggy  rifmg  hill, 
A  quadrant  ran,  wherein  by  artlefs  IkiU, 
At  every  corner  nature  did  erecft 
A  column  rude,  yet  void  of  all  defeifl : 
Whereon  a  marble  lay.  The  thick  grown  briar  ; 
And  prickled  hawthorn  (woven  all  entire) 
Together  clung,  and  barr'dthe  gladfome  light 
rrorh  any  entrance,  fitting  only  night. 
jMo  v/ay  toic  but  one,  ffeep  and  obfcure. 
The  flairs  of  rugged  ftone,  feldom  in  ure, 
All  overgrown  with  mofs,  as  nature  fat 
To  entertain  grief  with  a  cloth  of  flate. 

Hardly  unto  the  top  I  hadafcended, 
3ut  that  the  trees  (finding  the  ileps)  befriended 
My  weary  limbs,  who  bowir.^down  their  arms, 
Oave  hold  unto  my  hands  to  'fcape  from  harms  : 
Which  evermore  are  ready,  flill  prefent 
Our  feet,  in  climbing  places  eminent. 
Before  the  door  (to  hinder  Flicebus'  view) 
A  fhady  box  tree  grafped  with  an  yew. 
As  in  the  place  behalf  tiiy  menace  war 
Againfl  the  radiance  of  each  fparkling  flar. 
And  on  theirbarks(whichtimehadtiigh  deprav'd) 
Thefe  lines  Ot  feem'd)  had  been  of  old  engrav'd. 
"  This  place  was  frani'd  of  yore,  to  be  poffefi 
*'  By  one  which  fometime  hath  been  happieft,' ' 

Lovely  *  Ida  the  moH  beauteous 
Of  all  the  darlings  of  Oceanus. 

*  Britannia, 


Hefperia's  envy  and  the  weflern  prid;, 
Wliofc  party-coloured  garment  nature  dy'd 
In  more  eye-pleafing  hues,  with  richer  grain. 
Than  Iris'  bow  attendir.o  April's  rain. 
Whofe  lily  white,  enfiladed  with  the  rofe 
Had  that  *  man  feen,  who  fung  th'  jEneidos, 
Dido  had  in  oblivion  llept,  and  fhe 
Had  given  his  mufe  her  bed  eternity. 
Had  brave  Atrides  (who  did  erft  employ 
His  force  to  mix  his  dead  with  thofe  of  Troy) 
Been  proffered  for  a  truce  l..;r  feigned  peace, 
Helen  had  ftaid,  and  that  had  gone  to  Greece  : 
rhe  Phrygian  foil  had  nor  him  drunk  with  blood, 
Achilles  longer  brca-h'd,  and  Troy  yet  flood  : 
The  t  prince  of  poets  had  not  fung  his  ffory, 
\  My  friend  had  loft  his  ever-liTing  glory. 

But  as  a  fnowy  fwan,  who  many  a  day 
On  Thamar's  fweUing  breads  hath  had  his  play, 
For  further  pleafure  doth  affay  to  fwira 
My  native  Tavy,  or  the  fandy  Plim  r 
And  on  the  panting  billows  bravely  rides, 
Whilil  country-lafles  walking  on  the  fides 
Admire  her  beauty,  and  with  clapping  hands. 
Would  force  her  leave  the  ftream,  and  tread  the 

fand-. 
When  file  regardlefs  fwitiis  to  th'  other  edge, 
Until  an  envious  briar,  or  tangling  fedge 
Defpoils  her  plumes  ;  or  elfe  a  fharpened  beam 
Pierceth  her  bread,  and  on  the  bloody  fiream 
She  pants  for  life  ?  fo  whilouT  rode  this  maid 
On  flreams  of  \yorldly  blifs,  more  rich  array'd 
V.^ith  earth's  delight,  then  thought  could  put  id 

tire,    . 
To  glut  the  fenfes  of  an  epicure. 
Whilllneighb'ringkings  upon  their  frontiers  flood. 
And  offer'd  for  her  dow'r  huge  feas  of  blood  : 
And  perjur'd  \>  Gerion  to  win  her,  rent 
The  Indian  rocks  for  gold,  and  bootlefs  fpent 
Alrnoil  his  patrimony  for  her  fake. 
Yet  nothing  like  refpecled  as  the  jl  Drake 
That    fcow'rd    her  channeis,  and  deflroy'd    the 

weed. 
Which  fpoil'd  her  fifler's  net?,  and  fifnes  breed. 
At  lail  her  trueft  love  file  threw  upon 
A  ^  royal  youth,  whofe  like,  whofe  paragon 
Heavt;n  never  lent  the  earth  :  fo  great  a  fpirit 
The  world  could  not  contain,  nor  kingdoms  merit ; 
And  therefore  Jove  didwiththefaintsenthrone  him, 
And  left  his  lady  iiunight  but  tears  to  moan  hiui, 

Within  this  place  (as  woful  as  my  verfe) 
She  with  her  cryftal  fonts  bedevv'd  his  hearfe, 
Rnvailed  with  a  fabl?  weed  flie  far, 
Singing  this  f-nig  which  flones  diffolved  at. 

What  time  tlie  world  clad  in  a  morning  robe, 
A  llage  made  for  a  woful  tragedy  : 
When  fiiowcrs  of  tears  from  the  celefli:;!  globe 
Eewail'd  the  fate  of  fea-lov'd  Briranny  ; 
When  figlis  as  frequent  were  as  various  fight's, 
When  hope  lay  bed-rid,  and  all  plcafurci  dyings 

Wiien  envy  v.'ept. 

And  coniforc  fiept ; 


\    G.  Chapman, 
II    5/V  Fransis, 
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%  F.it'.ct  Hiiiry. 


BRITANNIA'S    PASTORALS. 


aS^ 


when  cruelty  itfelf  fat  almoft  crying, 
Nouglit  being  heard  but  what  the  mind  affrights. 
When  autumn  had  dilrob'd  the  fummer's  pnde, 
Then  England's  honour,  Europe's  wonder  dy'd  : 

Ofaddeft  ftrain  that  ever  mufcs  fung ! 
A  text  of  woe  for  grief  co  comment  on  ; 
Tears,  fighs,  and  fobs,  give  paffage  to  my  tongue. 
Or  I  fhall  fpend  you  till  the  laft  is  gone. 
Which  done,  my  heart  in  flames  of  burning  love 
(Wanting  his  moifture)  fhall  to  cinders  turn  : 
But  firft,  by  me 
Bequeathed  be 
To  ftrew  the  place  wherein  his  facred  urn 
Shall  be  enclos'd,  this  might  in  many  move 
The  like  effed:  :  (who  would  not  do  it  ?)  when 
2^0  grave  befits  him  but  the  hearts  of  men. 

That  man,  whofe  mafs  of  forrow  hath  been  fuch, 
That  by  their  weight,  laid  on  each  feveral  part, 
His  fountains  are  fo  dry,  he  but  as  much 
As  one  poor  drop  hath  left  to  eafe  his  heart ; 
Why  fhould  he  keep  it  ?  fmce  the  time  doth  call, 
That  he  ne'er  better  can  beflow  it  in  : 
'  If  fo  he  fears 
That  others  tears 
In  greater  number,  greateft  prizes  win ; 
Know  none  gives  more  than  he  which  giveth  all. 
Then  he  which  hath  but  one  poor  tear  in  ftore, 
O  let  him  fpend  that  drop,  and  weep  no  more. 

Why  flows  not  Helicon  beyond  her  ftrands  ? 

Is  Henry  dead,  and  do  the  mufes  fleep  ? 

Alas  '.   1  fee  each  one  amazed  flands, 

«  Shallow  fords  mutter,  filent  are  the  deep  :" 

Fain  would  they  tell  their  griefs,  but  know  not 

where  : 
All  are  fofull,  nought  can  augment  their  flore : 
Then  how  fhould  they 
Their  griefs  difpiay 
To  men,  fo  cloy'd,  they  fain  would  hear  no  more? 
Though  blaming  thofc  whofe  plaints  they  cannot 
hear  : 
And  with  this  wifh,  their  paflions  I  allow. 
May  that  mufe  never  fpeak  that's  filent  now  1 

Is  Henry  dead  ?  Alas  I  and  do  I  live 
To  fing  a  fcreech  owl's  note  that  he  is  dead  ? 
If  any  one  a  fitter  theme  can  give, 
Come  give  it  now,  or  never  to  be  read. 
But  let  him  fee  it  do  of  horror  tafle, 
Anguifii,  defirudion  :   could  it  rend  in  funder 
With  fearful  groans 
The  fenfelefs  ftones. 
Yet  fhould  we  hardly  be  enforc'd  to  wonder. 
Our  former  griefs  would  fo  exceed  their  lafl : 

Time  cannotmakeour  forrcws  ought  completer; 

Nor  add  one  grief  to  make  our  mourning  greater. 

England  was  ne'er  ingirt  with  waves  till  now ; 
Till  now  it  held  part  with  the  continent : 
Aye  me  !  fome  one  in  pity  fliew  me,  how 
I  might  in  doleful  numbers  fo  lament; 
That  any  one  which  lov'd  him,  hated  me, 
jdight  dearly  love  me,  for  lamenting  hi;ii. 
Vol,.  iY. 


Alas     my  plaint 
In  fuch  conftraint 
Breaks  forth  in  rage,  that  through  my  paflions 

fwim. 
Yet  are  they  drowned  e'er  they  landed  be  : 
Imperfect  lines     O  happy     were  1  hurl'd 
And  cut  Irom  life  as  England  from  the  world. 

O  happier  had  we  been  !   if  we  had  been 
Never  made  happy  by  enjoying  thee  ! 
Where  hath  the  glorious  eye  of  heaven  feen 
A  fpedacle  of  greater  mifery  ? 
Time  turn  thy  courfe,  and  bring  again  the  fpringj 
Break  nature's  laws  ;  fearch  the  records  of  old, 
*  If  ought  befel 
Might  parallel 
■}•  Sad  Britain'^  cafe ;  weep  rocks,  and  heaven  be= 

hold, 
Wiiat  feas  of  forrow  fhe  is  plunged  in. 

Where  "oims  ol  woe  fo  mainly  have  befet  her; 
She  hath  no  place  for  worfe,  nor  hope  for  better. 

Britain  was  whilom  known  (by  more  than  fame) 

To  be  one  of  the  iHands  fortunate  ; 

What  frantic  man  would  give  her  now  that  name, 

Lying  fo  rueful  and  difconfolate  ? 

Hath  Bot  her  wat'ry  zone  in  murmuring, 

Fill'd  every  fhore  with  echoes  of  her  cry  i 
Ye«,  Thetis  raves. 
And  bids  her  waves 

Bring  all  the  nymphs  within  her  cmpery 

To  be  afliftant  in  her  forrowing  : 
See  where  they  fadly  fit  on  Ifis'  fhore. 
And  rend  their  hairs  as  they  would  joy  no  more, 

Ifis  the  glory  of  the  weflern  world, 
When  our  hero  (honour'd  Effex)  dy'd, 
Strucken  with  wonder,  back  again  (he  hurl'd. 
And  fill'd  her  banks  with  an  unwonted  tide  : 
As  if  fhe  flood  in  doubt,  if  it  were  fo. 
And  for  the  certainty  had  turn'd  her  way. 
Why  do  not  now 
Her  waves  re-flow  ? 
Poor  nymph,  her  forrows  will  not  let  her  flayj 
Or  flies  to  tell  the  world  her  country's  woe 

Or  cares  not  to  come  back,  perhaps,  as  fhewing 
Our  tears  fhould  make  the  flood,  not  her  rc- 
flowiiig. 

Sometimes  a  tyrant  held  the  reins  of  Rome, 
Wifliing  to  all  the  city  but  one  head. 
That  all  at  once  might  undergo  his  doom, 
And  by  one  blow  from  life  be  fevered. 
Fate  wiih'd  the  like  on  England,  and  'twas  given  ; 
(O  miferable  men,  enthral'd  to  fate  I) 
Whofe  heavy  hand 
That  never  fcann'd 
The  mifery  of  kingdoms  ruinates. 
Minding  to  leave  her  of  all  joys  bereaven, 
With  one  fad  blow  (alas  I  can  worfer  fall  I) 
Hath  giv'n  this  little  ifle  her  funeral. 

*    Jf  ought  ere  fell. 

f   Sad  Albion  s  ccfs  then  note  ivhen  I  unfold, 
;  See  AiS,  cflfy  in  the  Bodleian  Librur^, 


ft9«  T^HE 

O,  come  ye  blcffed  Imps  of  memory, 

trt'Si  a  riew  purnaffus  on  his  jjrave  '. 

'thefe  tune  your  v«ices  to  an  eUgv, 

The  faddeft  note  that  e'er  Apo:lo  gave. 

l.ct  every  accent  make  tlie  llander  by 

Keep  time  unto  your  fonj);\vith  dropping  tears, 

>     .   .         Till  dmps  that  iell. 

Have  mad':  a  wel! 
To  fwallovv  him  which  lUU  unmoved  hears! 
And  tlioiioh  niyfeli  prove  leiifelci's  of  your  cry, 

Yet  gladly  ihould  my  light  of  life  {.tow  dim. 

To  be  eiitomb'd  ill  tears  are  wept  for  him. 

"When  laft  he  ficken'd,  then  we  firft  began 
To  tread  the  labyrinth  ef  woe  about  : 
i^nd  by  dfi^rses  we  further  inward  ran, 
ly^iving  his  thread  of  iife  to  guide  us  out. 
But  dertiny  no  fooner  faw  us  enter 
Sad  forrov/'s  maze,  immured  up  in  nigjit, 
•     Where  nothing  dwells 
But  cries  and  yells 
Thrown  frorii  the  hearts  of  men  depriv'd  of  light; 
"When  we  were  aimoil  come  intotthe  centre^'     '   : 
C  JFate  (cruelly)  to  bar  our  joys  returning, 
•put  oil  our  thread,  ar.d  left  us  ^U  in  moarning. 

Tf  you  have  feen  at  foot  of  fome  brave  hill, 
Two  fprings  arife,  and  delicately  trill. 
In  gentle  chidlngs  through  an  humble  dale, 
(Where  tufty  daifies  nod  at  every  gale) 
And  on  the  banks  a  fwain  (with  laurel  crown'd) 
jVTarrying  liislweet  notes  vifith  their  filver  found: 
"Vhen  as  the  fpongy  clouds  fwoln  big.  with  water 
Throw  their  conception  on  the  world's  theatre  : 
Down  from  the  hills  the  rained  waters  roar,  ' 
Whihl  every,  leaf  drops  to  augment  their  ftore  : 
Grumbling  the  Hones  full  o'er  each  others  back, 
Kending  the  green  turfs  with  their  cataract, 
And  through  the  meadows  runin  fr.ch  a  noife, 
That  taluii^from  the  fwain  the  fountains  voice, 
Inforce  him  leave  their  mar  gent,  and  alone 
Couple  his  bafe  pipe  with  their  baler  tone, 
■  Know  (lliepherdefs)  that  foi  lent  an  ear    . 
To  thofs  fad  wights  whoft  'plaints  I  told  whileare : 
i'Ut  v/hen  .rliis  goodly  lidy 'gan  addrels 
Ifler  heavenly  voice  to  fwceten  heavinefs, 
It  drown'd  the  reft,  as  torrents  litrlt.  fpripgs ; 
And  ftrucken  mute  at  'oxr  great  forrov/ings,  , 
i>ay  fll;l,and;won<lei'd  at  her  riit'ous  moan, 
Wept  at  her  griefs,  and  did  forg'.-t. their  own, 
"Whilit  I  attentive  fat,  and  did  impart, 
Tears  when  tht-y  wanted  drops,  aaid  from  a  heart, 
j^s.high  in  forroyv  as  e'er  creature  v;ore. 
Xent  thrilhng  groans  to  fuch  as  had  no  more.     , 
I    Had  wii<-  UlylTcs  (whoregardlef  ilung 
Along; the  ocean  wheit  ihe  fyren's  fung) 
Pafs'd  by  and I'een  her  on  the. fea-torn  cleevcs, 
%\''ailh£r  ioft.love  (while  Neptuue's  wat'r  thieves 
!Duri't  not  aoproach  for  rocks;)  to  lee  her  face  . , 
He  ■y^'ould  have  haza,rded  his  Grecian  race,   ., 
Thruft  headlong  to  the  {l\ore,  and  to  her  eyes 
Offer'd  his  vefTel  as  a  lacrlfice. 
Or  had  t\is  fyrens  o.n  a  ncigiibour  fhore 
Heard  in  wh!at  faping  notes  &c  did  deplore 

ii..^^;    ..::■:■■ 
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Htr  buried  glory,  they  had  left  their  fliehcs, 
And  to  come  near  her  would  have  drown'd  thcm- 
felvts. 
Now  filcnce  lock'd  the  organs  of  that  voiccj 
Whereat-each  merry  filvan  wont  rejuice, 
Wiicii  with  a  berided  knee- to  lier  I  came, 
And  did  impart  my  grief  and  hated  name  : 
But  firll  a  pardon  bcgg'd,  if  that  my  caufe 
So  iT.uch  conitrain'd  ue  as  to  break  the  laws 
Oi  fiCT  wifb'd  fequeftration,  <ir  afk'd  bruad 
(  I'o  fave  a  life)  from  her,  whofe  life  was  dead  : 
but  lawlefs  famine,  felf-confuming  hunger, 
Alas  !  compel  I'd  me  :   h:.d  I  flayed  longer. 
My  wcaken'd   limbs  had  been  my  wants  forc'd 

meed, 
And  1  had  fed  on  that  1  could  not  feed. 
When  fhe  (compaffionate)  to  my  fad  moan 
Did  lend  a  fiuh,  and  flole  it  from  her  own ; 
And  (woful  lady  wrack'd  on  haplefs  fhelf). 
Yielded  me  comf.  rt'^  yet  had  none  herfelf  : 
Told  how  fhe  knew  me  well  fince  1  had  been. 
As  chicfeft  coufort  of  the  Faery  Queen  ; 
O'happy  "  queen  '.   fyr  ever,  ever  praife 
Dwell  on  thy  tomb;   the  period  of  all  days 
Only  feal  up  thy  fame;   and  as  thy  birth 
Enrich'd  thy  temples  on  the  fading  earth. 
So  have  thy  virtues  crown'd  thy  bleffed  foul, 
Where  thefirfl:  Mover  with  his  words  controul; 
As  with  a  girdle  the  huge  ocean  binds; 
Gathers  into  his  fifk  the  nimble  winds; 
Stops  the  bright  courfer  in  his  hot  career; 
Command-  the  moon  twelve  courfes  in  a  year  : 
Live  thou  with  him  in  endlefs  blifs;  while  we 
Admire  all  virtues  in  admiring  thee. 

Thou,  thou,  the  faijtrefs  of,the  learned  well ; 
Thou  nurlir,g  mother  of  God's  Ifrael; 
Thou,  for  whofe  loving  truth,  the  heaven  rains 
Sweet  A'leliuid  Manna  on  purflow'ry  piains  : 
Thdu,  by  vv'hofe  hand  the  facred  Trine  did  bring 
Us  out  of  bonds,  from  blooly  Bonnering. 
Ye  fucklir;g  babes,  for  ever  blcfs  that  name 
RcleasM  your  burning  in  your  mother's  flame  ! 
Thrice  bkfftd  maiden,  by  whofe  hand  was  given 
Free  liberty  to  tafle  the  food  Of  heaven.  ' 

Never  forget  her  (Albion's  lovely  daughters) 
Which  led  you  to  the  fprings  of  living  waters! 
And  if  my  mufe  her  glory  fail  to  fing, 
May  to  Jny  mouth  my  tongue  for  ever  cling  ! 

Herev.'ith  (at  hand ;  faking  her  horn  of  plenty 
fill'd  with  the  choice  of  every  orchard's  dainty,  • 
As  pears,  plums,  apples,  the  fweet  rafpifoerry,  . 
The  quince,  the  apricote,  the  biuihing  cherry  ; 
'The  mulberry  (his  black  from   Ihifoe  taking) 
The  clufier'd  filberd,  grapes  oft  merry  m;iking. 
(This  fruitful  horn  tli'  immortal  ladies  fill'd    ' 
V/ith  all  the  pleafures  that  rough  foreils  yield. 
And  gave  Idia,  with  a  further  blefling, 
'I'hac  thence  (as, from  a  garden)  without  dreflin| 
She  thf fe  fhould  ever  have  ;  and  never  want 
Store,  from  an  orchard  without  tree  or  plant.) 
With  a  right  v^illing  hrtnd  Ihe  gave  me  hence. 
The  flomach's  comforter,  the  pleafnig  tjuince  ; 
And  for  the  chiefelt  cheriiher  flie  lent 
1  he  royal  thiille's  milky  nourilhment, 
*  £lizak-ib. 
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Here  ftaid  I  long ;  but  when  to  fee  Aurora 
JCifs  the  perfumed  cheeks  of  dainty  Flora, 
Without  the  vale  1  trode  one  lovely  morn, 
With  true  intention  of  a  quick  return, 
An  unexpected  chance  flrove  to  defer 
My  going-  back,  and  all  the  love  of  her. 
But  nsaiJen  lee  the  day  is  vi'axen  old. 
And  'gins  to  ihut  in  with  the  r-iarigold: 
The  neat  herd's  kine  do  hellow  in  the  yard  ; 
And  dairy  maidens  for  the  milk  prepar'd. 
Are  drawing  at  the  udder,  lung  e'er  now 
The  plowman  hath  unyok'd  his  team  from  plough  : 
My  transformation  to  a  fearful  hind 
Shall  to  unfi'ld  a  fitter  feaf  in  find; 
Meanwhile  yond  palace,  whofe  brave  turrets  tops, 
•  Pver  the  llately  wood  furvey  the  copfe, 
Promis'th  ^if  fought)  a  wilbed  place  of  reft. 
Till  Sol  our  hemifphere  have  repolfeft. 

Now  mull  my  mufe  afford  a  drain  to  riot, 
Who  alniolt  kill'd  with  his  luxurious  diet, 
Lay  eating  grafs  (as  dogs)  within  a  wood, 
3o  to  dilgorge  the  undigefted  food  : 
By  whom  fair  Aletheia  pafl:  along 
With  Fida,  queen  of  every  ihepherd's  fong. 
By  them  unfeen  (for  he  fecurely  lay 
Under  the  thick  of  many  a  leaved  fpray) 
[     And  through  the  leyeil'd  meadows  gently  threw 
Their  neatell  feet,  wafa'd  with  refrefning  dew, 
Wiiere  he  durft;  not  approach,  but  on  the  edge 
Of  th'  hilly  wood,  in  covert  of  a  hedge, 
Wentonward  with  them,  trode  with  them  in  paces. 
And  far  off  much  admir'd  their  fonns  and  graces, 
Jnto  the  plains  at  laft  he  headlong  ventur'd  : 
But  they  the  hill  had  got  and  palace  enter'd. 

When,  like  a  valiant  well  refolvcd  man 
Seeking  new  paths  i'  th'  pathlefs  ocean, 
Unto  the  faoresof  monfter-breeding  Nile; 
Or  through  the  north  to  the  unpeopled  Thyle, 
Where  from  the  equinnxial  of  the  fpring, 
Ta  that  of  autumn,  Titan's  golden  ring 
Is  never  off;   and  till  the  fpring  again 
In  glooruy  darknefa  all  the  fhores  remain. 
Or  if  he  furrow  up  the  br'ny  fea. 
To  call  his  anchors  in  the  frozen  bay 
Of  woody  Norway ;   (who  hath  ever  fed 
Her  people  more  v.^ith  fcaly  fifli  than  bread) 
Thoiij^h  rattling  mounts  of  ice  thruft  at  his  helm, 
And  by  thcu-  fall  iHll  threaten  to  o'erwhelm 
Jiis  little  yelTel :  and -though  winter  throw 
(What  age  fliould,  on  their  heads,  white  caps  of 

fnow  ;) 
StriviCs  to  congeal  his  blood  ;  he  cares  not  for't, 
But  arm'd  in  mind,  gets  his  intended  port : 

So  riot,  though  full  many  doubts  arife, 
Whofe  unknown  ends  might  grafp  his  enterprife, 
Clin^bs  towards  the  p4lace,  and  with  oait  demure. 
With  hanging  head,  a  voice  as  feigning  pure, 
With  torn  and  ragged  coat,  his  hairy  legs 
Bloody,  as  fcratch'd  with  briars,  he  entrance  begs. 

Remembrance  fat  as  portrefsof  this  gate  :     ' 
A  lady  always  mufing  as  fhe  fat. 
Except  when  fometimefuddenly  fhe  rofe, 
•    v^ind  with  a  back  bent  eye,  at  length,  fhe  throws 
Her  hand  to  heaven  :  and  iy  a  wond'ring  o^uife, 
■--•;ar'd  on  each  objed  with  her  fixed  eves ; 


As  fome  wayfaring  man  paflirig  a' wood, 
Whofe  waving  top  hath  long  a  fea-niark  flood) 
Goes  jogging  on,  and  in  his  mind  nought  hath, 
But  how  the  primrofe  finely  flrew  the  path,    ' 
Or  fweetefl  violets  lay  down  their  heads 
At  fome  tree's  root  on  molTy  feather  beds. 
Until  his  heel  receive's  an  adder's  lling, 
Whereat  he  ilarts,  and  back  his  'ead  <ioth  fling. 
She  never  mark'd  the  fuit  he  did  prefer, 
But  (carelefs)  let  him  pals  along  hy  her. 

So  on  he  went  into  a  fpacious  court, 
All  trodden  bare  with  multitude:^  refwrt  ; 
At  th'  end  whereof  a  iecond  gate  appears, 
The  fabric  fhew'd  full  many  thoufand  y«ars  ; 
Whole  pollern  key  that  time  a  lady  kept. 
Her  eyes  all  fvvoln  as  if  fbe  feldoni  llcpt ; 
And  v/ould  by  fits  'ner  golden  treiVes  tear. 
And  llrive  to  llop  her  breath  with  her  own  hair; 
Her  lily  liand  (not  to  be  lik'd  by  art) 
A  pair  of  pincers  held  ;  wherewith  her  heart 
Was  hardly  grafped,  while  the  piled  ftones 
Re-echoed  to  her  lamentable  groans. 

Here  at  this  gate  the  cullom  long  had  been 
When  any  fought  to  be  admitted  in, 
Remorfe  thus  us'd  them  ere  they  had  the  key. 
And  all,  thefc  torments  felt,  pafs'd  oil  their  way,' 

When  liot  came,  the  lady's  pains  nigh  done. 
She  pafs'd  the  gate  ;  and  then  remorfe  begun 
'I'o  fetter  riot  in  flrong  iron  chains; 
And  doubting  mucli  his  patietice  in  the  pains, 
As  when  a  fmith  and'?  man  (lame  Vulcan's  fel- 
lows) 
Ca'l'd  from  the  anvil  or  the  puffing  bellows, 
To  clap  a  well  wrought  fhoe  (for  more  than  pay) 
Upon  a  flubborn  nag  of  Galloway  ; 
Or  unback'd  Jennet,  or  a  Flander's  mare. 
That  at  the  forge  Hand  fuuffing  of  the  air; 
The  fwarlhy  fniith  Ipits  in  liis  buckhorn  fid;. 
And  bids  his  men  bring  out  the  five-fold  twift. 
His    fiiackles,    fliacklocks,    hampers,    gives,    and 

chains. 
His  linked  bolts;  and  with  no  little  pains 
Thefe  make  hiia  fall  ;  and  left  ail  thefe  fliouId 

faulter. 
Unto  a  poli  with  fome  fix  doubled  halter 
He  binds  his  head;  yef  all  are  of  the  leafl 
To  curb  the  fury  of  the  head  flrgni^  bcatt : 
When  if  a  carrier's  jade  be  brought  unto  him. 
His  man  can  hold  his  foot  whiili  he  cati  fhoe  him  : 
Remorfe  was  fo  enforc'd  to  bind  him  flronger, 
Becaufc  his  faults  requir'd  inflidlion  longer, 
Than  any  fin-preft  wight  which  many  a  day 
Since  Judas  hung  himfelf  had  paft  that  way. 

When  all  the  cruel  torments  he  had  borne. 
Galled  with  chains,  and  on  the  racic  nigh  torn. 
Pinching  with  glowing  pincers  his  own  heart, 
All  lame  and  reftlefs,  full  of  wounds  and  fmar; 
He  to  the  poftern  creeps,  fo  inward  hies. 
And  t;om  the  gate  a  two-fold  path  defcries  ; 
One  leading  up  a  hill,  repentance  way ; 
And  (as  more  worthy)  on  the  right  Jiand  lay 
The  other  headlong,  fleep,  and  liken'd  well, 
Unto  the  path  which  tendeth  down  to  hell : 
All  llejs  that  thither  went  fh- w'd  no  reiurnia^. 
The  pert  to  pains  and  to  eternal  mourning. 

T  ii 
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Where  certain  death  livM ;  in  an  ebon  chair 
The  foul's  black  homicide  meagre  »  defpair 
Had  his  abode :  there  'gainil  tiie  craggy  rocks 
Some   dalh'd    their    brains  out,   with    relcntlefs 

knocks, 
Others  on  trees  (^O  moft  accurfed  elves) 
Are  fallening  knots  fo  to  undo  themfelves. 
Here  one  in  fin  not  daring  to  appear 
At  mercy's  I'eat  wiih  one  repeiUant  tear, 
Within  his  bread  was  lancing   i  an  eye,  ■ 
That  unto  God  it  might  f'r  vengeance  cry  : 
There  from  a  rock  a  wretch  hut  newly  fell 
All  coin  in  pieces,  to  go  whole'to  hell. 
Here  wi:h  a  flcepy  potion  one  thinks  fit 
To  j:rafp  with  deatli,  but  ••  ould  not  known  of  it  : 
1  hire  in  a  pool  two  men  their  lives  expire, 
And  die  in  water  to  revive  in  fire. 
Here  hangs  the  blood  upon  the  guiltlefs  {tones  : 
1'here  worms  confume  tlie  flefli  of  human  bones 
Here  lies  an  arm  ;  a  leg  thtre  :   here  a  head. 
With  other  limbs  of  men  unburied, 
Scatt'ring  the  ground,  and  as  rega,rdlers  hurl'd, 
As  they  at  virtue  fpurned  in  the  world. 

Fie  haplefs  wretch,  O  thou  !  whofe  graces  ftarv- 

i"g.  ■ 

Meafur'ft  GAd's  mercy  by  thine  own  deferving  ; 

Which  cry'ft  v  didruflful  of  the  power  of  heaven; 

"  My  fins  are  greater  than  can  be  forgiven  :" 

Which  flill  art  ready  to"  carfe  God  and  die," 

At  every  flripe  of  worldly  mifery ; 

O  learn  (thou  in  whofe  breatls  the  dragon  lurks), 

God's  mercy  (ever)  is  u'er  all  his  works  : 

Kh'  vv  he  is  pitiful,  apt  to  forgive  ; 

Would  not  a  finner's  death,  but  that  he  live. 

(l)  ever,  ever  reft  upon  that  word 

Which  doth  affure  thee,  though  his  two-edg'd 
fWord 

I3e  drawn  iti  juftice  'gainfl:  thy  finfulfoul, 

'i'o  feparate  the  rotten  from  the  whole ; 

Yet  if  a  facrifice  of  prayer  be  fcnt  him, 

He  will  not  ftrike;  or  if  he  ft;uck  repent  him. 

Let  none  defpair ;  for  curled  Judas'  fin 

Wa=  not  fo  much  in  yielding  up  the  King 

Of  Life,  to  death,  as  when  he  thereupon 

Wholly  defpair'd  of  God's  remiffion. 

Riot,  long  doubtinjv  flood  which  way  were  beft 
To  lead  his  fleps  :   at  Jafl;  preferrmg  reft 
(Asfooliflily  he  thought)  before  the  pain 
Was  to  be  paft  ere  he  could  well  attain 
The  high  built  palace  ;  'gan  adventure  on 
That  path,  \Vhich  led  to  all  confufion, 
When  fuddenly  a  voice  a-  fwect,  as  clear. 
With  words  divine  began  entice  his  ear  : 
Whereat,  as  in  a  rapture,  on  the  ground 
He  proOrate  lay,  and  all  his  feales  found 
A  time  of  reft  ;  only  that  faculty 
Which  never  can  be  fecn,  nor  ever  die, 
1  hat  in  the  effence  of  an  endlefs  narure 
X>oth  fympathifc  witli  the  all-good  Creator, 
That  only •wa!;'d  wliich  cannot  be  interr'ii. 
And  from  a  heavenly  quire  this  ditty  heard. 


*  Se 
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Vain  man,  do  not  mifiruf^ 

<Jf  heaven  winning; 
Nor  (though  the  moft  unjuft) 
Defpair  for  (inning  : 
God  will  he  I'een  his  fentence  changing, 
If  he  behold  thee  wicked  wayseftraiiging. 

Climb  up  where  pleafures  dwell 

In  ftow'ry  allies  : 
And  tafte  the  living  well 
Thai  decks  the  vallies. 
Fair  *  Metanoia  is  attending 
Fo  crown  thee  with  thofc  joys  which  know  n* 
ending. 

Herewith  on  le.iden  wings  fleep  from  him  flew, 
When  on  his  arm  he  roje,  an(i  fudly  threw 
Shrill  acclamations  ;  while  an  hollow  cave, 
Or  hanging  hill,  or  heaven,  au  aniwergave. 
O  facred  effence,  light'ning  me  this  hour  I 
How  may  I  lightly  ftyle  thy  great  power  f 

hccHO.     Power. 
Power  ?  but  of  whence  ?  under  the  grcsn  wood 

fpray. 
Or  liv'il  in  heav'n  ?  fay. 

EccHO.     In  heaven's  ay. 
In  heaven's  ay  '.   tell  may  I  it  obtain 
By  alms,  by  fafting,  prayer,  by  pain  .' 

EccHO.     Ey  pain. 
Shew  me  the  pain,  it  fhall  be  undergone ; 
I  to  mine  end  will  ftill  go  on. 

Ecciio.     Goon. 
But  whither  ?  On  !  Shew  me  the  place,  the  time  : 
What  if  the  mountain  I  do  climb  .'' 

EccHO.     Do  climb. 
Is  that  the  way  to  joys  which  ftill  endure  I 
O  bid  niy  foul  of  it  be  fure  ! 

Eccuo.  Be  fure. 
Then  thus  affured,  do  1  climb  the  hill, 
Heaven  be  my  guide  in  this  thy  will. 

Eccuo.     I  will. 
As  when  a  maid  taught  from  her  mother's  vving. 
To  tune  her  voice  unto  a  filver  ftring, 
When  Hie  fhould  run,  Ihe  refts  ;  refts  when  Ihould 

run. 
And  ends  her  leffon  having  now  begun  : 
Now  milleth  ftie  her  ft'.tp,  then  in  her  fung, 
And  doing  of  her  beft  fhe  ftill  is  v.-rong, 
3e';ins  again,  and  yet  again  ftrikes  falfe, 
Fhen  in  a  chafe  loriakes  her  virginals, 
And  yet  within  an  hc>ur  fhe  tr-esanew, 
that  with  her  daily  pains  (art's  chiefeftdue) 
She'gains  that  cha;  niing  ikill  :  and  can  no  lei's 
l';me  the  fierce  walkers  of  the  wildernefs. 
Than  that  '  Geagriu  harpift,  for  whofe  lay, 
I'igers  with  hunger  pin'd  and  left  their  prey. 
So  riot  when  he  'gan  to  climb  the  hill. 
Here  maketh  hafte,  ana  tiiere  long  ftandeth  ftill, 

*    tiiravoia,  Repentance. 

+  O'l  fhciis  the  foil  'if  Oeagrus  and  Calliope,  according 
to  Plato ^  111  '.oirj  AjJollon.  Argonaut.  I  i .  and  liinifclf^ 
if  the  .ii-giinautiis  be  Lis  ;  Of  Apollo  and  QalUopi ^  ky^ 
foiiie  i  of  otb,;ri,  by  others,  '.         '    ■     '     ^  •  ■  '  ■> 
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^ovr  getteth  up  a  ftep,  then  falls  again. 
Yet  not  defpairing,  all  liK  nerves  doth  llrain 
To  clamber  up  anew,  then  Aide  his  feet, 
And  down, he  comes  ;  but  gives  not  over  yet, 
'  for  (with  the  maid)  he  hopes,  a  time  will  be 
When  merit  fliall  be  link'd  with  induftry. 
,    Now  as  an  angler  melancholy  {landing 
Upon  a  green  bank  yielding  room  for  landing, 
A  wrigling  yellow  worm  thruft  on  his  hook. 
Now  in  the  midft  he  throws,  then  in  a  nook  : 
Here  pulls  his  line,  there  throws  it  in  again, 
Mending  his  troke  and  bait,  but  all  in  vain, 
iie  long  {lands  viewing  of  the  curled  flream; 
At  lall  a  hungry  pike,  or  well-grown  bream 
Snatch  at  the  worm,  and  hafting  faft  away 
He  knowing  it  a  fifh  of  ftubborn  Iway, 
Pulls  up  his  rod,  but  foft ;  (as  having  {kill) 
Wherewith  the  hook  fa{l:  holds  the  fifh's  gill. 
Then  all  his  line  he  freely  yieldeth  him. 
Whilft  furioufly  all  up  and  down  doth  fwlm 
Th'  enfnared  fifh,  here  on  the  top  doth  feud, 
There  underneath  the  banks,  then  in  the  mud  ; 
And  with  his  frantic  fits  fo  fcares  the"fhoal, 
That  each  one  takes  his  hide,  or  ftarting  hole  ; 
Sy  this  the  pike  clean  wearied,  underneath 
A  willow  lies,  and  pants  (if  fifhes  breathe) 
Wherewith  the  angler  gently  pulls  him  to  hirti, 
And  leaft  his  hafte  might  happen  to  undo  him, 
JLays  down  his  rod,  then  takes  his  line  in  hand. 
And  by  degrees  getting  the  fifh  to  land. 
Walks  to  another  pool :   at  length  is  winner 
Of  fuch  a  difh  as  ferves  him  for  his  dinner  : 
So  when  the  climber  half  the  v/ay  had  got, 
Mufing  he  ftood,  and  bufdy  'gan  plot. 
How  (fmce  the  mount  did  always  fteeper  'tend) 
He  might  with  fleps  fecure  his  journe     end. 
At  laft  (as  wand'ring  boys  to  gather  nuts) 
A  hooked  pule  he  from  a  hazel  cuts ; 
Now  throws  it  here,  then  there,  to  take  fome  hold, 
But  bootlefs  and  in  vain,  the  rocky  moilld 
Admits  no  cranny,  where  his  hazel  hook 
Might  promiffe  him  a  ftep,  till  in  a  nook 
Somewhat  above  his  reach  he  hath  efpy'd 
A  little  oak,  and  having  often  try'd 
To  catch  a  bough  with  {landing  on  his  toe, 
Qr  leaping  up,  yet  not  prevailing  fo  ; 
He  rolls  a  ftone  towards  the  little  tree, 
Then  gets  upon  it,  fallens  v/arily 
His  pole  unto  a  bough,  and  at  his  drawing 
The  early  rifing  crow  with  clam'rous  kawing, 
Leaving  the  green  bough  flies  about  the  rock, 
Whilft  twenty  twenty  couples  to  him  flock  ; 
And  now  within  his  reach  the  thin  leaves  wave, 
With  one  hand  only  then  he  holds  his  ftave, 
And  with  the  other  grafping  firft  the  leaves, 
A  pretty  bough  he  in  his  fift  receives  ; 
Then  to  his  girdle  making  faft  the  hook, 
His  other  hand  another  bough  hath  took ; 
His  firft,  a  third,  and  that, another  gives. 
To  bring  him  to  the  place  where  his  root  lives. 

Then,  as  a  nimble  fquirrel  from  the  wood. 
Ranging-  the  hedges  for  his  filberd  food, 
Sits  partly  on  a  bnugh  his  brown  nuts  cracking, 
Jiad  from  the  fhell  the  fweet  white  kernel  ta- 
king, 


Till  (with  their  crooks  and  bajjs)  a  foft  of  boys, 
(To  fliare  with  him,)  come  with  fn  great  a  noife, 
That  he  is  forc'd  to  leave  a  nut  nigh  broke. 
And  for  his  life  leap  to  a  neighbour  oak  ; 
rhcnce  to  a  beach,  thence  to  a  row  of  afhes  ; 
Whilft  through  the   quagmires,   and    red  water 

plalhes, 
The  boys  run  dabbling  through  thick  and  thin. 
One  tears  his  hofe,  another  breaks  his  fhin, 
I  his,  torn  and  tatter 'd,  hath  with  much  ado 
Got  by  the  briars  ;  and  that  hath  loft  his  fhoe  : 
f  his  drops  his  band ;  that  headlong  falls  for  hafte  ; 
Another  cries  behind  for  being  laft  : 
With  fticks  and  ftones,  and  many  a  founding  hol«. 

low, 
The  little  fool;  with  no  fmall  fport,  they  follow, 
Whilil  he,  from  tree  to  tret,  from  fpray  to  fpraVj 
Gets  to  the  wood,  and  hides  him  m  his  dray  : 
Such  fhif"  made  riot,  ere  he  could  get  up, 
And  lb  from  bough  to  boiigh  he  won  the  top. 
Though  hindrances,  from  ever  coming  there. 
Were  often  thruft  u;  on  him  by  defpair 

N'W  at  his  feet  the  ftately  mountain  lay, 
And  with  a  gladfome  eye  he  'gSn  furvey 
What  perils  he  had  trode  on  fince  the  time 
His  weary  fe- 1  and  arms  aiTay'd  to  climb. 
When  with  a  humble  voice  (withouten  feai-. 
Though    he   iook'd    wild   and  overerown  yvhh 

hair) 
A  gentle  nymph  in  ruffet  coarfe  array. 
Comes  and  directs  him  onward  in  his  way. 
Fi  ft,  brings  fhe  him  into  a  goodly  hall. 
Fair,  yet  not  beautified  with  mineral; 
But  in  a  carelefs  art,  and  artlefs  care. 
Made  loofe  neg!e6l,  more  lovely  far  than  rare* 
Upon  the  floor  ^ypav'd  with  marble  flate) 
(With  facki.loth  cloth'd,)  many  in  afhes  fat: 
And  round  about  the  walls  for  oiany  years, 
Hung  cryftal  vials  of  repentance  tears  : 
And  books  of  vows,  and  many  a  heavenly  deed; 
Lay  ready  open  for  each  one  to  read. 
Some  were  immured  up  in  little  fhades, 
There  to  contemplate  heaven,  and  bid  their  beadsn 
Others  %vith  garments  thin  of  camel's  hair, 
With  head,  and  arms,  and  Icg,^,  and  feet  all  bare. 
Were  Cnging  hymns  to  the  eternal  Sage,' 
For  fafe  returning  fr  om  their  pilgrimage  : 
Some  with  a  whip  their  pampei  d  bodies  beat, 
Others  in  fafting  live,  and  feldom  a:te  ; 
But,  as  thofe  trees  which  do  in  India  grow, 
And  call'd  of  elder  fwains  full  long  zgo 
The  fun  and  moon's  i'air  trees  ;  full  goodly  dight}' 
And  ten  times  ten  feet  challenging  their  height^ 
Having  no  help  (to  overlook  brave  towers) 
From  cool  refrefliing  dev/,  or  drifting  ftiowers  ; 
When  as  the  earth  (as  oftentimes  is  feen) 
Is  interpos'd  'twixt  Sol  and  night's  pale  queen  ; 
Or  when  the  moon  eclipl'eth  Titan's  light, 
The  trees  (all  comfortlefs)  rob'd  of  their  fight 
Weep  liquid  drops,  which  plentifully  fnoot 
Along  the  outward  bark  down  to  the  root, 
And  by  their  own  fhed  tears  they  ever  flourifh^ 
So  their  own  forrows,  their  own  joys  do  nourifh  ^ 
And  fo  within  this  place  full  many  a  wight. 
Did  make  his  tears  his  food  both  day  and  night. 
Tiij 
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And  haci  jt  granted  (from  th*  Almighty  great) 
Swim  thr  ugh  them  unto  his  mercy  feat. 

Fair  Mctanoia  in  a  chair  of  earth, 
With  cdunt'nancc  fad,  yet  fadnefs  promis'd  mirth, 
Sat  vail'd  in  courfcll  weeds  of  camel's  hair, 
Shriching  poverty;  yet  never  fair 
Was  like  to  her,  nor  fiiice  the  world  hegun 
A  Icfvelicr  laJy  kifsM  the  glorious  fun. 
For  her  the  god  of  thunder,  mighty,  great, 
Whofe  foctflo<.l  is  the  earth,  and  heaven  his  feat, 
Unto  a  man,  who  from  his  crying  birth 
tV'ent  <iii  Hill  fliuiining  what  he  carry'd,  earth  : 
When  he  could  walk  no  further  for  his  grave, 
Nor  could  flep  over,  but  he  there  muft  liave 
A  feat  to  reft,  when  he  Wduld  fain  go  on  : 
But  age  in  every  nerve,  in  every  bone 
Forbade  his  palTage  ;  for  her  fake  hath  heaven 
Fill'd  up  the  grave,  and  made  his  path  fo  even. 
That  fifieen  cotirfes  had  the  bright  fteeds  run, 
(And  he  was  weary)  ere  his  courfe  was  done. 
For  fcbrning  her,  the  courts  of  kings,  which  tl:roW 
A  proud  rais'd  pinnacle  to  reft  the  crow; 
And  or!  a  plain  outbrave  a  neighbour  rock 
In  ftmit  refulance  of  a  tempter's  fhock. 
For  her  contemi  t  heaven  (reigning  his  difaflers") 
Hath  made  thofe  towers  but  piles  to  burn   their 

■  .,      niafters, 

't^o  licr  the  lowly  nyniph  (HumbltfTa  bight) 
Brought  (as  her  oflice)  this  deformed  wight 
To  whom  the  lady  courteous  fcmblance  Ihews  ; 
And  pitjnng  his  ellate,  in  facred  thews. 
And  letters  (worthily  yckp'd  divine) 
Rei'clv'd  t'  inflru<Sl  him  :  but  her  difcipline 
She  knew  of  true  effed;,  would  furely  mifs, 
Except  fhe  firft  his  metamorphofis. 
Should  clean  exile  ;  and  knowing  that  his  birth 
Was  to  inherit  reafon,  though  on  earth 
Some  witch  had  thus  transformed   him,  by  her 

(kill. 
Expert  in  changing,  even  the  very  will, 
In  few  days  labours  with  continual  prayer, 
(A  facrifice  tranfccnds  the  buxom  air) 
iVis  grifly  fliape,  his  foul  deformed  feature, 
His  horrid  looks,  worfe  than  a  favage  creature, 
By  fvletanoia's  hand  from  heaven,  began 
Receive  their  fentence  of  divorce  i'rom  man. 

•  And  as  a  lovely  maiden,  pure  and  chafle, 
With  naked  iv'ry  neck,  and  gown  unlac'd. 
Within  her  chamber,  when  the  day  is  fled, 
Makes  poor  her  garments  to  enrich  her  bed  : 
Fiffl,  puts  fhe  off  her  lily-filken  gown, 
Thit  fhrieks  for  forrow  as  fhe  lays  it  down  ; 
Aild  with  her  arms  graceth  a  waiftcoat  fine, 
Embracing  her  as  it  would  ne'er  untwine. 
Her  flaxen  hair  enfnaring  all  beholders. 
She  next  permit-  to  wave  about  her  fhoulders, 
And  though  flie  caft  it  back,  the  filken  flips 
Still  forward  Ileal,  and  hang  upon  her  lips  : 
Whereat  fhe  fweetly  angry,  with  her  laces 
Binds  up  the  wanton  locks  in  curious  traces, 
Whilft  (twifling  with  her  joints)  each  hair  long 

lingers, 
Astoth  to  be  enchain'd,  but  with  her  fingers. 
Then  on  her  head  a  dreiTing  like  a  cp>wn  ; 
HeT  tteail  all  tiaxe,  her  kirtle  firppiiig  down, 


And  all  things  off  (which  rigiitly  ever  ta> 
Call'd  the  foul  fair  marks  of  our  mifery) 
Except  her  laft,  which  envloufly  doth  feize  hep, 
Eeaft  any  eye  partake  with  it  in  pleafure. 
Prepares  for  fweeteft  reft,  wiiii  fylvans  greet  her. 
And   (longijigly)   the  down-bed   fwells  to  meet 

her  : 
So  by  degrees  his  fhape  all  brutilh  wild, 
Fell  from    him  (^as  loofe  fkin  from  fome  young 

child) 
In  lieu  whereof  a  man-like  fhape  appears. 
And  gallant  youth  fcarce  fkill'd  in  twenty  years, 
So  fair,  fo  frefli,  fo  young,  fo  admirable 
In  every  part,  that  fince  [  am  not  able 
In  words  to  fhew  his  pidture,  gentle  fwains, 
Recall  the  praifes  in  my  former  firains  : 
And  know  if  they  have  graced  any  limb, 
)  only  lent  it  thofe,  but  ftole't  from  him. 

Had  that  chafte    *   Roman  dame   beheld   his 

face. 
Ere  the  proud  king  pofTefl  her  hufliand's  place. 
Her  thoughts  had  i  een  adulterate,  and  this  flain 
Hnd  won  her  greater  fame,  had  flie  been  flain. 
1  he  lark  that  many  morns  herfelf  makes  merry 
With  tlie  fhrill  chauntiiig  of  her  teery-lary, 
(Before  he  v/as   transform'd)  would  leave   the 

fkies, 
.•\nd  hover  o'er  him  to  behold  his  eyes. 
Upon  an  oa'en  pipe  well  could  he  plaj', 
For  when  he  fed  his  flock  upon  the  ley 
Maidens  to  hear  him  from   the  plains  came  trip- 
ping, _        [pingi 
And  birds  from  bough  to  bough  full  nimbly  ikip-' 
His  fl  ck  (then  happy  flock)  would  leave  to  feed. 
And  fland  amaz'd  to  liften  to  his  reed  : 
Lions  and  tigers,  with  each  beafl  of  game. 
With  hearing  him  were  many  times  made  tame: 
Brave  trees  and  flow'rs  would   towards  him  be 

bending,  ['"g  •■ 

.\nd  none  that  heard  him  wifii'd  his  fong  an  end- 
Maids,  lions,  birds,  flocks,  trees,  each  flower,  each 

fpring. 
Were  rapt  with  wondei^,  when  he  ns'd  to  fing. 
So  fair  a  perfon  to  defcribe  to  men 
Requires  a  curious  pencil,  not  a  pen. 

Him  Metanola  clad  in  feemly  wife, 
[  Not  after  our  corrupted  ages  guife, 
M'here  gaudy  weeds  lend  fplendor  to  the  limb, 
\^'hile  that   his  clothes  receiv'd  their  grace  from' 

him.) 
Then  to  a  gardf'n  fet  with  rarcft  flowers, 
Xv'ith  pleafant  fountains  ftor'd.and  ftarfy  bowers; 
Slie  Icadi  him  by  the  hand,  and  in  the  groves, 
Where  thoufand  pretty  birds  fung  to  their  loves. 
And   ihouland   thoufand    blofToms    (from   theii^ 

flaiks)  .  < 

Mild  Zephirus  threw  down  to  paint  the  walks  : 
Where  yet  the  wild  boar  never  durtt  appear  : 
Here  Fida  (ever  to  kind  Remond  dear) 
Met  thcrh,  and  {hew'd  where  Aktheia  lay, 
(The  faireft  maid  that  ever  blefb  the  day.) 
Sweetly  fhe  lay,  and  cool'd  her  lily  hands 
Within  a  fpring  that  threw  \ip  golden  faiids : 

/  I 

*  Z'iireiia,. 
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As  if  it  Woiild  entice  her  to  perfevere 

In  living  there,  and  grace  the  banks  forever. 

•    To  her  Amyntas  (riot  now  no  more) 

Came,  and  faluted  :  never  man  before    , 

More  bleft,  nor  like  this  kifs  hath  been  another 

But  when  two  dangling  cherries  kifl;  each  other  : 

Nqr  ever  .beauties,  like,  met  at  fuch  clofes, 

But  ia  the  kifles  of  two  damafk  rofes. 

O,  how  the  flowers  Q)reft  with  their  treadirigs  on 

them)     .  ■•       '  • 

Strove  to  caft  up  their  heads  to  look  upon  them  ! 
How  jealoufly  the  buds  that  fo  had  feen  them, 
Sent  forth  the  fweetefl  fmells  to  flep  between 

them,  ■ 

As  fearing  the  perfume  lodg'd  in  their  powers 
Once    known  of  them,  they  might   negled.    the 

flowers.  ^ .  .  . 

How  often  wifh'd  Amyntas  v/'th  his  heart. 
His  ruddy  lips  from  hers  might  never  part ;    , 
And  that  the  heavens  this  gifc  were  them  be- 
queathing, 
To  feed  on  nothing  but  each  other's  breathing ! 
,  A  truer  love  the  mufes  never  fung, 
>?or  happier  names  ere  grac'd  a  golden  tongue  ; 


Ol  they  are  better  fitting  his  fsveet  ftripe, 
*  Who  on  the  banks  of  Ancor  tun'd.  his;(pipe  : 
Or  rather  for  that  learned  f  fwairi  whofe  lays 
Divineft  Homer  crown'd  with  deathlefs  bays  : 
Or  any  one  fent  from  the  facred  well 
Inheriting  the  foul  of  \  AftrophelL  [f^ory, 

Th.cfe,    tjefe.  in   golden,  lines  might,  write. this 
And  make  thefe  loves  their  own  eternal  glory  : 
Whilft  I  a  iwain  asweak  in  years,  as  Ikill, 
Should  in  the  valley  hear  them  on  the  hill. 
Yet  (when  my  fheep  have  at  the  ciiterns  been,    . 
And   I    have  brought  them   back  to   {hear   the 

green) 
To  mifs  an  idle  hour,  and  not  for  mead. 
Whofe  choiceft  relifli  fhall  mine  oaten  reed  . 
Record  their  worths  :  and  though  in  accents  rarfl 
1  mifs  the  glory  of  a  charming  air,    , 
iVfy  mufe  may  one  day  make  the  courtly  fwains 
Enamour'd  on  the  mufic  of  the  plains. 
And  as  upon  a  hill  flie  bravely  fings. 
Teach  humble  dales  to  weep  in  cryftal  fpring?-, 

*   Mich.  Drayton.  \   Ceo.  Chapmam 

\  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 
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BOOK   II.    SONG    I. 


Tlje  Argument, 

Marina's  freedom  now  I  fing, 
And  of  her  endangering  : 
Of  fiimine's  cave,  and  then  th'  abufe 
Tow'rds  buried  Colin  and  his  mufc. 


J^%  when  a  mariner  (accounted  loft) 
Upon  the  watry  defert  long  time  toft, 
In  fummer's  parching  heat,  in  winter's  cold, 
In  iimpefts  great,  in  dangers  manifold, 
Is  by  a  fav'ring  wind  drawn  up  the  maft, 
Whence  he  defcries  his  native  foil  at  laft  : 
For  whofe' glad  fight  he  gets  the  hatches  under. 
And  to  the  octfan  tells  his  joy  in  thunder, 
(Shaking  thole  barnacles  into  the  lea, 
At    ince,  that  in  the  womb  and  craciie  lay) 
When  fuddenly  the  ftil)  incorftanr  wind 
3V!ailers  before,  that  did  attend  behind; 
And  grows  fo  violent,  that  he  is  fain 
Con.mand  the  pilot  {land  to  lea  again ; 
ieafl  want  "f  fea-room  in  a  channel  ftraight, 
Or  cading  anchor  might  call  o'er  his  freight : 
'I'hus,  genile  mufc   it  happens  in  my  long, 
A  journey,  tedious,  for  a  ftrcngth  fo  young 
1  undertook  :  by  filver  feemmg  floods, 
P:ift  gloomy  bottoms,  and  high  waving  woods, 
Climb'd  mountains   where  the   wanton    kidling 

dallies,  [leys. 

Then  with  foft  fleps  enfeal'd  the  meekned  val- 
lii  queft  of  memory  :  and  had  pofieft 
A  pleafant  garden,  for  a  welcome  reft  ; 
"No  fooner  than  a  hundred  themes  come  on, 
And  hail  my  bark  a-nevv  for  Helicon. 

rhrice  facred  powers',  (if  facred  powers  there 

be 
Whofe  mild  afpeft  engyrland  poefy) 
Ye  happy  fifters  of  the  learned  fpring, 
Whcfe  heavenly  notes  the  woods  are  ravifhing  I 


Brave  Thefpian  maidens,  at  whofe  chatming  lay* 
Each  mcfs-chruir.b'd  mountain  bends,  each  cur- 
rent plays ! 
Pierian  fingers  !  O  ye  bleffed  mnfes  ! 
Who  as  a  gem  too  dear  the  worla  refufes! 
Whole  trueft  lovers  never  clip  with  age, 

0  '';e  propitious  in  my  pilgrimage ! 

Dwell  on  my  lines !  and  till  the  laft  fand  fall, 
I-  un  hand  in  hand  with  my  weak  paftoral ; 
Caule  every  coupling  cadence  flow  in  blifles, 
'  rit  fill  the  world  with  envy  of  fuch  kifles. 
Make  all  the  rareft  beauties  of  our  clime, 
That  deign  a  fweet  look  on  my  younger  rhyme, 
To  linger  on  each  line's  enticing  graces 
As  on  their  lovers  lips  and  chafte  embraces  I 
Through  rowling  trenches,  of   felf-drowning 

wave  , 
Where  ftormy  gufts  throw  up  untimely  graves,     1 
By   billows,   whofe  white    foam  fhew'd    angry 

minds. 
For  not  out-roaring  all  the  high  rais'd  winds, 
Into  the  ever  drinking  thirfty  fea 
By  rocks  that  under  water  hidden  lay, 

1  o  Ihipwreck  paflengers,  (fo  in  fome  den 
Thieves  bent  to  robbery  watch  way-faring  men.) 
Faireft  Marina,  whom  I  whilome  fung, 

In  all  this  tempeft  (violent  though  long) 
Without  all  lenfe  of  danger  lay  afleep  : 
Till  tofled  where  the  ftill  inconftant  deep 
With  wide  fpread  arms,   flood  ready  for  the  ten* 

de 
Of  daily  tribute,  thst  the  fwoin  floods  render 
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Into  her  chequer  :  (whence  as  worthy  kings 
She  helps  the  wants  of  thoufand  Icfler  fprings  :) 
Here  wax'd  the  winds  dumb,    (fhut  up  in  their 

caves) 
As  ftill  as  midnight  were  the  fullen  waves. 
And  Neptune's  fnver  ever-fliaking  breaft 
As  fmooth  as  when  the  halcyon  builds  her  neft. 
Uone  other  wrinkles  on  his  face  were  feen 
Than  on  a  fertile  mead,  or  fportive  green. 
Where  never  ploughfhare  ript  his  mother's  womb 
To  give  an  aged  feed  a  living  tomb, 
Is'or  blinded  mole  the  batning  earth  e'er  flirr'd, 
Nor  boys  made  pitfalls  for  the  hungry  bird. 
The  whiftling  reeds  upon  the  water's  fide 
Shot  up  their  fharp  head-  in  a  ftately  pride, 
And  not  a  binding  ofier  bow'd  his  head, 
But  on  his  root  him  bravely  carried. 
No  dandling  leaf  played  with  the  fubtle  air, 
So  fmooth  the  fea  was,  and  the  fky  fo  fair. 

Now  with  his  hands,  inftead  of  broad-palm'd 

oars. 
The   fwain   attempts    to    get    the    fhell-ftrew'd 

Ihores, 
And  with  continual  lading  making  a  way, 
Thrufts  the  fmall  boat  into  as  fair  a  bay 
As  ever  merchant  wifh'd  might  be  the  road 
Wherein  to  eafe  his  fea-torn  veffel's  load. 
It  was  an  ifland  (hugg'd  in  Neptune's  arms, 
As  tending  it  againfl  all  foreign  harms,) 
And  Mona  hight ;  fo  amiably  fair, 
So  rich  in  foil,  fo  healthful  in  her  air, 
So  quick  in  her  increafe,  (each  dewy  night 
Yielding  that  ground  as  green,  as  trefh  of  plight 
As't  was  the  day  before,  whereon  then  fed 
Of  gallant  fleers,  full  many  a  thoufand  head  ) 
So  deck'd  with  floods,  fo  plcalant  in  her  groves. 
So  full  of  well-ileec'd  flocks  and  fattened  droves, 
Trat  the  brave  iflue  of  the  Trojan  line. 
(Whofe  worths,   like  diamonds,  yet  in  darknefs 

fhine,) 
Whofe  deeds  were  fung  by  learned  bards  as  high, 
In  raptures  of  immortal  poefy, 
As  any  nation's,  fmce  the  Grecian  lads 
Were  famous  made  by  Homer's  Iliads.) 
Thole  brave  heroic  fpirits,  'twixt  one  another 
Proverbially  call  *  Mona  Cambria's  mother. 
Yet  Cambria  is  a  land  from  whence  have  come 
Worthies  well  worth  the  race  of  Ilium  ; 
Whofe  true  defert  of  praife  ci^uld  my  mufe  touch, 
I  fhould  be  proud  that  1  had  dor.e  fo  much. 
And  though  of  mighty  Brute  I  cannot  boaft. 
Yet  iloth  our  warlike  ftrong  Devonian  coaft 
Refound  his  worth,  fince  on  her  wave  worn  ftrand 
He  and  his  1  rojans  firft  fet  foot  on  land, 
Struck  fail,  and  anchor  caft  on  \  Totnes  Ihore, 
Though  now  no  fhip  can  ride  there  any  more. 
In  th'  ifland's  road  the  fwain  now  moors  his 

boat 
Unto  a  willow,  ^^left  it  outwards  float) 

*   MoM  Mam  Kumbry. 

•f-  Fetuiit  Llajfem.  077!nilius  tonis  cvujlam,  profpent 
Mentis  mare  fuicuntes,  in  Totaie/io  Itlcire  Jduiter  «/- 
plicatttiit.     Calf.  Monum. 


And  with  a  rude  embracement  taking  up 
The  maid  (more  fair  than  \  fhe  that  fiU'd  the  CU]» 
Of  the  great  thunderer,  wounding  with  her  eyes 
More  hearts  than  all  the  troops  of  deities). 
He  wades  to  fhore,  and  fets  her  on  the  fand. 
That  gently  yielded  when  her  foot  fhould  land. 
Where  bubbling  waters  through  the  pebbles  fleet, 
As  if  they  ftrove  to  kifs  het  {lender  feet. 

Whilft  like  a  wretch,  whofe  curfed  hand  hath 
ta'en 
The  facred  relics  from  a  holy  fane, 
Feeling  the  hand  of  heaven  (enforcing  wonder) 
In  his  return,  in  dreadful  cracks  of  thunder,    ■ 
Within  a  bulh  his  facrilege  hath  left. 
And  thinks  his  punifhment  freed  with  the  theft  t 
So  fled  the  fwain,  from  one  ;  had  Neptune  fpy'd 
At  half  an  ebb,  he  would  have  forc'd  the  tide 
To  Iwell  anew  ;  whereon  his  care  fhould  fweep, 
Deck'd  with  th'  riches  of  th'  unfounded  deep, 
And  he  from  thence,  would  with  all  ilate  on  Ihore^ 
To  woo  this  beauty,  and  to  woo  no  more. 

Divine  Eledtra  (of  the  fitters  feven 
That  beautify  the  glorious  orb  of  heaven) 
When  Ilium's  ftately  towers,  ferv'd  as  one  light 
To  guide  the  ravifher  in  ugly  night 
Unto  her  virgin  bed,  withdrew  her  face, 
And  never  would  look  down  on  human  race 
fill  this  maid's  birth;  fince  when  fome  powe^ 

hath  won  her 
By  often  fits  to  ihine,  as  gazing  on  her. 
Grim  Saturn's  ion,  the  dread  Olympic  Jove 
That  dark'd  three  days  to  frolic  with  his  love. 
Had  he  in  Alcmen's  flead  dipt  this  fair  wight. 
The  world  had  flept  in  everlafling  night. 
For  whofe  fake  only,  (had  fhe  lived  then) 
Deucalion's  flood  had  never  rag'd  on  men  : 
Nor  Phaeton  pcrform'd  his  father's  duty, 
For  fear  to  rob  the  world  of  fuch  a  beauty  : 
In  whofe  due  praife,  a  learned  quill  might  fpend 
Hours,  days,  months,  years,  and  never  make  art 
end. 
What  wretch  inhuman  ?  or  what  wilder  blood 
(Suck'd  in  a  defert  from  a  tiger's  brood) 
Could  leave  her  fo  difconfolate  ?  but  one 
Bred  in  the  waftes  of  froft-bit  Calydon  ; 
For  had  his  veins  been  heat  with  milder  air, 
He  had  not  wrong'd  fo  foul,  a  maid  fo  fair. 
Sing  on   f\\  eet  mufe,  and  whilft  I  feed  mine 
eyes 
Upon  a  jewel  of  unvalued  prize, 
As  bright  as  ftar,  a  dame  as  fair,  as  chafle 
As  eye  behold,  or  fhall,  till  nature's  laft. 
Chaim  her  quick  ienfes  \  and  virith  raptures  fweet 
Make  her  affcdion  with  your  cadence  meet '. 
And  if  her  graceful  tongue  admiie  one  ftraia 
It  is  the  beft  reward  my  pipe  would  gain. 
In  lieu  whereof,  in  laurel  worthy  rhymes 
Her  love  fhall  live  until  the  end  of  times. 
And  fpite  of  age,  the  laft  of  days  fhall  fee 
Her  name  embalm''  in  facred  poefy. 

badly  alone  upon  the  aged  rocks. 
Whom  Ihetis  grac'dia  waifiing  oft  their  lock*' 

\Hde, 
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Of  brancKinj^  fampire,rat  (lie  maid  o'ertaken 
■With  fighs  and  tsars,  unfortunate, forlaken  ; 
And  with  a  voice   that   floods  from   rocks   would 

borrow, 
She  thus  both  wept  and  funj^  her  notes  of  forrow. 

If  heaven  be  deaf  and  will  not  hear  my  cries. 
But  adds  new  days  to  add  new  miieries; 
Hear  then  yc  troubled  waves  and  flitting  gales, 
That  cool  the  bofoms  of  the  fruitful  vales  !. 
Lend,  one  a  flood  of  tears,  the  other  wind, 
To  weep  and  figh  that  heaven  is  fo  unkind  1 
But  if  ye  will  not  fpare,  of  all  your  ftore. 
One  rear,  or  figh,  unto  a  wretch  fo'  poor  ; 
Yet  as  ye  travel  on  this  fpacious  round, 
Through  forefts,  mountains,  or  the  lawny  ground, 
If't  hap'  you  fee  a  maid  weep  forth  her  woe, 
As  I  have  done;  Oh  bid  her  as  ye  go 
Not  lavifli  tears  I  for  when  her  own  are  gone, 
The  world  is  flinty  and  will  lend  her  none. 
If  this  be  eke  denied,  O  hearken  then 
Each  hollow  vaulted  rock,  and  crooked  den  '. 
And  if  within  your  fides  one  echo  be, 
L,et  her  begin  to  rue  my  deftiny  ! 
And- in  your  clefts  her  plainings  do  not  fmother, 
'But  let  that  echo  teach  it  to  another  I 
Till  round  the  world  in    founding  coomb  arid 

plain,  .  . 

"^J>e  laft  of  them  te?'  it  the  fij-ft  agafn  : 
Of  my  fad  fate  fo  fliall  they  never  liri 
But  where  one  ends,  another  ft;ill  begin. 
Wretch  that  I  am,  my  words  I  vainly  wafte, 
Edio,  of  all  woes,  only  fpeaks  the  lall ; 
And  that's  enough  :  for  fliould  ftie  utter  all, 
As  at  *  Medufa's  head,  each  heart  yvould  fall 
Into  a  flinty  fubfiance  and  repine 
At  no  one  grief,  except  as  great  as  mifie. 
Ko  careful  nurfe  would  wet  her  watchful  eye, 
■\Vhen  any  pang  fliould  gripe  her  infantry, 
Nor  though  to  nature  it  obedience  gave, 
And  kneel'd,  to  do  her  homage,  in  the  grave 
"Would  file  lament  her  fuckling  from  her  torne  : 
fecajSing  by  death  thofe  torrnents  I  have  borne. 

This  figh'd,  {he  wept  (low  leaning  on  her  hand) 
Her  briny  tears  down  raining  oh  the  fand, 
Which  feen  by  (them,  that  fport  it  in  the  feaa 
On  dolphins  backs)  the  fair  Neriades, 
They  came  on  fliore,  and  flily  as  they  fell 
Convey'd  each  teir  into  an  oyfter  ftiell, 
And  by  fome  pov/er  that  did  afl"e61:  the  girls, 
Transform'd  thofe  licjuid  drops  to  orient  pearls, 
And  ftrew'd  them  on  the  fliore ;  for  whofe  rich 

prize 
Jn  winged  pines  the  Roman  colonics 
Elung  through  the  deep  abyfs  to  our  white  rock3 
For  'gems  to  deck  their  ladies  golden  locks  : 
Who  valu'd  them  as  highly  in  their  kinds 
As  thofb  the  fun  burnt  Ethiopian  finds 

Long  on  the  fliore,  diftreft  Marina  lay  '. 
Eor  he  that  ope's  the  pleafant  fweets  of  May 
Beyond  the  hoonftead  fo  far  drove  his  team, 
That  harvell  folks  (with  curds  and  clouted  cream, 
With  cheefe  and  butter,  cakes,  and  cafes  enow 
That  arc  the  yeoman's  from  the  yoke  or  cow) 

*   Which  turned  the  beholders  inlojlonei 


On  fhcafs  of  corn  were  at  their  noonriuins  clof;, 
Whilfl  by  them  merrily  the  bag-pipe  goes : 
Ere  from  her  hand-flie  lifted  up  her  head. 
Where  all  the  graces  then  inliabited. 
When  calling  round  her  over-drowned  eyes, 
(So  have  I  feen  a  gem  of  meikle  price 
Rule  in  a  fcallop  fliell  with  water  fiU'd) 
She,  on  a  marble  rock  at  hand  beheld 
In  charadters  deep  cut  with  iron  ftroke, 
A   ftiepherd's  moan,  which  read  by  her,  thus 
fpoke : 

Glide  foft  ye  filver  floods, 

And  every  fpring  : 
Within  the  fliady  woods. 

Let  no  bird  fiiig  ! 
Nor  from  the  grove  a  turtle  dove 
'     Be  feen  to  couple  with  her  love. 
But  filehce  on  each  dale  and  mountain  dwell 
Whilft  Willy  bids  his  friend  and  joy  farewelL 

But  (of  gre^t  Thetis'  train) 

Ye  mermaids  fair. 
That  on  the  fhores  do  plain 

T^our  fea-green  hair, 
As  ye  in  tranirnels  knit  your  locks 
Weep  ye  ;  and  fo  enforce  the  rocks 
In  he.^vy  murmurs  through  the  broad  fliores  tellj 
How  Willy  bade  his  friend  and  joy  farewell, 

Ceafe,  ceafe,  ye  murmuring  winds 
,  To  move  a  wave  ; 
But  if  with  troubled  minds 
■   You  feek  his  grave  j 
Know  'tis  as  various  as  yourfelves 
Now  in  the  deep,  then  on  the  fhelves. 
His  coffin  tofs'd  by  fifli  andfurges  fell, 
Whilft  Willy  weeps  and  bids  all  joy  farewell. 

Had  he,  Arion  like, 

Been  judg'd  to  drown, 
He  on  his  lute  could  ftrikc 

So  rare  a  fwon', 
A  thoufand  dolphins  would  have  come, 
And  jointly  fl;rive  to  bring  him  home. 
But  he  onfhipboard  dy'd,  by  ficknefs  felt. 
Since  when  his  Willy  bade  all  joy  farewell. 

Great  Neptune,  hear  a  fwain  ! 

His  coffin  take. 
And  with  a  golden  chain 

(  For  f>ity)  mate 
It  fafh  unto  a  rock  near  land  ! 
Where  ev'ry  calmy  morn  I'll  ftancJ, 
A.nd  ere  one  flieep  out  of  my  fold  I  tell. 
Sad  Willy's-pipe  ihall  bid  his  friend  farewell.' 

Ah,  heavy  fliepherd,  (who  fo  e'er  thou  be,)' 
Quoth  fair  Marina,  I  do  pity  thee  : 
For  who  by  death  is  in  a  true  friend  crofl:. 
Till  he  be  earth  he  half  himfelf  hath  loft. 
IVJore  happy  deem  I  thee,  lamented  fwain, 
Whofe  body  lies  among  the  fcaly  train. 
Since  I  fhall  never  think  that  thou  canft  diCj 
Wkilft  V/iUy  lives,  or  any  poetry. 
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for  well  itfeemsin  verfing  he  hath  (kill, 

And  chough  he  (aided  from  the  facred  hill), 

To  .thee  with  him  no  equal  life  can  give, 

Yet  by  his  pen  thou  may'ft  for  ever  live. 

With  this,  a  beam  of  fudden  hrightnefs  flies 

Upon  her  face,  fo  dazling  her  clear  eyes, 

That  neither  flower  nor  grafs,  which  by  her  grew, 

She  could  difcern  cloth'd  in  their  perfedl  hue. 

For  as  a  wag  (to  fport  with  fuch  as  pafs) 

Taking  the  I'unbeams  in  a  lookinglafs. 

Conveys  the  ray  into  the  eyes  of  one 

Who  (blinded)  either  ftumbles  at  a  ftone  ; 

Or,  as  he  daz'led  walks  the  peopled  ftreets. 

Is  ready  juftling  every  man  he  meets: 

So  then  Apollo  did  in  glory  cafl 

Hi'i  bright  beams  on  a  rock  with  gold  enchaft. 

And  thence  the  fwift  reflertion  of  their  light 

Blinded  thofe  eyes,  the  chiefeft  (lars  of  night. 

When  flraight  a  thick-fwoln  cloud  (as  if  it  fought 

In  beauty's  riiind  to  have  a  thankful  thought) 

Invail'd  the  luftre  of  great  Titan's  car; 

And  fhe  beheld  from  whence  fhe  fat  not  far. 

Cut  on  a  high  brow'd  rock  (inlaid  with  gold) 

This  epitaph,  and  read  it,  thus  inroU'd  : 

In  depth  of  waves  long  hath  Alexis  fiept, 
So  choiceft  jewels  are  the  clofeft  kept ; 
Whofe  death  the  land  had  feen ;  but  it  appears 
To  countervail  his  lofs,  men  wanted  tears. 
So  here  he  lies,  whofe  dirge  each  mermaid  fings, 
For  whom  the  clouds  weep  rain,  the  earth  her 
fprings. 

Her  eyes  thefe  lines  acquainted  with  her  mind 
Had  fcarccly  made,  when  o'er  the  hill  behind 
She  heard  a  woman  cry;   ah,  well-a-day. 
What  fhall  I  do  ?  go  home,  or  fly,  or  flay. 
Admir'd  Marina  rofe,  and  with  a  pace 
As  graceful  as  the  goddefl'es  did  trace 
O'er  Itately  Ida,  (when  fond  *  Paris'  doom 
Kindled  the  fire  fhould  mighty  Troy  entomb), 
S}5e  went  to  aid  the  woman  in  diftrefs 
(True  beauty  never  was  found  mercilefs). 
Yet  dufll  (lie  not  go  nigh,  lead  (being  fpy'd) 
Some  villain's  outrage,  that  might  then  betide 
(For  ought  flie  knew)  unto  the  crying  maid, 
Might  grafp  with  her  :  by  thickets  which  array'd 
The  high  fea-bounding  hill,  fo  near  fhe  went. 
She  law  what  wight  made  fuch  loud  dreariment. 
Loud  ?  yes,  fung  right  :  for  fince  the  azure  fky 
Irnprifon'd  firft  the  world,  a  murtal's  cry 
With  greater  clangour  never  pierc'd  the  air. 

A  wight  fhe  was  fo  far  from  being  fair, 
None  could  be  foul  efteem'd,  compar'd  with  her. 

Defcribing  foulnefs,  pardon  if  I  err. 
Ye  flieplierds  daughtsjrs,  and  ye  gentle  fwains  ! 
My  muf(?  would  gladly  chaunt  more  lovely  llrains  : 
Yet  iince  on  miry  grounds  Ihe  trod,  for  doubt 
Of  fuiking,  all  in  hafte,  thus  wades  fhe  out. 

As  when  great  Neptune,  in  his  height  of  pride, 
The  inland  creeks  fills  with  a  high  fpring-tide. 
Great  Ihoals  of  fifli,  among  the  cyder's  hie, 
which,  by  a  quick  ebb,  on  the  Ihores  left  dry, 

*  Hhe  judgment  of  Paris, 
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Wi:h  filhes  yawn,  the  oyflers  f^aping  ■wide  : 

So  broad  her  mouth  was  :   as  fhe  flood  and  cry'd. 

She  tore  her  elfifli  knots  of  hair,  as  black 

And  full  of  dufc,  as  any  collier's  fack. 

Her  eyes  unlike,  were  like  her  body  right. 

Squint  and  mifhapen,  one  dun,  th'  other  white. 

As  in  a  pidlure  Hmb'd  unfo  the  life, 
Or  carved  by  a  curious  workman's  knife. 
If  twenty  men  at  once  fhould  come  to  fee 
The  great  effecSs  of  untir'd  induflry, 
Each  fev'rally  would  think  the  pidlure's  eye 
Was  fixt  on  him,  and  on  no  ftand'cr  by : 
So  as  fhe  (bav.'ling)  was  upon  the  bank, 
If  twice  five  hundred  men  flood  on  a  rank, 
Her  ill  face  tow'rds  them,  every  one  would  fay 
Slie  looks  on  me  ;  when  flie  another  way 
Had  caft  her  eyes,  as  on  feme  rock  or  tree. 
And  on  no  one  of  all  that  company. 
Her  nofe  (O  crooked  nofe  !)  her  mouth  o'er  hung, 
As  it  would  he  diredled  by  her  tongue  : 
Her  forehead  fuch,  as  one  might  near  avow 
Some  ploughman  there  had  lately  been  at  plough. 
Her  face  fo  fcorch'd  was,  and  fo  wild  it  fhows, 
As  on  a  pear  tree  fhe  had  fcar'd  the  crows. 
Within  a  tanner's  fat  I  oft  have  ey'd 
(That  three  moons  there  had  lain)  a  large  ox  hide, 
In  liquor  mixt  with  ftrongeft  bark  (for  gain), 
Yet  had  not  ta'en  one  half  fo  deep  a  ftain 
As  had  her  Ikin  :   and  that  as  hard  well  nigh 
A*  any  brawns,  long  hardened  in  the  fly. 
Her  fhoulders  fuch,  as  I  have  often  feen 
A  filly  cqttage  on  a  village  green 
A'light  change  his  corner  pofls,  in  good  behoof. 
For  four  fuch  under  proppers  to  his  roof. 
Houfewives,  go,  hire  her ;  if  you  yearly  gave 
A  lambkin  mr.re  than  ufe,  you  that  might  fave 
In  wafliing  beetles;  for  her  hands  would  pafs 
To  ierve  that  purpofe,  though  you  daily  vvafh. 
For  other  hidden  parts,  thus  much  I  fay. 
As  ballad  mongers  on  a  market  day 
Taking  their  ftand,  one  (with  as  harlh  a  noife 
As  ever  carl  wheel  made)  fqueeks  the  fad  choice 
Of  Tom  the  miller,  with  a  golden  thumb. 
Who,  croft  in  love,  ran  mad,  and  deaf,  and  dumb; 
Half  part  he  chaunts,  and  will  not  ling  it  out. 
But  thus  befpeaks  to  his  attentive  rout : 
Thus  much  for  love  I  warbled  from  my  bread, 
And,  gentle  friends,  for  .money  take  the  reft  : 
So  fpeak  1  to  the  overlonging  ear. 
That  would  the  reft  of  her  defcription  hear. 
Much  have  I  fung  for  love,  the  red  (not  common) 
Martial  will  fhew  for  coin,  in's  crabbed  woman. 

If  e'er  you  faw  a  pedant  gin  prepare 
To  fpeak  fome  graceful  fpeech  to  mafter  mayor. 
And  being  bafhful,  with  a  quaking  doubt 
That  in  his  eloquence  he  may  be  out. 
He  oft  fteps  forth,  as  oft  turns  back  again  ; 
And  long  'tis  e'er  he  ope  his  learned  vein  : 
Think  fo  Marina  dood :   for  now  fhe  thought 
To  venture  forth,  then  fome  conjesflure  wrought 
He  to  be  jealous,  lead  thi^  ugly  wight 
(Smce  like  a  witch  flie  look'd)  through  fpells  of 

night. 
Might  make  her  body  thrall  (that  yet  was  free) 
To  all  the  foal  intents  of  witchery  ; 
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This  drew  her  back  again.  At  laft  fhc  broke 
Through  all  fond  doubts,  went  to  her,  and  befpoke 
In  jrentle  manner  thus  .  good  day,  good  maid  ; 
With  that  her  cry  Ibe  on  a  fudden  (lay'd, 
And  rub'd  her  fquint  eyes  with  her  mighty  fill. 
But  as  a  miller  havinjr  ground  his  grift, 
JLets  down  his  floodgates  with  a  fpeedy  fall, 
And  quarring  up  the  pafTage  therewithal). 
The  waters  fwell  in  fpleen,  and  never  ftay 
Till  by  feme  cleft  they  find  another  way  : 
So  when  her  tears  were  ftopt  from  either  eye, 
Her  fingults,  bluhb'rings  fcem'd  to  make  them  fly 
put  at  her  oyfter  miiuh  and  nollrils  wide. 
Can  there  (quo  h  fair  Marina  ;  e'er  betide 
(In  thefe  fweet  groves'  a  wench,  fo  great  a  wrong, 
That  fnould  enforce  a  cry  fo  loud,  fo  long  ? 
On  thefe  delightful  plains,  how  can  there  be 
So  much  as  heard  the  name  of  vil'any  ? 
Except  when  (hepherds  in  their  gladfome  fit 
Sing  hymns  to  Pan,  that  they  are  free  from  it. 
But  fliew  me,  what  hath  caus'd  thy  grievous 

yell? 
As  late  (quoth  fne)  I  went  to  yonder  well 
(You  cannot  fee  it  here;   that  grove  Ao'h  cover 
With  his  thick  boughs  his  little  channel  over), 
To  fetch  fome  water  (as  \  ufe)  to  drefs 
My  mafter'sfupper  (you  may  think  of  flefli ; 
But  well  I  wot  he  tafteth  no  fuch  difti  , 
Of  rotchets,  whitings,  or  fuch  common  fifli, 
That  with  his  net  he  drags  into  his  boat. 
Among  the  flags  below,  there  (lands  his  cot 
(A    fimple    one),   thatch'd  o'er    with    reed    and 

broom ; 
It  hath  a  kitchen,  and  a  feveral  room 
l-or  each  of  us.  But  this  is  nouirht :  you  flee, 
Reply'd  Marine,  I  prithee  anfv.'er  me 
To  what  I  quellion'd.  Do  hut  hear  me  firft, 
Anfvver'd  the  hag.  He  is  a  man  fo  curft. 
Although  I  toil  at  home,  and  i'erve  iiisfwine, 
Yetfcarce  allows  he  me  wher^-on  to  dine  i 
In  fum.mer  time  on  black  berries  I  live. 
On    crabs    and    haws,    and    what    wild    forefls 

give  ■• 
In  winter's  cold,  barefoot,  1  vun  to  feek 
Tor  oyflers  and  fmall  wrinckles  in  each  creek, 
"Whereon  1  feed,  and  on  the  meagre  flone, 
But  if  he  home  return,  and  find  me  gone, 
I  ftill  am  fure  to  feel  his  heavy  hand. 
Alas!  and  weal  away,  fitice  now  I  (land 
Jn  fuch  a  plight  :  for  if  1  feek  his  door, 
He'll  beat  me  ten  times  worfe  than  e'er  before. 
What  haft  thou  done  ?  (yet  afk'd  Marina)  fay? 
1  with  my  pitcher  lately  took  my  way 
(As  late  I  faid)  to  thilk  fame  fhadcd  fpring, 
Fill'd  it,  and  homewards  rais'd  my  voice  to  fmg  ; 
But  in  my  hack  return,  1  (haplefs)  fpy'd 
A  tree  of  cherries  wild,  and  them  I  ey'd 
With  fuch  a  longing,  that  unawares  my  foot 
Got  underneath  a  hollow  growing  mot. 
Carrying  my  pot  as  maids  ufe  on  their  heads, 
1  fell  with  it,  and  broke  it  all  to  flireads. 
This  IS  my  grief,  this  is  my  caiife  of  moan; 
And  if  fome  kind  wight  go  not  to  .itone, 
iVty  furly  mailer,  livlth  me  wretched  maid, 
J  Oiall  be  beaten  dead.   Be  not  afraid, 


Said  fweet  Marina,  haflen  thee  before ; 

I'll  come  to  make  thy  peace  ;  for  fmce  I  fore 

Do  hunger,  and  at  home  thou  hafl  fmall  cheer, 

(  Need  and  fupply  grow  far  off,  fcldom  near.) 

To  yonder  grove  I'll  go,  to  tafte  the  fpring. 

And  fee  what  it  affords  for  nourifliin^. 

Thus  parted  they.     And  fad  Marina  bleft 

The  hour  (lie  met  the  maid,  who  did  inveft 

Her  in  affured  hope,  (he  once  (hould  fee 

Her  flock  again  (and  drive  them  merrily 

To  their  fiow'r-deck'd  lyre,  and  tread  the  {hor^ 

Ofpleafant  Albion)  through  the  well-pois'd  oar^ 

Of  the  poor  iiftierman  that  dwelt  thereby. 

But  as  a  man  who  in  a  lottery 
Hath  ventur'd  off  his  coin,  e'er  he  have  ought, 
Thinks  this  or  that  fiiall  with  his  prize  be  boughtj 
And  fo  enrich'd,  march  with  the  better  rank, 
When  fuddenly  he's  called,  and  all  is  blank  : 
To  chafle  Marina  fo  doth  fortune  prove, 
''  Statefmen  and  fhe  are  never  firm  in  love." 

No  fooner  had  Marina  got  the  wood. 
But  as  the  trees  (he  nearly  fearch'd  for  food, 
A  ^  villain,  lean,  as  any  rake  appears. 
That   look'd,   as   pinch'd  with  famine,  Egypt's 

years. 
Worn  out  and  waded  to  the  pithlefs  bone. 
As  one  that  had  a  1  ng  confumption. 
His  rufty  teeth  (forfaken  of  his  lips 
As  they  had  ferv'd  with  want  two  'prenticefiilps), 
Did  through  his  pallid  cheeks,  and  lankeftflcin. 
Bewray  what  number  were  enrank'd  within. 
His  greedy  eyes  deep  funk  into  his  head, 
Which,  with  a  rough  hair,  was  o'er  covered. 
How  many  bones  made  up  this  (larved  wight. 
Was  foon  perceiv'd  ;  a  man  of  dimmefl  fight 
Apparently  might  fee  them  knit,  and  tell 
How  all  his  veins  and  every  finew  fell. 
His  belly  (inwards  drawn)   his  bowels  prefl. 
His  nnfill'd  (Kin  hung  dangling  on  his  bread. 
His  feeble  knees  with  pain  enough  uphold 
7'liat  pined  carcafe,  cailen  in  a  mold. 
Cut  out  by  death's  grim  form.  If  fmall  legs  waa 
Ever  the  title  of  a  gentleman. 
His  did  acquire  it.   In  his  flelh  puU'd  dowti. 
As  he  hadliv'd  in  a  beleagured  tovvn. 
Where  plenty  had  fo  long  edrangcd  been. 
That  men  mod  worthy  note,  in  grief  were  feen 
(Though  thsy  rejoic'd  to  have  attain'd  fuch  meat) 
Of  rats,  and  half  tann'd  hides,  with  domachs  great,' 
Gladly  to  feed  :  and  where  a  nurfe  mod  vilde. 
Drunk  her  own  milk,  and  darv'd  her  crying  child. 
Yet  he,  through  want  of  fjod,  not  thus  became  : 
But  nature  firft  decreed,  that  as  the  flame 
Is  never  feen  to  fly  his  nourilhment. 
But  all  confumes  :   And  dill  the  more  is  lent, 
The  more  it  covets.    And  as  all  the  floods 
(Down  trenching  from  fmall  groves,  and  grea.tej 

woods), 
The  vaid  infatiate  fea  doth  dill  devour. 
And  yet  his  third  not  quenched  by  their  power  ; 
So  ever  (liould. befall  this  llarved  wight; 
The  more  his  viands,  more  his  appetite. 

*   Fee  Mr.  ZacL-vUk's  hditaisn  to  the  M'trrar  of 

IvlagijiruUs. 
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Wfiate'er  the  deeps  l)rlng  fortii,  on  earth,  or  air, 

He  laviiie  fliouid,  aiiu  want  in  grcatell  fare. 

And  vvliat  a  city  rwice  Icven  years  would  fcrve, 

fie  fhould  devour,  and  yet  be  like  to  llarve. 

A  wretch  fo  empty ;  that  if  e'er  there  be 

In  nature  founa  the  leaU  vacuity, 

'Twill  be  in  him.   The.  grave  to  Ceres*  (lore; 

A.c''^:.nihdL\  t>  lab'reis  old  and  poo.  ; 

A  i'ponjje-likr  dropfy   dr;nknig  till  it  burft  ; 

1  he  licknels  tcrniM  tiie  woii,  vilde  and  accurft ; 

In  foine  refpeds  like  th'  art  of  alchymy, 

That  thrive.s  leaf},  when  it  long'fl  doth  multiply  : 

■Limos  he  'cleped  was  :   whole  long-nail'a  paw 

Seizing  Marina,  and  hib  Iharp-fa  .g'd  jaw 

(The  ffron.  eft  part  he  had),  fixt  in  her  weeds. 

He  forc'd  her  thence,  through  thickets  and  high 

reeds. 
Towards  his  cave.    Her  fate  the  fwift  winds  rue, 
Anf*  round  the  grove  in  heavy  murmurs  ficw. 
The  limbs  of  trees,  that  (as  in  love  with  either) 
In  clo  e  embracements  long  had  liv'd  together, 
Rub'd  each  on  other,  and  in  fhiieks  did  lliow 
The  winds  had  mov'd   more  part'ners  of    their 

wo. 
Old  and  decayed  ft'cks  that  long  time  fpent, 
Up'^n  their  arms,  their  roots  chief  nourifhment ; 
And  that  drawn  dry,  as  freely  did  impart 
Their  boughs  a  feedmg  on  their  father's  heart  ; 
Yet  by  refpedlefs  im>;s,  when  all  was  gone, 
Pithlels  and  iaplefs,  naked  leit  alone. 
Their  holh)W  trunks,  fiU'd  with  their  neighbour's 

moans, 
Sent  from  a  thoufand  vents  ten  thoufand  groans. 
All  birds  flew  from  the  wood,  as  they  had  been 
Scar'd  with  a  ftrong  bolt  rat'ling  'niong  the  treen. 

Limos,  with  his  I'weet  theft,  fuli^y  rufhes 
Through  iharp  hook'd  brambles,  tI^P||,and  tang- 
ling bufhes,  "^mSf 
Whofe  tenters  flicking  in  her  garmenrs,  fought 
(Poor  Ihrufes)  to  help  her;  but  availing  nought. 
As  angry  (beft  intents  mifs'd  beft  proceeding). 
They    fcratch'd    his    face    and   legs,   clear  water 

bleeding. 
Not  greater  hafte  a  fearful  fchool-boy  makes 
Out  of  an  orchard,  whence  by  ftealth  he  takes 
A  churlilh  farmer's  plums,  fweet  pears,  or  grapes, 
Than  Limos  did,  as  from  the  thick  he  'fcapes 
Down  to  thefhore;  where,  refling  him  a  Ipacc, 
Relllefs  Marina  'gan  entreat  for  grace 
Of  one,  whofe  knowing  it  as  delp'rate,  flood 
As  wbere  each  day  to  get  lupply  of  food. 
O  !  had  fhe  (thirfty)  fuch  entreaty  made 
At  fome  high  rock,  proud  of  his  evening  fhade, 
He  would  have  burlt  in  two,  and  from  his  veins 
(For  her  avail)  upon  the  under  plains 
A  hundred  fprings  a  hundred  ways  fhould  fwim, 
To  Ibew  her  tears  enforced  floods  from  him. 
Had  fuch  an  oratrefs  been  heard  to  plead 
For  fair  Polixena,  the  murd'rer's  head 
Had  been  her  pardon,  and  fo  'fcap'd  that  (hock, 
M'hich  made  her  lover's  tomb  her  dying  block. 
Not  an  enraged  lion,  furly,  wood, 
No  tiger  reft  her  young,  nor  favage  brood, 
No,  not  the  foaming  boar,  that  durfl  approve 
JLovckfs  to  leave  the  mighty  ^ueen  of  love, 


Bui  her  fad  plaints,  their  uncouth  walks  among, 
'^pcnt  ni  fweet  numbers,  from  her  golden  tongue. 
So  much  their  great  hearts  would  in  fi.'i.nefs  Ueep, 
I'hey  at  her  foot  would  grovehng  lie,  and  weep. 
Yet  now  (alas  1)  nor  words,  nor  floods  of  tears 
Did  ought  avail.    "  The  belly  hath  no  ears" 

As  1  have  known  a  man  lothe  meet  with  gaiQ 
That  carrieth  in  his  front  leak  fbew  of  pain. 
Who  for  his  vidualsand  his  raiment  pledges, 
Whofe  ftacks>  for  firing  are  his  neighbour's  hedges, 
From  whence  returning  with  a  burden  great, 
Wearied,  on  fome  green  bank  he  takes  his  feat. 
But  fearful  ^as  llili  theft  is  in  his  flay) 
Gets  quickly  up,  and  haflethlafl  away  : 
tjo  Limos  fooner  eafed  than  yrefled 
Was  up,  and  througli  the  reeds  (^as  much  molefled 
As  in  the  brakes)  who  lovingly  combine. 
And  for  her  aid  together  twifl  and  twine. 
Now  menacling  his  hands,  then  rm  his  legs 
i.ike  fetters  hang  the  undergrowing  fcgs  : 
And  hat!  his  teeth  not  been  of  llrongefl  hold. 
He  there  had  left  his  prey.    Fates  uncontroul'd, 
Deny'd  fo  great  a  bills  to  plants  or  men. 
And  lent  ium  flrength  to  bring  her  to  his  den. 

Well,  in  Apollo''-  courfe  to   Tagus' llream, 
Crown'dwith  a  filver  cicliiig  diadem 
Of  wet  exhaled  miffs,  there  flood  a  pile 
uf  aged  rocks  ^torn  from  the  neighbour  ifle 
And  girt  with  waves),  auainfl  whofe  naked  brea{l 
The  fu!  ges  tilted,  on  hss  fnowy  creft 
The  tow 'ring  falcon  whilom  built,  and  kings 
Strove  for  that  eirie,  on  whofe  fcaling  wings, 
Monarchs,  in  gold  refin'd  as  much  would  lay 
As  might  a  nionth  their  army-royal  pay. 
Brave  birds  they  were,  whufe  quick  felf  lefs'ning 

kin 
Still  won  the  garlands  from  the  Peregrin. 
i'^ot  '  Cerna  Ifle  in  Afnc's  fllver  main, 
iNor  lullful  bloody   1  ereus  fnracian  flraln, 
Nor  any  otner  lording  of  the  air 
Durfl:  with  this  eirie  for  their  wing  compare. 
About  hi-  fides  a  thoufand  fea  gulls  bred, 
1  he  mavy,  and  the  halcyon  famoufed 
For  colours  rare,  and  for  the  peaceful  feas 
Round  the  Sicilian  coalt,  her  broodiug  days. 
Puffins  ^as  thick  as  ftarlings  in  a  fenj 
Were  fetch'd  from  tnence .  there  fat  the  pewct 

hen, 
And  in  the  clefts  the  martin  built  his  nell. 
But  thole  by  this  curfl  caitif  difpolTefl 
Of  joofl  and  nefl,  the  leafl;  of  life,  the  moft  : 
All  left  that  place,  ana  fought  a  fafer  coaft. 
Inflead  of  them  the  caterpillar  haunts, 
And  canker-worm  among  the  tender  plants, 
I'hat  here  and  there  in  nooks  and  comers  grew. 
Of  cormorants  and  locufls  not  a  few  ; 
fhe  cramming  raven,  and  a  hundred  more 
Devouring  creatures;  yet  when  from  the  ftiore 
Limos  came  wading  (as  be  eafily  might 
Except  at  high  tides),  all  would  take  their  flight, . 
Or  hide  themfelves  m  fome  deep  hole  or  other, 
Leafl  one  devourer  fhould  devour  another. 

*  Net  the  Cerne  of  Pliny,  but  the  JJlar.d  of  Moaritiut , 
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Near  to  the  (hore  that  boid'red  on  the  rock 
IJo  merry  fwain  was  foen  to  teed  his  flock, 
JJJo  lufty  neat-her  J  thither  dr  )ve  his  kiiie, 
Kor  boorifh  hog  herd  fed  his  rooting  fvvine  : 
A  ftony  ground  it  was,  fweet  herbage  fail'd  : 
Nought  there  but  weeds,  which  Limos,  ftrongly 

nail'd, 
Tore  from  their  mother's  breaft,  to  ftufFhis  maw. 
No  crabtree  bore  his  load,  nor  thorn  his  haw, 
As  in  a  forefl:  well  complete  with  deer 
We  fee  the  holhs,  a(hes,  every  where 
Robb'd  of  their  clothing  by  the  browfing  game  : 
So  near  the  rock,  all  trees  where'er  you  came 
To  cold  December's  wrath  ftood  void  of  bark. 
Here  danc'd  no  n .  mph  no  early-rifing-  lark 
Sung  up  the  ploughman  and  his  drowfy  mate  : 
Ail  round  the  rock  barren  and  dcfolate 

In  midft  of  thnt  huge  pile  was  Linios'  cave 
Full  large  and  rouud,  wherein  a  miller'  knave 
Migiit  for  his  horfe  and  quenie  nave  r.;om  at  will  ; 
Where  was  outdrawn  by  fome  enforced  ikill, 
What  mighty  conquefts  were  atchiev'd  by  him. 
Firfl:  flood  the  fiege  of  great  *  Jerufaiem, 
Within  whofe  triple  wall  and  facred  city 
(Weep  ye  ftone- hearted  nicn  1  rh  read,  and  pity! 
*Ti3  Sion's  caufe  invokes  your  briny  tears  ; 
Can  any  dry  eye  be  when  llie  appears 
As  I  muft  fmg  her  ?  Oh  !  if  fuch  there  be-; 
flys  fly  th'  abode  of  men  !  and  hailen  thee 
Into  the  defertjfome  high  mountain  under. 
Or  at  thee  boys  will  hifs,  and  old  men  wonder. 
Here  fits  a  mother  weeping,  pale  and  wan, 
With  fixed  eyes,  whofe  hopclefsthought  feem'd  ran 
How  (fince  for  many  days  no  food  fhe  taftc'd, 
Her  meal,  her  oil  confuni'd,  all  fpent,  all  walled) 
:  J'or  one  poor  day  fhe  Inight  attain  fupply. 
And  defp'rate  of  ought  elfc,  fit,  pine,  and  die. 
At  lafl  her  mind  meets  with  her  tender  child 
That  in  the  cradle  lay  (of  ofier's  wild). 
Which  taken  in  her  arms,  fhe  gives  the  teat. 
From  whence  the  little  wretch,  with  labour  great, 
Not  one  poor  drop  can  fuck  :  whereat  fhe  wou'd. 
Cries  out,  O  heaven,  are  all  the  founts  of  food 
Exhaufted  quite  ?  and  mull  my  infant  young 
Be  fed  with  ftioes,  yet  wanting  thofe  e'er  long. 
Feed  on  itfelf  ?  No,  firfl  the  room  that  gave 
Him  foul  and  life,  fhall  be  his  timelefs  grave  : 
My  dugs,  thy  beft  relief,  through  griping  hunger. 
Flow  now  no  more  my  babe  ;  then  fince  no  longer 
By  me  thou  canft  be  fed,  nor  any  other, 
Be  thou  the  nurfe,  and  feed  thy  dying  mother. 
Then  in  another  place  flie  flraight  appears. 
Seething  her  fuckling  in  her  fcalding  tears. 
From  whence  not  far  the  painter  made  her  fland, 
Tearing  his  fad  flefh  with  her  cruel  hand. 
In  gobbets  which  flie  ate.  O  curfed  womb. 
That  to  thyfelf  are  both  the  grave  atid  tomb  \ 

A,  little  fweet  lad  (there)  feems  to  entreat 
(With  held  up  hrnd"^)  hisitmifh'd  fire  for  meat. 
Who  wanting  ought  to  give  his  hoped  joy 
But  throbs  and  fighs  ;  the  over  angry  boy. 
For  fome  poor  pit,  in  dark  nooks  making  queft, 
His  fachel  finds,  which  grows  a  gladfome  feaft 

f  Sse  'Jofe^hui's  Wars  of  the  Jew,  Book  7.  ca^,  8. 
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To  him  and  both  his  parents.     Then,  next  day 
He  chews  the  points,  wherewith  he  us'd  to  play  , 
Devouring  laft  his  books  of  every  kind, 
They  fed  his  body  which  (hould  feed  his  mind : 
But   when    his   fachel,    points,   books   all   were 

gone. 
Before  his  fire,  he  droops,  and  dies  anon. 

In  height  of  art  then  had  the  workman  done, 
A  pious,  zealous,  mod  religious  ion, 
who  on  the  enemy  excurfion  made. 
And  fpite  of  danger  ftrongly  did  invade 
Their  vidtuals  convoy,  brin;jing  from  them  home 
Dry'd  figs,  dates,  almonds,  and  fuch  fruits  as  coaic 
To  the  beleag'ring  foe,  and  fates  the  want 
Therewith  of  thofe,  who,  from  a  tender  plant 
Bred  him  a  man  for  arms  :  thus  oft  he  went, 
And  fturk-like  fought  his  parent's  nourifhment. 
Till  fate's  decreed,  he  on  the  Roman  fpcars 
Should  give  his  blood  for  thpm,  who  gave  himj 

theirs. 
A  million  of  fuch  throes  did  famine  bring 
Upon  the  city  of  the  Mighty  King, 
Till,  as  her  people,  all  her  buildings  rare 
Confum'd  themfelves  and  dim'd  the  lightfome  air.] 

Near  this  the  curious  pencil  did  exprels 
A  large  and  folitary  wildernefs, ' 
Whofe  high  well-limbed  oaks  in  growing  fhew'd  | 
As  they  would  eafe  fti  ong  Atlas  of  his  load  : 
Here  underneath  a  tree  in  heavy  plight 
(^Her  bread  ai.d  pot  of  water  walled  quite) 
*  Egyptian  Hagar,  (nipt  with  hunger  fell) 
Sat  robb'd  of  hope  ;  her  infant  Ifhmael 
(Far  from  her  being  laid)  full  fadly  feem'd 
To  cry  fot  meat,  liis  cry  fhe  nought  efteem'd, 
But  kept  her  llill,  and  turn'd  her  face  away, 
Knowing  all  means  were  bootlefs  to  affay 
In  fuch  a  defert :   and  fince  now  they  muft 
Sleep  their  etei'nal  lleep,  and  cleave  to  dull. 
She  chofe  (apart)  to  grafp  one  death,  alone, 
Rather  than  by  her  babe  a  million. 

Then  Erifichthon's  cafe  in  \  Ovid's  fong  | 

Was  pourtrayed  out ;  and  many  more  along 
The  infides  of  the  cave;  which  were  defcry'd 
By  many  loop-holes  round  on  every  fide. 

Thefe  fair  Marina  view'd,  left  all  alone,  j 

The  cave  fafl  fhut.     J^imos  for  pillage  gone  :  j 

Near  the  wafii'd  fhore  'niong  roots,  and  briery] 
and  thorns,  'j 

A  bullock  finds,  who  delving  with  his  horns        •  j 
The  hurtlefs  earth,  (the  while  his  tough  hoof  torp' 
The  yielding  turf)  in  furious  rage  he  bore 
His  head  among  the  boughs  that  held  it  round, 
While  with  his  bellows  all  the  fhores  refound  ; 
Unto  the  rock ;  fed  well ;  then  goes  again  : 
Him  Limos  kill'd,  and  haul'd  with  no  fmall  pain 
Which  ferv'd  Marina  fit,  for  had  his  food  j 

Fail'd  him,  her  veins  had  fail'd  their  deareft  blood*  ] 

Now  great  Hyperion  left  his  golden  throne 
That  on  the  dancing  waves  in  glory  flione, 
For  whofe  declining  on  the  weftern  fhore 
The  oriental  hills  black  mantles  wore. 
And  thence  apace  the  gentle  twilight  fled. 
That  had  from  hideous  caverns  ufhered 
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A3I-<5rowfy  night;  who  in  a  carr  of  jet, 

By  fleeds  of  iron-grey  (which  mainly  fwet 

Moiftdropson  allthe  wcjrld)  drawn  through  the  flcy, 

The  helps  of  darknefs  waited  orderly. 

Firft,  thick  clouds  rofe  from  all  the  liquid  plains: 

Then   milts   from  marihcs,    and  grounds  whofe 

viens 
Were  conduit  pipes  to  many  a  cryftal  fpring  : 
From  (landing  pools  and  fens  were  following 
Unhealthy  fogs  :  each  river,  every  rill 
Sent  up  their  vapours  to  attend  her  will. 
Thefe  pitchy  curtains  drew  'twixt  earth  and  hea- 
ven, 
And  as  night's  chariot  through  the  air  was  driven. 
Clamour  grew  dumb,  unheard  v/as  fhepherd's  fong, 
And  filence  girt  the  woods ;  no  warbling  tongue 
Tcilk'd  to  the  echo  ;  fatyrs  broke  their  dance, 
And  all  the  upper  world  lay  in  a  trance. 
Only  the  curled  ftreams  foft  chidings  kept ; 
And  little  gales  that  from  the  green  leaf  fwept ; 
Di'y  fummer's  dutl,  in  fearful  whifp'rings  llirr'd, 
As  loth  to  waken  any  finging  bird. 

Darknefs  no  lefs  than  blind  Cimmerian 
Of  famine's  cave  the  fnll  pcirefTion  wan, 
Where  lay  the  fhepherdefs  invvrapt  with  night, 
(The  wiflied  garment  of  a  mournful  wight) 
Here  filken  Ilumbers  ar.d  refrefliing  fleep 
Were   feldom   found ;    vyith    quiet  minds    thofe 

keep, 
Not  with  difturbed  thoughts;  the  beds  of  kings 
Are  never  preft  by  them,  fvveet  refts  inrjngs 
The  tired  body  of  the  fwarrhy  clown. 
And  oft'ner  lies  on  Bocks  than  foftelt  down. 

Twice  had  the  cock  crown,  and  in  cities  flrong 
The  bellman's  doleful  noife  and  careful  fong^^ 
Told  men,  whofe  watchfiil  eyes  no  flumber  hent 
What  flore  of  hours  theft-guilty  night  had  fpent. 
Yet  had  noc  Morpheus  with  this  mrwden  been, 
As  fearing  Limos  ;  (whofe  impetuous  teen 
Kept  gentle  reil  from  all  to  whom  his  cave    , 
Yielded  incldfuie  (deadly  aa  the  grave.) 
But  to  all  fad  laments  left  her  (forlorn) 
In  which  three  watches  fiie  had  nigh  outworn. 

Fair  filver-footcd  I'iietis  that  time  threw 
Along  the  ocean  with  a  beauteous  crew 
Of  her  attending  fea-nymphs  (Jove's  bright  lamps 
Guiding  from  rocks  her  chariots  *  hippocamps.) 
A  journey,  only  made,  unwares  to  fpy 
If  any  mighties  of  her  empery 
Opprefs'd  the  leafl,  and  forc'd  the  weaker  fort 
To  their  defigns,  by  being  great  in  court. 

O  1  Ihould  all  potentates,  whofe  higher  birth 
Enrols  their  titles,  other  gods'on  earth,- 
Should  they  make  private  fcarch.  in  vail  of  n'ght, 
For  cruel  wrongs  done  by  each  favourite  ; 
Here  fhould  they  find  7\  great  one  paling  in 
A  mean  man's  land,  which  many  years  had  been 
His  charge's  life,  and  by  the  ether's  heaft, 
I  The  poor  muft  ftarve  to  feed  a  fcurvy  beatl. 
If  any  recompence  drop  from  his  fill, 
iHis  time's  his  ov/n,  the  money,  what  he  lift. 
I'There  fhould  they  fee  anothe,-  that  commands 
[His  farmer's  team  from  furrowing  his  lauds, 


*  Sea  ierfks. 
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To  bring  hiiti  fVones  to  raife  his  building  vaft", 

The  while  his  tenant's  fowing  time  is  paft. 

Another  (fpending)  doth  his  rents  enhance^ 

Or  gets  by  tricks  the  poor's  inheritance 

But  as  a  man,  whofe  age  hath  dinim'd  his  eyes, 

Ultth  his  fpei3;aclcs.  and  as  he  pries 

I'hrough  them,  all  charaiflers  feems   wond'rons 

fair  ; 
Yet  when  his  glaffes  quite  removed  are 
(Though  with  all  careful  heed  he  neatly  look) 
Cannot  perceive  one  tittle  in  the  book, 
So  if  a  king  behold  fuch  favourites 
(Whofe  being  great,  was  being  •parafites,) 
With  th'  eyes  of  favour ;  all  their  adfions  are 
To  him  appearing  plain  and  regular  : 
But  let  him  lay  his  fight  of  grace  afide. 
And  fee  what  men  he  hath  fo  dignify'd, 
They  ail  would  vanifli,  and  not  dare  apnear. 
Who  atom-like,  when  their  fun  Ihined  clear, 
Danc'd  in  his  beam  ;  but  now  his  rays  are  gone. 
Of  many  hundred  we  perceive  not  on?. 
Or  as  a  man,  who  (landing  to  delcry 
How  great  floods  far  oil  run,  asid  vallies  lie, 
'I'aketh  a  glafs  perfpeitive  good  and  true, 
By  which  things  moll  remote  are  in  his  view  ; 
If  monarchs,  fo,  would  take  an  indrument. 
Of  tiruth  compos'd,  to  fpy  their  fubjetts  dreut 
In  f  lul  opprelhon  by  thofc  high  in  feat. 
Who  care  not  to  be  good,  hut  to  be  great) 
In  full  afpeft  the  wrongs  of  each  degree 
Would  lie  before   thtm ;    and   they  then  would 

fee.  '    .    ;^ 

The  devilifh  politician  all  convinces,  ; 

In  murd'ring  llatefmen,  and  in  pois'ning  princes]; 
The  prelate  in  pluralities  afleep  i 

Whild  that  the  wolf  lies  preying  on  his  flieep ;    i 
The  drowfy  lawyer,  and  the  falfe  attornies 
Tire  poor  men's  purfes  with  their  life -lung  jour-», 

nies ; 
The  country-gentleman,  from  his  nelghbour'shanti 
Forceth  th'  inheritance,  joins  land  to  land,  ' 

And  (mod  infatiate)  feeks  under  his  rent 
To  bring  the  world's  mod  fpacious  continent ;     |' 
The  fawning  citizen  (whofe  love's  bouglit  deareft) 
Deceives  his  brother  when  the  fun  diines  c!e;ire(k. 
Gets,  borrows,  breaks,  lets  in,  and  Uopsout  light, 
And  lives  a  knave  to  leave  hU  fon  a  knight; 
The  gripping  farmer  hoards  the  feed  of  bread, 
Whild  iji  the  dreetsthe  poor  lie  famidied  ; 
And  free  there's  none  from  all  this  v.orldly  drife. 
Except  the  (hepherd's  hcavcn-blelt  haj.py  life. 
But  day,    fweet   mufe  !   forbear    this   hariher 

drain. 
Keep  with  the  Ciepherds ;  leave  the  fatyfsvein. 
Cope  not  with  beai  s  ;  let  Icarus  alone 
To  fcorch  himfelf  within  the  torrid  zone, 
Let  Phaeton  run  on,  Ision  fall, 
And  with  a  hunible  dylcd  padoral 
Tread  through  the  vallies,  dance  about  the  dreams, 
The  iowly  dales  will  yield  us  anadems 
To  ihade  our  temples,  'tis  a  worthy  meed, 
No  better  girlond  feeks  mine  oaten  reed  ;  ' 

Let  others  climb  the  hills,  and  to  their  praife 
(Whild  I  fit  girt  with  Huvvers)  be  crown'd  with 

bays, 
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Shew  new,  fair  mufe,  what  afterwards  became 
Of  great  Achilles' mother  ;  (he  whofe  name 
The  mermaids  fing,  and  tell  the  weeping  Ilrand 
A  braver  lady  never  tript  on  land. 
Except  ttu-  ever-living  Faery  Queen, 
V/hofe  virtues  by  her  f>vdin  fo  written  been, 
That  time  Ihall  call  her  high  enhanced  itory 
In  hjs  riire  (ung,  "  The  mufe's  chiefott  glory." 

So  mainly  Thetis  drove  her  lilver  throne, 
Inlaid  with  pearls  of  price  and  precious  Hone, 
/For  whofe  gaypufchale,  flie  did  otten  maiie 
The  fcorciied  negro  dive  the  briny  like) 
That  by  the  fwifttiefs  of  her  chariot  wheels 
(Scouring  the  main  as  well  built  Englilh  keels) 
She,  of  the  new-found  world  all  coaits  haJ  Len, 
The  ihores  of  Thcffaly,  where  flie  was  queen. 
Her  brother  Pontus'  waves,  embrac'd,  with  thofe 
Mceotian  fields  and  vales  of  Tenedos,  [found 

Straight  Hcllefpont,  vvhofe  high  biow'd  cliffy  yet 
The  mourniulname  of  young  Leander  drown'd, 
Then  with  full  fpeed  her  horfes  doth  flic  guide 
Through  the  ^gaian  fea,  that  takes  a  pride 
In  making  diff'rence  'twixt  the  fruitful  lands 
lurope  and  Afia  almott  joining  hands, 
But  that  fbe  thrulls  her  billows  all  a-front 
To  Hop  their  meeting  through  the  HtiUcfpont, 
The  midland  fea  fo  fwiftly  was  flie  fcouring, 
The  Adriatic  gulf  brave  flups  devouring.    ■ 
To  Padus'  filver  Ifrean  then  glides  fhe  on 
(Enfamoufed  by  recklefs  *  Pnaeton) 
?adu3  that  doth  beyond  his  Uniits  rife, 
When  the  hot  dog-ttar  reigns  his  .iwladies. 
And  robs  the  high  and  air-invading  Alps 
Of  all  their  winter  iuxts  and  inowy  fcaips, 
To  drown  the  leveil'd  lanos  along  his  fhore, 
And  make  him  fwell  with  pride.   By  whom  of  yore 
The  facred  Heliconian  damfeis  far, 
(I'o  whom  was  mighty  Pmdus  confecrate) 
And  did  decree  (negleding  other  men) 
Their  Jneight  of  art  fhould  flow  from  Maro's  pen. 
And  prattling  echo'.s  overmore  fhould  long 
For  repetition  of  fweet  Nafo's  fong. 
It  was  enacf^ed  here,  in  atti.r  days 
What  wights  fhould  have  their  temples  crown'd 

with  bays 
Learn'd  Ariolto,  holy  Petrarch's  quill, 
And  Taffo  ftiould  afcend  the  mufe's.hill. 
Divinett  Bartas,  whofe  enriched  foul 
Proclaim'd  his  Maker's  worth,  fliould  fo  inroU 
."His  happy  name  in  brafs,  that  time  nor  fate 
That  fwallow  all,  Ihould  ever  ruinate. 
Delightful  Salluft,  whofe  all  bkffed  lays 
The  Ihepherds  make  their  hymns  on  holidays. 
And  truly  fay  thou  in  one  week  hall  penn'd 
"What  time  may  ever  ftudy,  ne'er  am^nd. 
Marot  and  Roiifard,  Garni.-r's  bulkm'dmufc 
Shouldfpirit  of  liie  in  very  ftones  infule. 
And  many  another  fwaiu  whofe  powerful  flrain 
Should  raife  the  golden  world  to  life  again. 

But  let  us  leave  i^fair  mule^  the  banks  of  Po, 
Thetis  forfook  his  brave  llream  long  ago, 
And  we  mull  after.     See  in  haitc  llic  fwccps 
Along  the  Celtit  ihores,  th'  Armoritk  deeps 
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She  now  i^  ent'ring  :  bear  up  then  a^head 

And  by  that  time  ihe  hath  difcovercd 

Our  alabdfter  rocks,  wi-  may  defcry 

And  Hem  with  her,  the  coafls  of  Britanny, 

There  will  Ihe  anch' r  caft,  to  hear  thcfongs 

Of  Engiifli  fliepherds,  wiiofe  all  tuneful  tongues 

So  plcas'd  the  Naiades,  theyd  id  report 

Their  fongs  pcrfedlion  in.  great  Nereus'  court : 

Which  Thetis  hearing,  did  appoint  a  day 

When  fhe  would  meet  them  in  the  Britilh  fea, 

And  thither  for  each  fwain  a  dolphin  bring 

To  ride  with  her  while  fhe  woifld  hear  him  fing, 

The  time  prefis'd  was  come ;  and  now  the  ftar 

Of  blifafu.  hgiu  appear'd,  when  fhe  her  car 

Staid  in  the  narrow  leas      At  Thames'  fair  port 

The  n/mphs  and  fhepherds  of  the  ifle  refort ; 

And  thence  did  put  to  fea  with  mirthful  rounds^ 

Wiiereat  the  billows  dance  above  their  bounds. 

And  bearded  goats,  that  on  the  clouded  head 

Of  any  fea-furveying  mountain  fed, 

Leaving  to  crop  the  ivy,  lill'iiing  flood 

At  thofe  fweet  airs  which  did  t  ntrance  the  floodi' 

In  jocund  fort  the  goddefi  thus  they  met. 

And  after  rev'rence  done,  all  being  fet 

Upon  their  fenny  courfers,  round  her  throne, 

And  ihe  prepar'd  to  cut  the  wat'ry  zone 

Ingirting  Albion  ;  all  their  pipes  were  flill. 

And  •  Colin  Clout  began  to  tune  his  quill, 

With  fuch  deep  art,  that  every  one  was  given 

To  think  Apollo  (newly  Aid  from  heav'n) 

Had  ta'eii  a  human  fhape  to  win  his  love, 

Or  wifh  the  weftern  fwains  for  glory  llrove. 

He  fung  th'  heroic  knights  of  fairyland 

In  lines  fo  elegant,  of  fuch  command. 

That  had  the  \  Thracian  but  play'd  half  fo  well 

He  had  not  left  Eurydice  in  hell. 

But  eie  he  ended  his  melodious  fong 

An  hofl  ef  aiigjls  flew  the  clouds  among, 

And  rapi  this  fwain  from  his  attentive  mates. 

To  make  him  one  of  their  aflbciates 

In  heav'n's  fair  choir ;  where  now .  he  fings  the 

praife 
Of  him  that  is  the  firfl;  and  laft  of  days. 
Divineft  openfer,  heav'n-bred,  hap.;-  mufe'. 
Would  any  power  into  my  brain  infufe 
Thy  worth   or  all  that  poets  'ad  before, 
1  could  not  praife  till  thou  defeiv'fl  no  more. 
A  damp  of  wonder  and  amazement  llruck 
Thetis'  attendants,  many  a  heavy  look 
Follow'd  fweet  Spenfer,  till  the  thick'ning  air 
Sight's  further  pafTage  tlopp'd.     A  paflionate  tear 
fell  from  each  nymph,  no  fhepheid's  cheek  was 

dry, 
A  doleful  dirge,  and  mournful  elegy 
Flew  to  the  ftiore.    v^'hen  mighty  Nereus' queen 
(In  memory  of  what  was  heard  and  feen)  1 

Employ'd  a  faclor  (fitted  well  with  flore       '  ] 

Of  richeft  gems,  refined  Indian  ore)  : 

To  raiie,  iu  honour  ol  his  worthy  name 
A  Piramis,  whole  head  (Uke  winged  fame) 
Should  pierce  the  clouds,  yea  feein  the  flare  to  kil|i  j 
And  Mauloleus'  great  tomb  niigiit  Ihroud  in  bis.    I 

f  Sprnfir, 
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Her  will  hau  been  performance,  had  not  fate 
(That  never  knew  how  to  caniniiftrate) 
Saborn'd  cur^'d  avarice  to  lie  in  wait 
i'or  that  rich  prey  :    ( tjold  is  u  talking  bait) 
■\Vho  clofely  hirking:  like  a  lubrile  fiiake 
Under  the  covert  of  a  thorny  brake, 
beiz'd  on  the  fadlor  by  fair  Thetis  feat, 
And  robb'd  our  Colin  of  iiis  ir.onu:iient. 
Ye  Engliih  Ihephcrds,  fons  of  memory. 
For  fatyrs  change  your  ploafing  melody, 
Scoiirje,  rail,  and  curfe  tbat  facrile;j;eous  hand, 
Tliat  more  tlian  iiend  <:f  hell,  that  Stygian  brand, 
All  guilty  Avarice;  thou  worlt  of  evil. 
That  gulf-devouring  oifsprinsx  of  a  devil : 
Heap  curfe  on  curfe  fo  direful  and  fo  fell, 
Their  weight  may  prefs  his  damned  f<uil  to  hell. 
Vol.  it. 


PASTORALS.  2^^ 

Is  there  a  fpirit  fo  gentle  can  refrain 

To  torture  fuch  ?   O  let  a  fatyr'  vein 

Mix  with  that  man  !  to  lafh  this  hellifh.  limb, 

Or  all  our  curfes  v/ill  defcend  on  him. 

For  mine  own  part,  although  I  now  commerce 
With  lowly  (Iiepherds  in  as  low  a  verfe  ; 
If  of  my  days  I  iball  not  fee  an  end  :   . 

Till  more  years  prefs  me;  fome  few  hours  I'll  fpeilLl 
In  roiigh-hewn  fatyrs,  and  my  bufied  pen 
Sliall  jerk  to  death  this  infamy  of  men. 
And  lilce  a  fury,  glowing  coulters  bare. 
With  which — But  fee  how  yonder  fondling*  tear 
Their  fleeces  in  the  brakes ;  I  muft  go  free 
Them  of  their  bonds  ;  reft  you  here  merrily 
Till  my  return  :  when  I  will  touch  a  firing 
.  Shall  make  the  rivers  dance,  and  valleys  ring, 
TT 
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'^e  Argument, 

What  fliepherds  on  the  fea  were  feen 
To  entertain  the  ocean's  queen, 
RemonJ  in  fearch  of  Fida  gone, 
And  for  his  love  young  Doridon, 
Their  meeting  with  a  woful  fwain, 
Mute,  and  not  able  to  comjjlain 
His  metamorphos'd  miftrefs'  wrong ; 
Is  all  the  fubjedl  of  this  fong. 


1  HE  mufe's  friend  (grey-ey'd  Aurora)  yet 
Held  all  the  meadows  in  a  cooling  fwfeat. 
The  milk-white  goffamores  not  upwards  fnow'd, 
Nor  was  the  Iharp  and  ufeful  fleering  goad 
L/aid  on  the  ftrong-neck'd  ox ;  no  gentle  bud 
The  fun  had  dry'd;  the  cattle  chew'd  the  cud 
Low  levell'd  on  the  grafs ;  no  fly's  quick  fiing 
iinforc'd  the  ftonehorfe  in  a  furious  ring 
To  tear  the  pafling  earth,  nor  kfti  his  tail 
About  his  buttocks  broad ;  the  flimy  fnail 
Might  on  the  wainfcot,  (by  his  many  mazes 
Winding  meanders  and  felf-knitting  traces,) 
Be  follow'd,  where  he  ftuck,  his  glitt'ring  Ilime 
IVot  yet  wip'd  off.     It  was  fo  early  time 
The  careful  fmith  had  in  his  footy  forge 
|Cindled  no  coal;  nor  did  his  hammers  urge 
His  neighbour's  patience  :  owls  abroad  did  fly 
And  day  as  then  might  plead  his  infancy. 
Yet  of  fair  Albion  all  the  wellern  fwalns 
Were  long  fmce  up,  attending  on  the  plains 
When  Nereus'  daughter  with  her  mirthful  hoft 
Should  fummon  them,  on  their  declining  coaft. 
But  fmce  her  flay  was  long  :  for  fear  the  fun 
Shou  d  find  them  idle,  fome  of  them  begun 
To  leap  and  wreflle,  others  threw  the  bar, 
Some  from  the  company  removed  are 
To  meditate  the  fongs  they  meant  to  play, 
Or  make  a  new  round  for  next  holiday : 


Some  tales  of  love  their  love-fick  fellows  told  : 
Others  were  feeking  flakes  to  pitch  their  fold. 
This,  all  alone  was  mending  of  his  pipe  : 
That  for  his  lals  fought  fruits  mod  fweet  moft 

ripe. 
Here,  (from  the  reft),  a  lovely  fliepherd's  boy 
Sits  piping  on  a  hill,  a3  if  his  joy 
Would  ftiil  endure,  or  elfc  that  a^-re's  froft 
Should  never  make  him  think  what  he  had  loft." 
Yonder  a  fliepherdefs  knits  by  the  fprings, 
Her  hands  ftill  keeping  time  to  what  (he  fings  : 
Or  fceming,  by  her  fong,  thole  lairelt  hands 
Were  comforted  working.  Near  the  fands 
Of  fome  fweet  river  fits  a  muilnir  lad. 
That  moans  the  lofs  of  what  he  fon-.etlmes  had 
His  love  by  death  bereft  :  when  faft  05'  him 
An  aged  fwain  takes  place,  as  near  the  brim 
Of's  grave  as  of  the  river;  Ihewing  how 
That  as  thofe  floods,  which  pafs  along  right  now 
Are  follow'd  ftill  by  others  from  their  fpring, 
"  And  in  the  fea  have  all  their  burying  :" 
Right  fo  our  times  are  known,  our  ages  found, 
(Nothing  is  permanent  within  this  round)  : 
One  age  is  now,  another  that  fucceeds, 
Extirping  all  things  which  the  former  breeds  : 
Another  follows  that,  doth  new  rimes  raife 
New  years,  new  months,  new  weeks,  new  hours, 
nev.'  days, 
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Mantind  tKus'goe*  like  rivers  from  their  fpring 
*'  And  in  the  earth  huve  all  their  burying." 
Thus  fat  the  old  man  counfeHing  the  young  •, 
Whilft,  underneath  a  tree  which  oveihurig 
The  filver  ilream,  (as,  fome  delight  it  took 
To  trim  his  thick  boughs  in  the  chryftal  brook), 
Were  fct  a  jocund  tre\v  of  youthful  Iwains 
Wooing  their  fweetings  with  delicious  ftrains. 
Sportive  Oreades  the  hills  del'cended, 
The  Hamadryades  their  hunting  ended. 
And  in  the  high  wcods  left  the  long-liv'd  harts 
To  feed  in  peace,  free  from  their  winged  darts ; 
Floods,  mountains,  vallies,  woods,  each  vacant  lies 
Of  nymphs  that  by  them  danc'd  their  Haydigyes: 
For  all  thofe  powers  were  ready  to  embrace 
The  prefeiit  means,  to  give  our  fiicpherd's  grace. 
And  underneath  this  tree  (till  Thetis  came) 
Many  reforted  ;  where  a  fwain,  of  name 
Lefs,  tlien  of  worth  :   (and  v/e  do  never  own 
Nor  apprehend  him  beft,  that  moil  is  knov/n.) 
Fame  is  uncertain,  who  fo  fwiftly  flies 
By  th'  unreguarded  {hade  where  virtue  lies, 
She  (ill  inform'd  of  virtue's  worth)   purl'u'di 
(In  hafie)  opinion  for  the  fimple  truth. 
True  fame  is^ver  ilk.'ned  to  our  ihade, 
He  fooneft  miffeth  her,  that  mod  hath  made 
To  overtake  her  ;  virho  fo  takes  his  wing, 
Regardlefs  of  her,  fhe'll  be  following  : 
Her  true  property  flie  thus  difcovers  [ers." 

•'  Love's  her  contemners.,  and   contemns  her  lov- 
Th'  applaufe  of  common  people  never  yet 
Purlu'd  this  fwain  ;  he  knew't  the  counterfeit 
Of  fettled  praife,  and  therefore  at  his  fongs 
1'hough  all  the  fliepherds  and  the  graceful  throngs 
Of  femi-gods  compar'd  him  with  the  beil 
That  ever  touch'd  a  reed,  or  was  addrefs'd 
In  fliepherd's  coat,  he  never  wculd  approve 
Their  attributes,  giv'n  in  finceretl  love  ; 
Except  he  truly  knew  them,  as  his  merit, 
JFime  gives  a  fecond  life  to  fuch  a  fpirit. 

This  fwain,  entreated  by  the  mirthful  roUt 
That  with  entwined  arms  lay  round  aliout 
1"he  tree  'gainll  which  he  lean'd.  (So  have  I  fecn 
Tom  Piper  ftand  upon  our  village  green, 
Back'd  with  the  May-pole,  whilft  a  jocund  creW 
In  gentle  motion  circularly  threw 
Themfelves  about  him.)  To  his  fairefl  ring 
Thus  'gan  in  numbers  well  according  fing  : 

,     Venus  by  Adonis'  Tide 

Crying  kifs'd,  and  kiffing  cry'd. 
Wrung  her  hands  and  tore  her  hair 
For  Adonis  dying  there. 

Stay,  (quoth  fhe),  O  ftay  and  live  ! 
Nature  furely  doth  not  give 
To  the  earth  herfweetel't  flower* 
To  be  feen  but  fome  few  hours. 

On  his  face,  ftill  as  he  bled 
For  each  dropt  a  tear  flie  Ihed, 
Which  (he  kift  or  wip'd  away, 
Elfe  had  drown'd  him  where  he  laj. 

Fair  Proferpina  (quoth  flic) 
Shall  not  have  thee  yet  from  me; 


Nor  thy  foul  to  fly  begin. 
While  my  lips  can  keep  it  In. 

Here  fhe  clos'd  again.     And  fome 
Say,  Apollo  would  have  come 
To  have  cur'd  his  Wounded  limb, 
But  that  file  had  fmother'dhim. 

Look  as  a  traveller  in  fummer's  day 
Nigh  chok'd  with  dull,  and  mel^  with  Titan's  ray, 
Loiigs  for  a  fpring  to  cooi'iiis  inward  heat, 
And  to  that  end,  with  vows,  diSth  heaven  entreafj 
Wiien  going  further,  finds  an  apple-tree 
(Standing  as  did  old  hofpitality. 
With  ready  arms  to  fuccour  any  needs  ; 
Ileiice  plucks  anapple,  talles  it,  and  it  breeds) 
So  great  a  liliing  in  him  for  his  thirfl, 
That  up  he  climbs,  and  gathers  to  thefirfl: 
A  fecdnd,  third,-  nay,  will  not  ceafe  to  pull 
fill  he  had  got  his  cap  and  pockets  full. 
"  Things  long  defir'd  fo  well  efleemcd  are, 
"  That  when  they  come  we  hold  them  better  far. 
"  There  is  no  mean  'twixt  what  we  love  or  want, 
"  Defire,  in  men,  is  fo  prcdcmiinant." 
No  lefs  did  all  this  quaint  affembly  long 
Than  doth  the  traveller  :  this  fliepherd's  fong 
Had  ft^-enfnar'd  each  acceptable  ear. 
That  but  a  fccbnd,  nought  could  bring  them  clear 
From  an  affedled  fnarc  ;  had  Orpheus  been 
Playing,  fome  diftance  from  them,  he  had  feen 
Not  one  to  fllr  a  foot  for  his  rare  ftrain. 
But  left  the  Thracian  for  theEnglifli  fwain. 
Or  had  fufpicious  Juno  (when  her  Jove 
Into  a  cow  transform'd  his  faireft  ^  love) 
Great  Inachus'  fv/eet  flem  in  durance  given 
To  this  young  lad  ;  the  f  meffengcr  of  heaven 
(Fair  iVIaria's  offspring)  with  the  depth  of  art 
That  ever  jove  to  Hermes  might  impart, 
(n  fing'ring  of  a  reed,  had  never  won 
Poor  lo's  freedom.  And  though  Arcflor's  fori 
(Hundred-ey'd  Argus)  might  be  luU'd  by  him. 
And  loofc  his  pris'ner :   yet  in  every  limb 
That  God  of  vt-it  had  felt  this  fliepherd's  flciil. 
And  by  his  charms  brought  from  the  mufe's  hill 
Enforc'd  to  fleep  ;  then  robb'd  of  pipe  and  rod, 
And  vanquifh'd  fo,  turn  fwain,  this  fwain  a  god. 
Yet  to  this  lad  not  wanted  envy's  fling, 
("  He's  not  worth  ought,  that's  Eot  worth  cnvy- 

Since  many  at  his  praife  were  feen  to  grutch. 
For  as  a  miller  in  his  boulting  hutch 
Drives  out  the  pure  meal  nearly,  (as  he  can), 
And  in  his  fifter  leaves  the  coarfer  bran  : 
So  doth  the  canker  of  a  poet's  name 
Let  flip  fuch  lines  as  might  inherit  fame, 
And  from  a  volume  culls  fome  fmall  amifj, 
To  fire  fuch  dogged  fpleens  as  mate  with  his. 
Yet,  as  a  man  that  (by  his  art)  would  bring 
I'he  ceafclefs  current  of  a  cryftai  fpring 
To  overlook  the  lowly  flowing  head. 
Sinks,  by  degrees,  his  foider'd  pipes  of  lead, 
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Beneath  the  fount,  whereby  the  water  goes 
lligh  as  a  well  that  on  a  motmtain  flows  : 
So  when  dctraJlion  and  a  Cynic's  tongue 
Have  funk  defcrt  nnto  the  depth  of  wrong, 
By  that,  the  eye  uf  Ikill.  true  worth  (hall  fee 
To  brave  the  ftars,  though  low  his  paffage  be. 

But  here  I  much  digrefs,  yet  pardon,  fwains  : 
For  as  a  maiden  gath'ring  on  the  plains 
Afcentful  nofeguy  (_to  fet  near  her  pap, 
Or  as  a  favour,  for  her  {hepherd's  cap) 
Is  feen  far  off  to  dray,  if  fhe  have  fpy'd 
A  flower  that  might  increafe  her  pofie's  pride  : 
So  if  to  wander  I  am  fometlme  ptefl, 
'  ris  for  a  {train  that  migh':  adorn  the  reft. 

Requefls,  that  with  denial  could  not  meet. 
Flew  to  our  fhepherd,  and  the  voices  fweet 
Of  fairefl  nymphs  entreating  him  to  fay 
What  wight  he  lov'd;  he  thus  began  his  lay  s 

Shall  I  te!l  you  whom  I  love .' 
Hearken  then  a  wliile  to  me  ; 

And  if  fuch  a  woman  move 
As  I  now  (liall  verfify; 

Be  affur'd,  'tis  Cne,  or  none 

That  1  love,  and  love  alone. 

Nature  did  her  fo  much  right, 

As  (he  fcorns  the  help  of  art. 
Tn  as  many  virtue's  dight 

As  e'er  yet  embrace'd  a  heart. 
So  much  good  fo  truly  try'd 
tsome  for  lefs  were  deify 'd. 

Wit  fhe  hath  without  defire 

To  make  known  how  much  fhe  hath ; 
And  her  anger  flames  no  higher 

Than  may  fitly  fweetenvvrath. 
Full  of  pity  as  may  be, 
Though  perhaps  not  ,fcf  to  me. 

'   Reafon  maflers  every  fenfe, 

And  her  virtues  grace  her  birdi  : 
Lovely  as  all  cxcelierice. 

Modefl  in  her  mod  of  mirth  : 
■     Likelihood  enough  to  prove 
Only  worth  could  kindle  love. 

Such  fhe  is  :  and  if  you  know 

Such  a  one  as  I  have  fung; 
Be  flie  brown,  or  fair,  or  lo, 

That  file  be  but  fomewhile  young  ; 
Be  affur'd,  'tis  fhe  or  none 
That  I  love,  and  love  alone. 

*  E!;us  and  his  fellovirsin  the  team, 

(Who,  fince  their  wat'ring  in  the  weftern  dream, 

Had  run  a  furious  journey  to  appeafe 

The  night-fick  eyes  of  our  antipodes.) 

M'jw  (fweating)  were  in  our  horizon  fcerf 

To  drink  the  cold  dew  from  eacli  flow'ry  green  : 

When  Triton's  trumpet  (with  a  fhrill  command) 

Told,  filver-footed  Thetis  wag  at  hand. 

*   Eons,  Pymcis,  Mthon,  and  PhUgon^  -Kere  fc'g<ied 
fo  lie  the  horfes  of  theftm. 


THEWORKSOFBROWNE. 

\       As  1  have  feen  when  en  the  breall;  of  Thames 


A  heavenly  heavy  of  fweet  Englifh  ilames, 
tn  fi  me  calm  ev'ning  of  delightful  May, 
With  mufic  give  a  farewell  to  the  day, 
Or  as  they  would  ,  with  an  admired  tone) 
trreet  night's  afcenfion  to  her  ebon  throne, 
R.apt  with  their  melody,  a  thoufand  more 
Hun  to  be  wafted  from  the  bounding  fliore  : 
So  ran  the  fhepherds,  and  with  hafty  feet 
Strove  which  (hould  firft  increafe  that  happy  fleet. 

The  true  \  prefager^  of  a  coming  florm 
Teaching  their  fins,  to  (leer  them,  to  the  form 
Of  Thetis'  will ;  like  boats  at  anchor  flood, 
As  ready  to  convey  the  mufe's  brood 
Into  the  brackifh  lake,  tha*-  feem'd  to  fwel!, 
As  proud  fo  rich  a  burden  on  it  fell  f. 

Ere  tlicir  arrival  §  Aftrophel '  a;l  done 
His  fhcpherd's  lay,  yet  equalis'd  of  none. 
Th'  admired  mirror,  glory  of  our  ifle, 
Thou   far,  far  more   than  mortal   man,  whofc 

flyle, 
Struck  more  men  dumb  to  hearken  to  thy  fong 
'I'han  Orpheus'  harp,  or  Tully's  gol^Ien  tongue. 
To  him  Cas  right)  for  wit't,  deep  cjuinccirence, 
For  honour,  value,  virtue,  excellence. 
Be  all  the  garlands,  crown  his  tomb  with  bay, 
Whofpake  as  muc.>  as  e'er  our  tongue  can  fay. 

Happy  Arcadia  '.   while  fuch  lovely  {trains 
Sung  of  thy  vallies,  rivers,  hills,  and  plains ; 
Yet  molt  ur.happy  otiier  joys  among, 
That  never  heard'fl  his  mufic  nor  his  fong. 
Deaf  men  are  happy  fo,  v/hofe  virtues  praifc 
(LTiiheard  of  them)  are  fung  in  tuneful  lays. 
And  pa;  don  me,  ye  fiders  of  the  mountain 
Who  waii  hislofs  from  the  Pegafian  fountain,. 
If  (^iihe  a  man  for  portraiture  unable) 
II  1  fet  r>-y  pencil  to  Apclles'  table; 
Or  dare  to  draw  his  curtain,  with  a  will 
To  fhcw  his  true  worth,  when  the  artift's  flcili 
Within  chat  curtain  fully  doth  o:prefs, 
His  own  art's  maft'ry  my  una-blcTiefs, 

He  iweetly  touch'd,  wiiat  I  harfhiy  hit. 
Yet  rhus  I  glory  in  v,?hat  1  have  writ; 
Sidney  began  (and  if  a  wit  fo  mean 
May  ta(te  witli  him  the  dews  of  Hippocrene) 
I  fung  the  paft'ral  next ;  his  mufe,   my  mover : 
And  on  the  plains  full  many  a  penfive  lover 
Shall  fing  us  to  their  loves,  and  praifing  be. 
My  humble  lines,  the  more,  for  praifing  thee. 
Thus  we  fliali  live  with  them,  by  rocks,  by  fprings. 
As  well  as  Homer  by  the  death  of  kings. 

Then  in  a  ftrairt  beyond  an  oaten  quill 
The  learned  \  fiiep!  .-d  of  fair  Hitching  Hill 
Sung  the  heroic  dee. '.a  of  Greece  and  Troy, 
In  lines,  fo  worthy  life,  that  I  employ 
My  reeil  in  vain  to  overtake  his  fame. 
AH  praifeful  tongues  do  wait  upon  that  name. 

Our  rccond  Ovid,  the  molt  pleafing  mufe 
That  hcav'n  did  e'er  iii  mortal's  brain  infufe, 

f    Dolphins. 

j   Gefner  de  Aquatilitui,   Hijl,  Natural.  I,  4.  A, 

4^-6. 
§    Sir  Philip  Sidney. 
II     ."«  b    l.f  2. 
*\    Gi'orge  Chapman. 
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All-loved  Drayton,  in  foul-raping  ftrains, 
A  genuine  note,  of  all  the  nymphifh  trains, 
Began  to  tune ;  on  it  all  ears  were  hung 
As  fometime  Dido's  on  TEncas'  tongue. 

Johnfon,  whofe  full  of  merit  to  rehearfe 
Too  copious  is  to  be  confin'J  in  verfe  ; 
Yet  therein  only  fitteil  to  be  known, 
Pould  any  write  a  line  \vhich  he  might  own. 
One,   fo  judicious;  fo  well  knowing  ;  and 
A  man  whofc  leaft  worth  i^  to  undcrftand  ; 
.One  fo  exatS  in  all  he  doth  prefer, 
To  able  ccnfure  ;  for  the  theatre 
Not  Seneca  tranfcends  his  worth  of  praife  ; 
Wh^  writes  him  well  (hall  well  deftrve  the  bays, 

Well-languag'd  Daniel ;    Brooke,  *  whofe  po- 
lifti'd  lines 
Are  filtefl.  to  accomplifii  high  defigns  ; 
Whofe  pen  (it  feems)  ftill  young  Apollo  guides ; 
Worthy  the  forked  hill  forever  glides 
Streams  from  thy  brain,  fo  fair,  that  time  Iball  fee 
Thee  honour'd  by  thy  verfe,  and  it  by  thee. 
And  when  thy  temple's  well-dcferving  bays, 
Might  imp  a  pride  in  thee  to  reach  thy  praife, 
^s  in  a  cryilal  glaf-,  fiU'd  to  the  ring 
With  the  clear  water  of  as  cjear  a  fpring, 
A  fteady  hand  may  very  fafely  drop 
Some  quantity  of  gold,  yet  o'er  the  top 
Not  force  the  liquor  run  ;  although  before 
The  glafs  (of  water)  coulj  contain  no  more  : 
Yer  fo  all- worthy  Brooke,  though  ail  men  found 
Wiih  plummets  of  juft  praife  thy  fkill  profound, 
Thou  in  thy  verfe  thofe  attributes  canlt  take 
And  not  apparent  oRentatinn  make. 
That  any  fecond  can  thy  virtues  raife, 
Striving  asmuch  to  hide  as  merit  praife. 

f  Davies  and  Wither,  by  whofe  mufe's  power 
A  natural  day  to  me  feems  but  an  hour, 
And  could  I  ever  hear  their  learned  lays, 
Ages  would  turn  to  artificial  days. 
Thefe  fweetly  chaunted  to  the  queen  of  waves, 
She  prais'd,  and   what  flie  praii'd  no  tongue  de- 
praves. 
Then  bafe  ccntcnipt  (unvvorthy  our  report) 
-Fly  from  the  mufes  and  their  fair  refort. 
And  exercife  thy  I'pleen  on  men  like  thee  : 
Such  are  more  fit  to  be  contemn'd  than  we. 
'  Fis  not  the  rancour  of  a  cank'red  heart 
That  can  debafe  the  excellence  of  art, 
Nor  great  in  titleo  makes  our  worth  obey. 
Since  we  have  lines  far  more  eileem'd  than  they. 
For  there  is  hidden  in  a  poet's  name 
A  fpell  that  can  command  the  wings  of  Fame, 
And  maugre  all  oblivion's  hated  birth 
Begin  their  immortality  on  earth, 
Wiien  he  that  'gainft  a  mufe  with  hate  combines 
May  raife  his  tomb  in  vain  to  reach  cur  lines. 

Thus  Thetis  rides  along  the  narrow  feas 
Encompafs'd  round  with  lovely  Naiades, 
With  gaudy  nyn:iphs,  and  many  a  fkilful  fwain 
Whofe  equiils,  earth  cannot  produce  again,    [them 
But  leave  the   times  and   men   thaf  fhall  fucceed 
iinough  to  praife  that  age  wlvicii-fo  C.'id  breed  d;eni. 

*    Ch>}Jlophcr  Brccie. 

■]"    jOf.-n  Davies  of  Heyeford, 


Two  of  the  quainteil  fwains  that  yet  have  been 
Fail'd  their  attendance  on  the  ocean's  queen, 
Remond  and  Doridon,  whofe  haplefs  fate*; 
Late  fever'd  them  from  their  more  happy  mates  ; 
For  (gentle  fwainsj  if  you  remember  well 
When  laft  I  fung  on  brim  of  yonder  dell, 
And  as  1  guefs  it  was  that  funny  morn. 
When  in  the  grove  thereby  my  Ihcep  were  flsorn, 
1  ween  !  told  you,  while  the  fliepherd's  young 
Were  at  their  paft'ral,  and  tlieir  rural  long, 
The    fliriek?   of  fome  poor  maid  fallen  in   mif- 

chance, 
Invok'd  their  aid,  and  drew  them  from  their  dance  ; 
Each  ran  a  fevVal  way  to  help  the  maid  ; 
Some  tow'rds   the  valley,   fome  the  green  •wood. 

flray'd  : 
Here  one  the  thicket  beats,  and  there  a  fwain 
Enters  the  hidden  caves,  but  all  in  vain. 
Nor  could  they  find  the     wight    whofe  fhrieks 

and  cry 
Flew  through  the  gentle  air  fo  heavily. 
Nor  fee  or  man  or  beaft,  whofe  cruel  teen 
Would  wrong  a  maiden  or  in  grave  or  green. 
Back  then  return'd  they  all  to  end  their  fpoit 
But  Doridon  and  Remond  ;  who  refort 
Back  to  thofe  places  which  they  erft  had  fought. 
Nor  could  a  thicket  be  by  nature  wrought 
In  fuch  a  weh,fo  intricate,  and  knit 
So  ftrong  with  briars,  but  they  would  enter  it. 
Remond,  his  Fida  calls  ;  Fida  the  woods 
Refound  again,  and  Fida  fpeak  the  floods. 
As  if  the  rivers  and  the  hills  did  frame 
Tliemfelves  no  fmall  delight,  to  hear  her  name. 
Yet  fhe  appears  not.     Doridon  wnuld  now 
Kavc  call'd  his  love  too,  but  he  knew  not  how  : 
Much  like  a  man  who  dreaming  in  his  fleep 
That  he  is  falling  from  fome  mountain  fleep 
Into  a  foundlefs  lake,  about  whofe  brim 
A  thoufand  crocodiles  do  wait  for  him, 
And  hangs  but  by  one  bough  and  fhould    thai. 

break 
His  life  goes  with  it ;  yet  to  cry  or  fpeak. 
Though  fain  he  would,  can  move  nor  voice  nor 

tongue  : 
So  when  he  Remond  heard  the  woods  among 
Call  for  his  Fida,  he  would  gladly  too 
Have  call'd  his  faired;  love,  Ijut  knew  not  who, 
Or  what  to  call ;  poor  lad,  that  canfl  not  tell 
Nor  fpeak  the  name  of  her  thou  lov'ft  fo  well. 

Remond  by  hap  near  to  tlie  arbour  found 
Where  late  the  hind  was  flain,the  hurtlefs  ground 
Befmcar'd  viih  blood;  to  Doridon  he  cried. 
And  tearing  then  his  hair,  O  haplefs  tide 
(Quoth  he)  behold  .   fome  curled  hand  hath  ta'en 
From  Fida  this;   O  what  infernal  bane. 
Or  more  then  heliifh  fiend  enforced  this  I 
Pure  as  the  ftream  of  aged  Syniois, 
And  as  the  fpotlefs  lily  was  her  foul  ! 
Ye  facred  powers  that  round  about  the  po! 


.  po 


poie 


I'urn  in  your  fpheres  !  O  could  you  fee  this  deedj 
And  keep  your  motion  .''  If  the  ''  eldeft  feed 
Of  chained  Saturn  liath  fo  often  been 
In  hunters  and  in  flierl'crd's  habit  fecn 


*    '^vr'iicr. 
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To  trace  our  woods,  and  on  our  fertile  plains 

Woo  (hcpherd's  daughters  with  melodious  ftiains. 

Where  was  he  now,  or  any  other  power  ? 

So  many  fcv'ral  lambs  have  1  each  hour 

And    crooked    horned    rams   brought    to    your 

flirincs, 
And  with  perfumes  clouded  the  fun  that  Hiines, 
Yet  now  lorfaken  ?  to  an  uncouth  ftate 
Muft  all  things  run,  if  fuch  v^ill  be  ingrate. 

Ceafe  Remond  (quoth  the  boy)  no  more  coni- 

plain, 
Thy  faircll  Fida  lives;   nor  do  thou  ftain 
V/ith  vile  reproaches  any  power  above, 
They  all  as  much  as  thee  have  been  in  love  : 
Saturn  his  Rhea  ;  Jupiter  had  ftore, 
As  16,  Leda,  Europa,  and  more  ; 
Mars  entered  Vulcan's  bed,  partook  his  joy  ; 
Fhcebus  had  Daphne  and  the  f  Iweet  fac'd  boy  ; 
Venus  Adonis;  and  the  god  of  wit 
In  chaAcd  bonds  was  to  the  mufes  knit, 
And  yet  remains  fo,  nor  can  any  fever 
His  love,  but  brother-like  affccfts  them  ever; 
pale  changeful  Cynthia  her  Endy.nion  had, 
And  oft  on  Latmus  fportcd  with  that  lad  : 
If  thefe  were  fubjetfl  (as  all  mortal  men). 
Unto  the  golden  fnafts,  they  could  not  then 
But  by  their  own  affeClions  rightly  guefs 
t  ifer  death  wguld  draw  on  thine ;  thy  wretched- 

nefs 
Charge   them   refpe<Slpfs ;    ftnce  no  fwain  than 

thee 
Hath  off'jed  more  unto  each  deity. 
But  fear  not  Remond,  for  thofe  facred  powers 
Tread  on  oblivion  ;  no  defert  of  ours 
Can  be  intomb'd  in  their  celeftial  brealls ; 
They  weigh  our  off 'rings,  and  our  folemn  feafls. 
And  ihey  forget  thee  not :   Fida  (thy  dear) 
Treads  on  the   earth,  the  blood   that's  fprinkled 

here 
Ne'er  fill'd  her  vines,  the  hind  poffeft  this  gore, 
.See  where  the  collar  lies  flie  \vhilome  wore ; 
Some  dog  hath  flain  her,  or  the  griping  carl 
That  fpo:ls  our  plains  in  digging  them  for  marl. 

Look  as  two  little  brothers  who  addrefl 
To  fearch  the  hedges  for  a  thrufh's  neft. 
And  have  no  fooner  got  the  leavy  fpring, 
When  mad  in  lufi  with  fearful  bellowing 
A  ftrong-neck'd  bull  purfues  throughout  the  field, 
One  climbs  a  tree,  and  takes  th.at  for  hisfhield, 
Whence  locking  from  one  pafture  to  another, 
What  might  betide  to  his  much-loved  brother, 
Further  then  can  his  over-dro<.\ned  eyes 
Aright  perceive,  the  furious  beafl  he  fpies, 
Toib  fomcthing  on  his  horns,  he  knows  not  what ; 
But  one  thing  fears,  and  therefore  tliinks  it  that : 
When  coming  nigher  he  doth  well  difcern 
It  of  the  wo\idrous  one-night-fecding  fern 
Some  bundle  was  ;  yet  thence  he  homeward  goes 
l^enfive  and  fad,  nor  can  abridge  the  throes 
His  fear  began,  but  flill  his  mind  doth  move 
'    Unto'che  worfl :  "  Miftruft  goes  flill  with  love." 
So  far'd  it  with  our  Ihepherd,  though  he  faw 
Jr^ot  ought  of  Fida's  raiment,  which  might  draw 

f  Hyacinths 


A  more  fufplcion ;   though  the  collar  lay 

There  on  the  grafs,  yet  goes  he  thence  away 

Full  of  miilrufl,  aiid  vows  to  leave  that  plain 

Till  he  embrace  his  chafteil  love  again, 

I^ove  wounded  Doridon  entreats  him  then 

That  he  might  be  his  partner,  fince  no  men 

Had  cafrs  likcr;   he  with  him  would  go, 

Weep  when  he  wept,  and  ugh  when  he  did  fo  ; 

1  quoth  the  bey,  will  fuig  fhce  fongs  of  love, 

And  as  we  fit  in  fume  all-fliady  grove. 

Where  Pliilcniela  and  fuch  fweei'ned  throat". 

Are  for  the  mafiry  tuning  various  notes, 

I'll  drive  with  them,  and  tune  fo  fad  a  verfe. 

That  whilft  to  thee  my  fortunes  I  rehearfe 

No  bird  but  (hall  be  mute,  her  note  decline, 

And  ceafe  her  woe,  to  lend  an  ear  to  mine, 

ril  tell  thee  tales  of  love,  and  fhew  thee  how 

The  gods  have  wand'red  as  we  fhepherds  now  ; 

And  when  thou  plain'f):  thy  Fida's  lofs,  will  I 

Echo  the  fame,  and  v.ith  mine  ov;n,fupply. 

Know  Remond  I  do  love,  but  well-a-day 

I  k'low  not  whom;  but  as  the  gladfome  May 

She's  fair  and  lovely,  as  a  goddefs  {he 

(If  fuch  as  hcr's  a  goddefs  beauty  be)  ^ 

Finl  {food  before  me,  and  inquiring  was 

How  to  the  marifh  {lie  might  fooneft  pafs, 

When  jufli'd  a  villain  in,  hell  be  his  lot. 

And  drew  her  thence,  fince  when  I  faw  her  not. 

Nor  know  t  v^'here  to  fearch;  but  if  thou  pleafc 

'Tis  not  a  foreR,  mountain,  rocks,  or  feas, 

Can  in  thy  journey  fl:op  my  going  on. 

fate  fo  may  fmile  on  haplefs  Doridon, 

That  he  rebleil  may  be  with  her  fair  fight 

Though  thence  his  eyes  poffefs  eternal  night. 

Remond  agreed,  and  many  weary  days  : 
They  now  had  fpent  in  unfrequented  ways  : 
About  the  rivers,  valleys,  holts,  and  crags. 
Among  the  ofiers  and  the  waving  flags, 
They  nearly  pry,  if  any  dens  there  be. 
Where  from  the  fun  might  harbour  cruelty  : 
Or  if  they  could  the  bones  of  any  fpy, 
Or  torn  by  beails  or  human  tyranny, 
They  dofe  inquiry  make  in  caverns  blind, 
Yet  what  they  look  for  would  be  death  to  find, 
Right  as  a  curious  man  that  would  defcry 
(Lead  by  the  trembhng  hand  of  jealoufy) 
If  his  fair  wife  have  wrong'd  his  bed  or  no, 
Meetcth  his  torment  if  he  fnid  her  fo. 

One  ev'n  e're  Phosbus  (near  the  golden  fliore 
Of  Tagus  ftream)  his  journey  gan  give  o'er,    - 
They  had  afcended  up  u  woody  hill 
(Where  oft  the  Fauni  with  their  bugles-flirill 
Wakened  the  echo,  and  with  many  a  fhout 
FoUow'd  the  feaiful  deer  the  woods  about. 
Or  through  the  breaks  that  hide  the  craggy  rocks, 
Digg'd  to  the  hole  where  lies  the  wily  fox.) 
Thence  they  beheld  an  underlying  vale 
Where  Flora  fet  her  larefl  flov.-crs  at  fale. 
Whither  the  thriving  bee  came  oft  to  fuck  them. 
And  fairefl  nymphs  to  di.ck  their  hair  did  pluck 

them. 
Where  oft  the  goddeffes  did  run  at  bafe. 
And  OR  white  hearts  begun  the  wild-g'iofe  chafe  : 
Here  various  nature  fecni'd  adorning  this. 
In  imitation  of  the  fields  of  blifs :       '  '     ~ 
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iOf  as  (he  would  entice  the  fouls  of  men 
li'o  leave  Elyfium,  and  live  here  agiiin, 
Not  Hybla  mountain  in  the  jocund  prime 
'Upon  her  many  buihes  of  fweet  thyme 
Shews  greater  nunlKer  of  induftrious  bees,      * 
iThen  were  the  birds  tha:  fung  there  on  the  trees. 
jLike  the  trim  windings  of  a  wanton  lake, 
jThat  doth  his  paffage  th/ough  a  meadow  make 
iRan  the  delightful  valley  'tween  two  hills: 
'prom  whofe  rare  trees  the  precious  balm  diftils, 
I  And  hence  Apollo  had  his  limples  good 
That  cur'd  the  gods,  hurt  by  the  earth's  ill  brood, 
A  cryftal  river  on  her  bofom  flid, 
And  (palling)  feem'd  in  fallen  mutt'rings  chid 
The  artlcfs  fongftcrs,  that  their  mufic  iliU 
Should  charm  "the  fweet  dale,   and  the  wiftfuU 

hill, 
Not  fufFering  her  Ihrill  waters  as  they  run 
Tun'd  with  a  whiftling  gals  in  uuifon, 
To  tell  as  high  they  priz'd  the  bord'red  vale, 
As  the  quick  Linnet  or  fweet  nightingale. 
Down  fr.  m  a  fteep  rock  came  the  water  firll, 
(Where  lufty  Auyrs  often  quench'd  their  thirft) 
And  with  no  little  fpeed  feem'd  all  in  haile 
Till  it  the  lovely  bottom  had  embrac'd  : 
Then  as  entranc'djo  hear  the  fweet  birds  fing, 
In  curled  whirlpools  fhe  her  courfe  doth  bring, 
As  lothe  to  leave  the  fongs  that  luU'd  the  dale, 
Or  waiting  time  when  ihe  and  fome  foft  gale 
Should  fpeak  what  true  delight  they  did  poffefs 
Among  the  rare  flowers  which  the  viilley  drcfs. 
But  fince  thofe  quaint  muficians  would  not  flay, 
Nor  fuffer  any  to  be  heard  but  they  : 
Much  like  a  little  lad  who.  gotten  new 
To  play  his  part  amongft  a  fkilful  crevir 
Of  choice  mulicians,  on  fome  fofter  ftring 
That  is  not  heard;  the  ether's  fingering 
Drowning  his  art ;  the  boy  would  gladly  get 
Applaufe  with  others  that  are  of  his  let. 
And  therefore  ftrikes  a  ftroke  loud  as  the  beft 
And  often  defcants  when  his  fellows  reft ; 
That,  to  be  heard  (as  ufual  fingers  do) 
Spoils  his  own  mufic  and  his  part'ners  too  ; 
So  at  the  further  end  the  water;  fell 
From  off  an  high  bank  dov/n  a  lowly  dell, 
As  they  had  vov/'d  ere  paffing  from  that  ground, 
The  birds  (bould  be  enforc'd  to  hear  their  found. 

No  fmall  delight  the  fiiepherds  took  to  fee 
A  *  coomb  fo  dight  in  Flora's  livery, 
Where  fair  Feronia  f  honour'd  ir,.  the  woods, 
And  all  the  deities  that  haunt  the  floods, 
With  powerful  nature  drove  to  frame  a  plor, 
Whofe  like  the  fweet  Arcadia  yielded  not. 

Down  through  the  arched  wood  the  ftiepherd's 
wend, 
And  feek  all  places  that  might  help  their  end, 
When  coming  near  the  bottom  of  the  hill 
A  deep  fetch'd  figh  which  fcepi'd   of   ^  ower  to 

kill 
The  breaft  that  held  it,  pierc'dthe  lift'ning  wood, 
Whereat  the  careful  fwains,  no  longer  Hood 

*   Falky. 

i   According  to  that  of  S'dius,  Hh.  xii'i.  Punicor. — 
Ji:r,-  ;.i  aprsi  Dives  ubi  urge  emncs  *oiitur  JFirtnicf  lucQ, 
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Where  they  were  looking  on  a  tree,  whofe  rind 
A  love-knot  held  which  two  join'd  heaits  en 

twin'd ; 
But  feai  ching  round,  upon  an  aged  root 
Thick  lined  with  niofs,  which  (though  to  Httl«.( 

boot) 
Seem'd  as  a  ftielter  it  had  lending  been 
Againfi  cold  winter's  ftorms  and  wreakful  teen; 
Or  c\ad  the  ftock  in  fummer  with  that  hue', 
Hia  withered  branches  not  a  long  time  knew  : 
For  in  his  hollow  trunk  and  perilh'd  grain 
The  (,uckow  now  had  many  a  winter  lain, 
And  thriving  pifmires  laid  their  eggs  in  ftore; 
The  dormoufe  flept  there,  and  a  many  more. 
Here  fat  the  lad,  of  whom  1  think  of  old 
Virgil's  prophetic  fpirit  had  foretold, 
Whowhilll  dame  nature,  for  her  cunning's  fa,ke5 
A  male  or  female  doubted  which  to  make, 
And  to  adorn  him,  more  than  all,  affay'd. 
This  prttty  youth  was  almoft  made  a  maid. 
Sadly  he  fat  (and  as  would  grief)  alone, 
As  if  the  boy  and  tree  had  been  one, 
V.'hilft  down  near  boughs  did  drops  of  amber 

creep. 
As  if  his  foiTow  made  the  trees  to  weep. 
If  ever  this  were  true  in  Ovid's  verfe, 
Tf;^t  tears  have  power  an  adamant  to  pierce. 
Or  move  things  void  of  fenfe,   'tv/as  here   ap-. 

prov'd. 
Things  vegeUitive,  once,  his  tears  have  mov'd. 
Surely  the^ftones  might  well  be  drawn,  in  pity 
To  burft  that  he  fliould  mpan,  as  for  a  ditty 
To  come  and  range  thenifclves  in  order  all, 
And  of  their  own  accord  raifc  Thebes  a  wall. 
Or  elfe  his  tears  (as  did  the  other's  fong) 
Might  have  th'  attradive   power  to  move  thC; 

throng 
Of  all  the  fcrefts,  citizens,  and  woods, 
With  every  denizen  of  air  and  floods. 
To  fit  by  him  and  grieve;   to  leave  their  jars. 
Their  ftrifes,  diiTentations,  and  all  civil  wars ; 
And  though  elfe  difagreeing,  in  this  one 
Mourning^ for  hira  fliould  make  an  union. 
For  whom  the  heavens  would  wear, a  fable  fuit, 
If  men,  beads,  fifties,  birds,  trees,  flones,  were 

mute. 
Kis  eyes  were  fijced  (rather  fixed  ftars) 
With  whom  it  feem'd  his  tears  had  been  in  wars. 
The  diff 'rtnce  this  (a  hard  thing  to  defcry)^ 
Whether  the  drops  were  clearelV  or  his.  eye. 
Tears  fearing  conquefl;  to  the  eye  might  fall. 
An  inundation  brought  and  drowned  all. 
Yet  like  true  virtue  from  the  top  of  ftate 
(Whofe  hopes  vile  envy  hath  feen  ruinate) 
Being  lowly  caft,  her  goodnefs  doth  appear 
(Unqloth'd  of  greatnefs)  more  apparent  clear : 
So  though  dejeded,  yet  remain  a  feature 
Made  forrow  fweet  plac'd  in  fo  fweet  a  creature. 
"  The  teft  of  mifery  the  trueft  is, 
"  In  that  none  hath,  but  what  is  furely  his."^ 
His  arms  acrofs,  his  fheep  hook  lay  befide  him  : 
Had  Venus  pafs'd  this  way,  and  chanc'd  t"  have 

fpied  him, 
With  open  breail,  locks  on  his  fiiouldcrs  fpread, 
She  would  have  fworn(^had  Ihe  not  feenhiai^dead,)  j 
U  iiij 
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It  was  Adonh ;  or  if  e'er  there  was 

Held  tranfmigration  by  Pyihagoias, 

Of  fouls,  that  certain  then,  her  loft  loves  fpirit 

A  fairer  botly  rever  could  inherit. 

His  pipe  which  often  wont  upon  the  plain 

To  found  the  Dorian,  Phrygian,  Lydian  flrain, 

Lay  from  his  hook  and  hag  clean  caft  apart, 

And  almoft  broken  like  kismafter's  heart. 

Yec  till  the  two  kind  fliepherds  near  him  flept, 

I  find  he  nothing  fpake,  but  that  he  wept. 

Ccafe,  gentle  lad  (quoth  Rcmond)  let  no  tear 
Cloud  thofefweet  beauties  in  thy  face  appear  ; 
"Why  doft  thou  call  on  tliat  which  comes  alone, 
And  will  nof  leave  thee  till  thyfelf  art  gone? 
'Ihou  may  ft  have  grief  when  other  things  are 

reft  thee, 
All  elfe  may  Aide  away,  this  ftill  is  left  thee  ; 
And  -when  tliou  wanteft  other  company 
Sorrov/  v.-ill  ever  be  embracing  thee. 
But  faireft  fwain  wliat  caufe  haft  thou  of  woe  ? 
Thou  I'.aft  a  well  fiecc'd  flock  feed  to  and  fro, 
(His  flieep  along  the  valley  that  time  fed 
I^ot  far  from  him,  although  unfollowcu) 
What  do  thy  yev/s  abortive  bring  ?  or  lambs 
For  want  of  milk  feek  to  their  fellows  dams  ? 
3s'o  griping  landlord  hath  enclosed  tl/y  walks, 
Ncr  toiling  ploughman  furrow'd  them  in  baulkf. 
INor  hath  adorn'd  thy  jSaflures  ail  in  green 
With  clover  grafs  as  frefh  as  may  be  feen  : 
Clear  gliding  fprings  refrefh  thy  meadov/'s  beat, 
jVIeads  proniife  to  thy  charge  their  winter  meat, 
A.nd  ycf  thou  gricv'it.     O  i   had  fome  i\\  alns  thy 

ftore ;  [nore: 

Their  pipes  fhould  tell  the  woods  they  afli'd  no 
Or  have  the  Parcse  with  impartial  knife 
Left  fome  friend's  body  tenantlefs  of  life,     [morn 
And  ■  thou    bemoan'ft  that    fate   in    his    youth's 
O'ercafl  Vvith  clods  his  ligl-.t  but  newly  born  ? 
"  Count  not  how  many  years  he  is  bereav'd, 
"  But  thofe  which  he  polTeft  and  had  rtceiv'd  ; 
"  If  I  may  tread  no  longer  on  this  flage, 
"  Though  others- think  me  yov.ug;  it  io  mine  age. 
"   For  who  fo  hath  his  fate's  full  period  told, 
"   He  fij',1  of  yer.rs  departs,  and  ditth  old." 
IV'iay  be  ?hat  avarice  thy  mind  hath  crofl, 
And  fo  thy  fighs  are  for  fume  trifle  loft.    ■ 
Why  fliculdft  thou  hold  that  dear  the  world  throws 

on  thee  ? 
"  Think  nothing  good  which  maybe  taken  from 

"  thee." 
Look  as  fome  pond'rous  weight  or  maffy  pack, 
JLaid  to  be  carried  on  a  porter's  back, 
Doth  make  his  flrong  joints  crack,  and  forceth  him 
L/'laugrc  the  help  of  every  nerve  and  limb, 
To  flraggle  in  his  gait,  and  goeth  double. 
Bending  to  earth,  fuch  is  his  burdth's  trouble  : 
So  any  one  by  avarice  ingirt, 
Andprcft  witli  wealrii,  lies  grov'ling  in  the  dirt. 
Hi=  vretchtd  mmd  bc-ndi-  to  no  point  but  this. 
That  who  hath  moft  of  wcalrh  hath  ri-'6fl  of  blifs. 
Hence  comes  t'le  world  to  leek  fuch  tiaffic  firdi. 
And  p^fl'^ges  through  the  congealed  north, 
Who,  when  their  hu;rs  v.  ith  iftcks  are  hung. 
And  that   their  chattrirg    teeth    confound  their 

tongue, 


Shew  them  a.giitt'ring  itone,  will  firaigi'.!:  way-s 

lay,      ,.      V-  ■  -;■  -••■!' 
If  pains  tl-Bs  prtjfper,  oh,  what  fools  would  play  1 
Yet  1  could  teii  them  (as  I  vovj  do  thee), 
"   In  jA-tting  wealth  we  Icfe  our  liberty. 
"   Befidys,  it  robs  us  of  ciur  better  powers, 
"  And  we  fhould  -be  ourfelveti  were   thefe  not 

"  otir.s. 
"  He  is  not  pncreft  that  hatli  leafl  in  ftore, 
"   But  he  v/Jiich  hath  enough,  yet  afketh  more : 
"   Ner  is  he  ricii  by  v/hom  arc  ail  polTeft, 
"  But  he  which  iif:thing  hath,  yet  afeeth  leaft. 
"   If  thou  a  life  by  nature's  leading  pitch, 
"  Thou  never  {halt  be. poor,  nor  never  rich 
"  Ltd  by  opinion  ;  for  their  ftates  are  fuch, 
'f   IJature  but  little  .leeks,  opinion  much." 
Amongfl  the  many  buds  proclaiming  May 
(Decking  the  iitlds  in  holiday's  array. 
Striving  who  Ihall  lurpafi  in  bravery), 
Mark  the  fair  bloomiug  of  the  hawthprn  tree; 
Who  finely  clothed  in  a  robe  of  white. 
Feeds  full  the  wanton  eye  with  May's  delight; 
Yet  for  the  bravery  that  fhe  is  in. 
Doth  neither  handk  card  nor  wheel  to  *  fpin, 
l^or  changech  robes  but  twice,  is  never  feen 
In  other  C(dours  than  in  whie  or  green. 
f-L'-arn  then  content,  young  fliepherd,  from  this  tree, 
V.'hofe  grrateft  wealth  is  nature's  lively; 
And  richcft  ingcts  never  toil  to  find, 
Nor  care  for  poverty,  but  of  the  f  mind. 

This  fpoke  young  Rsmcnd  :  yet  the  mournful 

lad 
Not  once  rcply'd  ;  but  with  a  fmile,  though  fad, 
He  fliook  his  heud,  then  crofs'd  his  arms  again, 
Ar.d  from  his  eyes  did  fhow'rs  of  fait  tears  rain  ; 
Which  w':oiight  fo  on  the  fwains,  they  corld  not 

fmother  . 
Their  fighs,  but  fpcnt  them  freely  as  the  other. 
Tci!  us  ,qi;oih  Doridon)  thou  fairer  far. 
Than  I  he  wliofe  chaltity  made  him  a  flar. 
More  lit.  to  thiov/  the  wounding  ihafts  of  love, 
Ihanloliovi'  fiiecp  and  pine  here  in  a  grove. 
O  do  not  hide  thy  fci  rows  !  fhew  them  biief; 
"   He  oi't  finds  aid  that  doth  difclofc  his  grief." 
If  thou  viouldil:  it  continue,  thou  doft  wrono-; 
"   No  man  can  forrow  very  much  and  long." 
For  thus  much  lovirg  nature  hr.th  difpos'J, 
That  'mc.ngfl   the  woes  that  liave  us  round  en- 

clos'il, 
That  comfort's  left  (and  we  fhould  blefs  her  for't), 
Thar  we  may  make  our  griefs  be  borne,  or  Ihurt, 
B..-lieve  mc,  fliepherd,  we  are  men  no  lei's 
Free  from  the  killing  throes  of  heavinefs 
Than  thou  art  here,  and  but  this  diff'rence  fure 
'i'hat  ufe  Lah  made  us  apter  to  endure. 
Ivicre  hfi-iT^af^^pol^e,  but  that  a  bugle  ihrill 
Ru.'ig  through  the  valley  from  the  higher  hill, 
Ar^d  as  tl/y  turn'd  them  tow'rds  the  hark 'ning 

/'f^und, 
A  galkut  flag,  as  If  he  fcorn'd  the  ground. 
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Came  running  with  the  wind,  and  bore  his  head 

As  lie  had  been  the  king  of  torefts  bred. 

Not  fwifter  comes  the  ineJfenger  of  heaven, 

Or  winged  vcITel,  with  a  full  gale  driven, 

Nor  the  Iwift  fwallow  flying  near  the  ground, 

jSy  which  the  airs  diftemp'rature  is  found  : 

Nor  Mirrha's  courfe,  nor  Daphne's  fpeedy  flight, 

Shunning  the  daUance  of  the  god  of  light. 

Than  feem'd  the  ftag,  that  had  no  fooner  crofs'd 

them, 
But  in  a  trice  their  eyes  as  quickly  loft  him. 

The   weeping  fwain  ne'er  moved,  but  as  his 
eyes 
Were  only  given  to  fhew  his  miferies. 
Attended  thofe;  and  could  not  once  be  won 
To  leave  that  objeift  v.'hence  his  tears  begun. 

O  had  that  "  man,  who  (by  a  tyrant's  hand) 
Seeing  his  children's  bodies  flrew  the  land. 
And  he  next  morn  for  torment's  prefs'd  to  go, 
Yet  from  his  eyes  not  let  one  fmal!  tear  flow; 
But  being  aik'd  how  well  he  bore  their  lofs. 
Like  to  a  man  affli<5lion  could  not  crofs, 
He  ftoutly  anfwer'd  :  "  Happier  fure  are  they 
"  Than  I  ftiall  be  by  fpnce  of  one  fhort  day  :" 
No  more  his  grief  wa>.   But  had  he  been  here, 
He  had  been  flint  had  ];e  not  fpent  a  tear. 
For  Hill  that  man  the  pcrfei5ter  is  known, 
Who  other's  fcrrows  feels  more  than  his  own. 

Remond  and  Doridon  wereturning  then 
tJnto  the  moft  difconfolate  of  men, 
But  that  a  gallant  dame,  fair  as  the  morn. 
Or  lovely  blooms  the  peach-tree  that  adorn, 
Clad  in  a  changing  fi!k,  whofe  luftre  (hone 
Like  yellow  flow'rs  and  grafs  far  off,  in  one; 
Or  like  the  mixture  nature  doth  dii'play 
Upon  the  quaint  wings  of  the  popinjay. 
Her  horn  about  her  neck  with  lilver  tip, 
Too  hard  a  metal  for  fo  foft  a  lip  : 
Which  it  no  oft'ner  kill,  than  Jove  did  frown. 
And  in  a  mortal's  ftiape  would  fain  come  down, 
To  feed  upon  thofe  dainties,  had  not  he 
Been  Uill  kept  back  by  Juno's  jealoufy. 
And  ivory  dart  ihe  held  of  good  command  ; 
Wiiite  was  the  bone,  but  whiter  was  her  hand; 
Of  many  pieces  was  it  neatly  fram'd 
But  more  the  hearts  were  that  her  eyes  infiam'd. 
Upon  her  head  a  green  light  lilken  cap, 
A  piece  of  white  lawn  fliadow'd  either  pap. 
Between  which  hillocks  many  Cupid's  lay, 
"Where  with  her  neck  or  with  her  teats  tliey  play, 
"Whilft  her   quick  heart  will  not  with  them  dif- 

penfe, 
!Put  heaves  her  breads  as  it  would  beat  them  thence, 

*  Fhiton. 


Who,  f.^aiing  much  to  lofe  fo  fwcet  repair, 
Take  lafter  hold  by  her  diflicveli'd  hair. 
Sv/ifily  fhe  ran;  the  fweei  brlurs  to  receive  her 
Slipt  their  embracemcnts,  and  (^as  luthe  to  leave 
her)  [goes. 

Stretch'd  themfelves  to  their  length  .   yet  on  Ihe 
So  great  Diana  frays  a  herd  of  rocs. 
And  fpeedy  follows  :   Arethufa  fled 
So  from  the  t  river,  tl.at  her  ravithed. 

When   this  brave   huntrefs  near  the  fliepherds 
drew, 
Ilcr  lily  arm  in  full  extent  fhe  threw, 
To  pluck  a  little  bough  [to  fan  her  face) 
From  off  a  thick  leav'd  alli  :  (_no  tree  did  grace 
The  low  grove  as  did  this,  the  branches  fpread. 
Like  Neptune's  trident,  upwards  from  the  head.) 
No  fooner  did  the  grieved  fhepherd  fee  [tree. 

The  nymph's  white  hand  extended  tow'rds  the 
But  role  and  to  her  ran,  yet  fhe  had  done 
L'er  he  came  near,  and  to  the  wood  was  gone  ; 
Yet  now  approach'd  the  bough  the  huntrefs  tore, 
He  fuck'd  it  with  his  mouth,  and  kill  it  o'er 
A  hundred  times,  and  foftly  gan  it  bind 
With  dock  leaves,  an  \  a  flip  <  f  willow  rind. 
Then  round  the  trunk  he  wieathest  his  weak'ned. 

arms. 
And  with  his  fcalding  tears  the  fmooth  bark  warms. 
Sighing  and  groaning,  that  the  fhephcrds  by 
Forgot  to  help  him,  and  lay  down  to  cry  : 
"   For  'tis  irHpoflible  a  man  fhould  be 
"   Griev'd  to  himfelf  or  fail  of  company," 
Much  the  two  fwains  admir'd,  but  pity'd  more 
That  he  no  pow'r  of  words  had  to  deplore, 
Or  ihew  what  fad  misfortune  'twas  bcfel 
To  him  whom  nature  (feem'd)  regarded  well. 
As  thus    they  lay  ;    and  while  the  fpeechlefs 
fwain 
His  tears  and  fighs  fpent  to  the  woods  in  vain. 
One  like  a  v/ild  man  overgrown  with  hair. 
His  nails  long  grown,  and  all  his  body  bare, 
Save  that  a  vtfreath  of  ivy  twift  did  hide 
Thofe  parts  which  nature  would  not  have  difcry'd. 
And  the  long  hair  that  curled  from  his  head, 
A  gralfy  garland  rudely  covered. 

But,  fliepherds,  I  have  wrong'd  you, 'tis  now  late, 
For  fee  our  maid  ftands  hollowing  on  yon  gate, 
'Tis  fupper  time,  with  all,  and  we  had  need 
Make  hafte  away,  unlefs  we  mean  to  i'peed 
With  thofe  that  kifs  the  hare's  foot :   Rheums  arc 

bred. 
Some  fay,  by  going  fiipperlefs  to  bed, 
And  thofe  I  love  nut;  therefore  ceale  myEhyme, 
rind  put  my  pipes  up  till  another  timet 

j"  .Jphcus. 
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I^he  Argument, 

A  redbreaft  doth  from  pining  fave 
Marina,  (hut  in  famine's  cave. 
The  golden  age  defcribed  plain, 
And  Limes,  by  the  fliepherds  flain. 
Do  give  me  leave  a  while  to  move 
My  pipe  of  Tavy,  and  his  love. 


i\.lkAS !  that  I  have  done  fo  great  a  wrong 
Unto  the  faireft  maiden  of  my  fong, 
Divine  Marina,  vsrho  in  Limos'  cave 
Lies  ever  fearful  of  a  living  grave, 
And  night  and  day  upon  the  harden'd  flones 
T^t&s,  if  a  reft  can  be  amongft  the  moans 
Of  dying  wretches;  where  each  minute  all 
Stand  ftill  afraid  to  hear  their  death' s-man  call. 

Thrice  had  the  golden  fun  his  hot  fteeds  wafh'd 
In  the  weft  niain,  and  thrice  them  fmartly  lalli'd 
Out  of  his  balmy  eaft,  fince  the  fweet  maid 
Had  in  that  difmal  cave  been  fadly  laid. 
Where  hunger  pinch'd  her  fo,  ftie  need  not  ftand 
In  fear  of  murd'ring  by  a  fecond  hand  : 
For  through  her  tender  fides  fuch  darts  might  pafs, 
'^Gainft  which  ftrong  walls  of  ftone,  thick  gates  of 

brafs 
Deny  no  entrance,  nor  the  camps  of  kings. 
Since  fooneft  there  they  bend  their  flaggy  wings. 

But  heaven,  that  ftands  ftill  for  the  beft's  avail, 
Lendeth  his  hand  when  human  helpings  fail ; 
For  'twere  impoffible  that  fuch  as  ftie 
Should  be  forgotten  of  the  deity ; 
Since  in  the  fpacious  orb  could  no  man  find 
A  fairer  face  match'd  with  a  fairer  mind. 

A  little  robin-redbreaft,  one  clear  morn, 
Sat  fweetly  finging  on  a  well-leav'd  thorn  : 
Whereat  Marina  rofe,  and  did  admire 
He  durft  approach  from  whence  all  elfe  retire  : 
And  pitying  the  fweet  bird,  what  in  her  lay 
She  fully  fttove  to  fright  hiai  thence  away. 


Poor  harmlefs  wretch  (quoth  Ihe)  go  feek  fomp 

fpring, 
And  to  her  fweet  fall  with  thy  fellows  fing ; 
Fly  to  the  well-replenifh'd  grove?,  and  there 
Do  entertain  each  fwain's  harmonious  ear  ; 
TraVerfe  the  winding  branches  ;  chant  fo  free, 
That  every  lover  fall  in  love  with  thee  ; 
And  if  thou  chance  to  fee  that  lovely  boy 
(To  look  on  whom  the  filvans  count  a  joy), 
He  whom  I  lov'd  no  fooner  than  I  loft, 
Whofe  body  all  the  graces  hath  engroft. 
To  him  untold  (if  that  thou  dar'ft  to  'pe 
So  near  a  neighbour  to  my  tragedy). 
As  far  as  can  thy  voice  (in  plaints  fo  fad, 
And  in  fo  many  mournful  accents  clad. 
That,  as  thou  fing'ft  upon  a  tree  thereby. 
He  may  fomefmall  time  weep,  yet  know  not  why), 
How  I  in  death  was  his,  though  pow'rs  divine 
Will  not  permit  that  he  in  life  be  mine. 
Do  this,  thou  loving  bird  ;  and  hafte  away 
Into  the  woods  :  But  if  fo  be  thou  ftay 
To  do  a  deed  of  charity  on  me 
When  my  poor  foul  Ihall  leave  mortality, 
By  cov'ring  this  poor  body  with  a  fheet 
Of  green  leaves,  gather'd  from  a  valley  fweet ; 
It  is  in  vain  :  thefe  harmlefs  limbs  muft  have 
Than  in  the  caitif's  womb,  no  other  grave. 
Hence  then  fweet  robin  ;  left  in  ftaying  long 
At  once  thou  chance  forego  both  life  and  fong. 
With  tliis  ftie  hulh'd  him  thence,  he  fung  no  more, 
But  ('fraid  the  fecond  time)  flew  tow'rds  the  ihor«. 
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Within  as  (hort  time  as  the  fwiftcft  fwain  | 

Can  to  our  may-pole  run  and  come  again, 
iThe  little  redbreaft  to  the  prickled  thorn 
Return'd,  and  fang  there  as  he  had  beforne. 
And  fiir  Marina  to  the  luop-hole  went, 
[Pitying  the  pretty  bird,  whofe  puniihment 
iLimos  would  not  defer  if  hf:  were  fpy'd. 
iNo  fooner  had  the  bird  the  maiden  ey'd, 
■But  leaping  on  the  rock,  down  from  a  bough 
:He  takfsa  cherry  up  (which  he  but  now 
Had  thither  brought,  and  in  that  place  had  laid, 
Till  to  the  cleft  his  fong  had  drawn  the  maid)," 
'And  flying  with  the  i"mall  item  in  his  bill 
(A  choicer  fruit,  than  hangs  on  Bacchus'  *  hill), 
jln  fair  Marina's  bofom  took  his  reft, 
lA  heavenly  feat  fit  for  fo  fweet  a  guefl : 
Where  Citherea's  doves  might  billing  fit, 
'And  gods  and  men  with  envy  look  on  it; 
j Where  rofe  two  mountains,  whofe  rare  fweets  to 
I  crop, 

'Was  harder  than  to  reach  Olympus'  top  : 
For  thdfe  the  gods  can  ;  but  to  climb  thefe  hills, 
;Theirpow'rs  no  ofherwere  than  mortal  wills. 
Here  left  the  bird  the  cherry,  and  anon 
iForfook  her  bofom,  and  for  more  is  gone, 
I  Making  fuch  fpeedy  flights  into  the  thick. 
That  Ihe  admir'dhe  went  and  came  fo  quick. 
iThen,  left  his  many  cherries  fliould  diftafte, 
'Some  other  fruit  he  brings  than  he  brought  laft. 
.Sometime  of  flrawberries  a  little  flem, 
loft  changing  colours  as  he  gath'red  them  :  [fus'd, 
I  Some  green,  fome  white,  fome  red  on  them  in- 
I Thefe  lov'd,  thcfe  fear'd,  they  blufli'd  to  be  fo  us'd. 
iThe  peafcod  green,  oft  with  no  Jittle  toil, 
'He'd  feck  for  in  the  fattefl  fertil'It  foil, 
'And  rend  it  from  the  italk  to  bring  it  to  her, 
And  in  her  bofom  for  acceptance  woo  her. 
'No  berry  in  the  grove  or  for  eft  grew, 
I  That  fit  for  nourifliment  the  kind  bird  knew. 
Nor  any  pow'ifull  herb  in  open  field, 
To  ferve  her  brood  the  teeming  earth  did  yield, 
But  with  his  utmcit  induftry  he  fought  it, 
'And  to  the  cave  for  chafte  Marina  brought  it, 
'So  from  one  well-ftor'd  garden  to  another, 
I  To  gather  fimples  runs  a  careful  mother, 
I  Whofe  only  child  lies  on  the  fhaking  bed 
'  Grip'd  with  a  fever  (_fometime  honoured 
i  In  Rome  as  if  a  -[-  god),  nor  is  fhe  bent 
STo  other  herb-  than  thofe  for  which  fne  went. 
:      The  feather'd  hours  five  times  were  overtold, 
i  And  tvvice  as  many  floods  and  ebbs  had  roU'd 
The  fmall  fandsout  and  in,  fince  fair  Marine 
(For  whofe  long  lofs  a  hundred  ihepherdspine), 
Was  by  the  charitable  robin  fed  : 
For  whom  (had  llie  not  fo  been  nourifhed), 
)  A  hundred  doves  vvould  fearch  the  fun-burnt  hills, 
i  Or  fruitful  vallies  lac'd  with  filver  rills, 
I  To  bring  her  olives.  Th'  eagle,  flrong  of  fight, 
I  To  countries  far  remote  would  bend  her  flight, 
i  And  with  unwearied  wing  ftrip  through  the  iky 
To  the  choice  plots  of  Gaul  and  Italy, 

I       *  Cither  on  in  Boetia. 

I       \  Fsbrem  ad  minus   nocendum    tempUs    cohbant,  alt 

Yd.  Maximui.    Vide  TuUium  in  tertii  di  N^t.  Deo- 

rum^  etjecundo  di  Legiints, 
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And  never  lin  till  homeward  flid  efcape 
With  the  pomegranate,  lemon,  orange,  grape. 
Or  the  lov'd  citron,  and  attain'd  the  cave. 
The  well-plum'd  golhawk  (by  th'  Egyptians  grave 
Us'd  in  miftick  charadters  for  fpeed). 
Would  not  be  wanting  at  fo  great  a  need, 
But  from  the  \vell-flcr'd  orchards  of  the  land 
Brought  the  fweet  pear  (once  by  a  curfed  hand 
At  \  §winfled  us'd  with  poif  >n,for  the  fall 
Of  one  who  on  thefe  plains  rul'd  lord  of  all). 
The  fcentful  ofprey  by  the  rock  had  filh'd, 
And  many  a  pretty  fhrimp  in  fcallops  difh'd 
Some  way  convey'd  her  ;  no  one  of  the  fhoal 
That  haunt  the  waves,  but  from  his  lurkino-  hole 
Had  puU'd  the  cray-^fifh,  and  with  much  ado 
Brought  that  the  maid,  and  perrywinkles  too. 
But  thefe  for  others  might  their  labours  fpare, 
And  not  with  robin  for  their  merit  fiiare. 

Yet  as-  a  herdefs  in  a  fummer's  day, 
Heat  with  the  glorious  fun's  all-purging  ray, 
In  the  calm  evening  (leaving  her  fair  flock). 
Betakes  herfelf  unto  a  froth-girt  rock. 
On  which  the  headlong  Tavy  throws  his  waves, 
(And  foams  to  fee  the  flones  negle6l  his  braves  :) 
Where  fitting  to  undo  herbulkins  white. 
And  walh  her  neat  legs  (as  her  ufe  each-night), 
Th'  enamour'd  flood  before  ftje  can  unlance  them. 
Rolls  up  his  waves  as  haft'ning  to  embrace  them  ;' 
And  thougli  to  help  them  fome  fmall  gale  do  blow, 
And  one  of  twenty  can  but  reach  her  fo, 
Yet  will  a  many  little  furges  be 
Flafliing  uj-on  the  rock  full  bufily, 
And  do  the  belt  they  can  to  kifs  her  feet, 
But  that  their  power  and  will,  not  equal  meet ; 
So  as  file  for  her  nurfe  look'd  tow'rds  the  land, 
(And  now  beholds  the  trees  that  grace  the  firand. 
Then  looks  upon  a  hill  whofe  Aiding  fides 
A  goodly  flock,  like  vi'inter's  cov'ring  hides. 
And  higher  on  fome  il;one  that  jutteth  out. 
Their  careful  maflet  guiding  his  trim  rout. 
By  fending  forth  his  dog  (as  fliepherds  do), 
Or  piping  fat,  or  clouting  of  his  ihoe. 
Whence,  nearer  hand  drawing  her  wann'ring  fight, 
(So  from  the  earth  deals  the  all-quick'ninglight>,. 
Beneath  the  rock,  the  waters,  high,  but  late 
(I  know  not  by  what  fluice  or  emptying  gate), 
Where  at  a  low  ebb ;  on  the  fand  flie  foies 
A  bufy  bird  that  to  and  fro  ftill  flie=:. 
Till  pitching  w  here  a  hateful  oyfter  lay, 
Opening  his  clofejaws  (clofer  none  than  they 
Unlefs  the  griping  fifl,  or  cherry  lips 
Of  happy  lovers  in  their  melting  fips.) 
Since  the  decreafing  waves  had  left  liim  there 
He  gapes  for  thirfl,  yet  meets  with  nought  but  air. 
And  that  fo  hot;  e'er  the  returning  tide. 
He  in  his  fliell  is  likely  to  be  fry'd  ; 
The  wary  bird  a  pretty  pebble  takes. 
And  claps  it  'twixt  the  two  pearl  hiding  9akes 

I  One  ■ntrifcs  that  King  yohn  ivas  poifon  d  at  Sivin~ 
Jled,  'with  a  dijh  of  fears  ;  others  there  ^  in  a  cup  of 
•wine  ;  fo?ne  that  he  died  at  l^eivark  cf  the  ftuv  ;  a 
fourth,  by  the  diflemperatiire  of  peaches  eaten  in  his  fit  of 
an  ague.  Among  fo  many  doubts,  1  lea'ue  you  to  belie-ve 
the  author  mef}  in  credit  ivit/j  qur  hef  of  antiauarist. 
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;Of  the  broad  yawnia.a;  of{ler,.and  (he  then 
Securely  picks  the  fifli  out  (as Tome  men 
A  trick  of  policy  tlirull,  'tween  two  friends, 
Sever  their  pow'rs,  and  Ills  intention  ends) 
The  bird  thus  getting  that  for  which  (he  firove, 
Brought  it  to  her,  to  whom  the  queen  of  love 
Serv'd  as  a  foil,  and  Cupid  could  no  other, 
But  flie  to  her  mift;iken  for  hi«  mother. 
Marina  from  the  kind  hi  rd  took  the  meat, 
AvA    looking  down)  (he  faw  a  number  greit 
Of  birds,  each  one  a  pebble  in  his  bill, 
Would  do  the  like,  bi;c  tiiat  they  wanted  fcill  : 
Some  threw  it  in  too  far,  and  I'ome  too  fhort; 
This  could  not  bear  a  ftoue  fi:  for  fuch  fport. 
But  harmlefs  wretch  putting  in  one  too  fniall, 
The  oyfter  iluits  aiici  takes  his  head  withrdl. 
Another  bringing  one  too  fniooth  and  round, 
(Unhappy  bird  that  thine  own  death  hall  found) 
Lays  it  fo  little  way  in  his  hard  lips, 
That  with  their  ludden  cjofe,  the  pebble  flips 
So  ftrongly  forth  (as  when  your  little  ones 
Do  'tvfixt  their  fingers  flip  their  cherry  flones) 
That  it  in  paiTage  meets  the  brcaft  or  head 
Of  the  poor  wretch,  and  lays  him  there  for  dead. 
A  many  ftriv'd,  and  gladly  would  have  done 
As  much  or  more  than  he  which  firfl  begun, 
But  ail  in  vain,  fcarce  one  of  twenty  could 
Perform  the  deed,  which  they  full  gladly  would. 
Tor  this  not  quick  is  to  that  ail  he  go'th, 
That  wanteth  fkill,  this  cunning,  and  fome  both  : 
Yet  none  a  will,  for  (from  the  cave)  fhe  fees 
Not  in  all-lovely  May  th'  induftriousbees 
More  bufy  with  the  flow'rs  could  be,  then  thefe 
Among  the  flieh-filh  of  the  working  feas. 

Limos  had  all  this  while  been  wanting  thence, 
And  but  jull  heav'n  preferv'd  pure  innocence 
By  the  two  birds,  her  life  to  air  had  flit 
Ere  the  curft  caitif  fliould  have  forced  it. 

The  firfl  night  that  he  left  her  in  h's  den 
He  got  to  fhore,  and  near  th'  abodes  of  men 
That  live  as  we  by  tending  of  their  fiocks, 
To  interchange  for  Ceres'  golden  locks. 
Or  with  the  neat-herd  for  his  milk  and  cream  : 
Things  we  refpedl  more  than  the  diadem 
His  choice-made  difhes ;  O  :   the  golden  age 
Met  all  contentment  in  no  furplufage 
Of  dainty  viands,  but  (as  v/e  do  flill) 
Drank  the  pure  water  of  the  cryilal  rill, 
]Fed  on  no  other  meats  than  thofe  they  fed, 
Labour,  the  fallad  that  their  flomachs  bred. 
Nor  fought  they  for  the  down  of  filver  fvvans. 
Nor  thole  low  thifllc  locks  each  Imall  gale  fans, 
But  hides  of  beafls  which  when  they  liv'd  they 

kept, 
Serv'd  them  for  bed  and  cov'rirg  when  they  flept. 
If  any  fofter  lay,  'twas  (by  the  lofs 
Of  jfome  rock's   warmth)^  on  thick  and  fpongy 

mofs. 
Or  on  the  ground  :  fome  fimple  wall  of  clay 
Parting  their  beds  from  where  their  cattle  lay. 
And  on  fi:ch  palates  one  man  clipped  then 
More  golden  fiumbers  thtin  thisagc  again. 
That  time  phyriciana  triv'd  not  ■  or  if  any, 
1  date  fay,  all  :  yet  then  were  thrice  as  many 
As  iiow  profcL'd,  and  nio'.e  ;  for  every  man 
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;  Was  his  own  patient  and  phyfician.  ! 

None  had  a  body  then  fo  vvcak  and  thin, 
Bankrupt  of  nature's  {lore,  to  feed  the  fin 
Of  an  ini'atiate  female,  in  whole  womb 
Coidd  nature  all  hers  paft,  and  all  to  come 
Infufe,  with  virtue  of  all  drugs  befide, 
She  might  be  try'd,  but  never  fatisfy'd. 
I'o  })leaje which  orke  her  hufband'sweaken'd  peace  i 
Mud  have  his  cullis  mix'd  with  ambergreafe, 
Phcafant  and  partridge  into  jelly  turn'd. 
Grated  with  geld,  fcven  times  refin'd  and  burn*«J 
With  dull  of  orient  pearl,  richer  the  eaft  ! 

Yet  ne'er  beheld  :   (O  Epicurean  feaft  !) 
This  is  his  breakfaft  ;  and  his  meal  at  night 
Pofiets  no  lefs  provoking  appetite,  ( 

Wliofe  dear  ingredients  vaiu'd  are  at  more  I 

Than  all  his  anceftors  were  worth  before. 
When  fuch  as  we,  by  poor  and  fimple  fare. 
More  able  liv'd  and  dy'd  not  without  heir. 
Sprung  from  our  <iv«'n  loins,  and  a  fpotlefsbed 
Of  any  other  pow'r  unfeconded  : 
When  th'  other's  ilTue  (like  a  man  fall'n  fick, 
Or  through  the  fever,  gout,  or  lunatic. 
Changing  hU  doiStors  oft,  each  as  his  notion 
Prefcribes  afev'ral  diet,  fev'ral  potion. 
Meeting  his  friend  (who  niett  we  now-a-days        ; 
That  hath  not  fome  receipt  for  each  difeafc  ?)       I 
He  tel's  Iiim  of  a  plaifter,  which  lie  takes;  i 

And  finding  after  that,  his  tprment  Hakes, 
(Whtihcr  becaufe  the  humour  is  eutvvrought. 
Or  by  the  fldll  which  his  phyfician  brought, 
It  makes  no  matter  :)  for  he  furely  thinks 
None  of  their  purges,  nor  their  diet  drinks 
Have  made  him  found  ;  tut  his  belief  is  faft 
That  med'cine  wt:s  his  health  v^hich  he  tooklafti 
So  (by  a  mother)  being  taught  tp  call 
One  for  his  father,  though  a  fon  to  all. 
His  mother's  ofttn  Tcapes,  (though  truly  known) 
Cannot  divert  him  ;  but  will  ever  own 
For  his  begetter,  him,  whofe  name  and  rents 
He  mull  inherit    Such  are  the  defcents 
Of  thefc  men  ;  to  make  up  whofe  limber  heir 
As  many  as  in  him,  mufc  have  a  fhare  ; 
When  he  that  keeps  the  lad  yet  leaft  ado. 
Fathers  the  peoples  child,  and  gladly  too. 

Happier  thofe  time.-i  were,  when  the  flaxen  clue 
By  fair  Arachne's  hand  the  Lyoians  knew. 
And  fought  not  to  the  worm  for  fi'ken  tlireads, 
To  roll  their  bodies  in,  or  drefs  their  heads. 
When  wife  Minerva  did  th'  Athenians  learn 
To  draw  their  milk-white  fleeces  into  yarn  ; 
And  knowing  not  the  mixtures  which  began 
(Of  colours)  from  the  Babylonian, 
Nor  wool  in  .^ardis  dy'd,  more  various  known 
By  hues,  than  Iris  to  the  world  hath  fliewn  : 
The  bowels  of  our  mother  were  not  ript 
For  mader-pits,  nor  the  fwcet  meadows  ftript 
Of  their  choice  beauties,  nor  for  Ceres'  had 
The  fertile  lands  burden'd  with  needlefs  wood. 
Through  the  wide  feas  no  winged  pine  did  go  ' 
To  lands  unknown  for  HainLng  indigo  ; 
Nor  men  in  fcorching  climates  mcor'd  their  keel 
To  traffick  for  the  cofily  cochineal. 
Unknown  was  then  tlie  Phrygian  broidery. 
The  I  yrhnpcrj.lc,  and  the  f:r.r!ft  dye, 
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Such  as  tlicir  ftieep  c!a3,  fuch  they  v/ove  and  wore 
Ruifet  or  white,  or  thole  niix'd,  and  no  more  : 
Except  fonietimes  (to  bravery  inclin'd) 
Then  dy'd  them  yellow  caps  with  alder  rind. 
The  Grecian  mantle,  Tufcaa  rohes  of  Hate, 
Tiffue  nor  cloth  of  gold  of  higheft  rate,    ■•    •     •  ■  .^ 
They  never  faw  :  only  in  pleafan*  woodsj^^^''' f'^ 
Or  by  th'  embordered  margin  of  the'flbods, 
The  dainty  nymphs  they' often  did  behold 
Clad  in   their  ■  light  fillt  robes,  ftitch'd  oft  with 

gold. 
The  airas  hangings  round  their  comely  halls, 
Wanted  the  cerite's  web  and  minerals  : 
Green  boughs  of  trees  with  fatt'aing  acorns  lade, 
Hung  full    with   fiow'rs    and   garlands   quaintly 

made, 
Their  homely  cots  dec'kd  trim  in  low  degree, 
A=  now  the  court  with  richeil  tapillry. 
Inftead  of  cufhions  v/rocght  in  windows  lay'n, 
They  pick'd  the  cockle  from  their  fields  of  grain, 
Sleep-bringing  poppy  (by  the  ploughmen  late 
Not  without  taufe  to  Ceies'  confecraie) 
For  being  round  and  full  at  his  half  birth 
It  fi<^nil'y'd  the  perfed  orb  of  earth ; 
And  by  hii  inequalities  when  blown, 
The  earth's  low  vales  and  higher  hilis  were  fhown, 
By  multitude  of  grains  it  held  within. 
Of  men  and  beaffs  the  number  noted  been  ; 
And  fhe  fince  taking  care  all  earth  to  pleafe, 
Had  in  her  *  Thel'mophoria  offer'd  thcfe. 

Or  caufe  that  feed  our  elders  us'd  to  eat, 

With  honey  niix'd  (and  was  their  after  meat) 

Or  fince  her  daughter  that  (lie  lov'd  fo  well 

f  By  him  that  in  th'  infernal  fliades  doth  dwell, 

And  on  the  Stygian  banks  for  ever  reigns 

(Tn.'ubled  with  horrid  cries  and  noife  of  chains) 

(Faireft  Proferpina)  was  rapt  away  ; 

And  Ihe  in  plaints,  the  night;  in  tears,  the  day 

Had  long  time  fpent ;  when  no  high  power  could 
give  her 

Any  redrefs;  the  |  poppy  did  relieve  her  : 

I'or  eating  of  the  feeds,  they  fleep  procur'd. 

And  fo  beguil'd  thofe  griefs  fhe  long  endur'd. 

Or  rather  fince  her  love  (then  happy  man) 

Micon  (yclep'd)  theirave  Athenian, 

Had  been  transform'd  into  this  gentle  flow'r 

And  his  protediion  kept  from  Flora's  p  >w'r). 

The  daify  fcatter'd  on  each  mead  and  down, 

A  golden  tuft  within  a  filver  crown 

(Fair  fall  that  dainty  floA  'r     and  may  there  be 

No  ihepherd  grac'd  that  doth  not  honour  thee  ') 

The  primrofe,  when  with  fix  leaves  gotten  grace 

Maids  as  a  true  love  in  their  bofonis  place; 

Thefpotlefs  lily,  by  whr^fe  pure  leaves  be 

Noted,  the  chafic  though.s  of  virginity; 

Carnations  fweet  with  colour  like  the  fire. 

The  fit  Imprefa's  for  etiflam'd  deCre  ; 

The  harebell  for  the  ftainlefs  azur'd  hue, 

Claims  to  be  worn  of  none  but  thofe  are  true  ; 

*  Qurfiofojiin  and  ^-nyLnr^ta.  ivere  facr'ijices  peculiar 
to  Cures,  the  one  for  beiitg  a  iwu- giver,  the  otlicr  as  god- 
dejs  of  the  grounds. 

f  iiVf  Claudians  Rape  of  Proferplne. 

\  Vide  iswhim  in  Firg,  Ceorg.  I. 
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The  rofe,  like  ready  youth,  enticing  ftands, 
And  would  be  cropt  if  it  might  choofe  the  hands; 
The  yelliw  kingcup.  Flora  them  affign'd 
To  be  the  badges  of  a  jealous  mind;   ■  •' 

The  orange  tawny  marigold     the  nighty 
Hides  not  her  colours  from  a  fcarching  fight. 
To  thee  then  deareft  friend    my  fohgs  chief  mate) 
This  colour  chiefly  I  appropriate. 
That  I'pitc  "f  all  the  mifis  oblivion  can 
Or  envious  frettings  of  a  guilty  man, 
Retain'ft  thy  vrorth  ;  nay,  mak'll  it  more  in  prize. 
Like  tennis  balls  thrown  down  hard,  highcft  rife. 
The  columbine  In  tawny  often  taken,  ■•  "^'^ 

Is  then  afcrib'd  to  fuch  as  ate  forfaken ;  -  '''' 

Fl-  ra'.'  choice  buttons  of  a  ruffct  dye 
Is  hope  even  in  the  depth  of  mifery. 
ihe  panfy,  thiftle.  all  with  prickles  fet. 
The  cowflip,  honeyfuckle,  violet, 
And  many  hundreds  more  that  grac'd  the  meads, 
Gardens  and  groves (whercbeauteous  Flora  treads) 
Were  by  the  ihepherds  daughters  (as  yet  are 
Us'd  in  our  cots)   brought  home  with  fpecial 
care:  .  ^, 

For  bruifing  them  tliey  not  alone  would  quell' ••'_ 
But  rot  the  reft,  and  fpoil  their  pleafing  fmell.'^ ' 
Much  like  a  lad,  who  in  his  tender  prime 
Sent  from  his  friends  to  learn  the  ufe  of  time. 
As  are  hi-  mates,  or  good  or  bad,  fo  he 
Thrives  to  the  world,  and  fuch  his  acStions  be. 

As  in  the  rainbow's  many  coloured  hew 
Here  fee  we  watched  deepen'd  with  a  blue. 
There  a  dark  tawny  with  a  purple  mix'd. 
Yellow  and  flame,  with  fi:reaks  of  green  betv/istj 
A  bloody  fiream  into  a  blufliiiig  run 
And  ends  ftill  with  the  colour  which  begun, 
Drawing  the;  deeper  to  a  lighter  ftain. 
Bringing  the  lightell:  to  the  deep'fl  again. 
With  fuch  rare  art  each  mingleth  with  his  fellow, 
The  blue  with  watchet,green  andred  with  yellow. 
Like  to  the  changes  which  we  daily  fee 
About  the  dove's  neck  with  variety, 
Where  none  can  fay  (though  he  it  flirift  attends) 
Here  one  begins  ;  and  there  the  other  ends  : 
So  did  the  maidens  with  their  variotirflow'rs 
Deck   up    their  windows,   and  make   neat   their 

bow'rs : 
Ufing  fuch  cunning  as  they  did  difpofe 
The  ruddy  piny  with  the  lighter  rofe. 
The  monks-hood  with  the  buglofs,  and  entwine 
The  v/hite,  the  blue,  the  flefli-like  columbine 
With  pinks,  fweet-williams  ;  that  far  off  the  eye 
Could  not  the  manner  of  their  mixtures  fpy.. 
Then  wi'h  thofe  flow'rs  they  moft;  of  all  did 
prize 
(With  all  their  {kill  and  in  moft  curious  wife 
On  tufts  of  herbs  or  rufhes)  would  they  frame 
A  dainty  border  round  the  (hepherd's  name. 
Or  poefies  make,fo  quaint,  fo  apt,  fo  rare. 
As  if  the  mufes  only  lived  there  : 
And  that  the  after  world  ihould  ftrive  in  vaia 
What  they  then  did  to  counterfeit  again. 
Mor  will  the  needle  nor  the  loom  e'er  be 
So  perfed:  in  their  heft  embroidery. 
Nor  fuch  corapofures  make  of  filk  and  gold, 
As  theirs,  when  nature  all  hsr  cunning  told. 


5i8 


THE    WORKS    OF    BROWNE. 


The  word  of  mine  did  no  man  then  bewitch, 
They  thought  none  could  be  fortunate  if  rich. 
And  to  the  covetous  did  wifti  no  wrong 
But  what  himfelf  defir'd  :  to  live  heje Ton"-. 

As  of  their  fongs  fo  of  their  lives  they  deeni'd, 
Not  of  tlie  long'il,  but  beft  perform'd,  efteem'd. 
They  thought  that  heaven  to  him  no  life  did  give 
Who  only  thought  upon  the  means  to  live. 
Nor  wifii'd  they  'twere  ordain'd  to  live  here  ever 
But  as  life  was  ordain'd  they  might  perfevere. 

O  happy  men  !  you  ever  did  pofTcfs 
No  wifdom,  but  was  mix'd  with  fimplenefs ; 
So,  wanting  malice  :  and  from  folly  free, 
Since  reafon  went  with  your  fimplicity. 
You  fearcK'd  yourfeivcs  if  ail  wichin  were  fajr, 
And  did  not  learn  of  others  what  you  were. 
Your  lives  the  patterns  of  thofe  virtues  gave 
Which  adulation  tells  mtn  now  they  have. 

With  poverty,  in  love  v/e  only  clofe 
Becaufe  our  lovers  it  mod  truly  fhews  : 
When  they  who  in  that  blelTed  age  did  move, 
Knew  neither  poverty  nor  want  of  love. 

The  hatred  which  they  bore  was  only  this, 
That  every  one  did  hate  to  do  amifs. 
Their  fortune  ftiil  was  fubjeifl:  to  their  will  : 
Their  v/ant  (O  happy !)  was  the  want  of  ill. 
Ye  trueft,  fairell,  lovelieft  nymphs  that  can 
but  of  your  eyes  lend, fire  Promethean, 
All-beauteou5  ladies,  love-alliiring  danles, 
That  on  the  banks  of  Ifca,  Humber,  Thames, 
By  your  encouragement  can  make  a  fwain 
Climb  by  his  iong  where  none  but  fouls  attain  : 
And  by  the  graceful  reading  of  our  lines 
Renew  our  heat  to  further  brave  defigns  : 
(You,  by  whofe  means  my  mufe  thus  boldly  fays : 
Though  fce  do  fing  of  fhepherds  loves  and  lays, 
And  flagging  weakly  low  gets  not  on  wing- 
To  fecond  tijat  of  Helen's  ravilhing  : 
Nor  hath  the  love  nor  beauty  of  a  queen 
My  fubjedl  grac'd,  as  other  works  have  been  ; 
Yet  not  to  do  their  age  nor  ours  a  wrong. 
Though  queens,  nay  goddeffeSj  fam'd  Homer's 

fong) 
Mine  hath  been  tun'd  and  heard  by  beauties  more 
.Than  all  the  poets  that  have  liv'd  beiore. 
^ot  'caufe  it  is  more  worth  :  but  it  duth  fall 
That  nature  now  is  turn'd  a  prodigal, 
And  on  v.his  age  fo  much  perfedlion  fpends, 
That  to  her  b-ii  of  treafure  it  exterds ; 
For  all  the  ages  thH  are  flid  away 
Had  not  fo  maoy  beauties  as  this  day. 

O  what  a  rapture  have  I  gotten  now  I 
That  age  of  gold,  this  of  ih-  lovely  brow 
Iv.ve  drawn  me  from  my  fong!    (I  onward  run 
Clean  from  the  end  to  which  I  firft  begun). 
But  ye  the  heavenly  creatures  of  the  weft, 
In  whom  the  virtues  and  the  graces  reft. 
Pardon '.   that  I  have  run  aftray  fo  long. 
And  grow  fo  tedious  in  fo  rude  a  fong, 
If  you  yourfelves  Ihould  come  to  add  one  grace 
Unto  a  pleafant  grove  or  fuch  like  place, 
Where  here  the  curious  cutting  of  a  hedge. 
There,  by  a  pond,  the  trimming  of  tlie  fedge  : 
Here  the  fine  fetting  of  well  fhading  trees. 
The  walks  there  mounting  up  by  fmall  degrees, 
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The  gravel  and  the  green  fo  equal  lie,    ' 

It,  with  the  reft,  draws  on  your  ling'riug  eye  : 

Here  thefweet  fmells  that  do  perfume  the  air, 

Arifing  from  the  infinite  repair 

Of  odoriferous  buds,  and  herbs  of  price 

(As  if  it  were  another  paradife) 

So  pleafe  the  fmelling  fenfe,  that  you  are  fain 

V/here  laft  you  walk'd  to  turn  and  walk  again. 

There  the  fmall  birds  with  their  harmonious  notes 

Sing  to  a  fpring  that  fmileth  as  fhe  floats ; 

For  in  her  face  a  many  dimples  fhew, 

And  often  lldps  as  it  did  dancing  go  : 

Here  further  down  an  over-arched  alley 

That  froai  a  hill  goes  winding  in  a  valley^ 

You  fpy  at  end  thereof  a  ftanding  lake 

Where  fome  ingenious  artift  flrives  to  make 

The  water  (brought  in  turning  pipes  of  lead 

Through  birds  of  earth  moft  lively  fafliioned) 

To  counterfeit  and  mock  the  fylvans  all 

In  finging  well  their  own  fet  madrigal. 

This  with  no  fmall  delight  retains  your  ear, 

And   makes  you  think  none  bleft  but  who  live 

there. 
Then  in  another  place  the  fruits  that  be 
In  gallant  clufters  decking  each  good  tree 
Invite  your  hand  to  crop  them  from  the  ftem, 
And  liking  one,  tafte  every  fort  of  them  : 
Then  to  the  arbours  walk,  then  to  the  bow'rs, 
Thence  to  the  walks  again,  thence  to  the  flow'rs, 
Then  to  the  birds,  and  to  the  clear  fpring  thence, 
Now  pleafing  one,  and  then  another  fenfe  : 
Here  one  walks  oft,  and  yet  anew  beginn'th. 
As  if  it  were  fome  hidden  labyrinth  ; 
So  loth  to  part,  and  fo  content  to  ftay. 
That  when  the  gard'ner  knocks  for  you  away. 
It  grieves  you  fo  to  leave  the  pleafures  in  it. 
That  you  could  wifli  that  you  had  never  fecn  it : 
Blame  me  not  then,  if  while  to  you  I  told 
The  happinefs  our  fathers  dipt  of  old, 
■  The  mere  imagination  of  their  blifs 
So  rapt  my  thoughts,  and  made  me  fmg  amifs. 
And  ftill  the  more  they  ran  on  thofe  days  worth, 
The  :Tiore  unwilling  vv^as  I  to  come  forth. 
O  ;  if  the  apprcheniion  joy  us  fo. 
What  would  the  adlion  in  a  human  fhew  !  ! 

Such  were  the  Iheoherds  (to  all  goodnefs  bent)        ; 
About  whofe  *   thorps  that  night  curs'd   Limos 

went. 
Where  he  had  learn'd  that  next  day  all  the  fwaini    ' 
That  any  flieep  fed  on  the  fertile  plains. 
The  feaft  of  Pallas  goddefs  of  their  grounds  '• 

Did  mean  to  celebrate.     Fitly  this  founds 
He  thought,  to  what  he  formeily  intended, 
His  ftealth  fhould  by  their  abfenee  be  befriended  :    i 
For  whilft  ihcy  in  their  off 'rings  buficd  were, 
He  'mongft  the  flocks  might  range  with  lefler 

fear. 
How  to  contrive  his  ftealth  he  fpent  the  night. 

The  morning  now  in  colours  richlv  dight 
Stept  o'er  the  caftern  threfholds,  and  no  lad 
That  joy'd  to  fee  his  paftures  freflily  clad> 
But  for  the  holy  rites  himfelf  addreft 
V/ith  neceflaries  proper  to  that  feaft. 
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The  altars  every  where  now  fmoking  be 
With  bean  ftalks,  f^vine,  laurel,  rofcmary, 
Their  cakes  of  grummel  feed  they  did  prefer, 
And  pails  of  milk  in  facrifices  to  her. 
Then  hymn  of  praife  they  all  devoutly  fung 
In  thofe  Palilia  for  encreafe  of  young. 
But  ere  the  ceremonies  were  half  pad 
One  of  their  boys  came  down  the  hill  in  hafte. 
And  told  them  Limos  was  among  their  fheep  ; 
That  he,  his  fellows,  nor  their  dogs  could  keep 
The  rav'ner  from  their  flocks ;  great  flore  were 

kill'd, 
Whofe  blood  he  fuck'd,  and  yet  his  panch  not 

fill'd. 
0  haflen  then  away !  for  in  an  hour 
He  will  the  chiefefl;  of  your  fold  devour. 

With  this  moft  ran  (leaving  behind  fome  few 
To  finilh  what  was  to  fair  Palas  due) 
And  as  they  had  afcended  up  the  hill 
Limos  they  met,  with  no  mean  pace  and  fkill, 
Following  a  well  fed  lamb  ;  with  many  a  fhout 
They  then  purfu'd  him  all  the  plain  about. 
And  either  with  forelaying  of  his  way, 
Or  he  fuUgorg'd  ran  not  fo  fwift  as  they, 
Before  he  could  recover  down  the  ftrand 
Mo  fwain  but  on  him  had  afaften'd  hand. 

Rejoicing  then  (the  worft  wolf  to  their  flock 
1/ay  in  their  pow'rs)  they  bound  him  to  a  rock. 
With  chains  ta'en  from  the  plough,  and  leaving 

hira 
Return'd  back  to  their  feaft.  His  eyes  late  dim 
l^Iow  fparkle  forth  in  flames,  he  grinds  his  teeth. 
And  drives  to  catch  at  every  thing  he  feeth  : 
But  to  no  purpofe  :  all  the  hope  of  food 
Was  ta'en  away  ;  his  httle  flefli,  lefs  blood, 
He  fuck'd  and  tore  at  laft,  and  that  deny'd. 
With  fearful  flirieksmot^  miferably  dy'd. 

Unfortunate  Marina  thou  art  free 
From  his  jaws  now,  though  not  from  mifery. 
Within  the  cave  thou  likely  art  to  pine, 
Jf  (O  may  never)  fail  a  help  divine, 
And  though  fuch  aid  thy  wants  do  ftill  fupply. 
Yet  in  a  prifon  thou  muft  ever  lie  : 
But  heav'n,  that  fed  thee,  will  not  long  defer 
To  fend  thee  thither  fome  deliverer  : 
For,  then  to  fpend  thy  fighs  there  to  the  main 
Thou  fitter  wert  to  honour  Thetis  train. 
Who  fo  far  now  with  her  harmonious  crew 
Scour'd  through  the  feas  (O  who  yet  ever  knew 
So  rare  a  confort  ?)  fhe  had  left  behind 
The  Kentifh,  Suflex  fhores,  the  *  ifle  aflTign'd 
To  brave  Vefpafian's  conqueft,  and  was  come 
Where  the  ftirill  trumpet  and  the  rattling  drum 
Made  the  waves  tremble  (ere  befcl  this  chance) 
And  to  no  fofter  mufic  us'd  to  dance, 
_     Hail  thou  my  native  foil :   thou  blefled  plot 
Whofe  equal  all  the  world  affordeth  not  1 
Shew  me  v/ho  can  ?  fo  many  cryftal  rills 
Such  fweet  cloth'd  vallies,  or  afpiring  hills. 
Such  wood-ground,  paflures,    quarries,    wealthy 

mines. 
Such  rocks  in  whom  the  diamond  fairly  ftiines : 

Veiia  quam  Vffpafianus  a  Claudia  miJTiis fuhjugavit . 
Yidt  Bed.  in  hiji.  Ect.  lib.  l.cap.  3, 


And  if  the  earth  can  fliew  the  like  again  j 
Yet  v*rill  flie  fail  in  her  fea-ruling  men. 
Time  never  can  produce  men  to  o'ertake 
The  fames  of  Grenvile,  Davies,  Gilbert,  Drake, 
Or  worthy  Hawkins  or  of  thoufands  more 
That  by  their  pow'r  made  the  Devonian  fliore 
Mock  the  proud  Tagus;  for  whofe  richcft  fpoi! 
The  boafling  Spaniard  left  the  Indian  foil 
Bankrupt  of  (lore,  knowing  it  would  quit  cod 
By  winning  this  thcrugh  all  the  reft  were  loft. 

As  oft  the  fea  nymphs  on  her  ftrand  have  fet 
Learning  of  fiftiermen  to  knit  a  net. 
Wherein  to  wind  up  their  difiievell'd  hairi, 
They  have  beheld  the  frolic  mariners 
For  exercife  (got  early  froni  their  beds) 
Pitch  bars  of  filver,  and  caft  golden  fleds. 

At  Ex,  a  lovely  nymph  Vi^ith  Thetis  met,-   . 
She  finging  came,  and  was  all  round  befet 
With  other  watry  powers,  which  by  her  fong. 
She  had  allur'd  to  float  with  her  along. 
The  lay  flie  chaunted  fhe  had  learn'd  of  yore, 
Taught  by  a  *  fkilful  fwain,  who  on  her  fliore 
Fed  his  fair  flock;  a  work  renown'd  as  far 
As  his  brave  fubjeiSt  of  the  Trojan  war. 

When  flie  had  done,  a  pretty  fhepherd's  boy 
That  from  the  near    downs    came    (though  he' 

fmall  joy 
Took  in  his  tuneful  reed,  fince  dire  negledt 
Crept  to  the  breait  of  her  he  did  affedl, 
And  that  an  ever  bufy  watchfull  eye 
Stood  as  a  bar  to  his  felicity) 
Being  with  great  entreaties  of  the  fwaina 
And  by  the  fair  queen  of  the  liquid  plains 
Woo'd  to  his  pipe,  and  bade  to  lay  afide 
All  troubled  thoughts,  as  others  at  that  tide  ; 
And  that  he  now  fome  merry  note  fliould  f^aifcj 
To  equal  others  which  had  fung  their  lays  : 
He  fhook  his  head,  and  knowing  that  his  tongue 
Could  not  bely  his  heart,  thus  fadly  fung  : 

As  new  born  babes  falute  their  ages  morn 
With  cries  unto  their  woeful  mother  hurl'd  : 
My  infant  mufe  that  was  but  lately  born 
Began  with  watry  eyes  to  woo  the  world. 
She  knows  not  how  to  fpeak,  and  therefore 
weeps 

Her  woes  excefs, 
And  ftrives  to  move  the  heart  that  fenfclefs 
fleeps, 

To  heavinefs ; 
Her  eyes  envail'd  vi'ith  forrows  clouds 

Scarce  fee  the  light, 
Difdain  hath  wrapt  her  in  the  flirouds 
Of  lothed  night. 
How  fhould  fhe  move   then  her  grief  laden 

wing, 
Or  leave  my  fad  complaint,  and  Pjeans  fing  ? 

*  y^f'P^  "f  Exeter  ixirote  a  poem  of  the  Trojan  war 
according  to  Dares  the  Phrygian  s  (lory,  but  falfdy  at" 
tributed  to  Cornelius  Nepos,  as  it  is  printed.  He  li-ved 
in  the  time  of  Henry  11.  and  Richard  1.  See  the  il- 
kf. rations  of  my  mof.  -worthy  friend  Mr,  S elder.,  upw 
Mr,  Drayton  s  PolyQlhion.p.  ^8, 
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Six  Pleyad's  live  In  liglif,  in  darhnefs  one. 
Sing  mirthful  fwains;    hut  let  me  fijjh  alone. 
It  is  eftouj^h  that  1  in  filence  fit, 
And  bend  my  (kill  to  learn  your  lays  ari'Ljht ; 
Nor  (Irive  with  you  in  ready  ftrains  of  wir, 
Nor  move  my  hearers  with  fo  true  di.'li;rht. 
But  if  for  heavy  plaints  and  notes  of  woe 

Yhur  ears  are  preft  ; 

No  flitf  herd- lives  that  can  my 'pipe  outgo 

•In  fuch  unreft.       ■ 
I  have  not  known  fo  many  years 

As  chances  wronpj, 
Nor  have  they  known  more  floods  of  tears 
Frorri  one  fo  young-. 
Fain  would- 1  tune-to  pkafe  as  others  do, 
Wert  not  fot  faining  fong-  and  numbers  too. 
Then  (fince  not  fitting  now  are  fonp;s  of  moan) 
Sing-  mirthful  fwains  but  let  me  figh  E.lone. 

The  nymphs  that  float  upon  thefe  wntry  plains 
Have  oft  been  dra\yn  to  liihen  to  rr.y  fong, 
And  fire ns  left  to  tune  diiTemhiinic  ftrains 
In  true  bewailing  of  liay  forrows  long. 
Upon  the  -waves  of  late  a  filver  fwan 

By  me  did  ride, 
And  thrilled  with  my  woes  fortlivt'ith  began 

To  iing  and  died. 
Yet  where  they  (hould  they  cannot  move, 

O  haplefs  verfe  I 
That  fitter,  then  to  win  a  love, 
Art  for  a  hearfe. 
Hence  forward  filent  Be ;  and  ye  my  cares 
Be  known  but  to  myfelf;  or -vvho  defpairs. 
Since  pity  now  lies-turned  to  a  (lone  ; 
Sing  mirthful  fwains ;  but  let  me  figh  alone. 

The  fitting  accent.of  his  mournful  lay 
So  pleas'd  (he  powerfiu  lady  of  the  fea. 
That  (he  entreated  him'  to  (ing  again  ; 
And  he  obeying  tun'd  this  fecond  flraiii ; 

iDorn  to  n-i  other  comfort  ti-ian  my  tears, 
Yet  robb'd  of  them  by  griefs  too  inly  deep, 
1  cannot  rightly  wail  my  haplefs  years. 
Nor  move  a  palTion  that  for  me  might  weep. 

Nature  alas  too  fanrt  hath  knit 
My  tongue  to  reach  my  woe  : 

Nor  have  I  (kill  fad  notes  to  fit 
'I'hat  might  my  forrow  fl^ow. 
And  to  increafe  my  torments  ceafelefs  fling 

There's  no  way  left  to  (hew  my  pain 

But  by  my  pen  in  mournful  ftrains, 
Which  others  may  perhaps  take  joy  to  iing. 

;    As   (woo'd   by    May's  delights)   I  have  been 

borne 
Tq  take  the  kind  air  of  a  wiftful  mora 
Near  Tavy's  voiceful  ftrcam  (to  whom  1  owe 
More  ftrains  than  from  my  pipe  can  ever  (low) 
Here  have  1  heard  a  fweet  bird  never  lin 
To  chide  the  river  for  his  clam'rous  din ; 
There  feem'd  another  in  his  fong  to  tell, 
That  what  the  fair  flream  did  he  liked  well; 
And  going  furtiier  heard  another  too 
All  varying  ftill  in  what  the  others  do  ; 


A  little  thence,  a  fourtli  with  little  pain 
Cou'd  all  their  leffons  and  them  fting  again  ; 
So  numberlefs  the  fongfters  are  that  fing 
In  the  fvvcct  groves  of  the  two  careiefs  fpring, 
Tliat  i  no  fooner  could  the  hearing  lofe 
Of  one  of  them,  but  (Iraight  another  rofe, 
And  perching  deftly  on  a  quaking  fpray 
Nigh  tir'd  herfelf  to  make  her- hearer  ftay, 
Whil/l  in  a  bufh  two  nightingales  together 
Shew'd  tlie  beftfltill  they  had  to  draw  me  thither  : 
So  (as  bright  Thetis  paft  our  cleeves  along) 
This  fliepherd's  lay  purfu'd  the  other's  fong. 
And  fcarce  one  ended  had  his  fkilful  ftripe, 
But  ilraiglu  another  took  him  to  his  pipe. 

By  that  the  younger  fwain  had  fully  done, 
Thetis  with  her  brave  company  had  won 
The  mouth  of  Dert,  and  whiUlthe  Tritons  charm 
The  dancing  waves,  paffing  the  cryftal  arm, 
Sweet  Yalm  and   Piim ;  arriv'd  where    Thamar 

pays 
Her  daily  tribute  to  the  waflern  feas. 
Here  fent  ihc  up  her  dolphins,  and  they  ply'd 
So  bufiiy  their  fares  on  every  lide, 
They  made  a  quick  return  and  brought  her  down 
A  many  homages  to  Thamar's  crown. 
Who  in  themfelves  were  of  ar  gr^at  command 
As  any  meaner  rivers  of  the  land. 
With  every  nymph  the  fwain  of  raoft  account 
That  fed  his  white  flieep  by  her  clearer  fount : 
And  every  one  to  Thetis  fweetly  fung. 

Among  the  reft  a  fiiepherd  (though  but  young, 
Yet  harten'd  to  his  pipe)  with  all  the  fkiil 
His  few  years  could,  began  to  fit  his  quill. 
By  Tavy's  fpeedy  ftream  he  fed  his  flock, 
Where  when  he  fat  to  fport  him  on  a  rock, 
The  v/ater-nymphs  would  often  come  unto  him 
And  for  a  dance  with  many  gay  gifts  woo  him. 
Now  pofies  of  this  fiow'r,  and  then  of  that ; 
Now  with  fine  (hells,  then  with  a  rulhy  hat. 
With  coral  or  red  ftones  brought  from  the  deep 
To  make  him  bracelets,  or  to  mark  his  (heep. 
Willie  he  hight.  Who  by  the  Ocean's  Queen 
More  cheer' d  to  fing  than  fuch  young  lads  had 

been. 
Took  his  beft-framed  pipe  and  thus  'gan  move 
His  voice  of  Walla,  Tavy's  faireft  love. 

Fair  was  the  day,  but  fairer  was  the  maid 
Who  that  day's  morn  into  the  green  woods  ftray'd. 
Sweet  was  the  air,  but  fvveetir  was  her  breathing, 
Such  rare  perfumes  the  rofes  are  bequeathing. 
Bright  flione  the  fun,  but  brighter  were  her  eyes. 
Such  are  iNe  lamps  that  guide  the  deities ; 
Nay  fuch  the  fire  is,  whence  the  Pythian  knight,- 
Borrows  his  beams,  and  lends  his  fifter  light. 
Not  *  Pelop's  flioulder  whiter  than  her  hands,  , 
Nor  fnowy  fwans  that  jet  on  Ifca's  fands. 
Sweet  Flora,  as  if  ravilh'd  with  their  fight, 
In  emulation  made  all  lilies  white  : 
For  as  1  oft  heard  the  wood-nymphs  fay. 
The  dancing  fairies  when  they  leff  to  play, 

*  Pilops  nvas  fc'igntd  ly  the  poets  to  ha-o:  ajhouldif 
c/hory.  Ovid.  Mdam.  lib.  I'  I.  FinJar.  OJ.  I.  Oljm^. 
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Then  tack  did  pull  them,  and  in  holes  of  trees 
Stole  the  fweet  honey  from  the  painful  bees. 
Which  in  the  flovv'r  to  put  they  oft  were  feen 
And  for  a  banquet  brought  it  to  their  queen. 
But  fhe  that  is  the  goddefs  of  the  flow'rs 
(Invited  to  their  groves  and  fliady  bow'rs) 
Miflik'd  their  choice.  They  faid  that  all  the  field 
No  other  flow'r  did  for  that  purpofe  yield  : 
But  quoth  a  nimble  Fay,  that  by  did  ftand  : 
If  you  could  give't  the  colour  of  yond  hand; 
(Walla,  by  chance  was  in  a  meadow  by 
Learning  to  fample  earth's  embroid'ry) 
It  were  a  gift  would  Fh>ra  well  befit, 
And  our  great  Qusen  the  more  would  honour  it. 
She  gave  confent ;  and  by  fome  other  pow'r 
Made  Venus'  doves  be  equall'd  by  the  flow'r, 
Bur  not  her  hand  ;  for  nature  this  prefers. 
All  other  whites  but  fhadowings  to  her's. 
Her  hair  was  roU'd  in  many  a  curious  fret, 
Much  like  a  rich  and  artful  coronet, 
Upon  whofe  arches  twenty  Cupids  lay, 
And  were  er  tide,  or  loth  to  fly  away. 
Upon  her  bright  eyes  Phoebus  his  inclin'd. 
And  by  their  radiance  was  the  god  ftruck  blind. 
That  clean  awry  th'  ecliptic  then  he  flript. 
And  from  the  milky- way  hishorfes  v/hipt; 
So  that  the  eaftern  world  to  fear  begun, 
Some  ftranger  drove  the  chariot  of  the  fun. 
And  never  but  that  once  did  heaven's  bright  eye 
Beftow  one  look  on  the  Cymmerii. 
A  green  filk  frock  her  comely  fhoulders  clad, 
And  took  dehght  that  fuch  a  fez^t  it  had, 
Which  at  her  middle  gather'd  up  in  plaits, 
A  love-knot  girdle  willing  bondage  threats. 
Not  Venus  Cefton  held  a  braver  piece. 
Nor  that  v/hich  girt  the  faireft  flow'r  of  Greece. 
Down  from  hei  waift,  her  mantle  loofe  did  fall 
Which  Zephyr  (as  afraid)  ftill  piay'd  withal, 
And  then  tuck'd  up  fomewhat  below  the  knee 
Shew'd  fearching  eyes  where  Cupid's  columns 

be.  ■ 

The  infide  lin'd  with  rich  carnation  fdk, 
And  in  the  midft  of  both,  lawn  white  as  milk. 
Which  white  beneath  the  red  did  feem  to  ihroud. 
As  Cynthia's  beauty  through  a  blufhing  cloud, 
About  the  edges  curious  to  behold 
A  deep  fringe  hung  of  rich  and  twifled  gold, 
So  on  the  green  marge  of  a  cryftal  brook 
A  thoufand  yellow  flowers  at  fifties  look  ; 
And  fuch  the  beams  are  of  the  glorious  fun, 
That  through  a  tuft  of  grafs  dilperfed  run. 
Upon  her  legs  a  pair  '  f  bulkins  white, 
Studded  with  orient  pearl  and  cfiryrdite, 
And  like  her  mantle  flitch'd  with  gold  and  green, 
(Fairer  yet  never  wore  the  foreft's  queen) 
Knit  clofe  with  ribbons  of  a  party  hue, 
A  knot  of  crimfon  and  a  tuft  of  blue, 
Nor  can  the  peacock  in  his  fpotted  train 
So  many  pleafing  colours  fnew  again  ; 
Nor  could  thfrebe  a  mixture  with  more  grace, 
Except  the  heav'nly  rofes  in  her  iace. 
A  fiivcr  quiver  at  her  back  fhe  wore. 
With  darts  and  arrows  for  the  {lag  nndboar, 
B-at  in  her  eyes  flie  had  fuch  darts  again. 
Could  conquer  gods,  and  wound  the  hearts  of  men, 
Voi.  IV. 


Her  left  hand  held  a  knotty  Brafil  bow, 

Whofe  flrength,   with  tears,  fhe  made  the   red 

deer  know. 
So  clad,  fo  arm'd,  fo  drefl  to  win  her  will 
Diana  never  trode  on  Latmus  hill. 
Walla,  the  faireft  nymph  that  haunts  the  woodsj 
Walla,  belov'd  of  fhepherds,  fauns,  and  floods, 
Walla,  fo   whom  the  frolic  Satyrs  pine, 
Walla,  wirh  whofe  fine  foot  the  flowrets  twine, 
Walla,  of  whom  fweet  birds  their  ditties  move, 
Walla,  the  earth's  delight,  and  Tavy's  love. 

This  faireft  nymph,  when  Tavy  firft  prevail'd 
And  won  affecftion  where  the  fylvans  fail'd. 
Had  promis'd  (as  a  favour  to  his  ftreata) 
Each  week  to  crown  it  with  an  anadem  : 
And  now  Hyperion  from  his  glitt'ring  throne 
Sev'n    times    his    quick'ning  rays   had    bravely 

Ihewn 
Unto  the  other  world,  fince  Walla  laft, 
Had  on  her  Tavy's  head  the  garland  plac'd  ; 
And  this  day  (as  of  right),  (he  wends  abroad 
To  eafe  the  meadows  of  their  willing  load. 
Flora,  as  if  to  welcome  her  thofe  hours, 
Had  been  moft  lavifli  of  her  choiceft  flow'rs. 
Spreading  more  beauties  to  entice  that  morn 
Than  Ihe  had  done  in  many  days  beforn. 

Look  as  a  maiden  fitting  in  the  fnade 
Of  fome  clofe  arbour  by  the  woodbine  made. 
Withdrawn  alene,  where  undefcry'd  flie  may 
By  her  moft  curious  needle  give  afTay 
Unto  fome  purfe  ;^if  fo  her  fancy  move) 
Or  other  token  for  her  trueft  love,  ' 

Variety  of  filk  about  her  pap. 
Or  in  a  box  Ihe  takes  upon  her  lap, 
Whofe  pleafing  colours  wooing  her  quick  eye. 
Now  this  ftie  thinks  the  ground  would  beautify, 
And  that,  to  flourifii  with,  fhe  deemeth  beft  : 
When  fpying  others,  (he  is  ftraight  poffeft 
Thofe  fitteft  are ;  yet  from  that  choice  doth  fall. 
And  flie  refolves  at  laft  to  ufe  them  all  : 
So  Walla,  which  to  gather  long  time  ftood. 
Whether  thofe  of  the  field,  or  of  the  wood  ; 
Or  thofe  that  'mong  the  fprings  and  marifh  lay  : 
But  then  the  blolfoms  which  enrich'd  each  fpray 
Allur'd  her  look  ;  whofe  many  colour'd  graces 
Did  in  her  garland  challenge  no  mean  places: 
And  therefore  fhe  (not  to  be  poor  in  plenty) 
From  meadows,  fprings,  woods,  fprays,  culls  iomQ 

one  dainty. 
Which  in  a  fcarf  flie  put,  and  onwards  fet 
To  find  a  place  to  drefs  her  coronet. 

A  little  grove  is  ftated  on  the  marge 
Of  Tavy'i.  ftream,  not  over  thick  nor  large, 
Where  every  morn  a  choir  of  fylvans  fung. 
And  leaves  to  chatt'ring  winds  ferv'd  as  a  tongUCj 
By  whom  the  water  turns  in  many  a  ring. 
As  if  it  fain  would  ftay  to  hear  them  fing. 
An  J  on  the  top  a  thoufand  young  birds  fly, 
To  be  iiiftrudted  in  their  harmony. 
Near  to  the  end  of  this  all-joyfome  grove 
A  dainty  circled  plot  feem'd  as  it  ftrove 
To  keep  all  briers  and  buflies  from  invading. 
Hot  pleaiiiig  compafs  by  their  needlefs  fhading. 
Since  it  was  not  i'o  large  but  that  the  ftore 
Of  trees  around  could  ihade  her'breaft  and  more, 
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Jn  mi;1{l  tliereof  a,  littk  fwcUIng  hill, 

Gf-n'ly  ciifbiirden'd  of  a  cryftal  rill 

"Which  from  the  green  iide  of  the  flow'ry  hank 

Eat  down    a  channel;    here  the    wood-nym.phs 

drank, 
And  great  Diana,  having  {lain  the  deer 
Did  often  ufe  to  come  and  bathe  her  here. 
Here  talk'd  they  of  their  chafe,  and  where  nest  day 
They  meant  to  hunt;  here  did  the  fhepherdsplay, 
And  many  a  gaudy  nymph  was  often  feen 
Embracing  (hepherds  boys  upon  this  green. 
From  hence  the  fpring  hafles  down  to  Tavy'sbrim, 
And  pays  a  tribute  of  his  drops  to  him. 

Here  Walla  refls  the  rifing  mount  upon, 
That  feem'd  to  fwell  more  fmce  fhe  fat  thereon^ 
And  from  her  fcarf  u;  on  the  grafs  fhopk  down, 
The  fmelling  flow'rs  that  Ihould  her  river  crown. 
The  fcarf  (in  (baking  it )  fhe  biufhed  oft, 
Whereon  were  flowers  fo  frefh  and  lively  wroughtj 
That  her  own  cunning  washer  own  deceit. 
Thinking  thofe  true  which  were  but  counterfeit. 

Under  an  alder,  on  his  Tandy  marge, 
Was  Tavy  fet  to  view  hi«  nimble  charge, 
And  there  his  love  he  long  time  had  expeifted : 
While   many  a  rofe-cheek'd  nymph  to  wile  ne- 

gkvSled 
To  woo  him  to  embraces;  which  he  fcorn'd. 
As  valuing  more  the  beauties  which  adorn'd 
His  faireft  Walla,  than  all  nature's  pride 
Spent  on  the  cheeks  of  all  her  fex  befide. 
3Slor  would  they  tempt  him  with  their  open  breafts, 
^ndfwear  their  lips  were  love's  alTured  tefls: 
That  Walla  fure  would  give  him  the  denial 
Till  fhe  had  known  him  true  by  fuch  a  trial. 
Then  comes  another  and  her  hand  bereaves 
The  foon  flipt  alder  of  two  clammy  leaves, 
And  clapping  them  together,  bids  him  fee 
And  leain  of  love  the  hidden  myftery. 
Brave  flood  (quoth  fhe)   that  hold'fl:  us  in  fuf- 

pence. 
And  fliew'fl  a  godlike  pow'rin  abftinence. 
At  this  thy  coldnefs  we  do  nothing  wonder, 
Thefe  leaves  did  fo,  when  once  they  grew  afunder; 
But  fmce  the  one  did  tafle  the  other's  blifs. 
And  felt  his  partner's  kind,  partake  with  his, 
Behold  how  clofe  they  join ;  and  had  they  pow'r 
To  fpeak  their  now  content,  as  we  can  our. 
They  would  on  nature,  lay  a  heinous  crime 
For  keeping  clofe  fuch  fweets  unul  this  time. 
Is  there  to  fuch  men  ought  of  merit  due. 
That  do  abflain  from  what  they  never  knew  ? 
No  :  then  as  well  we  may  account  him  wife 
For  fpeaking  nought,  who  wants  thofe  faculties. 
Tafte  thou  our  fweets;  come  here  and  freely  lip 
Divined  ne(51ar  from  my  melting  lip  ;  ' 

Gaze  on  mine  eyes,  whofe  life-infufmg  beams 
Have  pow'r  to  melt  the  icy  northern  flreams, 
And  fo  inflame  the  gods  of  thofe  hound  feas 
They  would  rnchain  their  virgin  paffages, 
And  teach  our  mariners,  from  day  to  day, 
To  bring  vs  jewels  by  a  nearer  way. 
Twine  thy  long  fingers  in  my  (hiding  hair, 
And  think  it  no  difgrace  i;i>  hide  them  there  ; 
lor  I  could  tell  thee  how  the  Paphian  queen 
Ivlct  me  cne  day  upon  yond  pleafant  gteen. 
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And  did  entreat  a  flip  (thongli  I  was  coy) 

Wherewith  to  fetter  her  lafcivious  boy. 

Play  with  my  teats  that  fwel!  to  have  imprelTion  ; 

And  if  thou  pleafe  from  thence  to  make  digreflion, 

Pafs  thou  that  milky-way  where  great  Apollo, 

And  higher  pow'rs  than  lie  would  gladly  follow. 

When  to  the  full  of  thefe  thou  (halt  attain. 

It  were  fome  mafl'ry  for  thee  to  refrain  ; 

But  fmce  thou  know'fl  not  what  fuch  pleafurcs  be. 

The  world  v^rijl  not  commend  but  laugh  at  thee. 

But  thou  wilt  fay,  thy  Walla  yields  fuch  flore 

Of  joys,  that  no  one  love  can  raife  thee  more ; 

Admit  it  fo,  as  who  but  thinks  it  flrange  ? 

Yet  fhalt  thou  find  a  pleafure  more  in  change. 

If  that  thou  lik'ft  not,  gentle  flood,  but  hear 

To  prove  that  flate  the  beft  I  never  fear. 

Tell  ine  wherein  the  ftate  and  glory  is 

Of  thee,  of  Avon,  or  brave  Thamefis .? 

In  your  own  fprings  ?  or  by  the  flowing  head 

Of  fome  fuch  river  only  feconded  ? 

Or  is  it  through  the  multitude  that  do 

Send  down  their  waters  to  attend  on  you  ? 

Your  mixture  with  lefs  brooks  adds  to  your  fames^ 

So  long  a.s  they  in  you  do  lofe  their  names  ; 

And  coming  to  the  ocean,  thou  doft  fee, 

It  takes  in  other  floods  as  well  as  thee  ; 

It  were  no  fport  to  us  that  hunting  love, 

If  we  were  flill  confin'd  to  one  large  grove. 

The  water  which  in  one  pool  hath  abiding 

Is  hot  fo  fweet  as  rillets  ever  gliding. 

Nor  would  the  brackifh  waves  in  whom  you  mee^ 

Contain  that  flate  it  doth,  but  be  lefs  fweet, 

And  with  contagious  ffeams  all  mortals  fmother. 

But  that  it  moves  from  this  fhore  to  the  other. 

There's  no  one  feafon  fuch  delight  can  bring, 

As  fummer.  autumn,  winter,  and  the  fpring. 

Nor  the  bed  flow'rthat  doth  on  earth  appear 

Could  by  itfelf  content  us  all  the  year. 

The  falmon,  and  fome  more  as  well  as  they. 

Now  love  the  frefhet,  and  then  love  the  fea. 

The  flitting  fowls  not  in  one  coaft  do  tarry. 

But  with  the  year  their  habitation  vary. 

Wliat  mufic  is  there  in  a  fhepherd's  quill 

(Play'd  on  by  him  that  hath  the  greateft  ^kill)^ 

If  but  a  flop  or  two  thereon  we  fpy  ? 

Mufic  is  beft  in  her  variety. 

So  is  difcourfe,  fo  joys;  and  why  not  then 

As  well  the  lives  and  loves  of  gods  as  men  ? 

More  flie  had  fpoke,  but  that  the  gallant  flood 
Reply 'd  :  ye  wanton  rangers  of  the  wood 
Leave  your  allurements  ;  hie  ye  to  your  chafe  ; 
See  where  Diana  with  a  nimble  pace 
Follows  a  ftrutk  deer  :   if  you  longer  fiay 
Her  frown  will  bend  to  me  another  day. 
Hark  how  fhe  winds  her  horn  ;  flie  fome  doth  call 
Perhaps  for  you,  to  make  into  the  fall. 

With  this  they  left  him.  Now  he  wonders  much 
Why  at  this  time  his  Walla's  fl;ay  was  fuch, 
And  could  have  wifh'd  the  nymphs  back,  but  for 

fear 
His  love  might  come  and  chance  to  find  themtherei 
To  pafs  the  time  at  laft  he  thus  began 
(Unto  a  pipe  join'd  by  the  art  of  Pan) 
To  praife  his  love  :  his  hafty  waves  among 
The  frothed  rocks,  bearing  the  under  fong. 
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Ae  caireful  merchants  do  cxpe<Sting  ftand 
(After  long  time  and  merry  gales  of  wind) 
Upon  the  place  where  their  brave  fhip  mull  land: 
So  wait  I  for  the  veffel  cf  my  mind. 

Upon  a  great  adventure  Is  it  bound, 
Whofe  fafe  return  will  valu'd  be  at  more 
Than  all  the  wealthy  prizes  which  have  crown'd 
The  golden  wiflies  of  an  age  before. 

Out  of  the  Eaft,  jewels  of  worth  ftie  brings, 
Th'  unvalu'd  diamond  of  her  fparkling  eye 
"Wants  in  the  treafures  of  all  Europe's  kings. 
And  were  it  mine  they  nor  their  crowns  ftiould 
buy. 

The  fapphires  ringed  on  her  panting  breaft. 
Run  as  rich  veins  of  ore  about  the  mould. 
And  are  in  ficknefs  with  a  pale  poffeft, 
So  true  ;  for  them  I  ftiould  difvalue  gold. 

The  melting  rubies  on  her  cherry  lip 
Are  cf  fuch  pow'r  to  hold  ;  that  as  one  day 
Cupid  flew  thirfty  by,  he  ftoop'd  to  fip 
And  faften'd  there  could  never  get  away. 

The  fweets  of  candy  are  no  fweets  to  me 
"When  her's  1  tafte  ;  nor  the  perfumes  of  price 
Rob'd  from  the  happy  Ihrubs  of  Araby, 
As  her  fweet  breath,  fo  pow'rful  to  entice 

O  haften  then  I  and  if  thou  be  not  gone 
Unto  that  wifhed  traffic  through  the  main, 
My  pow'rful  fighs  {hall  quickly  drive  thee  on. 
And  then  begin  to  draw  thee  back  again. 
If  in  the  mean  rude  waves  have  it  oppreft, 
It  fliall  fuffice  I  ventur'd  at  the  beft. 

Scarce  had  he  given  a  period  to  his  lay 
When  from  a  wood  (wherein  the  eye  of  day 
Had  long  a  ftranger  been,  and  Phoebe's  light 
Vainly  contended  with  the  fhadesof  night) 
One  of  thofe  wanton  nymphs  that  wood  him  late 
Came  crying  tow'rds  him  ;  O  thou  mofl  ingrate, 
Refpecftlefs  flood  !  canft  thou  here  idly  fit, 
And  loofe  defires  to  loofer  numbers  fit  ? 
Teaching  the  air  to  court  thy  carelefs  brook, 
"Whilft  thy  poor  Walla's  cries  the  hills  have  fliook 
"With  an  amazed  terror  :  hear  '.  O  hear  1 
A  hundred  echoes  fhrieking  every  where  ! 
See  how  the  frightful  herds  run  from  the  wood  ; 
Walla,  alas  !  as  fhe  to  crown  her  flood 
Attended  the  compofure  of  fweet  flow'rs, 
Was  by  a  lufl  fir'd  fatyr  'mong  our  bow'rs 
Well  near  furpris'd,  but  that  flie  him  defcry'd 
Before  his  rude  embracement  could  betide. 
Now  but  her  feet  no  help,  unlefs  her  cries 
A  needful  aid  draw  from  th'C  deities. 

It  needlefs  was  to  bid  the  flood  purfue. 
Anger  gave  wings;  ways  that  he  never  knew 
Till  now,  he  treads ;    through  delle  and  hidden 

brakes 
Flies  through  the  meadows,  each  where  o'ertakes 
Streams  fwiftly  gliding,  and  them  brings  along 
Te  further  juft  revenge  for  fo  great  wrong, 


His  current  till  that  day  wis  never  known ; 
But  as  a  mead  in  July,  which  unmown 
Bears  in  an  equal  height  each  bent  and  flem, 
Unlefs  fome  gentle  gale  do  play  with  them. 
Now  runs  it  with  fuch  fury  and  fuch  rage 
That  mighty  rocks  oppofing  vaffalage 
Are  from  the  firm  earth  rent  and  overborne 
In  fords  where  pebbles  lay  fecure  beforn. 
Loud  catarafts,  and  fearful  roarings  now 
Affright  the  paflenger  ;  upon  his  brow 
Continual  bubbles  like  compelled  drops, 
And  where  (as  now  and  then)  he  makes  fiiort  flopa 
In  little  pools,  drowning  his  voice  too  high, 
'Tis  where  he  thinks  he  hears  his  Walla  cry. 
Yet  vain  was  all  his  hafte,  bending  away 
Too  much  declining  to  the  Southern  Sea, 
Since  fhe  had  turned  thenre   and  now  begun 
To  crofs  the  brave  path  of  the  glorious  fun. 

There  lies  a  vale  extended  to  the  north 
Of  Tavy's  ftream,  which  (prodigal)  fends  forth 
In  autumn  more  rare  fruits  than  have  been  f^ent 
In  any  greater  plot  of  fruitful  Kent. 
Two  high  brow'd  rocks  on  either  fide  begin. 
As  with  an  arch  to  clofe  the  valley  in. 
Upon  their  rugged  fronts  fhort  writhen  oaks 
Untouch'd  of  any  fellers  baneful  Itrokes, 
The  ivy,  twifting  round  their  barks,  hath  fed 
Pafl  time  wild  goats  which  no  man  followed. 
Low  in  the  valley  fome  fmall  herds  of  deer. 
For  head  and  footmanfhip  withouten  peer 
Fed  undifturb'd.  The  fwains  that  thereby  thriv'd, 
By  the  tradition  from  their  fires  deriv'd, 
Call'd  it  fweet  Ina's  coombe  :  but  whether  fhe 
Were  of  the  earth  or  greater  progeny 
Judge  by  her  deeds ;  once  this  is  truly  kno.wn 
She  many  a  time  hath  on  a  bugle  blown. 
And  through  the  dale  purfu'd  the  jolly  chafe. 
As  fhe  had  bid  the  winged  winds  a  bafe. 

Pale  and  diftraiSed  hither  Walla  runs. 
As  clofely  follow'd  as  fhe  hardly  Ihuns  ; 
Her  mantle  off,  her  hair  now  too  unkind 
Almoft  betray 'd  her  with  the  wanton  wind. 
Breathlefs  and  faint  fhe  now  fome  drops  difdofesj 
As  in  a  limbec  the  kind  fweet  of  rofes. 
Such  hang  upon  her  breafl  and  on  her  cheeks ; 
Or  like  the  pearls  which  the  tan'd  Ethiop  feeks. 
The  fatyr  (fpur'd  with  luft)  ftill  getteth  ground. 
And  longs  to  fee  his  dainn'd  intention  crown'd. 

As  when  a  greyhound  (of  the  righteft  flrain) 
Let  flip  to  fome  poor  hare  upon  the  plain  ; 
He  for  his  prey  flrives;  t'  other  for  her  life, 
Apd  one  of  thefe  or  none  muft  end  the  flrife  : 
Now  feems  the  dog  by  fpeed  and  good  at  bearing 
To  have  her  fure  ;  the  other  ever  fearing, 
Maketh  a  fudden  turn,  and  doth  defer 
The  hound  awhile  from  fo  near  reaching  her  : 
Yet  being  fetcht  again  and  almofl  ta'en 
Doubting  (fince  touch'd  of  him)  Ihe  'fcapes  her 

bane  : 
So  of  thefe  two  the  minded  races  were. 
For  hope  the  one  made  fwift,  the  other  fear. 

O  if  there  be  a  power  (quoth  Walla  then 
Keeping  her  earneil  courfe)  o'erfwaying  men 
And  their  defires  !  O  let  it  now  be  fhown 
Upon  this  fatyr  half  part  earthly  knovra. 
Xij 


.g^  THE   W&RKS 

"What  T  havehithfrto  with  fo  much  care 
;Kept  undefiled,  fpotkfs,  white  and  fair, 
What  in  aU  fpecch  of  love  I  CuW  refcrv'd. 
And  from  its  hazard  ever  gladly  fwerv'd  ; 

0  be  it  now  untouch'd  !  and  may  no  i'orce 
That  h;;ppy  jewel  from  myfelf  divorce  ! 

1  that  have  ever  held  all  women  b|e  \ 
Void  oY  all  worth  if  wantiiig  cha'ility  ; 

And  whofo  any  lets  that  beil  fl.-jwer  pull, 
•She  might  be  fair,  but  never  beautiful : 
O  let  nie  not  forgo  it !  llrike  me  dead  ! 
JLet  on  thefe  rocks  my  limbs  be  fcattered! 
Burn  me  to  allies  with  feme  povv'rful  flame, 
And  in  mine  own  dull  bury  mine  own  name, 
Rather  thcu  let  me  live  and  be  defil'd. 
Chafleil  Diana  '   in  chc  deferts  wild 
Have  I  fo  long  thy  trueft  handmtiid  been? 
Upon  the  rough  rock  ground  thine  arrows  keen, 
Have  I  (to  make  thee  crowns)  been  gath'ring 

Hill 
Fair  check'd  Etefia's  yellow  camomile  ? 
And  fitting  by  thee  on  our  fiow'ry  beds 
Knit  thy  torn  buck-ftails  with  well-twifted  threads, 
To  be  foifaken  ?  O  now  picfent  be. 
If  not  to  fave,  yet  help  to  ruin  me  ! 
If  pure  virginity  have  heretofore 
By  the  Olympic  pow'rs  been  honour'd  more 
Than  other  ftates  ;  and  gods  have  been  difpos'd 
To  make  them  known  to  us,  and  ftill  difclos'd 
To  the  chafte  hearing  of  fuch  nymphs  as  we 
Manv  a  fecret  and  deep  myftery  ; 
If  none  can  lead,  without  cclef>ial  aidj 
Th'  immaculate  and  pure  life  of  a  maid, 
O  let  not  then  the  pow'rs  -ll-good  divine 
Permit  vile  luft  to  foil  this  breafi:  of  mine  ! 
•   Thus  cry'd  fhe  as  ihe  ran  :  and  looking  back, 
Whether  her  hot  purfuer  did  ought  Hack 
His  former  fpeed;  fne  fp'es  him  not  at  all, 
And  fomewhat  thereby  cheer'd  'gan  to  recall 
Her  nigh  fled  hopes ;  yet  fearing  he  might  lie 
islcnribme  crofs  path  to  work  his  villany, 
A':d  being  weary,  knowing  it  was  vain. 
To  hope  for  fafety  by  her  feet  again, 
She  fought  about  where  {he  herfelf  might  hide. 

A  hollow  vaulted  rock  at  laft  fne  ipy'd. 
About  whofe  fides  fo  many  bufiies  wtie, 
She  thought  ftcurcly  fl:ie  might  reft  her  tliere, 
I-ar  under  it  a  cave,  whofe  entrance  llraight 
Closed  with  a  flone  wrought  door,  of  no  mean 
■  weight ; 

Yet  from  itfelf  the  gemnieh  benten  fo 
That  little  ftrength  cuuld  thrufi  it  to  and  fro. 

I  hither  ihr  came,  and  being  gotten  in 
Barr'd  fafl  the  cark  cave  with  an  iron  pin. 
The  fatyr  follov/'d,  lor  his  caufe  of  flay 
V/as  not  amind  to'  leave  her,  hut  the  way 
Sharp  tion'd  and  vhorny,  where  he  pafs'J  of  late. 
Had  cut  his  cloven  loot,  and  now  hisgait 
Was  not  fn  fpeedy,  yet  by  chance  he  fees, 
Through  fome  fmall  glade  that  ran  between  the 

treesv  ■      . 

Where  Wall*  went.   And  with  a  flower  pace, 
i-rr'tl  V,  ith  hot  blood,  at  lafl  aitaiu'd  the  place-. 

When  like  a  feaiful  hate  within  her  form, 
Hearing  the  boundj  come  like  a  tiireat'nmg  florm, 
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In  full  cry  on  the  walk  where  laft  (he  trode. 
Doubts  to  Hay  there,  yet  dreads  to  go  abroad  : 
So  Walla  far'd.  Eut  hnce  he  was  come  nigh 
And  by  an  able  ftrength  and  induftry 
Sought  to  break  in  ;  with  tears  anew  fhe  fell 
I'o  urge  the  pow'rs  that  on  Olympus  dwell. 
And  then  to  !na  call'd  :  O,  if  the  rooms, 
I'he  walks  and  arbours  in  thefe  fruitful  *  coombs 
Have  famous  been  through  all  the  weftern  plains, 
In  being  guiltlcfs  of  the  lafting  flains 
Pour'd  on  by  lull:  and  mu'der  :  keep  them  free  I 
Turn  me  to  ftone,  cr  to  a  harked  tree, 
Unto  a  bird,  or  flow 'r,  or  ought  forlorn  ; 
So  1  may  die  as  pure  as  I  v,as  born. 
"  Swift  are  the  prayers  and  of  fpeedy  hafte, 
"  That  take  their  wings  from  hearts  fo  pure  and 

"  chafte. 
"  And  wlrat  we  afk  of  heaven  it  ftill  appears 
"  More  plain  to  it  in  mirrors  of  our  tears." 
Approv'd  in  Walla.   When  the  fatyr  rude 
Had  broke  the  door  in  two,  and  'gan  intrude 
With  fteps  profane  into  the  facred  cell. 
Where  oft  (as  l  have  heard  our  ftiepherds  tell) 
Fair  Ina  usM  to  reft  from  Phoebus  ray : 
She,  or  fome  other,  having  heard  her  pray. 
Into  a  fountain  ttirn'd  her  ;  and  now  rife 
Such  ftreams  out  of  the  cave,  that  they  furprife 
The  fatyr  vi  ith  fuch  force  and  fo  great  din, 
1  hat  quenching  his  life's  fianie  as  wtW  as  fin. 
They  roU'd  him  through  the  dale  withmighty  roar, 
And  made  him  file  that  did  purfue  before. 

Not  far  beneath  i'  th'  valley  as  (be  trends 
Her  filver  ftream,  f&me  wood  nymphs  and  her 

friends, 
That  follow'd  to  her  aid,  beholding  how 
A  brook  came  gliding  where  they  faw  but  now 
Some   herds  were  feeding ;  wonder'd  whence  it 

came, 
Until  a  nymph,  that  did  attend  the  game 
In  chut  fweet  valley,  all  the  procefs  told, 
Wiiich  from  a  thick  leav'd  tree  flie  did  behold  : 
See,  qu(;:h  the  nymph,  where  the  rude  fatyr  lies 
Caft  on  the  grafs;  as  if  fhe  did  defpife 
To  have  her  pure  vraves  foil'd  (with  fuch  as  he)    ■ 
Retaining  ftill  the  love  of  purity. 

To  Tavy's  cryflal  flream  her  waters  go 
As  if  fome  fecvet  power  ordained  fo  ; 
And  as  a  msid  flic  lov'd  him,  fo  a  brook 
]"o  his  embraccmcnts  only  her  betook. 
Where  growing  on  with  him.  r.ttain'd  the  flate 
Which  none  but  Hymeti's  bonds  can  imitate. 

On  Walia's  brook  her  fifters  now  bewail. 
For  whom  the  rocks  Ipend  tears  when  others  fail. 
And  all  the  woods  ring  with  their  piteous  moan;*: 
VVliich  lavy  hearing,  as  he  chFS  the  flcnes, 
']  hat  flopt  hisf]ieedy  courfe,  raifinghis  head 
Inq-.iir'd  the  caufe,  and  thus  was  anfwered; 
U'alla  is  now  no  more.  Nor  from  the  hill 
Will  file  more  plyck  for  thee  the  daffadill. 
Nor  make  fwett  aiiadems  to  gird  thy  brow  : 
Yet  in  the  grove  {be  runs ;  a  river  now. 

Lock  a.-  the  feeling  f  plant  which  learned  fwains 
(Relate  to  grow  oa  the  Eaft  Indian  plains) 
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Shrinks  up  his  dainty  leaves,  if  any  fand 

You  throw  thereon,  or  touch  it  with  your  hand  : 

So  with  the   chance   the   heavy   wood   nymphs 

told, 
The  river  (inly  touch'd)  began  to  fold 
His  arms  acrofs,  and  (while  the  torrent  raves) 
Shrunk  his  grave  head  bdneath  his  filver  waves. 

Since  when  he  never  on  his  banks  appears 
But  as  one  frantic  :  when  the  clouds  fpend  tears, 
He  thinks  they  of  his  woes  compailion  take, 
(And  not  a  fpring  but  weeps  for  Walla's  fake) 
And  then  he  often  (to  bemoan  her  lack) 
Like  to  a  mourner  goes,  his  waters  black. 


And  everj-  brook  attending  in  his  waf, 
For  that  lime  meets  him  in  the  like  array. 

Here  Willy  that  time  ceas'd :  and  I  a  while  : 
For  yonder's  Roget  coming  o'er  the  flile, 
'Tis  two  days  fmce  I  faw  him  (and  you  wonder. 
You'll  fay,  that  we  have  been  fo  long  afunder) 
I  think  the  lovely  herdefs  of  the  dell 
That  to  an  oaten  quill  can  fing  fo  well, 
Is  flie  that's  with  him  :  I  mufl  needs  go  meet 

them. 
And  if  fome  other  of  yoU  rife  to  greet  themj 
'Twere  not  amifs;  the  day  is  now  fo  long 
That  I  ere  night  may  end  another  fong, 
Xiij 
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'The  Argument, 

"The  Cornlfti  fwains  and  BritiHi  bard, 
Thetis  hath  with  attention  heard. 
And  after  meets  an  aged  man 
That  tells  the  haplefs  love  of  Pan  : 
And  why  the  flocks  do  live  fo  free 
From  wolves  within  riekBritanny. 


iiOOK  as  a  iover  with  a  ling'ring  kiis 
About  to  part  with  the  beft  half  that's  his. 
Fain  would  he  ftay  but  that  he  fears  to  do  it, 
And  curfeth  time  for  fo  faft  hafl'ning  to  it; 
Now  takes  his  leave,  and  yet  begins  anew 
To  make  lefs  vows  than  are  efteemed  true. 
Then  fays,  he  mufl  be  gone,  and  then  doth  find 
Something  he  fhould  have  fpoke  that's  out   of 

mind, 
And  whilft  he  {lands  to  look  for't  in  her  eyes, 
Their  fad  fweet  glance  fo  tie  his  faculties. 
To  think  from  what  he  parts,  that  he  is  now 
As  far  from  leaving  her,  or  knowing  how, 
As  when  he  came  ;  begins  his  former  ftrain. 
To  kifs,  to  vow,  and  take  his  leave  again. 
Then   turns,  comes  back,  fighs,  parts,  and  yet 

doth  go, 
Apt  to  retire  and  loth  to  leave  her  fo ; 
Brave  flream,  fo  part  1  from  thy  flow'ry  bank. 
Where  firft  I  breath'd,  and  (though  unworthy) 

drank 
Thofe  facred  waters  which  the  mufes  bring" 
To  woo  Britannia  to  their  ceafslcfs  fpring. 
Now  Avould  1  on,  but  that  the  cryftal  *  wells. 
The  fertile  meadows,  and  their  pleafing  fmells, 
The  woeds  delightful,  and  the  fcatter'd  groves, 
(Where  many  nymphs  walk  with  their  chafter 

loves 

*   Vidi  de  amnnitate  ltd  Mahnejb,  %  lib,  de  gef. 


Soon  make  me  ftay  :  and  think  that  Ordgar's  f  foo 

(Admonifli'dby  a  heavenly  vifion) 

Not  without  caufe  did  that  apt  fabric  rear, 

(Wherein  we  nothing  now  but  echoes  hear. 

That  wont  with  heavenly  anthems  daily  ring, 

And  dueft  praifes  to  the  greateft  King) 

In  this  choice  plot  ;  fince  he  could  light  upon 

No  place  fo  fit  for  contemplation. 

Though  I  a  while  muft  leave  this  happy  foil. 

And  follow  Thetis  in  a  pleafing  toil ; 

Yet  when  I  fhall  return,  I'll  drive  to  draw 

The  nymphs  by  Thaniar,  Tavy,  Ex,  and  Tau, 

By  Turridge,  Otter,  Ock,by  Dert  and  Plym, 

With  all  the  Nyiads  that  fifli  and  fwim 

In  their  clear  ftreams,  to  thefe  our  rifing  downs. 

Where  while  they  make  us  chaplets,  wreaths,  ani 

crowns, 
I'll  tune  my  reed  unto  a  higher  key, 
(And  have  already  cond  fome  of  the  lay). 
Wherein  (as  Mantua's  by  her  Virgil's  birth, 
And  Thames  by  ^  him  that  fung  her  §  nuptial 

mirth) 
You  may  be  known  (though  not  in  equal  pride) 
As  fai  as  Tiber  throws  his  fwelling  tide. 
And  by  a  fhepherd  (feeding  on  your  plains) 
In  humble,  lowly,  plain,  and  ruder  ftrains, 

■}•  Ordulphus.   He  founded,  at   Ta-uyf-oci  in   Devon^ 
St.   /"'  ary  and  St.  Burion,  A.  D.  56I. 
I  S/>e/,fir. 
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Hear  your  worths  challenge  other  floods  among, 
To  have  a  period  equdl  with  their  fong. 

■Where  Plym  and   I'hamar  with  embricesmcet'j 
Thetis  weighs  anchor  now,  and  all  her  fleet ; 
^Leaving  that  fi  acious  '  found,  within  whofe  arms 
1  have  thole  vtffels  feen,  whofe  hot  alarms 
Have  made  Iberia  tremble,  and  her  tow'rs 
Proftrate  themfelves  before  our  iron  fhow'rs. 
While  their  proud  builders  hearts  have  been  In- 

clin'd 
To  fhake  (as  our  brave  enfigns)  with  the  wind. 
For  as  an  eyerie  from  their  fedges  wood, 
l.ed  o'er  the  plains  and  taught  to  get  their  food  : 
By  feeing  how  their  breeder  takes  his  prey 
Now  fn-im  an  orchard  do  they  fear  the  jay, 
Then  o'er  the  corn  fields  as  they  fwiftly  fly, 
Where  many  thoufand  hurtful  fparrov/s  lie 
Beating  the  ripe  grain  from  the  bearded  ear. 
At  their  approach,  all  (overgone  v/lth  fear) 
Seek  for  their  fafety  ;  forne  into  the  dyks, 
Sonie  in  the  hedges  drop,  and  others  like 
The  thick  grown  corn ;  as  for  their  hiding  heft, 
And  under  turfs  or  grafs  moft  of  the  refl: ; 
That  of  a  flight  which  cover'd  all  the  grain^ 
Not  one  appears,  but  all  or  hid  or  flaih  : 
So  by  Heroes  were  v/e  led  of  yore, 
And  by  our  drums  that  tliunder'd  on  each  ftore, 
Sy;ruck  with  amazement,  countries  far  and  near; 
Whilfl  their  inhabitants  like  herds  of  deer, 
By  kingly  lions  chas'd,  fled  from  our  arms. 
If  any  did  oppofe,  inftrudled  fwarnis 
Of  men  immayl'd  ;  fate  drew  them  on  to  be 
A  greater  fame  to  oiir  got  vidtory. 

But  now  our  leaders  want,  thofe  vefTels  lie 
Rotting,  like  houfes  through  ill  huibandry; 
And  on  their  mails,  where  oft  the  fliip  boy  llood, 
Or  filver  trumpets  charm'd  the  brakifh  flood, 
pome  wearied  crow  it  fet ;  and  daily  feen 
Their  fides,  infl:ead   of  pitch,   calk'd    ore   with 
.     .       green  : 

111  hap  (iilas  !)  have  yoii  that  once  were  known 
By  reaping  what  was  by  Iberia  fown. 
By  bringing  yellow  flieaves  from  out  their  plain, 
Making  oui:  barns  the  florehoiife  for  their  grain  : 
When  now  as  if  we  wanted  land  to  till, 
Wherewith  we  might  our  ulelefs  foldiers  fill : 
Upon  the  hatches  where  half-pikes  were  borne 
|n  every  chink  rife  fl:ems  of  bearded  corn  : 
Mocking  our  idle  times  that  fo  have  wrought  lis. 
Or  putting  us  in  mind  what  once  they  brought  us. 

Bear  with  me,  fliepherds,  if  I  do  digrefs. 
And  fpeak  of  vyhat  burfelves  do  not  profefs  : 
Can  I  bfehold  a  man  that  in  the  field. 
Or  at  a  breach  hath  taken  on  his  Ihield 
More  dai  ts  than  ever  f  Roman  ;  that  hath  fpcnt 
Many  a  cold  December,  in  no  tent 
But  luch   as  earth  and  hsaveii  make  ;  that  hath 

been, 
Except  in  iron  plates,  not  long  time  feci;! ; 
Upon  whofe  body  may  be  plainly  told 
More  wounds  thea  his  knk  purfc  doth  alias-(Jee4s 
hold; 

•  Plymouth, 
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0  !  can  I  fee  this  man  (advent*Ting  all) 
Be  only  grac'd  with  fome  poor  hofpital, 
Or  may  be  worfe,  entreating  at  his  doot" 
For  fome  relief  whom  he  fecur'd  before, 

And  yet  not  (liew  my  grief?  Firft  may  1  learn 

To  fee  and  yet  forget  how  to  difcern  ; 

My  hands  negledful  be  at  any  need 

Or  to  defend  my  body  or  to  feed, 

Ere  I  relped:  thole  times  that  rather  give  him 

Hundreds  to  punifh,  then  one  to  relieve  him. 

As  in  an  evening  when  the  gentle  air 
Breathes  to  the  fuUen  night  a  foft  repair, 

1  oft  have  fat  on  Thames  fweet  bank  to  hear 

My  friend  with  his  fweet  touch  to  cliarm  mine 

ear. 
When  he  hath  play'd  (as  well  he  can)  fome  ftraiH 
That  likes  me,  ftraight  I  aflc  the  fame  again, 
AnJ  he  as  gladly  granting,  ftrikes  it  o'er 
With  fome  fweet  relifh  was  forgot  before  : 
1  would  have  been  content  if  he  would  play, 
In  that  one  ftrain  to  paf'-  the  night  away; 
But  f.-aring  much  to  do  his  patience  wrong, 
Unwillingly  iiave  alk'd  fome  other  fong  : 
So  in  this  diff 'ring  key  though  I  could  well 
A  many  hours  but  as  Tew  minutes  tell, 
Yet  lead  mine  own  dtlight  might  injure  you 
(Though  loth  fo  foon)  I  take  my  fong  anew. 

Yet  as  when  I  with  other  fvvains  have  been 
Invited  by  the  maidens  of  our  green 
To  wend  to  yonder  wood,  in  time  of  year 
When  cherry  trees  enticing  burdens  bear. 
He  that  with  wreathed  legs  doth  upwards  go. 
Plucks  not  alone  for  thofe  which  iland  below  ; 
But  now  and  then  is  feen  to  picli  a  few 
To  pisafe  himfelf  as  well  as  all  his  crew  i 
Or  if  from,  where  he  Is  do  efpy 
Some  apricote  upon  a  bough  thereby, 
Which  overhangs  the  tree  on  which  he  ftands. 
Climbs  up  and  drives  tn  take  it  with  his  hands  i 
So  if  to  pleafe  myfelf  I  fomewhat  fing, 
Let  it  not  be  to  you  iefs  pleafaring; 
No  thirfl:  of  glory  tempts  me  :  for  my  ftrains 
Befit  poor  fhepheirds  on  the  lowly  plains; 
The  hope  of  riches  cannot  draw  from  mc 
One  line  that  tends  to  fervile  flattery. 
Nor  fnall  the  moft  in  titles  on  the  earth 
Blemiih  my  mufe  with  an  adulterate  birth. 
Nor  make  me  lay  pure  colours  on  a  ground 
Where  nought  fubllantial  can  be  ever  found. 
Mo  ;  fuch  as  foothe  a  bafe  and  dunghill  fpirit. 
With  attributes  fit  for  the  mofc  of  merit 
Cloud  their  fiee  mufe  ;  as  when  t'le  fun  doth  fliine 
On  (Iravv  and  dirt  mix'd  by  the  fweating  Hyne, 
It  nothing  gets  from  heaps  fo  much  impure. 
But  noifonie  ftreams  that  do  his  light  obfcure. 

My  free  born  mufe  will  not,  like  Dane,  be 
Won  with  bafe  drofs  to  clip  with  flavery ; 
Ncr  lend  her  choicer  balm  to  worthlefs  men, 
Whofe  names  would  die  but  for  fome  hired  pen  ; 
No  :   if  I  praife,  virtue  ihall  draw  me  to  it. 
And  not  a  bafe  procurement  make  me  do  it. 
What  n'nv  I  fin^  is  but  to  pafs  away 
A  tedious  hour,  as  fome  muficians  play; 
Or  make  another  my  own  griets  bemoaa^ 
Or  tQ  be  leaH  alone  v/hen  mofl  aion«. 
Xiiij 
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In  this  can  I,  as  oft  as  I  will  choofe, 
Hug  fweet  content  by  my  retired  mull-, 
And  in  a  ftiidy  find  as  much  to  pleafe 
As  others  in  the  grcateft  palaces, 
Each  man  that  lives  f  according  to  his  pow'r) 
Oh  what  he  loves  beRows  an  idle  hour; 
Inftead  of  hounds  that  mcke  the  \vooded  hills 
Talk  in  a  h-jnJred  voices  to  the  rills, 
1  like  the  pleafing  cadence  of  a  line 
Struck  by  the  concert  of  the  facred  Nine. 
In  lieu  of  hawks,  the  raptures  of  my  foul 
Tranfcend  their  pitch  and  bafer  earths  contronl. 
For  runninj;  horfes,  contemplation  flies 
Wi:h  quickcft  fpeed  to  win  the  greritefl:  prize. 
For  courtly  dancing  I  can  take  more  pleafure 
Ti'  hear  a  verfekeep  time  and  equal  meafure. 
For  winning  riches,  feek  the  beft  diiTftions 
How  I  may  well  fuhdue  mine  own  afFc(5lions» 
For  railing  flatelv  piles  for  heirs  to  come, 
Here  in  this  poem  I  cic£t  my  tomb. 
And  time  may  be  fo  kind,  in  thefe  vveak  lines 
To  keep  my  name  cnroU'd,  pad  his,  that  fhines 
In  gilded  marble,  or  in  brazen  leaves : 
Sincevcrfe  prefervcsvvhen  flone  and  brafs  deceives. 
Or  if  (as  worthlefs)  time  not  lets  it  live 
To  tliofe  full  dayr,  which  others  mufes  give, 
Yet  I  am  fure  I  ftiall  be  heard  and  fung 
Of  mofc  fevereft  eld,  and  kinder  young 
beyond  my  days,  and  maugre  envy's  flrife 
Add  to  my  name  fome  hours  beyond  my  life. 

Such  or  the  mufes  are  the  able  pov/'rs. 
And,  Cnce  with  'hem  I  fpent  my  vacant  hours, 
1  find  nor  hawk,  nor  hound,  nor  other  thing, 
Tourns  nor  revels,  pleafures  for  a  king. 
Yield  more  delight ;  for  I  have  oft  pofferc 
As  much  in  this  as  all  in  all  the  refi, 
And  that  without  expence,  when  others  oi£ 
With  their  undoings  have  tlieir  pleafures  bought. 

On  now  my  loved  niufe,  and  let  ur.  bring 
Thetis  to  hear  the  *  Cornifa  Michael  fing'; 
An  1  after  him  to  fee  a  f  fvvain  unfold 
The  tragedy  of  Drake  in  leaves  of  gold. 
Then  hear  another  Grenvile's  name  relate, 
Which  times  fucceecing  fhall  perpetuate. 
And  make  thofe  two  the  p  liars  great  r.f  fame, 
Ucyond  whcfe  worths  fhall  never  found  a  nartie. 
I^for  honour  in  her  everlafting  flory 
TVlove  deeper  grave  for  all  enfuing  glory. 

Now  Thetis  fta'  s  to  hear  the  fhepherds  tell 
"vVhere  Arthur  met  his  death,  and  Mordrcd  fell. 
Of  holy  Urfula  (that  fam'd  her  age) 
With  other  virgins  in  her  pilgrimage. 
J^-  nd  r.^  Hie  fcrv.'ard  (teers  is  fhewn  the  rock 
Alain  Amber,  to  ijc  fnookvnth  weakefl  fliock, 
Sa  equal  is  it  roiz'd  ;  but  to  remove 
All  frrength  v.'ouid  fail,  nnd  but  an  infant's  prove. 
Thus  while  to  pleafe  her  fome  new  fcngs  devife, 
And  others  diamonds  (fliaped  angel-wife, 
And  fmooth'd  by  nature,  as  Ihe  did  impart 
Eomc  willing  time  to  trim  herfelf  by  art) 
bought  to  preient  her  and  her  happy  crew  : 
iihe  of  the  Gulf  and  Scillies  took  a  view ; 
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And  doubling  then  the  point,  made  on  awajf 
Tow'rds  goodly  Severn  and  the  Irilh  Sea, 
There  meets  a  fhepherd  that  began  fing  o'er 
The  lay  which  aged  '  Robert  fung  of  yore, 
In  praife  of  England,  and  the  deeds  of  fwains 
That  whilom  fed  and  rul'd  upon  our  plains. 
The  Bfitifh  bards  were  not  then  long  time  mute. 
But  to  their  fweet  harps  fung  their  famous  Brute: 
Striving  in  fpite  of  all  the  mifts  of  eld 
To  have  his  flory  more  authentic  held. 

Why  fliould  we  envy  them  thofe  wreaths  of 

fame  ? 
Being  as  proper  to  the  Trojan  name 
As  are  the  dainty  flow'rs  "hieh  Flora  fpreads 
Unto  the  fpring  in  the  difcoloured  meads. 
Rather  aiTord  them  all  the  worth  me  may. 
For  what  to  give  them  adds  to  our  ray, 
."^nd  Britons  think  not  that  your  glories  fall. 
Derived  from  a  mean  original ; 
Since  lights  that  may  have  pow'r  to  check  the  dark 
Can  have  their  luftrc  from  the  fmalletl  fpark. 
"  Not  from  nobility  doth  virtue  fpring, 
•'  But  virtue  makes  fit  nobles  for  a  king, 
"  From  highefl:  nefls  are  croaking  ravens  horn, 
"  When  fweetefl  nightingales  fit  in  the  thorn." 
From  what  low  fount  foe'er  your  beings  are 
(In  fofter  peace  and  mighty  brunts  of  war) 
Your  own  worths  challenge  as  triumphant  bayai 
As  ever  Trojan  hand  hadpoT\''r  to  raife. 
And  when  I  leave  my  mufic's  plainer  ground 
The  world  Ihall  know  it  from  Bellona's  found. 
Nor  fliall  I  err  from  truth  ;  for  what  1  write 
She  doth  pcrufe,  and  helps  me  to  endite. 
The  fmall  converfc  which  I  have  had  with  fome 
Branches,  which  from   thofe  gallant  trees  have 

come, 
Doth,  what  I  fing,  n  all  their  afis  approve, 
And  vi'ith  more  days  increafe  a  further  love. 

As  I  have  feen  the  Lady  of  the  May 
Set  in  an  arbour  (on  a  holyday) 
Built  by  the  May  pole    where  the  jocund  fwalns 
Dance  with  the  maidens  to  the  bagpipes  ftrains. 
When  envious  night  commands  them  to  be  gone, 
Call  for  the  merry  yoongfters  one  by  one. 
And  for  their  well  performance  foon  difpofes, 
Fo  ,thls  a  garland  interwove  with  rofes  ; 
To  that  a  carved  hook,  or  well  v/rought  fcrip, 
Gracing  another  with  her  cherry  lip; 
Fo  one  her  garter,  to  another  then 
A  handkercliief  caft  o'er  and  o'er  again; 
And  noneretnrncth  empty  that  hath  fpent 
His  pains  to  fiil  their  rural  merriment : 
So  Nereus'  daughter,  when  the  fwains  had  donCj 
Witli  an  tinfparing  liberal  hand  begiiVi 
To  give  to  every  one  that  fimg  before, 
Pvich  orient  pe.irls  brought  from  her  hidden  ftorcj 
Red  branching  coral,  dS'A  as  precious  gems 
As  ever  beautify'd  the  diadems  : 
That  they  might  live,  what  chance  their  fheep" 

betide, 
On  her  reward,  yet  leave  their  heirs  befide.  [them. 
Since  v/hen  I  think  the  world  doth  nothing  give 
As  Weening  Thetis  ever  fnould  relieve  then). 
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And  poets  freely  fpend  a  golden  fhow'r, 
As  they  expefted  her  again  each  hour. 

Then  with  her  thanks  and  praifes  for  their  Ikill 
In  tuning  numbers  of  the  facred  hill, 
She  them  difmifs'd  to  their  contented  cotes: 
And  every  fwain  a  feveral  paffage  floats 
Upon  his  dolphin.    Since  whofe  fafe  repair, 
Thofe  fiflies  like  a  well  compofcd  air. 
And  (as  in  love  to  men)  are  ever  feen. 
Before  a  tcmpefl's  rough  regardlefs  teen, 
To  fwim  high  on  the  waves,  as  none  fliould  dare, 
Excepting  fiflies,  to  adventure  there. 

When  thefe  had  left  her,  (he  drave  on,  in  pride, 
Her  prouder  coarfes  through  the  fwelling  tide. 
To  view  the  Cambrian  cliffs,  and  had  not  gone 
An  hour's  full  fpeed.  but  near  a  rock  whereon 
(Congealed  frofi  and  fnow  in  fummer  lay, 
Seldom  diffolved  by  Hyperion's  ray) 
She  faw  a  troop  of  people  take  their  feat, 
Whereof  fome  wrung  their  hands,  and  fome  did 

beat 
Their  troubled  breads,  in  fign  of  melkle  woe, 
For  thofe  are  aftions  grief  enforceth  to. 
Willing  to  know  the  caufe,  fomewhat  near  hand 
She  fpies  an  aged  man  fit  by  the  flrand, 
Upon  a  green  hill  fide  (not  meanly  crown'd 
With  golden  flow'rs,  as  chief  of  all  the  ground) 
By  him  a  little  lad,  his  cunning  heir. 
Tracing  green  rufties  for  a  winter  chair. 
The  old  man,   while  his  fon   full   neatly  knits 

them, 
Unto  his  work  begun,  as  trimly  fits  them. 
Both  fo  intending  what  they  firft;  propounded. 
As  all  their  thoughts  by  what  they  wrought  were 
bounded. 

To  them  fhe  came,  and  kindly  thus  befpake  : 
Ye  happy  creatures,  that  your  pleafures  take 
In  what  your  needs  enforce,  and  never  aim 
A  limitlefs  defire  to  what  may  maim 
The  fettled  quiet  of  a  peaceful  ftate, 
Patience  attend  your  labours.  And  when  fate 
Brings  on  the  rellful  night  to  your  long  days, 
Wend  to  the  fields  of  blifs !  Thus  Thetis  prays. 

Fair  queen,  to  whom  all  duteous  praife  we  owe, 
Since  from  thy  fpacious  ciilern  daily  flow 
(Reply'd  the  fwain)  refrelhing  flreams  that  fill 
Earth's  dugs  (the  hillocks)  fo  preforving  flill 
The  infant  grafs,  when  elfe  onr  Iambs  might  bleat 
In  vain  for  fuck,  whofe  dams  have  nought  to  eat. 
For  thefe  thy  pray'rs  we  are  doubly  bound, 
And  that  thefe  cleves  fliould  know;   but  (^O)  to 

found 
My  often  mended  pipe  prefumption  v.'frc, 
Since  Pan  would  play  if  thou  would  pleafe  to  hear. 
The  louder  blafls  which  I  was  worit  to  blow 
Are  now  but  faint,  nor  do  my  fingers  know 
To  touch  half  part  thofe  merry  tunes  I  had. 
Yet  if  thou  pleafe  to  grace  my  little  lad 
With  thy  attention,  he  may  fomewhat  ftrike 
Which  thou  from  one  fo  young  may'fl  chance  to 
like. 

With  that  the  little  fhepherd  left  his  talk, 
And  with  a  blufh  (the  rofes  only  mafk) 
Deny'd  to  fing.  A'n  1  father  (quoth  the  boy) 
How  can  I  tune  a  fceming  note  of  joy  ? 


The  work  which  you  command  me,  I  Intend 
Scarce  with   a  half-bent   mind,   and   therefore 

fpend 
In  doing  little,  now,  an  hour  or  two, 
Which  [  in  lefler  time  could  neater  do. 
As  oft  as  I  with  my  more  nimble  joints 
Trace  the  fliarp  ruflies  ends,  I  mind  the  points 
Which  Philocel  did  give  ;  and  when  i  brufli 
The  pretty  tuft  that  grows  befidc  the  rufh, 
1  never  can  forget  (in  yonder  lare) 
How  Philocel  was  wont  to  flroke  my  hair. 
No  more  fliall  F  be  ta'en  unto  the  wake, 
Nor  wend  a  fifliing  to  the  winding  lake; 
No  more  fliall  I  be  taught,  on  filver  firings, 
To  learn  the  meafures  of  our  banquetings. 
I'he  twifted  collars,  and  the  ringing  bells, 
The  Morrice  fcarfs,  and  cleaneft  drinking  fliells, 
Will  never  be  renew'd  by  any  one  ; 
Nor  Ihall  I  care  for  more  when  he  is  gone. 
See,  yonder  hill  where  he  was  wont  to  fit, 
A  cloud  doth  keep  the  golden  fun  from  it. 
And  for  his  feat  (as  teaching  us)  hath  made 
A  mourning  covering  with  a  fcowling  fliade. 
The  dew  on  every  flow'r,  this  morn,  hath  lain 
Longer  than  it  wasv/ont,  this  fide  the  plain, 
Belike  they  mean,  fince  my  beft  friend  mufl  dicj 
To  fhed  their  filver  drops  as  he  goes  by. 
Not  all  this  day  here,  nor  in  coming  hither, 
Heard  I  the  fweet  birds  tune  their  fongs  together, 
Except  one  nightingale  in  yonder  dale, 
Sigh'd  a  fad  elegy  for  Philocel. 
Near  whom  a  wood-dove  kept  no  fmall  ado, 
To  bid  me  in  her  language,  "  Do  fo  too ;" 
The  weather's  bell,  that  leads  our  flock  around. 
Yields,  as  me  thinks,  this  day  a  deader  found. 
The  little  fparrows,  which  in  hedges  creep. 
E'er  I  was  up,  did  feem  to  bid  me  weep. 
If  thefe  do  f6,  can  I  have  feeling  Icfs, 
That  am  more  apt  to  take  and  to  exprefs  ? 
No  :  let  my  own  tunes  be  the  mandrake's  groan, 
If  now  they  tend  to  mirth  when  all  have  none. 

My  pretty  lad  (quoth  Thetis)  thou  doll  well 
To  fear  the  lofs  of  thy  dear  Philocel. 
But  tell  me,  fire,  what  may  that  fliepherd  be,. 
Or  if  it  lie  in  us  to  fet  him  free. 
Or  if  with  you  yon  people  touch'd  with  woe. 
Under  the  felf  fame  load  of  forrow  go. 

Fair  queen  (reply'd  the  fwain)  one  is  the  caufe 
That  moves  our  grief,  and  thofe  kind  fliepherds 

draws 
To  yonder  rock.  Thy  more  than  mortal  fpirlt" 
May  give  a  good  beyond  our  pow'r  to  merit. 
And  therefore  pleafe  to  hear,  while  I  fliall  tell, 
The  haplefs  fate  of  hopelefs  Philocel. 

Whilom,  great  Pan,  the  father  of  our  flocks, 
Lov'd  a  fair  lafs  fo  famous  for  her  locks. 
That  in  her  time  all  women  firft  began 
To  lay  their  loofer  trefles  to  the  fim. 
And  theirs  whofe  hue  to  hers  was  not  agreeing, 
Were  flill  roU'd  up  as  hardly  worth  the  feeing. 
Fondly  have  fome  been  led  'o  think,  that  man 
Mufic's  invention  firll  of  all  began 
From  the  dull  hammer's  ftroke ;  fince  well  we 

know, 
From  fare  tradition  that  hath  taught  us  fo. 


tio 
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Pan  fitcing  once  to  fport  him  with  his  fair, 

Mark'd  the  intention  of  the  gentle  air, 

In  the  fweet  found  her  chaile  words  brought  along, 

Fram'd  by  the  repercuflion  of  her  tongue  : 

And  from  that  harmony  begun  the  art, 

Which  others  (though  unjullly)  do  impart 

To  bring  Apollo,  from  a  meaner  ground, 

A  fledge  or  parched  nerves ;  mean  things  to  found 

So  rare  an  art  on  ;  when  there  might  be  given 

All  earth  for  matter  with  the  gyre  of  heaven. 

To  keep  her  flender  fingers  from  the  fun, 

Pan  through  the  paftures  oftentimes  hath  run 

To  pluck  the  fpeckled  foxgloves  from  their  item. 

And  on  thofe  fingers  neatly  placed  them. 

The  honeyfuckles  would  he  often  fkrip, 

And  lay  their  fweetnefs  on  her  fweeter  lip  : 

And  then,  as  in  reward  of  fuch  his  pain, 

Sip  from  thofe  cherries  fome  of  it  again. 

Some  fay  that  nature,  while  this  lovely  maid 

Liv'd  on  our  plains,  the  teeming  earth  array'd 

With  damafk  rofes  in  each  pleafant  place, 

That  men  might  liken  fomewhat  to  her  face. 

Others  report  :  Venus,  afraid  her  fon 

Might  love  a  mortal,  as  he  once  had  done, 

Prefer'd  an  earnefl  fuit  to  higheft  Jove, 

That  he,  which  bore  the  winged  fliafts  of  love, 

Might  be  debar'd  his  fight,  which  fuit  was  fign'd, 

And  ever  fince  the  god  of  love  is  blind. 

Hence  is't  he  ftioots  his  fhafts  fo  clean  awry. 

Men  learn  to  love  when  they  fhould  learn  to  die. 

And  women,  which  before  to  love  began, 

Man  without  wealth,  love  wealth  without  a  man. 

Great  Pan  of  his  kind  nymph  had  the  embrace- 
ing 
Long,  yet  too  fliort  a  time.   For  as  in  tracing 
'I'hefe  pithful  ruflies,  fuch  as  are  aloft, 
By  thofe  that  rais'd  them  prefently  are  brought 
Beneath  unfeen :    So  in  the  love  of  Pan 
(For  gods  in  love  do  undergo  as  man) 
She,  whofe  affeiftion  made  him  raife  his  fong, 
And  (for  her  fport)  the  fatires  rude  among 
Trade  wilder  meafures,  then  the  frolic  guefts, 
That  lifl:  their  light  heels  at  Lyeus  feafts ; 
She,  by  the  light  of  whofe  quick-turning  eye, 
He  never  read  but  of  felicity. 
She,  whofe  affurance  made  him  more  than  Pan, 
Now  makes  him  far  more  wretched  than  a  man. 
For  mortals  in  their  lofs  have  death  a  friend. 
When  gods  have  loffes,  but  their  lofs  no  end. 

It  chanc'd  one  morn  (clad  in  a  robe  of  gray, 
And  blufhing  oft  as  rifing  to  betray) 
Entic'd  this  lovely  maiden  from  her  bed 
(So  when  the  rofes  have  difcovered 
Their  taintlefs  beauties,  flies  the  early  bee 
AUaut  the  winding  alUes  merrily) 
Into  the  wood  :  and  'twas  her  ufual  fport. 
Sitting  where  moft  harmonious  birds  refort, 
To  imitate  their  warbling  in  a  quill. 
Wrought  by  the  hand  of  Pan,  which  fhe  did  fill 
Half  full  with  water  :  and  with  it  hath  made 
The  nightingale  (beneath  a  fuUen  Ihade) 
To  chant  her  utmoft  lay,  nay,  to  invent 
New  notes  to  pafs  the  other's  inftrument, 
And  (harmlefsfoul)  e'er  {he  would  leave  that  ftrife, 
Sang  hex  laft  fong,  and  ended  with  her  lii'e. 


So  gladly  choofiDg  (as  do  other  fome) 

Rather  to  die  than  live  and  be  o'ercome.     [noti'i 

But    as    in    autumn    (when    birds   ceafe  theii 
And  {lately  iote&s  d'on  their  yellow  coats. 
When  Ceres'  golden  locks  are  nearly  {horn. 
And  mellow  fruit  from  trees  are  roughly  torn), 
A  little  lad  fet  on  a  bank  to  ihale 
The  ripened  nuts  pluck'd  in  a  woody  vale,  , 
Is  frighted  thence  (of  his  dear  life  afeard) 
By  fome  wild  bull  loud  bellowing  for  the  herd  J 
So  while  the  nymph  did  carnefliy  conteft 
Whether  the  birds  or  fhe  recorded  beft, 
A  ravenous  wolf,  bent  eager  to  his  prey, 
Rufh'd  from  a  theevilVi  brake,  and  making  way  j 
The  twined  thorns  did  crackle  one  by  ©ne. 
As  if  they  gave  her  warning  to  be  gone. 
A  rougher  gale  bent  down  the  lafhing  boughs. 
To  beat  the  beaft  from  what  his  hunger  vows. 
When  {he  (amaz'd)  rofe  from  her  haplefs  feat) 
(Small  is  refittance  where  the  fear  is  great) 
And  ftriving  to  be  gone,  with  gaping  jaws. 
The  wolf  purfues,  and  as  his  rending  paws 
Were  like  to  feize,  a  holly  bent  between, 
For  which  good  deed  his  Heaves  are  ever  greeni  , 

Saw  you  a  lu{l;y  ma{liif,  at  the  flake, 
Thrown  from  a  cunning  bull,  more  fiercely  makilf 
A  quick  return  ;  yet  to  prevent  the  gore, 
Or  deadly  bruife,  which  he  efcap'd  befoi'e. 
Wind  here  and  there,  nay  creep,  if  rightly  bred. 
And  proff'ring  Otherwhere,  fight  flill  at  head ': 
So  though  the  ftubborn  boughs  did  thruft  hltd 

back 
(For  nature,  loth,fo  rare  a  jewel's  wrack, 
Seem'd  as  Tne  here  and  there  had  plafli'd  a  tree, 
If  polTible  to  hinder  deftiny.) 
The  favage  bea{l,  foaming  vfith  ingcr,  flies 
More  fiercely  than  before,  and  now  he  tries 
By  fleights  to  take  the  maid;  as  I  have  fcen 
A  nimble  tumbler  on  a  borrow'd  green. 
Bend  clean  awry  his  courfe,  yet  give  a  chect,' 
And  throw  hirafeU  upon  a  rabbet's  neck. 
For  as  he  hotly  chas'd  the  love  of  Fan, 
A  herd  of  deer  out  of  a  thicket  rah. 
To  whom  he  quickly  turn'd,  as  if  he  meant 
To  leave  the  maid,  but  when  {he  fwiftly  beftt 
Her  race  down  to  the  plain,  the  fwiftcr  deer 
He  foon  forfook.  And  now  was  got  fo  near, 
That  (all  in  vain)  {he  turned  to  and  fro 
(As  well  fhe  could)  but  not  prevailing  fo, 
Breathlefs  and  weary  calling  on  her  love. 
With  fearful  fhrieks  that  all  the  echoes  move/ 
(To  call  him  to)  {lie  fell  down  deadly  Wan, 
And  ends  her  fweet  life  with  the  name  of  PariJ 

A  youthful  fhepherd,  of  the  neighbour  wold,- 
Mifling  that  morn  a  fheep  out  of  the  fold, 
Carefully  feekiiig  round  to  find  his  fl;ray. 
Came  on  the  inftant  where  this  damfel  lay. 
Anger  and  pity,  in  his  manly  breall. 
Urge,  yet  reftrain  his  tears.   Sweet  maid  polTeft 
(Quoth  he)  with  lafling  fleep,  accept  frommc 
His  end,  who  ended  thy  hard  deltiny  !■ 
With  that  his  flrong  dog,  of  no  dallard  kind 
(Swift  as  the  foals  cuuc.ived  by  the  wind) 
Ht  fets  upon  the  wolf,  that  now  with  ipeed 
Flies  to  cha  neighbour  vrocd  ;  and,  left  a  deed 


BRITANNIA'S  PASTORALS. 


33i 


10  full  of  ruth  (hould  unrcvcnged  be, 
i'he  ftiepherd  follows  too,  fo  earneftly 
L'heering  his  dog  that  he  ne'er  torn'd  again 
fill  the  curft  wolf  lay  ftrangled  on  the  plain. 
I  The  huin'd  temple  of  her  purer  foul 
I'he  ftiepherd  buries.  All  the  nymphs  condole 
jo  great  a  lofs,  while  on  a  cyprefs  graff, 
Ifear  to  her  grave,  they  hung  this  epitaph  : 
i 

Lest  lothed  age  might  fpoil  the  work  in  whom 
I  All  earth  delighted,  nature  took  it  home. 

Or  angry  all  hers  elfe  were  carelefs  deem'd, 
I  Here  hid  her  beft  to  have  the  reft  efteem'd. 
j  For  fear  men  might  not  think  the  fates  fo  crofs, 

But  by  their  rigour  in  as  greac  a  lofs. 
i  If  to  the  grave  there  ever  was  aflign'd 
{  One  like  this  nymph  in  body  and  in  mind, 

We  wifli  her  here  in  balm  not  vainly  fpent, 
,  To  fit  this  maiden  with  a  monument. 

For  brafs  and  marble,  were  they  feated  here, 

Would  fret  or  melt  in  tears  to  lie  fo  near. 

4ow  Pan  may  fit  and  tune  his  pipe  alone 

^tnong  the  wiftied  ftiades,  fmce  ftie  is  gone, 

ivhofe  willing  ear  allur'd  him  more  to  play, 

jrhan  if  tO'  hear  him  fhould  Apollo  (lay. 

jfet  happy  Pan  !  and  in  thy  love  more  bleft, 

jVhom  none  but  only  death  hath  difpofleft  ; 

|Vhile  others  love  as  well,  yet  live  to  be 

Lefs  wrong'd  by  fate  than  by  inconftancy. 

I  The  fable  mantle  of  the  filent  night 

llhut  from  the  world  the  ever-joyfome  light. 

,bare  fled  away,  and  fofteft  (lumbers  pleafe 

Fo  leave  the  court  for  lowly  cottages. 

i^^'ild  beafts  forfook  their  dens  on  woody  hills, 

'\nd  flightful  otters  kft  the  purling  rills ; 

jioeks  to  their  nefts  in  high  woods  now  were  flung, 

knd  with  their  fpread  wings  ftiield  their  naked 

I  young. 

iWhen  thieves  from  thickets  to  the  crofs-ways  ftir, 

jAnd  terror  frights  the  lonely  paffenger. 

'When  nought  was  heard  but  now  and  then  the 

howl 
Of  fome  vile  cur,  or  whooping  of  the  owl; 
l^an,  that  the  day  before  was  far  away 
At  fhepherds  fports,  return'd ;  and  as  he  lay 
jWithin  the  bow'r  wherein  he  moft  delighted, 
iWas  by  a  ghaftly  vifion  thus  affrighted  : 
Heart-thrilling  groans  firft   heard  he  round  his 

bow'r, 

And  then  the  fcreechowl,  with  her  utraofl  pow'r, 
Labour'd  her  lothed  note,  the  forrefts  bending 
With  winds,  as  Hecate  had  been  afcending. 
Hereat  his  curled  hairs  on  end  do  rife, 
And  chilly  drops  trill  o'er  his  {taring  eyes  : 
Fain  would  he  call,  but  knew  not  who  nor  why, 
jYet  getting  heart  at  laft  would  up  and  try 
If  any  devillifli  hag  were  come  abroad 
iWith  fome  kind  mother's  late  deliver'd  load, 
|A  ruthlefs  bloody  facrifice  to  make 
To  thofe  infernal  pow'rs,  that  by  the  lake 
Of  mighty  Styx  and  black  Cocytus  dwell, 
lAiding  each  witch's  charm  and  myftic  fpell. 
jBut  as  he  rais'd  himfclf  within  his  bed, 
lA  I'uddcn  light  about  his  lodging  fprc*d. 


And  therewithal  his  love,  all  afhy  pale' 

As  evening  mift  from  up  a  watry  vale, 

Appear'd,  and  weakly  near  his  bed  fhe  preft, 

A  ravell'd  wound  diftain'd  her  purer  breaft, 

( Breaft  fofter  far  than  tufts  of  unwrought  filk) 

Whence  (he  had  liv'd  to  give  an  infant  milk. 

The  virtue  of  that  liquor  (without  odds) 

Had  made  her  babe  immortal  as  the  gods. 

Pan  would  have  fpoke,  but  him  fhe  thus  prevents  r' 

Wonder  not  that  the  troubled  elements 

Speak  my  approach ;  I  draw  no  longer  breath,^. 

But  am  enforc'd  to  the  {hades  of  death. 

My  exequies  are  done,  and  yet  before 

I  take  my  turn  to  be  tranfported  o'er 

The  nether  floods  among  the  {hades  of  Dis, 

To  end  my  journey  in  the  fields  of  blifs  : 

I  come  to  tell  thee,  that  no  human  hand 

Made  me  feek  waftage  on  the  Stygian  ftrand  j 

It  was  an  hungry  wolf  that  did  imbrue 

Himfelf  in  my  laft  blood.  And  now  I  fue. 

In  hate  to  all  that  kind,  and  fhepherds  good. 

To  be  revenged  on  that  curfed  brood. 

Pan  vow'd,  and  would  have  dipt  her,  but  Ihe  fle(^ 

And,  as  fhe  came,  fo  quickly  vanifhed. 

Look  as  a  well-grown  ftately  headed  buck, 
But  lately  by  the  woodman's  arrow  ftruck. 
Runs  gadding  o'er  the  lawns,  or  nimbly  ftrays 
Among  the  combrous  brakes  a  thoufand  ways. 
Now  through  the  high  wood  fcours,  then  by  the 

brooks. 
On  every  hill  fide,  and  each  vale  he  looks. 
If  'mongft  their  ftores  of  fimples  may  be  found 
An  herb  to  draw  and  heal  his  fmarting  wound  ; 
But  when  he  long  hath  fought,  and  all  in  vain. 
Steals  to  the  covert  clofely  back  again. 
Where  round  ingirt  with  fern  more  highly  fprungj. 
Strives  to  appeafe  the  raging  with  his  tongue, 
And  from  the  fpeckled  herd  abfents  him  till 
He  be  recover'd  fomewhat  of  his  ill : 
So  v.'ounded  Pan  turns  in  his  reftlefs  bed; 
But  finding  thence  all  eafe  abandoned. 
He  rofe,  and  through  the  wood  diftrafled  runs  : 
Yet  carries  with  him  what  in  vain  he  fhuns. 
Now  he  exclaim'd  on  fate :  and  wilh'd  he  ne'er 
Had  mortal  lov'd,  or  that  he  mortal  were. 
And  fitting  laftly  on  an  oak's  bare  trunk 
(Where  rain  in  winter  flood  long  time  unfunfc) 
His  plaints  he  gan  renew,  but  then  the  light, 
Tha,t  through  the  boughs  flew  from  th.e  queen  of 

night, 
(As  giving  him  occafion  to  repine) 
Bewray'd  an  elm  embraced  by  a  vine. 
Clipping  fo  ftridlly  that  they  feem'd  to  be 
One  in  their  growth,  one  (hade, one  fruit,  one  tree. 
Her  boughs  his  arms,  his  leaves  fo  mix'd  with  hers. 
That  with  no  wind  he  mov'd,  but  ftraight  fhe 

ftirs. 
As  {hewing  all  Ihould  be,  whom  love  combin'd. 
In  motion  one,  and  only  two  in  kind. 
This  more  afflidts  him,  while  he  thinketh  moib 
Not  on  his  lofs,  but  on  the  fubftance  loft. 
O  haplefs  Pan,  had  there  but  been  one  by, 
_  Tatell  thee  (though  as  poor  a  fwain  as  I) 
Though  (whether  cafual  means  or  death  do  move) 
"  We  part  nQt  without  grief  things  held  with  lo^ ; 
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*'  Ye»  in  t^eir  lof'  [orm  comfort  mny  be  got 
«'  If  we  d'>  ni'iid  the  time  we  hnd  them  not." 
Thii  ruivrhr  have  leflenM  fomcwhat  of  thy  pain, 
Or  n-af'.c  Hii-c  love  as  thou  mif>;ht'ft  loofe  again. 
If  tliou.  the  beft  of  woHTcn,  did'ft  forej^o. 
Weigh  if  thou  found'ft  her,  or  did'ft  make  her  fo; 
If  (he.  were  found  fo,  know  there's  more  than  one; 
If  made,  tlu-  workman  lives,  thouji^h  (he  be  gone. 
Should  from  mine  eyes  the  light  be  ta'en  away, 
Yf  t  night  her  pleafures  hath  as  well  as  day. 
And  my  defires  to  heaven  yield  Icfs  offeni;e, 
Since  hlindnefr.  is  a  part  of  innocence. 
So  though  thy  love  flc-cp  in  eternal  night, 
Yet  there's  in  lonenef'i  fomevvhat  may  deliglir. 
Inftead  of  dalliance,  partnerftiip  in  woes. 
It  wants,  the  care  to  keep,  and  fear  to  lofi;. 
Tor  jcaloufies  and  fortune's  bafer  pelf. 
He  reft  enjoys  thr.t  well  enjoys  himfelf.  [thee 

Had  feme  one  told  thee  thus,  or  thou  bethought 
Of  inward  help,  thy  forrow  had  not  brought  thee 
To  weigh  riiislortanc  by  another's  good  : 
^or  leave  thy  feat  to  range  about  the  wood. 
Stay  ■where  thou  art,  turn  where  thou  wert  before. 
Light  yields  fmall  comfort,  nor  hath  darknels 
more. 

A  woody  hill  there  ftood,  at  whofj  low  fecS 
Two  goodly  ftreams  in  one  broad  channel  meet. 
Whole  fretful  waves  beating  againft  the  hill, 
Did  all  the  bottom  with  foft  mutt'rings  fill. 
Here  in  a  nook  made  by  another  mount 
(Whofe  ftately  oaks  are  in  no  lefs  account 
For  height  or  fpreading,  then  the  proudclibe 
That  from  Oeta  look  on  Theffaly) 
Rudely  c'erhung  there  is  a  vauked  cave 
That  in  the  day  as  fulien  fnadows  gave. 
As  evening  to  the  woods.' An  uncouth  place 
(Where  hags  and  goI)iins  might  retire  afpace) 
And  hated  liov.?  of  fhepherds,  ilnce  there  lies 
The  corpfe  of  one,  (lefs  loving  deities 
Than  v/e  affeded  him)  that  never  lent 
His  hand  to  ouglit  but  to  our  detriment. 
A  man  that  only  liv'd  to  live  no  more. 
And  dy'd  ftill  tn  be  dyhig.  Whofe  chief  (lore 
Of  virtue,  was,  his  hate  did  not  purfue  her, 
Becaufe  he  oiny  heard  cf  her,  not  knew  her. 
That  knew  no  gooil,  but  only  that  his  fight 
Saw  every  thing  had  ftill  hisoppolite. 
And  ever  this  his  appre'ienfion  caught, 
That  whaX  he  did  wasbcfl,  the  ether  naught. 
That  always  lov'd  the  man  that  never  lov'd. 
And  hated  him  whofe  hate  no  death  hath  mov'd. 
That  (politic)  at  fitting  time  and  icafon. 
Could  hate  the  traitor,  and  ye:  love  thetreafon. 
I'hat  many  a  wcful  heart  (ere  his  deccafe) 
In  pieces  tore  to  purchafc  his  ov."n  peace. 
"Who  never  gave  his  alms  but  in  this  fafhion. 
To  falve  his  credit,  more  than  for  falvation. 
Who  on  the  names  of  good  nien  ever  fed. 
And  (moft  accurfed)  fold  the  poor  for  breaJ. 
Right  like  the  pitch  tree,  from  whofe  any  limb 
Conns  never  twig,  fhall  be  tl)e  feed  of  him. 
Ti;e  mufes,  fcorn'd  by  him,  laugh  at  his  fame, 
And  never  will  vouchfafe  to  fpcak  his  name, 
Xet  no  man  for  his  iofs  one  tear  let  fall, 
But  perilh  with  him  his  memorial ! 


Into  this  cave  the  god  of  fliepherds  went. 
The  trees  in  groans,  the  rocks  in  tears  lament 
His  fatal  chance,  the  brooks  that  whilom  leapt 
To  hear  him  play  while  his  fair  miflrefs  flept, 
Now  left  their  eddies  and  fuch  wanton  moods. 
And  with  loud  clamours  fiU'd  the  neighb'riai 

woods. 
There  fpent  he  moft  of  night ;  but  when  the 
Drew  from  the  earth  her  pitchy  vail  away. 
When  all  tlie  flow'ry  plains  with  carols  rung  j; 
That  by  the  mounting  lark  were  fhrilly  fung,  ji 
When  duflcy  mifts  rofe  from  the  cryftal  floods,  ' 
And  darknefs  no  where  reign'd  but  in  thl 
■woods ;  1 

Pan  left  the  cave,  and  now  intends  to  find  I 

The  facred  place  where  lay  his  love  cnfhrin'd  ;  j 
A  plot  of  earth,  in  whofe  chill  arms  was  laid  j 
As  mucli  uerfeAion  as  had  ever  maid  :  j 

If  curious  nature  had  but  taken  care 
To  make  more  lading,  what  ftie  made  fo  fair. 

Nov/  wanders  Pan  the  arched  groves  and  hills  i 
Where  fairies  often  danc'd,  and  fhepherds  quills  i 
In  fweet  contentions  pafs'd  the  tedious  day  : 
Yet  (being  early)  in  his  unknown  way 
Met  not  a  fhepherd,  nor  on  all  the  plain 
A  flock  then  feeding  faw,  nor  of  his  train 
One  jolly  fatyr  ftirring  yet  abroad, 
Of  whom  he  might  inquire ;  this  to  the  load 
Of  his  afRiiftion  adds ;  now  he  invokes 
Thofe  *  nymphs  in  mighty  forefts,   that  with' 
oaks  I 

Have  eqiial  fates,  each  with  her  fevcral  tree 
Receiviiit;  birth,  and  ending,  deftiny. 
Calls  on  all  pow'rs,  entreats  that  he  might  have, 
Buf  for  hi'-  love,  the  knowledge  .of  her  grave  ; 
That  fince  the  fate;  had  ta'en  the  gem  away. 
He  might  but  fee  the  carknet  where  it  lay  ; 
To  do  fit  right  to  fuch  a  part  of  mold. 
Covering  fo  rare  a  piece,  that  all  the  gold 
Or  diamond  earth  can  yield,  for  value,  ne'er 
Shall  niatch  the  treafure  which  was  hidden  there!] 

A  hunting  nymph  a-«'akened  with  his  moan     i 
(That  in  abow'r  near  hand  lay  all  alone,  •! 

Twining  her  fmall  arms  round  her  flender  walft,  j 
That  by  no  others  us'd  to  be  embrac'd),  j 

Got  up,  and  kno'wing  what  the  day  before  j 

Was  guilty  of,  fhe  adds  not  to  his  ftore. 
As  many  fimply  do,  whofe  friends  fo  croft,  j 

They  more  afilid;  by  fhewing  vi'hat  is  loft  :  f 

But  bid  him  follow  her.     He,  as  Ihe  leads, 
Urgeth  her  hafte.     So  a  liind  mother  treads 
Barneft,  diftra>Sed,  where,  with  blood  deSl'd, 
She  hears  lies  dead  her  dear  and  only  child. 
Miftruft  now  wing'd  his  feet,  then  raging  ire, 
"  For  fpced  comes  ever  lamely  to  defire." 

Belays,  the  ftones  that  waiting  fuiters  grindy 
By  whom  at  court  the  poor  man's  caufe  is  figtfo. 
Who,  to  difpatch  a  fuit,  will  not  defer 
To  take  death  for  a  joint  commilTioner, 
Delay,  the  wooer's  bane,  revenges  hate. 
The  plague  to  creditor's  decay'd  eftate  ; 
The  teft  of  patience,  of  our  hopes  the  rack. 
That  draws  them  forth  fo  long  until  they  crackj 
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xTirtue'sbeft  benefaiflor  incur  times, 
3ne  that  is  fet  to  punilh  great  men's  crimes, 
She  that  hath  hindered  mighty  Pan  a  while, 
Now  fteps  afide  :  and  as  overflowing  N'ilc, 
Hid  from  *  Cliniene's  fon  his  reeking  head. 
So  from  his  rage  all  oppofuioii  fled  ; 
Giving  him  way,  to  reach  the  timelefs  tomb 
Of  nature's  glory,  for  whofe  ruthlefs  dopm 
(When  all  the  graces  did  for  mercy  plead, 
And  youth  and  goodnefsboth  did  intercede), 
The  fons  of  earth  >  if  living)  had  been  driven 
To  htap  on  hills,  and  war  anew  with  heaven. 
The  fhepherds  whii^h  he  mill  upon  the  downs 
Here  meets  he  with :  for  from  the  neighb'ring 

towns 
Maidens  and  men  reforted  to  the  grave. 
To  lee  a  wonder  more  than  time  e'er  gave. 

The  holy  priefts  had  told  them,  long  agone, 
Amongfl  the  learned  fhepherds  there  was  one 
So  given  'o  piety,  and  did  adore 
So  much  the  name  of  Pan,  that  when  no  more 
He  breath'd,  thofe  that  to  ope  hi=  heart  began, 
itound  written  there  with  gold  the  name  of  Pan. 
Which,  unbelieving  man,  thai  is  not  mov'd 
To  credit  i  ught,  if  not  by  reafon  prov'd, 
And  ties  the  over  working  power  to  do 
Nought  otherwife  then  nature  reacheth  to, 
'Held  as  moft  fabulous  :   not  inly  feeing. 
The  hand  by  whom  we  live,  and  all  have  being, 
:No  work  for  admirable  dctli  intend, 
Which  reafon  hath  the  power  to  comprehend  ; 
And  faith  no  merit  hath  from  heaven  lent 
Where  human  reafon  yic-l^ds  experiment. 
Till  now  they  durft  not  truft  the  legend  old, 
Efteeming  all  not  true  their  elders  told ; 
And  had  not  this  lafl  accident  made  good 
The  former,  moft  in  unbelief  had  flood. 

But  fame  that  fpread  the  bruit  of   fuch  a  won- 
der. 
Bringing  the  fwains  of  places  far  afunder 
To  this  feledled  plot  (now  famous  more 
Than  any  grove,  mount,  plain,  had  been  before. 
By  relic,  vifion,  burial,  or  birth 
Of  anchorefs,  or  hermit  yet,  on  earth). 
Out  of  the  maiden's  bed  of  endlefs  reft. 
Shews  them  a  tree  new  grown,  fo  fairly  dreft 
With  fpreading  arms  and  curled  top,  that  Jove 
Ne'er  braver  faw  in  his  Dodonian  grove. 
The  hart  like  leaves  oft  each  wich  other  pile, 
As  do  the  hard  fcales  of  the  crocodile  ; 
And  none  on  all  the  tree  was  feen  but  bore, 
Written  thereon  in  rich  and  piirefl  ore. 
The  name  of  Pan  ;  whofe  lullre  far  beyond 
Spaikl'd,  as  by  a  torch  the  diamond. 
Or  thofe  bright  fpangles  which,  fair  goddefs,  do 
Shine  in  the  hair  of  thefe  which  follow  you. 
The  fhepherds,  by  diredlion  of  great  Pan, 
Scarch'd  for  the  root,  and  finding  it  began 
In  her  true  heart,  bids  them  again  enclol'e 
What  now  his  eyes  for  ever,  ever,  lofe. 
Now  in  the  felf  fame  fphere   his  thoughts  muil 

move 
With  I  him  that  did  the  ftiady  plane  tree  love. 


*   Pbaeiort, 


Xerx 


PASTORALS.  233 

Yet  though  no  ifTue  from  her  loins  fball  be 

To  draw  from  Pan  a  noble  p.-dig-ee. 

And  Pan  (ball  not,  as  other  gods  have  done, 

Glory  in  deeds  of  an  heroic  ion, 

Nor  have  his  name  in  couniries  near  and  far 

Proclaim'd  ;  as  by  his  child  the  thunderer  ; 

If  Phcebus  on  this  tree  fpread  warming  rays. 

And  northern  blails,  kill  not  her  tender  fprays, 

His  love  (liall  make  him  famous  in  repute, 

And  ftill  increafe  bis  name,  yet  bear  no  fruit. 

To  make  this  fure  (the  god  of  fliepherds  lafl) 
(When  other  ceremonies  were  o'erpafl) 
And  to  perform  what  he  before  had  vow'd 
To  dire  revenge.     Thus  i'pake  unto  the  crowd  : 

What    I    have  loft,   kind    fhepherds,   all    you 
know ; 
And  to  recount  it  were  to  dwell  in  woe; 
To  fliew  my  pafTion  in  a  funeral  fong, 
And  with  my  forrow  draw  your  fighs  along, 
Words,  then,  well  plac'd,  might  challenge  fome=» 

what  due. 
And  not  the  caufe  alone,  win  tears  from  you, 
I  his  to  prevent,  I  fet  orations  by 
"  For  paffion  feldom  loves  formality," 
What  profits  it  a  prifoner  at  the  bar, 
To  have  hh  judgment  fpoken  regular  ? 
Or  in  the  prilbn  hear  it  often  read. 
When  he  at  firfl  knew  what  was  forfeited  ? 
Our  griefs  in  others  tears,  like  plate  in  water. 
Seem  more  in  quantity.     To  be  relator 
Ot  my  mifhaps,  fpeaks  weaknefs,  and  that  I 
Have  in  myfelf  no  power  of  remedy. 

Once  (yet  that  once  too  often)  heretofore 
The  filver  Ladon  on  his  fandy  fiiore  [be 

Heard  ray  complaints,  and  thofe  cool  groves  that 
Shading  the  breaft  of  lovely  Arcady 
Witnefs,  the  tears  which  I  for  Syrinx  fpent. 
Syrinx  the  fair  ;  from  whom  the  inftrument 
That  fills  your  feafts  with  joy   (which  when  I 

blow 
Draws  to  the  fagging  dug  milk  white  as  fnow) 
Had  his  beginning.     This  enough  had  bsen 
To  fhew  the  fates  (my  *  deemed  fiftets)  teen. 
Here  had  they  ftaid,  this  adage  had  been  none 
"  That  our  difafters  never  come  alone." 
What  boot  is  ir,  though  I  am  faid  to  be 
The  worthy  fon  of  Mercury  .■' 
That  I,  wuh  gentle  nymphs  in  forefts  high, 
Kift  out  the  fwcet  time  of  my  infancy  ? 
And  when  more  years  had  made  me  able  grown. 
Was    through    the     mountains   for    their  leader 

known } 
That  high  brov^'d  Msnalus  where  I  was  bred. 
And  ftonny  hills,  not  few,  have  iionoured 
Me  as  proteflor,  by  the  hands  of  fwains 
Whofe  fheep  retire  there  from  the  open  plains  ? 
That  I  in  fliepherds  cups  (j:  reje ding  gold) 
Of  milk  and  honey  meafurcs  eight  times  told 
Have  off 'red  to  me ;  and  the  ruddy  wine 
Frefh  and  new  prelfed  from  the  bleeding  vine  ? 
That  gleefome  hunters,  pleafed  with  their  fporC. 
With  facriiices  due  have  thank'd  me  for't. 

*   Pronapis,  infuo  Proiocofmo. ' 
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That  patient  anglers  ftandinej  all  the  day 
Near  to  f'ome  fliallow  fticklc  or  deep  hay  ; 
And  fifliermen,  whofe  nets  have  drawn  to  land 
A  (hoal  fo  great  it  well  nigh  hides  the  fand. 
Tor  fuch  fuccefs,  fome  promontory's  head 
Thruft  at  by  waves,   hath  known   me  worfliip- 

ped  .'' 
But  to  increafe  my  grief,  what  profits  thjs  ? 
*'  Since  ftill  the  lofs  is  as  the  lofer  is." 

The  many  kernel  bearing  pine  of  late 
From  all  trees  elfe  to  me  was  confecrate  ; 
33ut  now  behold  a  root  more  worth  my  love, 
Equal  to  that  which  in  an  obfcure  grove 
Infernal  Juno  pro{)er  takes  to  her  : 
*  Whofe  golden  flip  the  Trojan  wanderer 
^By  fagei  Cumoean  fybil  taught)  did  bring 
^By  fates  decreed)  to  be  the  warranting 
Of  his  free  paflage,  ^nd  a  fafe  repair 
Through  dark  Avernus  to  the  upper  air. 
This  muft  I  fuccour,  this  muft  I  defend, 
And  from  the  wild  boar's  rooting  ever  fhend, 
Here  fhali  the  woodpecker  no  entrance  find, 
^or  Tivy's  beaver's  gnaw  the  clothing  rind  ; 
l/ambeder's  herds,  nor  Radnor's  goodly  dere, 
Shall  never  once  be  feen  a  browfing  heie. 
And  now   ye  Britifti    fwains    (whofe   harmlefs 

(heep 
Then  all  the  world's  befide  I  joy  to  keep 
"Which  fpread  on  every  plain,  and  hilly  wold, 
Fleeces  no  iefs  efleem'd  then  that  of  gold, 
For  whofe  exchange  one  Indy  gems  of  price, 
The  other  gives  you  of  her  choiceft  fpice. 

And  well  flie  may  ;  but  we  unwife,  the  while, 
l,efl<rn  the  glory  of  our  fruitful  ifle  : 
Making  thofe  nations  think  we  foolifli  are, 
For  bafer  drugs  to  vent  our  richer  ware, 
Which  (fave  the  bringer)  never  profit  man, 
Except  the  fexton  and.phyfician. 
And  whether  change  of  climes,  or  what  it  be. 
That  proves  our  mariners  mortality, 
Such  expert  men  are  fpent  for  fuch  bad  fares 
^s  might  have  made  us  lords  of  what  is  theirs. 

I  Ffrgirs  Mnehyb.  VI, 


Stay,  flay  at  home,  ye  nobler  fpirits,  and  prize       --i 
Your  lives  more  high  then  fuch  bafe  trumperiesj  { 
Forbear  to  fetch  ;  and  they'll  go  ne'er  to  fue, 
And  at  your  own  doors  offer  them  to  you ; 
Or  have  their  woods  and  plains  fo  overgrown         . 
With  poif'nous  weeds,  roots,  gums,  and  feeds  U0»^ 

known; 
That  they  would  hire  fuch  weeders  as  you  be 
To  free  their  land  from  fuch  fertility. 
Their  fpices  hot  their  nature  heft  endures, 
But  'twill  impair  and  much  diftemper  yours. 
What  our  own  foil  affords  befits  us  heft. 
And  long,  and  long,  for  ever  may  we  reft 
Ncedlefs  of  help!   and  may  this  ifle  alone 
Furnifh  all  other  lands,  and  this  land  none  f 

Excufe  me  Thetis,  quoth  the  aged  man. 
If  pafTion  drew  me  from  the  words  of  Pan  I 
Which  thus  I  follow  :   You  whofe  flocks,  q^ioth  he, 
By  my  protection,  quit  your  induftry. 
For  all  the  good  I  have  and  yet  may  give 
To  luch  as  on  the  plains  hereafter  live, 
I  do  entreat  what  is  not  hard  to  grant. 
That  not  a  hand  rent  from  this  holy  plant 
The  fmalleft  branch;  and  whofo  cutteth  this 
Die  for  th'  offence ;   to  me  fo  heinous  'tis. 
And  by  the  floods  infernal  here  I  fwear 
(An  oath  whofe  breach  the  greateft  gods  for- 
bear) [horna 
E'er   Phcebe   thrice  twelve  times  fliall    fill   heir 
No  furzy  tuft,  thick  wood,  nor  brake  of  thorns 
Shall  harbour  wolf,  nor  in  this  ifle  fliall  breed. 
Nor  live  one  of  that  kind  ;  if  what's  decreed 
You  keep  inviolate.     To  -this  they  fwore  : 
And  fincc  thofe  beafts  have  frighted  us  no  more. 
But  fwain  (quoth  Thetis  what  is  this  you  tell, 
To  what  you  fear  fliall  fall  on  Philocel  ? 

Fair  queen  attend  ;  but  oh  !  1  fear,  quoth  he, 
Ere  I  have  ended  my  fad  hiftory, 
Unftaying  time  may  bring  on  his  laft:  hour. 
And  fo  defraud  us  of  thy  wifhed  power. 
Yond  goes  a  fliepherd,  give  me  leave  to  riMi 
And  know  the  time  of  execution. 
Mine  aged  limbs  I  can  a  little  ftrain, 
4nd  quickly  (come  to  end  the  reft)  ag^ia. 
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SONG    V. 


'^he  Argument. 

Within  this  fong  my  mufe  doth  tell 

The  worthy  fad  of  Philocelj 

And  how  his  love  and  he  in  thrall 

To  death  depriv'd  of  funeral, 

The  queen  of  waves  doth  gladly  favc  | 

And  frees  Marina  from  the  cave. 


Op  foon  as  can  a  martin  from  our  town 

fly  to  the  river  underneath  the  down, 

And  back  return  with  mortar  in  her  bill, 

Some  little  cranny  in  her  neft  to  fill. 

The  fhepherd  came.     And  thus  began  anew  : 

Two  hours,  alas  !  only  two  hours  are  due 

From  time  to  him,  'tis  fentenc'd  fo  of  thofe 

That  here  on  earth  as  deflinies  diipofe 

The  lives  and  deaths  of  men;  and  that  time  pad 

He  yields  his  judgment  leave  and  breathes  his  laft. 

But  to  the  caufe.     Great  goddefs  underftand 
In  Mona  ifle  thruft  from  the  Britilh  land, 
As  (fince  it  needed  nought  of  others  flore) 
It  would  entire  be,  and  apart  no  more. 
There  liv'd  a  maid  fo  fair,  that  for  her  fake 
Since  (he  was  born  the  ifle  had  never  fnake. 
Nor  were  it  fit  a  deadly  fling  fliould  be 
To  hazard  fuch  admired  fymmetry, 
So  many  beauties  fo  commixt  in  one. 
That  all  delight  were  dead  if  fhe  were  gone, 
Shepherds  that  in  her  clear  eyes  did  delight, 
Whilft  they  were  open  never  held  it  night  : 
And  were  they  fliut,  although  the  morning  gray 
Call'd  up  the  fun,  they  hardly  thought  it  day. 
Or  if  they  call'd  it  fo,  they  did  not  pafs 
Withal  to  fay  it  eclipfed  was. 
The  rofes  on  her  cheeks,  fuch,  as  each  turn 
Phoebus  might  kifs,  but  had  no  power  to  burn. 
From  her  fweet  lips  diilil  fweets  fweeter  do, 
Then  from  a  cherry  half  way  cut  in  two  : 


Whofe  yielding  touch  would  as  Promethean  fire 

Lumps  truly  fenfelefs  with  a  mufe  infpire. 

Who  praifing  her  would  youth's  defire  fo  ftir, 

Each  man  in  mind  fhould  be  a  ravifher. 

Some  fay  the  nimble  witted  Mercury 

Went  late  difguis'd  profeffing  palmiflry, 

And  milkmaids  fortunes  told  about  the  land. 

Only  to  get  a  touch  of  her  foft  hand. 

And  that  a  fhepherd  walking  on  the  brim 

Of  a  clear  ftream  where  Ihe  did  ufe  to  fwim, 

Saw  her  by  chance,  and  thinking  fhe  had  been 

Of  chaftity  the  pure  and  faireft  queen. 

Stole  thence  difmayed,  leaft  he  by  her  decree 

Might  undergo  *  A«51:eon's  deftiny. 

Did   youth's   kind   heat   inflame    me    (but    the 

friow 
Upon  my  head,  fliews  it  cool'd  long  ago) 
I  then  could  give  (fitting  fo  fair  a  feature) 
Right  to  her  fame,  and  fame  to  fuch  a  creature. 
When  now  much  like  a  man  the  palfy  fhakes. 
And  fpedtacles  befriend,  yet  undertakes 
To  limb  a  lady,  to  whofe  red  and  white 
Apelles  curious  hand  would  owe  fome  right  ; 
His  too  unfteady  pencil,  (hadaws  here 
Somewhat  too  much,  and  gives  not  over  clear; 
His  eye  deceiv'd  mingles  his  colours  wrong. 
There  ftrikes  too  little,  and  here  flays  too  long, 

*   See   Ovid's   Metam.  b.  III.   Palaphatus  de  jilj 
cr0diiilihs  hiJloriis,{>.  9.  Edit.  Du  Card. 
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Docs  and  undoes,  takes  ofF,  puts  on  (in  vain) 

l^ow  too  much  white,  then  too  much  red  again, 

And  thinking  then  to  give  fome  I'pecial  grace, 

He  works  ir  ill,  it  f.)  miHakcs  the  place. 

That  Ihe  which  iirs  were  better  pay  for  nought, 

Then  have  it  ended,  and  fo  lamely  wrought  : 

So  do  I  in  tl.i?  weak  dcl'cription  err  ; 

And  ilriv'ing  nio  c  to  grace  more  injure  her. 

For  ever  where  true  worth  for  praife  doth  call, 

He  ri'>^htly  mthing  gives  ihat  gives  not  all, 

But  as  a  lad  whii  Karinn,,  to  divide, 

By  one  fmall  miC^  the  whole  hui!'  faliif  'd, 

Ccelia  men  Cill'd,  and  rightly  call'd  her  fo  : 
Whom  Philocel  (of  all  the  fwair.s  1  know 
Moft  wor:hy)  I'v'd  :  alas  '  that  love  (hould  be 
Subjed  to  fortune's  mutability  I 
Whatever  learned  bards  tofore  have  fung, 
Or  to  the  plains  fticpherds  and  maidens  young, 
Of  fad  mifiiaps  in  love  are  fet  to  tell, 
Comes  ihort  tu  match  the  fate  of  Philocel. 

For  as  a  labourer  toiling  at  a  bay 
To  force  fome  clear  ilream  from  his  wonted  way, 
Working  on  this  fide  fet-s  the  water  run 
Where  he  wrought  lall,   and   thought  it   firmly 

done ; 
And  that  kak  flopt.  hears  it  come  breaking  out 
Another  where,  in  a  far  greater  fpout, 
Which  mended  too,  and  with  a  turf  made  trim 
The  brook  is  ready  to  o'reflow  the  brim. 
Or  in  the  bank  the  water  having  got 
Some  mole  hole,  runs,  where  he  expeded  not  : 
And  when  all's  done,  flill  fea^^,  leall  fome  great 

rain 
Mio-ht  bring  a  flood  and  throw  all  down  again  : 
So,  in  our  (hepherd's  love,  one  hazard  gone 
Another  flill  as  bad  was  coming  on. 
This  danger  paft,  another  doth  begin, 
And  one  mifliap  thruft  out  lets  twenty  in. 
For  he  that  h-ves,  and  in  it  hath  no  ftay 
Limits  his  blifs  feld'  paft  the  marriage  day. 

But  Philocel's,  alas !  and  Ca:lia's  too 
Muft  ne'er  attain  fo  far  as  others  do. 
ilfc    fortune  in    them    from   her    courfe    fhould 

fwerve, 
"VVho  moft  affiicls  thofe  that  mo'ft  goods  deferve. 
Twice  had   the   glorious  fun   run  through  the 

^'^"*'  .  ,,    ,_        • 

And  with  his  kindly  heat  improv  d  the  mines. 

(As  fuch  afTirni  with  certain  hopes  that  try 

The  vain  and  fruitlefs  art  of  alchymy) 

Since  our  fwain  lov'd  :  and  twice  had   Phoebus 

been 

In  horned  .A-ries  taking  up  hi.s  iun, 

Ere  he  of  Coclia's  heart  poffeflion  won, 

Ano  lince  that  time  all  his  intentions  done 

Mothing,  to  bring  her  thence.    All  cye.s  upon  her, 

Watcliful,  as  virtues  aie  on  trufft  honour. 

Kepr  on  the  ifle  as  carefully  of  fome, 

As  by  the   Imjans  their  |  I'uUaduim. 

But  Where's  the  fortrefs  th;it  can  love  debar  ? 

The  foices  to  oppofe  when  he  mnke   war  .> 

Tuc  watch  which  he  (hall  never  fine  afliep  .' 

The  fpy  that  IhaH  difclofe  his  counl'els  deep  ? 

t  FirgH's  JEncis,  b.  JL 


That  fort,  that  force,  that  watch,  that  fpy  would 
be 

A  lafting  ftop  to  a  fifth  empery. 

But  we  as  well  may  keep  the  heat  from  fire 

As  fever  hearts  whom  love  hath  made  entire. 

In  lovely  May,  when  Titan's  golden  rays 
Make  odds  in  hours  between  the  nights  and  days: 
And  weigheth  aimoftdown  th'  once  even  fcalc 
Where  night  and  day,  by  th'  equinodial 
Were  laid  in  balance,  as  his  power  he  bent 
To  banifli  Cynthia  from  her  regiment. 
To  1-atmusftately  hill;  and  with  his  light 
T'  rule  the  upper  world  both  day  and  night. 
Making  the  poor  Antipodes  to  fear 
A  like  conjundlion  'twixt  great  Jupiter 
And  fome  Alcmena  new  or  that  the  fun 
FroHi  their  hdi-izon  did  obUquely  run  : 
Phis  time  the  Iwain';  and  maidens  of  the  ifl^ 
The  day  with  fportive  dances  do  beguile. 
And  every  valley  rings  with  fhepherds  fongs,  ! 

And  every  echo  each  fweet  note  prolongs, 
And  every  river,  with  unufual  ptide,  ' 

And  dimp  cd  cheek,  rolls  fleeping  to  the  tide, 
And  lefTer  fprings,  which  airy  breeding  woods. 
Prefer  as  handmaids  to  the  mighty  floods. 
Scarce  fill  up  half  their  channels,  making  hade 
(In  fear,  as  boy.-)  leaft  all  the  fport  be  paft, 

Now  was  the  lord  and  lady  of  the  May 
Meeting  the  May-pole  at  the  break  of  day^ 
And  Ccelia  as  the  faireft  on  the  green. 
Not  without  fome  maids  envy,  chofen  queen. 
Now  was  the  time  comen  w^hen  our  gentle  fwaia 
Muft  inn  his  harveft  or  lofe  all  again  ; 
Now  muft  he  pluck  the  rofe,  leaft  other  hands. 
Or  tempefts,  blemifli  what  fo  fairly  flands  : 
And  therefore,  as  they  had  before  decreed. 
Our  fhepherd  gets  a  boat,  and  with  all  fpeed 
In  night  (that  doth  on  lovers  aftions  fmile) 
Arrived  fafe  on  Mona's  fruitful  ille. 

Between  two  rocks  (immortal,  without  mother) 
That  ftand  as  if  out  facing  one  another. 
There  ran  a  creek  up,  intricate  and  blind. 
As  if  the  waters  hid  them  from  the  wind, 
\\''hich  never  wafh'd  but  at  a  higher  tide 
The  frizled  cotes  which  do  the  mountains  hiJe, 
Where  never  gale  was  longer  knowm  to  ftay 
Then  from  the  fmooth  wave  it  had  fwept  away 
The  new  divorced  leaves,  that  from  each  fide 
Left  the  thick  boughs  to  dance  out  with  the  tide. 
At  further  end  the  creek,  a  ftately  wood 
G  ive  a  k'nd  fliadow  (to  the  brackifti  f.ood) 
Made  up  of  trees,  not  lefs  kend  by  each  IkiiF 
Then  that  fky  fcaling  pike  of  TenerlliFc, 
Upon  whofe  rops  the  hcniefhew  bred  her  young. 
Ami  houry  mols  upon  their  branches  hung  ; 
Wh(<ie  rugged  rinds  fufficient  were  to  (how, 
With'Ut  their  height, v/hat  time  thty  'gan  togrow. 
And  if  dry  eld  by  wrinkled  fkin  appe.ii  s 
Ncne  could  allot  them  lefs  then  Nefior's  years. 
^  s  under  then  cp   .mand  the  thronged  creek 
Rail  Ufl'cned  up.     Here  did  the  (liepherd  feck 
VVIure  he  his  little  boat  might  fafely  hide, 
Ti!j  it  was  fraught  with  what  the  world  befide 
Cou  d  not  outvalue  ;  nor  give  equal  weight 
,  '1  iiouiih  in  the  t!n?.e  wbenGreecc  was  at  herheigbt. 
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.  The  ruddy  horfes  of  the  rofie  morne    . 
Out  of  the  eaftern  gates  had  newly  borne 
Their  blufhing  miftrefs  in  her  golden  chair. 
Spreading  new  light  throughout  our  hemifphere. 
When  faireft  Coelia  with  a  Jovelier  crew 
Of  damfels  than  brave  Latmus  ever  knew^ 
Came  forth  to  meet  the  youngfters;  who  had  Here 
Cut  down  an  oak  that  long  withouten  peer 
•Bore  his  round  head  imperioufly  above 
His  other  mates  there,  confecrate  to  Jove. 
The  wilhed  time  drew  on  :  and  Coelia  now 
(That  had  the  fame  for  her  white  arched  brow) 
While  all  her  lovely  fellows  bufied  were 
In  picking  off  the  gems  from  Tellus  hair, 
Made  tow'rds  the  creek,  where  Philocel  unfpy'd 
(Of  maid   or  Ihepherd  that  their    May  games 

ply'd) 
Receiv'd  his  wifli'd-for  Coelia ;  and  begun 
To  fteer  his  boat  contrary  to  the  fun, 
"Who  could  have  wilh'd  another  in  his  place 
To  guide  the  car  of  light,  or  that  his  race 
Were  to  have  end  (fo  he  might  blefs  his  hap) 
In  Coelia's  bofom,  not  in  Thetis  lap. 
The  boat  oft  danc'd  for  joy  of  what  it  held,    . 
The  hoift-up  fail,  not  quick  but  gently  fwell'd, 
And  often  {hook,  as  fearing  what  might  fall. 
Ere  ihe  deliver'd  what  flie  went  withall. 
Winged  *  Argeftes,  fair  Aurora's  fon, 
Licenc'd  that  day  to  leave  his  dungeon^ 
Meekly  attended ;  and  did  never  err 
Till  Coelia  grac'd  our  land,  and  our  land  her- 
As  through  the  waves  their  love-fraught  wherry 

ran. 
A  many  Cupids,  each  fet  on  his  fwan, 
feuided  with  reins  of  gold  and  filver  tvvlft 
The. fpotlefs  birds,  about  them,  as  they  lift. 
Which  would  have  fung  a  fong  (ere  they  wei-e 

gone) 
Had  unkind  nature  given  them  more  than  one  ; 
Or  in  bellowing  that,  had  not  done  wrong, 
And  made  their  fweet  lives  forfeit,  one  fad  fong. 

Yet  that  their  happy  voyage  might  not  be 
Without  time's  Ihort'uer,  heav'n-taught  melody 
(Mufic  that  lent  feet  to  the  ftable  woods. 
And  in  their  currents  turn'd  the  mighty  floods, 
Sorrow's  fweet  nurfe,  yet  keeping  joy  alive, 
Sad  difcontent's  moll  welcome  corrofive, 
The  foul  of  art,  beft  lov'd  when  love  is  by, 
The  kind  infpirer  of  fweet  poefy, 
Leaft  thou  Ihouldft  wanting  be,  when  fwans  would 

fain 
Have  fung  one  fong,  and  never  fung  again) 
The  gentle  fhepherd,  hading  to  the  fliore, 
Began  this  l&y,  and  tim'd  it  with  his  oar. 

Nevermore  let  holy  Dee 
O'er  other  rivers  brave, 
Or  boaft  how  (in  his  jollity) 
Kings  row 'd  upon  his  wave. 
But  filent  be,  and  ever  know 
That  Neptune  for  my  fare  would  row. 

*    tif  IVcJiern    Wind.      And  fuppofcd  {luHh  the 
fiars)  the  birth  of  Auror     by  Ajliieus,  as  Afolladorus  : 

Vol,.  IV, 


Thofe  were  captives.  If  he  fay 

That  now  I  am  no  other. 
Yet  Ihe  that  bears  my  prifon's  key 
Is  fairer  than  love's  mother ; 
A  God  took  me,  thofe  one  lefs  high. 
They  wore  their  bonds,  fo  do  not  I.  " 

Swell  then,  gently  fwell^  ye  floods, 

As  proud  of  what  ye  bear. 
And  nymphs  that  in  low  coral  woods 
String  pearls  upon  your  hair, 
Afcend  ;  and  tell  if  ere  this  day 
A  fairer  prize  wasfeen  at  fea. 

See  the  falmons  leap  and  bound 

To  pleafe  us  as  we  pafs. 

Each  mermaid  on  the  rocks  around. 

Lets  fall  her  brittle  glafs. 

As  they  their  beauties  did  defplfe. 

And  lov'd  no  mirror  but  your  eyes. 

Blow,  but  gently  blow,  fair  wind, 

From  the  forfaken  fliore. 
And  be  as  to  the  Halcyon  kind. 
Till  we  have  ferry'd  o'er  : 
So  may'fl;  thou  ftill  have  leave  to  blow, 
Arid  fan  the  way  where  flie  fliall  go. 

Floods,  and  nymphs,  and  wirids,  and  all 

That  fee  iis  both  together. 
Into  a  difputation  fall : 

And  then  refolve  me,  whether 
The  greateft  kindnefs  each  can  ftiew. 
Will  quit  our  truft  of  you  or  no  ? 

Thus  as  a  merry  milk-maid,  neat  and  fine, 
Returning  late  from  milking  of  her  kine, 
Shortens  the  dew'd  way  which  fhe  treads  along 
With  fome  felf-pleafing  fince  new-gotten  fong. 
The  fliepherd.  did  their  pafiage  well  beguile. 

And  now  the  horned  flood  bore  to  our  ifle 
His  head  more  high  than  he  had  us'd  to  dd. 
Except  by  Cynthia's  newnefs  forced  to. 
Not  January's  fnow,  diffolv'd  in  floods, 
Makes  Thamar  more  intrude  on  Blanchdenwoodsj 
Nor  the  concourfe  of  waters  when  they  fleet 
After  a  long  rain,  and  in  Severn  mett, 
Rais'th  her  enraged  head  to  root  fair  plants^ 
Or  more  affright  her  nigh  inhabitants 
(When  they  behold  the  waters  ruefully 
And  fave  the  waters  nothing  elfe  can  fee) 
Then  Neptune's  fubjedl  now,  more  than  of  yore  : 
As  loth  to  fet  his  burden  foon  on  fhore. 

O  Neptune!  hadft  thou  kept  them  fcill  with 
thee. 
Though  both  were  lofl:  to  us,  and  fuch  as  we, 
And  with  thofe  beauteous  birds  which  on  thy 

bred 
Get  and  bring  up ;  afforded  them  a  reft; 
Delos.  that  long  time  wand'ring  piece  of  earth 
Had  not  been  fam'd  more  for  Diana's  birth ; 
Than  thofe  few  planks  that  bore  them  on  the  fea«. 
By  the  bleft  ilfue  of  two  fuch  as  thefe. 

But  they  were  landed  :  fo  are  not  our  woes. 
Nor  ever  ftiall,  whilfl;  from  an  eye  there  flow* 

y 
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One  drop  of  ruoifture ;  to[thefe  prefeiit  times 
We  will  relate,  and  fonie  fad  fhcpherd's  rliymes 
To  aftcx  ages  may  their  fates  make  known. 
And  in  their  depth  of  forrow  drown  his  own. 
tJo  our  relation,  and  his  mournful  verle,  ^ 

Of  tears  fhall  force  fuch  tribute  to  their  hearfe, 
That  not  a  private  grief  fhall  ever  thrive 
But  in  that  deluge  tall,  yet  this  iurvive. 

Two  furlongs  from  the  fhore  tiiey  had  not  gone. 
When  from  a  lowcafl  valley  (having  on 
Each  hand  a  woody  hill,  whofe  boughs  unlopt 
Have  not  alone  at  all  times  fadly  dropt. 
And  turn'd  their  florms  on  her  dejtdled  breft, 
3iut  when  the  fire  of  heaven  is  ready  prefl 
To  warm  and  further  what  it  fhould  bring  forth, 
Tor  lowly  dales  mate  mountains  in  their  worth) 
The  trees  (as  fcreenlike  greatnefs)  fhade  his  ray, 
(As  it  fhould  fhine  on  none  but  fuch  as  they) 
Came  (and  full  fadly  came)  a  haplefs  wretch, 
Whofe  walks  and  paftures  once  were  known  to 

ftretch 
From  eaft  to  weft,  fo  far  that  no  dyke  ran 
for  noted  bounds,  but  where  the  ocean 
His  wratliful  billows  thruft,  and  grew  as  great 
In  ihoals  of  fifh  as  were  the  others  i.eat. 
Who  now,  dejected  and  depriv'd  of  all. 
Longs  (and  hath  done  fo  long)  for  funeraL 
Por  as  with  hanging  head  I  have  beheld 
A  widow  vine,  fland,  in  a  naked  field, 
Unhnfbanded,  negleded,  all  forlorn, 
Brous'd  on  by  deer,  by  cattle  cropt  and  torn, 
TJnpropt,  unfuccoured  by  flake  or  tree, 
From  wreakful  florms  impetuous  tyranny, 
When  had  a  willing  hand  lent  kind  redrefs, 
Her  pregnant  bunches  might  from  out  the  prefs 
Have  fent  a  liquor,  both  for  tafte  and  Ihew, 
No  lefs  divine  than  thofe  of  Malligo  : 
Such  was  this  wight,  and  fuch  flie  might  have 

been. 
She  fcoth  th*  extremes  hath  felt  of  fortune's  teen, 
For  never  have  we  heard,  from  times  of  yore. 
One  fometime  envy'd  and  now  pity'd  more. 
Her  ohjed:,  as  her  flare,  is  low  as  earth  ; 
Privation  her  companion ;  thoughts  of  mirth 
Jrkfome  ;  and  in  one  fclf-fame  circle  turning, 
"With  fudden  fports  brought  to  a  houfe  of  mourn- 
ing. 
Of  others  good  her  befl  belief  is  fUll 
And  conflant  to  her  own  in  nought  but  ill. 
The  only  enemy  and  friend  fhe  knows 
Is  death,  whoxhough  defers  mull  end  her  woes. 
Her  contemplation  frightful  as  the  night: 
She  never  looks  on  any  living  wight 
Without  coniparifon  ;  and  as  the  day 
Give  us,  but  takes  the  glow  worm's  light  away, 
So  the  leaft  ray  of  blifs  on  others  thrown 
Deprives  and  blinds  all  knowledge  of  her  own. 
Her  comfort  is  (if  for  her  any  be) 
That  none  can  (hew  more  caufe  ©f  grief  than  fhe. 
Yet  fomewhat  ftie  of  adverfe  fate  hath  won, 
Who  had  undone  her  were  Ihe  not  undone. 
For  tliofe  that  on  the  fea  of  greatnefs  ride 
;  ar  liom  the  quiet  fhore,  and  where  the  tide 
J  I.  ebbs  and  floods  is  gueis'd,  not  truly  known, 
,   hx^iizi  cf  '.ill  sftates  except  tiicir  own,. 


Keeping  their  ftacion  at  the  helm  of  ftate, 
Not  by  their  virtues  but  aufpiciuus  fate, 
Subje6l  to  calms  of  favour,  ftornis  of  rage. 
Their  aiflions  noted  as  tlie  common  flage, 
Who,  like  a  man  born  blind  that  cannot  be 
By  deinonftration  fhewn  what  'tis  to  fee, 
Live  (lill  in  ignorance  of  what  they  want, 
I'ill  mifcry  become  the  adamant. 
And  touch  them  ioi  that  point,  to  which,  with 

fpeed, 
None  comes  fo  fure  as  by  the  hand  of  need. 
A  mirror  fir angc  Ihe  in  her  right  hand  bore. 
By  which  her  friends  from  flatterers  heretofore 
She  could  diftinguifh  well ;  and  by  her  fide, 
(As  in  her  full  of  happinefs)  unty'd, 
Unforc'd,  and  uncompell'd,  did  fadly  go 
(As  if  partaker  of  his  miftrefs'  wo) 
A  loving  fpanie!,  from  whofe  rugged  back 
(The  only  thing  (but  death)  fhe  moans  to  lack) 
She  phieks  the  hair,  and  working  them  in  plate 
f  urthctb  the  fuit  which  niodelly  entreats. 
Men  call  her  Athliot  :  who  cannot  be 
More  wretched  made  by  infelicity, 
Unlefs  fhe  here  had  an  immortal  breath. 
Or  living  thus,  liv'd  timerous  of  death. 

Out  of  her  lowly  and  forfaken  dell 
She  running  came,  and  cry'd  to  Philocel, 
Help  !    help  !  kind  iliepherd,   help  I    fee  yonder 

where 
A  lovely  lady  hung  up  bythe  Jiair, 
Struggles,  but  mildly  ftruggles  with  the  fates, 
Whole  thread  of  life  fpun  to  a  thread  that  mates 
Dame  nature's  in  her  hair,  ftays  them  to  wonder 
While  too  fine  twifting  makes  it  break  in  funder. 
So  Ihrinks  the  rofe  that  with  the  flames  doth  mee^ 
So  gently  bows  the  virgin  parchment  (heet. 
So  rowl  the  waves  up  and  fall  out  again, 
As  all  her  beauteous  parts,  and  all  in  vain. 
Far,  far  above  my  help  or  hope  in  trying. 
Unknown,  and  fo  more  miferably  dying, 
Smuth'ring  her  torments,  in  her  panting  breaf); 
She  meekly  waits  the  time  of  her  long  reft. 
Haften  !   O  haften  then  !  kind  fliephcrd  hafte. 

He  went  with  her  :  and  Coeiia  (that  had  grac'd 
Him  paft  the  world  befides)  feeing  the  way 
He  had  to  go  not  far,  refts  on  the  lay. 

'Twas  near  the  place  where  Pan's  transforme4 
love 
Her  gilded  leaves  difplay'd,  and  bodly  ftrove 
For  luftre  with  the  fun  :  a  facrcd  tree 
Pall'd  round  and  ki-pt  from  violation  free  : 
Whofe  fmalleft  fpray  rent  off,  we  never  prize 
At  lefs  than  life.    Here,  though  her  heavenly  eyes 
From  him  llie  lov'd  could  fcarce  afford  a  fight 
(As  if  for  him  they  only  had  their  light) 
Thofe  kind  and  brighter  flars  were  known  to  err 
And  to  all  mifery  betray'd  her. 
For  turning  them  afide,  (lie  (haplefs)  fpies 
The  holy  tree,  and  (as  all  novelties 
In  tempting  women  havefmall  labour  loft 
Whether  for  value  nought,  or  of  more  coft) 
Led  by  the  hand  of  uncohtrouU'd  defire 
She  rofc,  and  thivher  went.      A  wrefted  brier 
Only  kept  clofe  the  gate  which  led  into  i: 
(£afy  fur  any  ail  times  to  undo  it, 
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That  with  a  pious  hand  hung  on  the  tree 
Garlands  or  raptures  of  fweet  poefy) 
V/hich  by  her  opened,  with  unweeting  hand, 
A  little  fpray  (he  pluck'd,  whbfe  rich  leaves  fann'd 
And  chatter'd  With  the  air,  as  who  fliould  fay 
Do  not  for  once,  O  do  not  this  bewray  ! 
Nor  give  found  to  a  toflgue  for  that  intent ! 
"  Who  ignorantly  fins  dies  innocent." 

By  this  was  Philocel  returning  back, 
And  in  his  hand  the  lady,  for  whofe  wrack 
Nature  had  clean  ferfworn  to  frame  a  wight 
So  wholly  pure,  fo  truly  -^  xquifite  : 
But  more   deform'd,  and   frdm    a  rough-hcWfi 

mold, 
Since  what  is  heft  lives  feldom  to  be  old. 
Within  their  fight  was  faireft  Ccelia  now  ; 
Who  drawing  near,  the  life-priz'd  golden  botJgh 
Her  love  beheld.     And  as  a  mother  kind 
What  time  the  new-cloth'd  trees  by  gufts  of  wind 
Unmov'd,  (land  wiftly  lilt'ning  to  thofe  lays 
The  feather'd  chotiflers  upon  their  fprays 
Chaunt  t)o  the  merry  fpring,  and  in  the  even 
She  with  her  little  fon  for  pleafure  given. 
To  tread  the  frirtg'd  banks  of  an  amorous  flood, 
That  with  her  mufic  courts  a  fullcn  wood, 
Where  ever  talking  with  her  only  blifs 
That  now  before  and  then  behind  her  is, 
She  ftoops  for  flow'rs  the  choiceft  maybe  h3<i, 
And,  bringing  them  to  pleafe  her  pretty  iad. 
Spies  in  his  hand  fome  baneful  flow'r  or  weed, 
Whereon  he  'gins  to  fmell,  perhaps  to  feed, 
With  a  more  earned  hafte  fhe  ruhs  unto  himj 
And  pulls  that  from  him  vrhich  might  elfe  undo 

him  : 
So  to  his  Cceiia  haftfd  Philocel, 
And  raught  the  bough  away.     Hid  it :  and  fell 
To  queftion  if  fhe  broke  it,  or  if  then 
An  eye  beheld  her  ?     Of  the  race  of  men 
(Replied  fhe)  when  I  took  it  from  the  tree 
AGbre  yourfelf  was  none  to  tcftify, 
But  what  hath  paft  fince  in  your  hand,  behold 
A  fellow  running  yonder  over  the  wold 
Is  wellinform'd  of.     Can  there  (love)  infUe 
Tell  wc  !   oh  tell  me  1  any  wrong  to  you 
By  what  my  hand  hath  ignorantly  done  ? 
(Quoth  fea''ful  Ccelia)  Philocel  !  be  won 
By  thefc  unfeigned  tears,  as  I  by  thine. 
To  mske  thy  greatefl  forrows  partly  mine  ! 
Clear  up  thefe  Ihowers  (my  fun)  quoth  Philocel^ 
'i'he  ground   it   needs  not.     Nought  is  fo  from 

well 
But  that  reward  and  kind  entreaties  may 
Make  fmooth  the  front  of  wrath,  and  this  allay. 
Thus  wifely  he  fuppreft  his  height  of  Woe, 
And  did  refolve  fmee  none  but  they  did  know 
Truly  who  rent  it  :  and  the  hateful  fwain 
That  lately  pafl  by  them  upon  the  plain 
(Whom  well  he  knew  did  bear  to  him  a  hate, 
Though  undcferved)  fo  inveterate 
That  to  his  utmoft  power  he  would  affay 
To  make  his  life  have  ended  with  that  day. 
Except  in  his,  had  feen  it  in  no  hand, 
That  he  againft  all  throes  of  fate  would  Aaad, 
Acknowledge  it  his  deed,  and  fo  afford 
A  pEjfige  to  his  heart  for  juftice  fword, 


Rather  than  by  her  lofs  the  World  fhould  be 
Defpis'd  and  fcorn'd  for  lofing  fuch  as  (he- 

Now  (with  a  vow  of  fecrecy  from  both) 
Enforcing  mirth,  he  with  them  homewards  go'ch; 
And  by  the  time  the  fhades  of  mighty  woods 
Began  to  turn  them  to  the  eaftern  floods, 
They  thither  got :   where  with  undaunted  heart 
He  welcomes  both  ;  and  freely  doth  impart 
Such  dainties  as  a  (hepherd's  cottage  yields, 
Ta'en  from  the  fruitful  woods  and  fertile  fields; 
No  way  diftra<51;ed  not  difturb'd  at  all. 
And  to  prevent  what  likely  might  befal 
His  trueft  Ccelia,  in  his  apprehending 
Thus  to  all  future  care  gave  final  ending : 
Into  their  cup  (wherein  for  fuch  fweet  girls 
Nature  would  myriads  of  richeft  pearls 
Diffolve,  and  by  her  po\v<ifful  fimples  rtrive 
To  keep  them  fi;iU  on  t-arth,  and  ftill  alive) 
Our  fwain  infus'd  jl  powder  which  they  drank  ; 
And  to  a  pleafant  room  (ftt  on  a  bank 
Near  to  his  wte,  where  he  did  often  ufe 
At  vacant  hours  to  entertain  his  mufe) 
Brought  them,  and  feated  on  a  curious  bed 
Til!  what  he  gave  in  operation  fped. 
And  robb'd  them  of  his  fight,  and  him  of  theirs, 
Whofe  new  enlightning  will  be  quench'd  with 
tears. 

The  gl.ifs  of  tirrte  had  well  nigh  fpent  the  fand 
It  had  to  run,  ere  with  impartial  hand 
Juftice  muft  to  her  upright  balance  take  him. 
Which  he  (afraid  it  might  too  foon  forfake  hir^i) 
Began  to  ufe  as  quickly  as  perceive, 
And  of  his  love  thus  took  his  latsft  leave. 

Coelia  !  thou  fairell  creature  ever  eye 
Beheld,  Or  yet  put  on  mortality  ! 
CcElia  that  haft  but  juft  fo  much  of  earth, 
As  makes  thee  capable  of  death  !  Thou  birth 
Of  every  virtue,  life  of  every  good  ! 
Whofe  chafteft  fports,  and  daily  taking  food 
Is  imitation  of  the  higheft  pow'rs. 
Who  to  the  earth  lend  feafonable  Ihow'rs, 
That  it  may  bear,  we  to  their  altars  bring 
Things  worthy  their  accept,  out  offering. 
I  the  moft  wretched  creature  ever  eye 
Beheld,  or  yet  put  on  mortality. 
Unhappy  Philocel,  that  have  of  earth 
Too  much  to  give  my  forrows  endlefs  birth,  ' 
The  fpring  of  fad  misfortunes  :  in  whom  lies 
No  blifs  that  Vvith  thy  worth  can  fympatriife, 
Clouded  with  wo  that  hence  will  never  flit. 
Till  death's  eternal  night  grow  one  with  it, 
I  as  a  dying  fwan  that  fadly  fings 
Her  moaneful  dirge  unto  the  filver  fprings. 
Which,  carelcfs  of  her  fong,  glide  fleeping  by 
Without  one  murmur  of  kind  elegy. 
Now  ftand  by  thee;  and  as  a  turtle's  mate 
NA'ith  lamentations  inarticulate. 
The  near  departure  frnm  her  love  bemoans. 
Spend  thefe  my  bootlefs  fighs  and  killing  groansa 
Here  as  a  man  (by  Juftice'  doom)  exil'd 
To  coafts  unknown,  to  defarts  rough  and  wild 
Stand  I  to  take  my  lateft  leave  of  thee  : 
Whofe  happy  and  heaven-making  company 
Might  I  enjoy  to  Libia's  continent, 
Were  bleft  fruition  and  not  baniftimgnt. 
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?irft  oft^pfc  eyes  that  lidve  already  ta'en 
Their  leave  of  me  :   lamps  fitting  for  the  phane 
Of  heavens  moftpow'r,  and  which  might  ne'er  ex- 
pire 
Jnt  be  as  facred  as  the  veflal  fire. 
Then  of  tlufc  plots,  where  half-ros'd  lilies  be 
>Jot  one  by  art,  but  nature's  inditftry, 
Trom  which  1  go.  as  one  excluded  from 
The  taintkfsflow'rsof  bkft  ElyGum. 
Ucxt  from  thofe'lips  1  p^irt,  and  may  there  be 
a>to  ore.  that  fhall  hereafter  fecond  rue  1 
Gniltlefs  of  any  klfles  but  their  own, 
Their  fweets  but  to  themfelves  to  all  unl<nown  : 
Tor  fliould  our  fwains  divulge  what  fwtcts  there 

be 
Within  the  fea-clipt  bounds  of  Brittany, 
"We  fhould  not  from  invafions  be  exempted ; 
But    with    th^t    prize  would    all  the  world   be 

tempted. 
Then  from  her  heart :  O  no !  le?that  be  never, 
Tor  if  1  pirt  from  thence,  T  die  for  erer. 
Be  that  the  record  of  my  love  and  namsj 
Be  that  to  me  as  is  the  phoenix'  flame ! 
Creating  ftill  anew  what  juHice'  doom 
JMuft  yield  to  dufl  and  a  forgotten  tomb. 
Zet  thy  chafle  love  to  me  (as  fhadowsrun 
In  full  extent  unto  the  fettiiig  fun) 
^^leet  with  my  fall ;  tad  when  that  I  am  gone 
lack  to  thyfeir  retire,  and  there  grow  one; 
If  to  a  fecond  light  thy  fhadow  be 
3.et  him  flill  have  his  ray  of  love  from  mc; 
.And  if  as  T,  that  likewife  do  decline, 
JBe  mine  or  his,  or  elfe  be  his  and  mine. 
But  know  no  other,  nor  again  be  fped, 
•'  She  dies  a  virgin  that  but  knows  one  bed." 

And  now  from  all  at  once  my  leave  I  take, 
With  this  petition,  That  when  thou  fhalt  wake, 
^Ty  tears  already  fpent  may  ferve  for  thine  1 
And  all  thy  forrows  be  escus'd  by  mine  ! 
Yea,  rather  than  my  lofs  fhould  draw  on  hers 
(Hear  Heaven  the  fuit  which  my  fad  foul  prefers  !) 
Let  this  her  flumber  like  oblivion's  ftream, 
Jlake  her  believe  our  love  was  but  a  dream  ! 
l.ct  me  be  dead  in  her  as  to  the  earth, 
it.re  nature  lofc  the  grace  of  fuch  a  birth. 
Sleep  thou  fwect  foul  from  all  difquiet  free. 
And  fmce  I  now  beguile  thy  deftiny. 
Let  after  patience  in  thy  breafl  arife, 
1  o  five  his  name  a  life  who  for  thee  dies. 
He  ciies  for  thee  that  worthy  is  to  die, 
S'nce  now  in  leaving  that  fweet  harmony 
Which  nature  wrought  in  thee,  he  draws  not  to 

him 
Inough  of  forrow  that  might  flrcight  undo  him. 
And  have  for  means  of  death  his  parting  hence, 
Po  keeping  juflice  flill  in   innocence. 

Here  ftay'd  his  tongue,  and  tears  r.new  began. 
*'  Pai*'.ng  knows  more  of  grief  than  abfciVce  can." 
And  witn  a  backward  pace,  and  ling'ring  eye, 
Lett  and  for  ever  left  their  company. 

By  this  the  curs'd  informer  of  the  deed, 
With  wingsof  mifchief  (and  thofehave  moA  fpeed), 
Unto  the  priefls  of  Fan  had  made  it  known. 
And  (rhough  with  grief  enough)  where  thither 
flown 


With  {lri(51:  command  the  officers  that  be 
As  hands  of  juflice  in  her  each  decree. 
Thofe  unto  judgment  brought,  him:  \yhere  accus'cf 
That  with  unhappy  hand  he  had  abus'd 
The  holy  tree  ;  and  by  the  oath  of  him 
Whofe  eye  beheld  the  feparated  limb. 
All  doubts  diflblv'd;  quick  judgment  was  award- 
ed, 
(And  but  laft  right)  that  hither  ftronnly  guarded 
This  morn  he  Ihould  be  brought ;  and  from  yond 

reck, 
(Where  every  hour  new^lorc  of  mourners  flock) 
He  fhould  be  headlong  thrown  (too  hard  a  doom) 
To  be  depriv'd  of  life;  and  dead,  of  tomb. 

Ihis  is  the  caufe,  fair  goddefs,  that  appears 
Before  you  now  clad  in  an  old  man's  tears, 
Which  willingly  flow  out,  and  fhall  do  more 
Than  many  winters  have  fcen  heretofore. 

But  father  (quoth  (hs)  let  me  underltand 
How  you  are  fure  that  it  was  Coelia's  hand 
Which  rent  the  branch;  and  then  (if  you  can) 

tell 
What  nymph  it  was  which  near  the  lonely  dell 
Your  fliepherd  fuccour'd.     Quoth   the  good  old 

man. 
The  laft  time  in  her  orb  pale  Cynthia  ran, 
1  to  the  prifon  went,  and  from  him  knew 
(Upon  my  vow)  what  now  is  known  to  you. 
And  that  the  lady  which  he  found  diftrefb 
Is  Fida  caiV'd  ;  a  maid  not  meanly  blefl 
By  heaven's  epdowmehts,  and — Alas  1  but  fee 
Kind  Philocel  ingivt  with  mifcry, 
More  ftrong  than  by  his  bonds,  is  drawing  nigh 
The  place  appointed  for  his  tragedy; 
You  may  walk  thither  and  behold  his  fall ; 
While  I  come  near  enough,  yet  not  at  all. 
Nor  lliall  it  need  I  to  my  for  row  kiut 
The  grief  of  knowing  with  beholding  tt- 

The  goddefs  went :  but  ere  fhe  came  did  (hrotid- 
Herfelf  from  every  eye  within  a  cloud, 
Where  fhe  beheld  the  fhepherd  on  his  way. 
Much  like  a  bridegroom  on  his  marriage  day ; 
Increafing  not  hismifery  with  fear. 
Others  for  him,  but  he  fhed  not  a,  tear. 
His  knitting  fmews  did  not  tremble  ought, 
Nor  to  unufual  palpitation  brought 
V/as  or  his  heart  or  liver,  nor  his  eye, 
Nor  tongue,  nor  colour  Ihew'd  a  dread  to  Aie. 
His  refolution  keeping  wMth  his  fpitit, 
(Both  worthy  him  that  did  them  botli  inherit) 
Held  in  fubjedlion  every  thought  of  fear, 
Scorning  fo  bafe  an  executimer. 

Some  time  he  fpent  in  fpeech;  and  then  begun 
Submifsly  prayer  to  the  name  of  Pan, 
When  fuddenly  this  cry  came  from  the  plains : 
From  guiltlefs  blood  be  free,  ye  Britiih  fwains! 
Mine  be  thofe  bonds,  and  mine  the  death  appoint- 
ed! [jointed 
Let    me   be   headl(ftig  thrown,    thefe    limbs   dif- 
Or  it  you  needs  muil  hurl  him  from  that  brim, 
Except  I  die  there  dies  but  part  of  him. 
Do  then  right  juflice  and  perform  your  oath! 
Which  cannot  be  without  the  death  of  both. 

Wonder,  drew  thitherward  their  drowned  e7C^- 
And  .'"orrc-.v  Fliilocd's,  Where  he  cfyics 
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What  he  did  only  fear,  the  beauteous  maid, 
Hiswoful  Coelia,  whom  (ere  night  array'd 
Lafl  tinae  the  world  in  fuit  of  mournful  black, 
More  dark  than  ufe,  as  to  bemoaa'their  wrack) 
He  at  his  cottage  left  in  ileep's  foft  arms, 
By  pow'r  of  fimples,  and  the  force  of  charms, 
Which  time  had  now   dilTolv'd,  and   made  her 

know 
For  what  intent  her  love  had  left  her  fo. 
She  ftaid  not  to  awake  her  mate  in  fleep. 
Nor  to  bemoan  her  fate.  She  fcorn'd  tojwecp, 
Or  have  the  pafiion  that  within  her  lies 
So  diftant  from  heart  as  in  her  eyes. 
But  rending  of  her  hair,  her  throbbing  bread 
Beating  with  ruthlefs  flrokes,  fhe  onwards  prcft 
As  an  inraged  furious  lionnefs. 
Through  uncouth  treadings  of  the  wildernefs, 
In  hot  purfuit  of  her  late  miffed  brood. 
The  name  of  Philocel  fpeaks  every  wood, 
And  file  begins  it  Hill,  and  ftill  her  pace ; 
Her  face  deck'd  anger,  anger  deck'd  her  face. 
So  ran  di/lraded  Hecuba  along 
The  ftreets  of  Troy.  So  did  the  people  throng 
With  helplefs  hands  and  heavy  hearts  to  fee 
Their  woful  ruin  in  her  progeny. 
As  harmlef»  flocks  of  flieep  that  nearly  fed, 
Upon  the  open  plains  wide  fcattered, 
Ran  all  afront,  and  gaz'd  with  earneft  eye 
(Not  without  tearsj  while  thus  fhe  paffed  by. 
Springs  that  long  time  before  had  held  no  drop, 
Now  fwelled  forth  and  over  went  the  top. 
Birds  left  to  pay  the  fpring  their  wonted  vows, 
And  all  forlorn  fat  drooping  on  the  boughs. 
Sheep,  fprings.and  birds,  nay  trees  un  wonted  grones 
Bewail'd  her  chance,  and  forc'd  it  from  the  Itones, 

Thus  came  flie  to  the  place  (where  aged  men 
Maidens,  and  wives,  and  youth,  and  children. 
That  had  but  newly  learnt  their  mother's  name. 
Had  almoft  fpent  their  tears  before  flie  came.). 
And  thofe  her  earneft  and  related  words 
Threw  from  her  breaft ;  and  unto  them  affords 
Thefe  as  the  means  to  further  her  pretence  : 
Receive  rot  on  your  fouls,  by  innocence 
Wrong'd,  lading  ftains;  which  from  a  fluicc  the 

fea 
May  flill  wafli  o'ei  but  never  wafli  away. 
Turn  all  your  wraths  on  me  ;  for  here  behold 
The  hand  that  tore  your  facred  tree  of  gold; 
Thefe  arc  the  ftet  that  led  to  that  interit, 
Mine  was  th'  offence,  be  mine  the  punilhment. 
Long  hath  he  liv'd  among  you,  and  he  knew 
The  danger  imminent  that  would  enfue  ; 
His  virtuous  life  fpeaks  for  him,  hear  it  then  ' 
And  call  not  hence  the  miracle  of  men! 
What  now  he  doth  is  through  fome  difcontent, 
Mine  was  the  fadl,  be  mine  the  punifliment  ? 

What  certain  death  could  never  make  him  do 
(With  Coelia's  lofs)  her  prefence  forc'd  him  to. 
She  that  could  clear  his  greateft  clouds  of  woes. 
Some  part  of  woman  made  him  now  difclofe, 
And  fnew'd  him  all  in  tears  :   and  for  a  while 
Cut  of  his  heart  unable  to  exile 
His  troubling  thoughtsin  words  to  be  conceiv'd; 
But  v/eighing  what  the  world  fliould  be  bereav'd, 
He  cl"  hi5  fighs  and  throbs  fome  licence  wan, 
4"d  to  the  fad  fpe^cators  thus  began  ; 


Haften  !  O  hafte  1  the  hour's  already  gone, 

1)0  not  defer  the  execution  I  '    "      .  ''' 

Nor  make  my  patience  fuffer  ought  of  Tvtohg  ! 

'  i'is  nought  to  die,  but  to  be  dying  long  ! 

Some  fit  of  frenzy  hath  poffefs'd  the  maid. 

She  could  not  do  it,  though  flic  had  affay'd. 

No  bough  grou's  in  her  reach  ;  nor  hath  the  tres 

A  fpray  fo  weak  to  yield  to  fuch  as  fhe. 

To  win  her  love  I  broke  it,  but  unknown 

And  uiidefir'd  of  her  ;  then  let  her  own 

No  touch  of  prejudice  without  confent ; 

Mine  was  the  fadl,  be  mine  the  puniihment  ! 

O  !  who  did  ever  fuch  contention  fee. 
Where  death  flood  for  the  prize  of  vi<5lory  ? 
Where  love  and  ftrife  were  firn»waud  truly  known,; 
And  where  the  viiftor  mufl;  be  overthrown  ? 
Where  both  purfu'd,  and  both  held  equal  ftrife 
That  life  ftiould  further  death,  death  further  life. 

Amazement  ftruck  the  multitude.     And  now 
They  knew  not  which  way  to  perform  their  vow. 
If  only  one  fliould  be  depriv'd  of  breath. 
They  were  not  certain  of  the  offender's  death  ; 
If  both  of  them  fliould  die  for  that  offence, 
They  certainly  ftiould  murder  innocence  ; 
If  none  did  fuffer  for  it,  then  there  ran 
Upon  their  heads  the  wrath  and  curfe  of  Pan, 
This  much  perplex'd  and  made  them  to  defer 
The  deadly  hand  of  th'  executioner. 
Till  they  had  fent  an  olHcer  to  know 
'1  he  judges  wills :   (and  thofe  with  fates  do  go) 
Who  back  return'd,  and  thus  with  tears  began  : 
The  fubftitutes  on  earth  of  mighty  Pan, 
Have  thus  decreed;  (although  the  one  be  free). 
I'o  clear  themfelves  from  all  impunity. 
If,  who  the  offender  is,  no  means  procure, 
Th'  offence  is  certain,  be  their  deaths  as  lure. 
This  is  their  doom  (which  may  all  plagues  prevent) 
To  have  the  guiky  kill  the  innocent. 

Look  as  two  little  lads  (their  parents  treafureX 
Under  a  tutor  ftriiStly  kept  from  pleafure. 
While  t'ney  their  new-given  leffon  cloiely  fcan 
Here  of  a  meffage  by  their  father's  man. 
That  one  of  them,  but  which  he.bath  forgot. 
Mull  com.e  along  an  ^  walk  to  fome  fair  plot ; 
Both  have  a  hope  :   taeir  careful  tutor  loth 
To  hinder  either,  or  to  iicenfe  both  ;  ' 
Sends  back  the  meaenger  that  he  may  know 
His  mafter's  pleafure  which  oi  them  muft  go  ; 
While  both  his  fcholars  ftand  alike  in  fear 
Both  of  t'neir. freedom  and  abiding  there, 
The  fervant  comes  and  lays  tiiat  for  that  day 
Their  father  wills  t<)  have  them  both  away  : 
Such  was  the  fear  theie  loving  fouls  were  in. 
That  time  the  mcffenger  had  anient  been. 
But  far  more  was  their  joy  'twist  one  another, 
In  hearing  neither  fhould  outlive  the  other. 

Now  both  entvvin'd,  becaufe  no  conqueft  won,» 
Yet  either  ruin'd  ;   Phiiocel  begun 
To  arm  his  love  for  death  :   a  robe  unfit 
Till  Hymen's  faffron'd  weed  had  ufher'd  it. 
My  faireft  Ccelia  :  come  ;  let  thou  and  I, 
Ihat  long  have  learn'd  to  love,  now   learn    t«> 

die  ; 
It  is  a  leffon  hard  if  we  difcern  it. 
Yet  nooc  is  born  fo  loon  as  bound  to  leatn  it. 
Yiij 
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Impartial  Fate  lays  ope  the  book  to  us. 

And  IctusctU)  it  ftill  embracing  thus; 

We  may  it  perfcifl  have,  and  go  before 

Thofe  that  have  longer  time  to  read  it  o'er  : 

And  we  had  need  begin  and  not  delay, 

For  'tis  our  turn  to  read  it  firft  to  day. 

'Help  when  1  niil>,  and  when  thou  art  in  doubt 

I'll  be  thy  prompter,  and  will  help  thee  out. 

But  fee  how  much  1  err  :  vain  metaphor 

And  elocution  deftinies  abhor. 

Could  death  be  llay'd  with  wolds,  or  won  with 

tears. 
Or  niov'd  with  beauty,  or  with  unripe  years  : 
Sure  thou  could'ft  do't;  this  rofe,  this  fun-like  eye 
Should  not  fo  foon  be  quell'd,  fo  quickly  die. 
But  we  muft  die  my  Jove  ;  not  thou  alone, 
Nor  only  I,  but  both  ;  and  yet  but  one. 
2<}or  let  us  grieve;  for  we  are  married  thus, 
And  have  by  death  what  life  deni^'d  us. 
It  is  a  comfort  from  him  more  than  due  ; 
"  Death  fevers  many,  but  he  couples  few." 
Life  is  a  flood  that  keeps  us  from  our  blifs. 
The  ferryman  to  waft  us  thither,  is 
Death,  and  nsne  elfe ;  the  fooner  we  get  o'er 
Should  we  not  thank  the  ferryman  the  more  ? 
Others  entreat  him  for  a  paffage  hence, 
And  groan  beneath  tlieir  griefs  and  impotence, 
Yet  (mercilefs)  he  lets  thofe  longer  flay. 
And  fooner  takes  the  happy  man  away. 
Some  little  happinefs  have  thou  and  F, 
Since  we  fnall  die  before  we  wifii  to  die. 
Should  we  here  longer  live,  and  have  our  days 
^s  full  in  number  as  the  moft  of  thefe, 
And  in  them  meet  all  pleafures  may  betide. 
We  gladly  might  have  liv'd  and  patient  dy'd  : 
When  now  our  fewer  years  made  long  by  cares 
(That  without  age  can  fnow  down  lilver  hairs) 
Make  all  affirm  (which  do  our  griefs  defcry) 
"SVe  patiently  did  live,  and  gladly  die. 
The  difference  (my  love)  that  doth  appear 
Betwixt  our  fates  and  theirs  that  fee  us  here. 
Is  only  this  ;  the  high  all-knowing  pow'r 
Conceals  from  them,  but  tells  Vis  our  laft  how'r. 
For  which  to  heaven  we  fa*-  far  more  are  bound, 
Since  in  the  hour  of  death  we  may  be  found 
(By  its  prefcicnce)  ready  for  the  hand 
That  fhall  condutfl  us  to  the  holy  land.  [tiiay 

When  thofe,  from  whom  that  hour  conceal'd  is, 
£ven  in  their  height  of  fin  be  ta'en  away, 
Befides  t  <us  juftice  a  fi-jend  is  known, 
Which  neither  lets  us  die  nor  live  alone. 
That  we  are  forc'd  to  it  cannot  be  held  ; 
"  Who  fears  not  death,  denies  to  be  compell'd." 

O  that  thou  wert  no  adlor  in  this  play, 
My  fweeteft  Coelia  1  or  diVorc'd  away 
from  me  in  this  !  O  nature  •  I  confefs 
i  cannot  look  upon  her  heavinefs 
Without  betraying  that  infirmity 
Which  at  my  birth  thy  hand  bedow'd  on  me. 
Would  I  had  dy'd  when  I  receiv'd  my  birth  ! 
Or  known  the  grave  before  I  knew  the  earth  I 
Heavens  1   I  but  one  life  did  receive  from  you. 
And  muft  fo  (hort  a  loan  be  paid  with  two  ? 
Cannot  I  die  bjt  like  that  bruiifh  flem 
■IViiich  ^3ve  their  bsfl  bclov'd  to  die  with  them  ? 


O  let  her  live !  fome  blefl  pow'r  hear  my  cry  ! 

Let  Cat;lia  Hvc,  and  I  contented  die. 

My  Philoc«l  (quoth  fht)  neglecfl  thefe  throes! 

A(k  not  for  me,  nor  add  not  to  my  woes! 

Can  there  be  any  life  when  thou  art  gone  ? 

May,  can  there  be  but  defolation  ? 

Art  thou  fo  cruel  as  to  wifli  my  flay. 

To  wait  a  paffage  at  an  unknown  day  ? 

Or  have  me  dwell  within  this  vale  of  woe, 

Kxcludi.d  from  thofe  joys  which  thou  (halt  know? 

£nvy  not  me  that  blifs '.   1  will  affay  it, 

My  love  deferves  it,  and  thou  canft  not  flay  it. 

Jullice  !  then  take  thy  doom  ;  for  we  intend . 

Except  both  live,  no  life  ;  one  lo-e,  one  end. 
Thus  with  embraces,  and  exhorting  other, 

With  tear-dew'd  kiffes  that  had  pow'r  to  fmother ; 

Their  foft  and  ruddy  lips  clofe  join'd  with  either. 

That  in  their  deaths  their  fouls  might  meet  to- 
gether. 
With  prayers  as  hopeful  as  fincerely  good, 
Expcding  death,  they  on  the  cliff's  edge  flood  ; 
And  laftly  were  (by  one  oft  forcing  breath) 
Thrown  from  the  rock  into  the  arms  of  death. 

Fair  Thetis,  whofe  command  the  waves  obey, 
Lothing  the  lofs  of  fo  much  worth  as  they, 
Was  gone  before  their  fall ;  and  by  her  pow'r 
The  billows  (mercilefs,  ufe  to  devour. 
And  not  to  fave)  fhe  made  to  fwell  up  high, 
Even  at  the  inflant  when  the  tragedy 
0£  thofe  kind  ibuls  ftiould  end :   fo    to    receive 

them, 
And  keep  what  cruelty  would  fain  bereave  them. 
Her  hefl  was  foon  perform'd  :  and  now  they  lay 
Embracing  on  the  furface  of  the  fea, 
Void  of  all  fenfe  ;  a  fpe<9acle  fo  fad 
That  Thetis,  nor  no  nymph  which  there  (he  had, 
Touch'd  with  their  woes,  could  for  a  while  refrain 
But  from  their  heavenly  eyes  did  fadly  rain 
Such  fliowers  of  tears  (fo  powerful  iince  divine) 
That  ever  fince  the  fea  doth  tafle  of  brine. 
With  tears,  thus,  to  make  good  her  firll  intent 
She  both  the  lovers  to  her  chariot  hent : 
Recalling  life  that  had  not  clearly  tane 
Full  leave  of  his  or  her  more  curious  fane, 
And  with  her  praife  fung  by  thefe  thankful  pair, 
Steer'd  oh  her  courfes  (fwift  as  fleeting  air) 
I'owards'her  palacs  built  beneath  the  feas : 
Proud  of  her  journey,  but  more  proud  of  thefe. 

By  that  time  night  had  newly  fpread  her  robe 
Over  our  half  part  of  this  maffy  globe, 
S!ie  won  that  famous  ifle  which  Jove  did  pleafe 
To  honour  with  the  holy  Druides. 
And  as  the  weftern  fide  fhe  (Iript  along, 
Heard  (and  fo  llay'd  to  hear)  this  heavy  fong. 

O  HEAVEN  '.  vsrhat  may  I  hope  for  in  this  cave  J 

A  grave. 
But  who  to  me  this  laft  of  helps  fhall  reach  ? 

A  wretch. 
Shall  none  be  by  pitying  fo  fad  a  wight  * 

Yes:  Night. 
Small  comfort  can  befal  in  heavy  plight 
To  me  poor  maid,  in  whofe  dillreffes  bs 
Nor  hope,  nor  help,  nor  one  to  pity  me," 
But  a  cold  jjrave,  a  wretch,  and  darkfcme  night. 
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To  dig  that  grave  what  fatal  thing  appears  ? 

rhy  tears. 
What  bell  (hall  ring  me  to  tjiat  bed  of  eafe  ? 

Rough  feas. 
And  who  for  mourners  hath  my  fate  aiTign'd  ? 

Each  wind. 
Can  any  be  debarr'd  from  fuch  I  find  ? 
When  to  my  laft  rites  Gods  no  other  fend 
To  make  my  grave,  for  knell,  or  mourning,  friend. 
Then  mine  own  tears,  rough  feai,  and  gufts  of 
wind. 

Tears  muft  my  grave  dig :    but  who  bringeth 

thofe  ?  Thy  woes 

What  monument  will  heaven  my  body  fpare  ? 

The  air. 
And  what  the  epitaph  when  I  am  gone  ? 

Oblivion. 
Moft  rniferable  I,  and  like  me  none 
Both  dying,  and  in  death,  to  whom  i"!  lent 
Nor  fpade,  nor  epitaph,  nor  monument, 
Excepting  woes,  air,  and  oblivion. 


The  end  of  this  gave  life  unto  a  groan 
As  if  her  life  and  it  had  been  but  one  ; 
Yet  (he  as  carelefs  of  referving  either, 
If  poflible  would  leave  them  both  together. 
It  was  the  fair  Marina,  almoft  fpent 
With  grief  and  fear  of  future  famifliment. 
For  (haplefs  chance)  but  the  laft  rofy  moro 
The  willing  redbreaft  flying  through  a  thofn^ 
Againft  a  prickle  gor'd  his  tender  fide. 
And  in  an  inftant,  fo,  poor  creature  dy'd- 

Thetis  much  mov'd  with  thofe  fad  notes  t^e 
heard, 
Her  freeing  thence  to  Triton  foon  referr'd ; 
Who  found  the  cave  as  foon  as  fet  on  (bore. 
And  by  his  ftrength  removing  from  the  door 
A  weighty  ftope,  brought  forth  the  fearful  maid. 
Which  kindly  led  where  his  fair  miftrefs  ftay'dj 
Was  cntertain'd  as  well  became  her  fort, 
And  with  the  reft  fleer'd  on  to  Thetis'  court. 
For  whofe  releafe  from  imminent  decay, 
My  aiufe  a  while  will  here  keep  holiday, 
y  iii] 
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TO  THE  TRULY  VIRTUOUS,  AND  WORTHY  OF  ALL  HONOUR, 

THE  RIGHT   HONOURABLE, 

EDWARD,  LORD  ZOUCH,  SAINT  MAURE  AND 
CANTELUPE, 

u^nd  one  of  his  Majejiy^s  moji  Honourable  Privy  CounciL 


Be  pleas'd(greatlord)wheniinderneaththe  Giadcs 
Of  your  delightful  Bramfhill  (where  the Tpricg 
Her  flowers  for  gentle  blafts  with  zephyr  trades) 
Once  more  to  hear  a  filly  (hepherd  fing. 
Your's  be  the  pleafure,  mide  the  fonnetting ; 
.^v*n  that  hath  his  delight ;  nor  fhall  I  need 
To  feek  applaufe  amongft  the  common  flore, 
It  is  enough  if  this  mine  oaten  reed 
Pleafe  but  the  ear  it  Ihould ;  I  aflc  no  more, 
Kor  ihall  thofe  rural  notes  which  heretofore 


Your  true  attention  grac'd  and  wing'd  for  fame 

Imperfedlly  :  Oblivion  ftiall  not  gain 

Ought  on  your  worth,  but  fung  fliall  be  your  name 

So  long  as  England  yields  or  fong,  or  fwain. 
Free  are  my  lines,  though  dreft  in  lowly  fiatc, 
And  fcorn  to  flatter,  but  the  men  I  hate, 

Your  Honour's, 

'William  Browne. 
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ECLOGUE    I. 


'The  Argutjient, 

Roget  and  Willy  both  ymet. 

Upon  a  greeny  Ley  ; 
With  roundelays  and  tales  are  {tt 

To  fpend  the  length  of  day. 


WILLIE  AND  ROGET. 


H.OGET,  droop  not,  fee  thefpring 
Is  the  earth  enamelling, 
And  the  birds  on  every  tree 
Greet  this  morn  with  melody : 
Hark,  how  yonder  thruftle  chants  3t, 
And  her  mate  as  proudly  vaunts  it ; 
See  how  every  ftream  is  dreft 
By  her  margin,  with  the  beft 
Of  Flora's  gifts,  flie  feems  glad 
For  fuch  brooks  fuch  flowers  flie  had  s 
All  the  trees  arc  quaintly  tired 
With  green  buds,  of  all  defired  { 
And  the  hawthorn  every  day, 
Spreads  fomc  little  fhew  of  May  : 
See  the  primrofe  fweetly  fet 
By  the  much  lov'd  violet, 
All  the  banks  do  fweetly  cover, 
As  they  would  invite  a  lover 
With  his  lafs,  to  fee  their  dreffing, 
And  to  grace  them  by  their  prefling. 
Yet  in  all  this  merry  tide 
When  all  cares  are  laid  afide, 
Roget  fits  as  if  his  blood 
Had  not  felt  the  quick'ning  good 
Of  the  fun,  nor  cares  to  play, 
Or  with  fongs  to  pafs  the  day 
Ashe  wont.  Fie,  Roget, fie, 
Raife  thy  head,  and  merrily 


Tune  us  fomewhat  to  thy  reed ; 
See  our  flocks  do  freely  feed  : 
Here  we  may  together  fit, 
And  for  mufick  very  fit 
Is  this  place ;  from  yonder  wood 
Comes  an  echo  flirill  and  good; 
Twice  full  perfedly  it  will 
Anfwer  to  thine  oaten  quill. 
Roget,  drop  not  then,  but  fing 
Some  kind  welcome  to  the  fpxing. 

ROCET. 

Ah  Willie,  Willie,  why  fliould  I, 
Sound  my  notes  of  jollity  ? 
Since  no  fooner  can  I  play 
Any  pleaCng  roundelay. 
But  fome  one  or  other  flill 
'Gins  to  defcant  on  my  quill ; 
And  will  fay,  by  this,  he  mc 
Meaneth  in  his  mintiralfy. 
If  I  chance  to  name  an  afs 
In  my  fong,  it  ccmes  to  pafs. 
One  or  other  fure  will  take  it 
As  his  proper  name,  and  make  it 
Fit  to  tell  his  nature  too. 
Thus  whate'er  I  chance  to  do 
Happens  to  my  lofs,  and  brings 
To  my  name  the  vcnom'd  ftings 
Of  ill  report  :  How  fhould  I 
Sound  then  notes  of  jollity  I 


^#§ 
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WILLIE. 

'Tis  truf,  indeed,  we  fay  all 
Rub  a  gall'd  horfe  on  the  gall, 
Kick  he  will,  ftorni,  and  bite  : 
But  the  horfe  of  founder  plight 
Gently  feels  his  mafter's  hand. 
In  the  water  thruft  a  brand 
Kindled  in  the  fire,  'twill  hifs; 
When  a  (lick  that  taken  is 
From  the  hedge,  in  water  thruft, 
Never  rokes  as  would  the  firft. 
But  endures  the  water's  totich. 
Roget,  fo  it  fares  with  fuch 
Whofe  owne  guilt  hath  them  enflam'd, 
Rage  whene'er  their  vice  is  blam'd. 
But  who  in  himfelf  is  free 
From  all  fpots,  as  lilies  be, 
Never  flirs,  do  what  thou  cap. 
If  thou  flander  fuch  a  man 
Yet  he's  quiet,  for  he  knows 
With  him  no  fuch  vices  clofe. 
Only  he  that  is  indeed 
Spotted  with  the  leprous  feed 
Of  corrupted  thoughts,  and  hath 
An  ulcerous  foul  in  the  path 
Of  reproof,  he  flraight  will  brawl, 
If  you  rub  him  on  the  gall. 
But  in  vain  then  iliall  1  keep 
Thefe  my  harmlefs  flock  of  ftieep. 
And  though  all  the  day  I  tend  them, 
And  from  wolves  and  foxes  (hend  them. 
Wicked  fwains  that  bear  me  fpite. 
In  the  gloomy  vail  of  night, 
Of  my  fold  will  draw  the  pegs, 
Or  elfe  break  my  lambkins  legs  : 
.Or  unhang  my  weather's  bell, 
Or  bring  briars  from  the  dell. 
And  them  in  my  fold  by  pieces 
Caft,  to  tangle  all  their  fleeces. 
Well-a-day !  fuch  churlifh  fwains 
Now  and  then  lurk  on  our  plains'; 
That  I  fear,  a  time,  ere  long, 
Shall  not  hear  a  fliepherd's  fong. 
Nor  a  fwain  {hall  take  in  talk 
Any  Tjvrong,  nor  once  unniafk 
Such  as  do  with  vices  rife 
Soil  the  fhepherd's  happy  life  : 
Except  he  means  his  (heep  fhall  be 
A  prey  to  all  their  injury. 
This  caufeth  me  I  do  no  more 
Chant  fo  as  I  wont  of  yore  ? 
Since  in  vain  then  fhould  I  keep 
Thefe  my  barmlefs  flock  of  flieep, 

WILLIE. 

Yet  if  fuch  thou  wile  not  fing. 
Make  the  woods  and  vallies  ring 
With  fome  other  kind  of  lore, 
Roget  hath  enough  in  ftore. 
Sing  of  love,  or  tell  fome  tale, 
Praife  the  flowers,  the  hills,  the  vale ; 
Let  us  not  here  idle  be, 
Next  day  I  will  fing  to  thee. 
Hark  on  knap  of  yonder  hill 
iiome  fweet  fliepherd  tunes  his  quIlJ, 
And  the  maidens  iij  a  round 
Sit  (to  hear  him)  on  the  ground. 


And  if  thou  begin,  (hall  we 
Grac'd  be  with  like  company. 
And  to  gird  thy  temples  bring 
Garlands  for  fuch  fingering. 

Then  raife  thee  Rogct^ 

BO.GET. 

Gentle  fwain. 
Whom  I  honour  for  thy  (train. 
Though  it  would  befeem  me  more 
To  attend  thee  and  thy  lore  : 
Yet  left  thou  might'ft  find  in  me 
A  neglecS  of  courtefy, 
I  will  fing  what  I  did  leer 
I^ong  ago  in  Janiveer 
Of  a  Ikilful  aged  fire, 
As  we  tofted  by  the  fire. 

WILLIE. 

Sing  it  ojit,  it  needs  muft  be 
Very  good  what  comes  from  thee. 

ROGET. 

Whilome,  an  emperor,  prudent  and  wife, 
Reigned  in  Rome,  and  had  fons  three. 
Which  he  had  in  great  cheertee  and  great  prize,- 
And  when  it  (hop  fo,  that  th'  infirmity 
Of  death,  which  no  wight  may  efchew  or  flep, 
Him  threw  down  in  his  bed,  he  let  to  call 
1^13  fons,  and  before  him  they  came  all. 

And  to  the  firft  he  faid  in  this  maneere, 
All  th'  heritage  which  at  the  dying 
Of  my  father,  he  me  left,  all  in  feere 
Leave  I  thee  :  And  all  that  of  my  buying 
Was  with  my  penny,  all  my  purchafing, 
My  fecond  fon  bequeath  I  to  thee : 
And  to  the  third  ion  thus  faid  he  : 

Unmoveable  good,  right  none  withouten  oath 
Thee  give  I  may ;  but  I  to  thee  devife 
Jewels  three,  a  ring,  broach,  and  a  cloth : 
With  which,  and  thiu  be  guided  as  the  wife, 
Thou  may'ft  get  all  that  ought  thee  fuffice  ; 
Who  fo  that  the  ring  ufed  ftill  to  wear 
Of  all  folks  the  love  he  (hall  conquer. 

And  who  fo  the  broach  beareth  on  his  breaft, 
It  is  eke  of  fuch  virtue  and  fuch  kind. 
That  think  upon  what  thing  him  liketh  beft, 
And  he  as  b'live  (hall  it  have  and  find- 
My  words  fon  imprint  well  in  mind  : 
The  cloth  eke  hath  a  marvellous  nature. 
Which  that  (hall  be  committed  to  thy  cure. 

Who  fo  fit  on  it,  if  he  wi(h  where 

In  all  the  world  to  been,  he  fuddenly 

Without  more  labour  (hall  be  there. 

Son,  thofe  three  jewels  bequeath  I 

To  thee,  unto  this  effeifl  certainly. 
That  toftudy  of  the  univerfity 
Thou  go,  and  that  I  bid  and  charge  thee. 

When  he  had  thus  faid,  the  vexation 
Of  death  fo  haded  him,  that  his  fpirit 
Anon  forfook  his  habitation 
In  his  body,  death  would  no  refpitc 
Him  yeve  at  all,  he  was  of  his  life  qu^t. 
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And  burled  was  with  fuch  folemnity, 
As  fell  to  his  imperial  dignity. 

Of  the  youngeft  fon  I  tell  fhall, 
And  fpeak  no  more  of  his  brethren  two, 
per  with  them  have  I  not  to  do  at  all. 
Thus  fpake  the  mother  Jonathas  unto  : 
Sin  God  hath  his  will  of  thy  father  do  ; 
To  thy  lather's  will,  would  I  ne  conform, 
And  truly  all  his  teftaraent  perform. 

He  three  jewels,  as  thou  knowefl:  well, 

A  ring,  a  broach,  and  a  cloth,  thee  bequeath, 

Whofe  virtues  he  thee  told  every  deal, 

Or  that  he  paft  hence  and  yield  up  the  breath  : 

O  good  God,  his  departing,  his  death 

Full  grievoufly  fticketh  unto  mine  heart, 
Eiit  fuffered  mot  been  all  how  fore  it  fmart. 

In  that  cafe  women  have  fuch  heavinefs, 

That  it  not  lieth  in  my  cunning  aright ; 

You  tell  of  fo  great  forrow  the  excefs  : 

But  wife  women  can  take  it  liglit. 

And  in  fhort  while  put  unto  the  flight 

AU  forrow  and  woe,  and  catch  again  comfort, 
Now  to  liiy  tale  make  I  my  refort. 

Thy  father's  will,  my  fon,  as  1  faid  ere. 
Will  I  perform  ;  have  here  the  ring,  and  go 
To  fludy  apon,  and  when  that  thou  art  there. 
As  thy  father  thee  bade,  do  even  fo,  ' 

And  as  thou  wilt,  my  blefling  have  alfo  : 
She  unto  him,  as  fwith,  took  the  ring, 
And  bad  him  keep  it  well  for  any  thing. 

He  went  unto  the  ftudy  general 
"Where  he  gat  love  enough,  and  acquaintance 
Right  good  and  friendly  ;  the  ring  caufing  all. 
And  on  a  day  to  him  befell  this  chance, 
With  a  woman,  a  morfel  of  pleafance, 
By  the  flreets  of  the  univerfity, 
As  he  was  in  his  walking,  mtt'he. 

And  right  as  b'live  he  had  with  her  a  tale, 
And  therewithal  fore  in  her  love  he  brent; 
Gay,  freih,  and  piked,  was  fhe  to  the  fale. 
For  to  that  end,  and  to  that  intent 
She  thither  came,  and  both  forth  they  went : 
And  he  ^  piflol  rowncd  in  her  ear, 
Nat  wot  I  what,  for  1  ne  came  nat  there. 

She  was  his  paramour  fhortly  to  fee, 
This  man  to  folks  a]l  was  i"o  leef, 
That  they  him  gave  abundance  of  money. 
He  feafted  folk,  and  flood  at  high  boucheefe  : 
Of  the  lark  of  good,  he  felt  no  grief. 
All  whilfl  the  ring  he  with  him  had, 
But  failing  it,  his  friendlhip  'gan  fad. 

His  paramour  which  that  ycalled  was 
Pellicula,  marvelled  right  greatly 
Of  the  difpenfes  of  this  Jonathas, 
Sin  fhe  no  penny  at  all  with  him  figh. 
And  on  a  night  as  there  fhe  lay  him  by 
in  the  bed,  thus  fhe  to  him  fpake,  and  fold. 
And  this  petition  affoil  him  pray'd. 


O,  reverend  fir,  unto  whom  quoth  fiie, 
Obey  I  would  ay  with  heart's  humblenefs, 
Since  that  ye  ban  had  my  virginity, 
YdU  I  befeech  of  your  high  gentlenefs, 
Tellefh  me  whence  com'th  the  good  and  richefs 
That  ye  with  fealling  folk,  and  han  no  florCi 
By  ought  I  fee  can,  ne  gold,  ne  treafure. 

If  I  tell  it,  quoth  he,peradventure 
Thou  wilt  difcover  it,  and  out  It  publiih. 
Such  is'wcman's  inconflant  nature, 
They  cannot  keep  counfel  worth  a  rifli  I 
Better  is  my  tongue  keep,  than  to  wifh 

That  I  had  kept  clofe  that  is  gone  at  large, 
And  repentcnee  is  a  thing  that  I  mote  charge. 

Nay,  good  fir,  quoth  fhe,  holdeth  me  net  fufpedl 
Doubteth  nothing,  I  can  be  right  fecree. 
Well  worthy  were  it  me  to  been  abjecSt 
From  all 'good  company,  if  I  quoth  fhe, 
Unto' you  (hould  fo  miflake  me. 

Be  not  adread  your  counfel  me  to  fhew. 

Weil,  faid  he,  thus  it  is  at  words  few. 

My  father  the  ring  which  that  thou  may'Il  fe 
On  my  finger,  me  at  his  dying  day 
Bequeath'd,  which  this  virtue  and  property 
Hath,  that  the  love  of  men  he  Ihall  have  ay 
That  weareth  it,  and  there  fhall  be  no  nay 
Of  what  thing  that  him  liketh,  alk,  and  crave 
But  with  good  will,  he  fhall  as  b'live  it  have. 

Through  the  ring's  virtuous  excellence 
Thus  am  I  rich,  and  have  ever  ynow. 
Now  fir,  yet  a  word  by  your  licence 
Suff 'reth  nie  to  fay,  and  to  fpeak  now  : 
Is  it  wifdom,  as  that  it  feemethyou, 

Wear  it  on  your  finger  continually  ? 

What  would'fl  thou  mean,  quoth  he,  thereby  i 

What  peril  thereof  might  there  befall  ? 

Right  great,  quoth  (he  as  ye  in  company 

Walk  6ften,  fro'  your  finger  might  it  fall. 

Or  plucked  off  been  in  a  ragery. 

And  fo  be  loft,  and  that  were  folly  : 
Take  it  me,  let  me  been  of  it  warden, 
For  as  my  life  keep  it  would  I  certain. 

This  Jonathas,  this  innocent  young  man, 

Giving  unto  her  words  full  credence. 

As  youth  not  avifed  beft  be  can  : 

The  ring  her  took  of  his  infipience. 

When  this  was  done,  the  heat  and  the  fervenca 
Of  love,  which  he  beforn  had  purchafed. 
Was  quench'd,  and  love's  knot  was  unlaced. 

Men  of  their  gifts  to  flint  began. 

Ah  !  thought  he,  for  the  ring  I  not  ne  bear, 

Faileth  my  love  :  fetch  me  woman 

(Said  he)  my  ring,  anon  I  will  it  wear. 

She  rofe,  and  into  chamber  dreffeth  her ; 
And  when  ihe  therein  had  been  a  while, 
Alas  !  (quoth  Ihe)  out  on  falfehood  and  guile. 

The  cheft  is  broken,  and  the  ring  took  out : 
Aqd  when  he  heard  her  complaint  aiid  cry, 
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He  was  aftonlflicd  fore,  ar.d  made  a  fhout, 
And  faid, '  curfcd  be  the  day  that  I 
Thee  met  firft,  or  with  mine  een  fee.' 

She  wept,  and  fhewed  outward  cheer  of  wo, 

But  in  her  heart  was  it  nothing  fo. 

The  ring  wai  fafe  enough,  and  in  her  cheft 
It  was,  all  that  fhe  faid  was  leafing. 
As  fome  woman  other  while  at  beft 
Can  lie  and  weep  when  is  her  liking. 
This  man  faw  her  woe,  and  faid,  dearling 

Weep  no  more,  God's  help  is  nigh. 

To  Jiim  unwift  how  falfe  (he  was  and  fly. 

He  twined  thence,  and  home  to  his  country 
TJnto  his  mother  the  ftraight  way  he  went. 
And  when  Ihe  faw  thither  coming  was  he  ; 
My  fon,  quoth  flie,what  was  thine  intent. 
Thee  from  the  fchool  now  to  abfent  ? 

What  caufed  thee  from  fchool  hither  to  hie  ? 

Mother,  riglit  this,  faid  he,  nat  would  I  lie. 

Forfooth  mother,  my  ring  is  a  go. 

My  paramour  to  keep  1  betook  it. 

And  it  is  loft,  for  which  I  am  full  woe, 

Sorrow  fully  unto  mine  heart  it  fit. 

Son,  often  have  1  warned  thee,  and  yec 
For  thy  profit  1  warn  thee  my  fon, 
Unhoneii  women  thou  hereafter  ihun. 

Thy  broach  anon  right  well  I  to  thee  fet : 
She  brought  it  him,  and  charged  him  full  deep 
When  he  it  took,  and  on  his  breaft  it  fet, 
But  than  his  ring  he  Ihould  it  keep. 
Left  he  the  lofs  bewail  fiiould  and  weep. 
To  the  univerfity  Ihortly  to  feyne 
In  what  he  could,  he  hailed  him  again. 

And  when  he  coming  was,  his  paramour, 
Him  met  anon,  and  unto  her  him  took 
As  that  he  did  erft,  this  young  revelour, 
Her  company  he  nat  a  deal  forfook. 
Though  he  caufe  had,  but  as  with  the  hook 
Of  her  flight,  he  beforn  was  caught  and  hent. 
Right  fo  he  was  deceived  oft  and  blent. 

And  as  through  virtue  of  the  ring  before 
Of  good  he  had  abundance  and  plenty 
While  it  was  with  him,  or  he  had  it  lore  : 
Right  fo  through  virpe  of  the  broach  had  he 
What  good  him  lift;  flie  thought,  how  may  this  be, 

ijome  privy  thing  now  caufeih  this  richels. 

As  did  the  ring  here  before  I  guefs. 

Wondering  hereon,  flic  prayed  him,  and  befought 
Bufily  night  and  day,  that  tell  he  would 
The  caufe  of  this ;  but  he  another  thought. 
He  meant  it  clofe  for  him  it  kept  he  fliould, 
And  a  long  time  it  was  or  he  it  told. 

She  wept  aye  too  and  too,  and  faid,  alas  ! 

The  time  and  hour  that  ever  I  born  was ! 

Truft  ye  not  on  me,  fir  ?  flie  faid, 
Lever  me  were  be  flain  in  this  place, 
By  tbat  good  Lord  that  for  us  ail  died, 


Then  purpofe  again  you  any  fallace  j 

Unto  you  woyld  I  be  my  live's  Ipace 
As  true,  as  any  woman  on  earth  is 
Unto  a  man,  doubteth  nothing  of  this. 

Small  may  flie  do,  that  cannot  well  by  heat, 
I  hough  not  performed  be  fuch  a  promife. 
This  Jonathas  thought  her  words  fo  fweet. 
That  he  was  drunk  of  the  pleafant  fwcetnefs 
Of  them,  and  of  his  fooliih  tcndernefs. 
Tlius  unto  her  he  fp;.ke,  and  faid  tho' 
Be  of  good  comfort,  why  wecpeft  thou  fo  ? 

And  flie  thereto  anfwercd  thus,  fobbing ; 
Sir,  quoth  flie,  my  heavinefs  and  dread 
Is  this  r   I  am  a  dread  of  the  leefing 
Of  your  broach,  as  Almighty  God  forbid 
It  happen  fo  ;    Now  what,  fo  God  thee  fpeed, 
Said  he,  wouldft  thou  in  this  cafe  coumei  i 
Qiioth  Ihe,  tlm  I  keep  it  might  fans  fail. 

He  faid,  I  have  a  fear  and  dread  algate. 
If  I  fo  did  thou  wouldft  it  leafe, 
As  thou  lofteft  my  ring,  now  gone  but  late  : 
Firft  God  pray  1,  quoth  fhe,  that  I  not  cheefe. 
But  that  my  heart  as  the  cold  froft  may  freeze. 
Or  elfe  be  it  brent  with  wild  fire  : 
Nay,  furely  it  to  keep  is  my  defire. 

To  her  words  credence  he  gave  pleneere, 
And  the  broach  todk  her,  and  after  anon 
Whereas  he  was  beforn  full  leefe  and  cheat 
To  folke,and  had  good,  all  was  gone  ; 
Good  and  friendfliip  him  lacked,  there  was  none. 
Woman,  me  fetch  the  brooch,  quoth  he,fwythe 
Into  thy  chamber  for  it  go  :  hye  thee. 

She  into  chamber  went,  as  then  he  bad. 
But  fhe  not  brought  that  he  lent  her  fore, 
She  meant  it  not,  but  as  fhe  had  been  mad 
Her  clothes  hath  flie  all  to  rent  and  tore, 
And  cry'd  alas  !  the  brooch  away  is  bore. 
For  which  I  wolc  anon  right  with  my  knife 
My  fclfe  flay,  I  am  weary  of  my  life. 

This  nnife  he  heard,  and  b'live  he  to  her  ran, 
Weening  flie  would  han  done  as  fhefpakc, 
And  the  knife  in  all  hafte  that  he  can 
From  her  took,  and  threw  it  behind  his  back. 
And  faid,  ne  for  the  lofs,  ne  for  the  lack 
Of  the  broach,  lorrow  not,  I  forgive  all, 
I  truft  in  God,  that  yet  us  help  nc  ftiall. 

To  th'  emprefs  his  mother  this  young  man 
Again  him  drefreth,he  went  her  unto  ; 
And  when  fhe  faw  him,  ihe  to  wonder  gan, 
She  thought  now  fomewhat  there  is  mifdo. 
And  faid,  I  dread  thy  jewels  two 

Been  loft  now,   percafe  the  brooch  with  th^ 

ring- 
Alothcr,  he  faid,  yea,  by  heaven  king. 

Sonne,  thou  worft  well  no  jewel  is  left 
Unto  thee  now,  but  the  cloth  precious 
Which  1  thee  take  fliall,  thee  chatting  eft 


THE    SHEPHERD'S    PIPE: 


34i 


Tlie  company  of  women  riotous  *  •  ' 

Thou  flee,  left  it  be  f o  thee  fo  grievous 
That  thou  it  nat  fuftarn  ftialt  ne  bear, 
Such  company  on  my  blefling  forbear. 

The  cloth  flie  felt,  and  it  hath  him  take. 
And  of  his  lady  his  mother,  his  leave 
He  took,  but  firft  this  forward  gan  he  make  : 
Mother,  faid  he,  trufteth  this  weal  and  leeve 
That  I  fhallfeyn,  forfooth  ye  fliall  it  preeve. 
If  I  leefe  this  cloth,  never  I  your  face 
Henceforth  fee  wole,  ne  you  pray  of  grace. 

With  God's  help  I  fliall  do  well  ynow, 
Her  blefling  he  took,  and  to  iludy  is  go, 
And  as  beforne  told  have  I  unto  you, 
His  paramour  his  privy  mortal  foe 
Was  wont  to  meet  him,  right  even  fo 

She  did  then,  and  made  him  pleafant  cheer : 
'    They  clip  and  kifs  and  walk  homeward  in  feere. 

When  they  were  entred  in  the  houfe,  he  fprad 
'I'his  cloth  upon  the  ground,  and  thereon  fit 
And  bade  his\paramour,  this  woman  bad; 
To  fit  alfo  by  him  adown  on  it. 
She  doth  as  he  commandeth  and  bit, 

Had  flie  this  thought  and  virtue  of  the  cloth 
Wift,  to  han  fet  on  it,  had  Ihe  been  loth. 

She  for  ahwile  was  full  fore  afTe'fed. 
This  Jonathas  wifli  in  his  heart  gan  : 
Would  God  that  1  might  thus  been  eafed. 
That  as  on  this  cloth  1  and  this  woman 
Sit  here,  as  farre  were,  as  that  never  man. 
Or  this  came,  and  unneth  had  he  fo  thought, 
Bui  they  with  the  cloth  thither  weren  brought. 

Right  to  the  world's  end,  as  that  it  were, 
When  apparceived  had  fhe  this,  ftie  cry'd 
A  though  file  through  girt  had  be  with  a  fpcar. 
Harro  :   alas  1   that  ever  fliope  this  tide  ! 
How  came  we  hither?   Nay,  he  faid,  abide, 
Worfe  is  coming;  here  fole  wole  I  thee  leave 
Wild  bcafts  ftiallen  thee  devoure  or  eav|. 

For  thou  my  ring  and  broach  haft  fro'  me  holden. 

6  reverend  fir  !  have  upon  me  pity. 

Quoth  flie,  if  ye  this  grace  do  me  wolden. 

As  bring  me  home  again  to  the  city 

Where  as  I  this  day  was,  but  if  that  ye 

Them  ha'^'e  again,  of  foid  death  do  me  dye  : 
Your  bounty  on  me  kythe,  1  mercy  cry. 

This  Jor,athas  could  nothing  beware, 
Ne  take  enfample  of  the  deceitcs  tweine 
That  file  did  him  beforne,  but  feith  him  bare, 
And  her  he  commanded  on  death's  pain 
From  fuch  offences  thenceforth  her  reftrain  : 
She  fwore,  and  made  thereto  fore  ward. 
But  hearkneth  how  flie  bore  her  afterward. 

When  fhe  faw  and  knew  that  the  wrath  and  ire 
That  he  to  her  had  borne,  was  gone  and  paft, 
And  all  T/^is  wdl  j  fhe  thought  him  eft  to  fire. 


In  her  malice  aye-  flood  flie  ftedfaft, 
And  to  enquire  of  him  was  not  aghaft, 
In  fo  ftiort  time  how  that  it  might  be 
That  they  came  thither  out  of  her  country. 

Such  virtue  hath  this  cloth  on  which  we  fit. 
Said  he,  that  where  in  this  world  us  be  lift. 
Suddenly  with  the  thought  ftiallen  thither  flit. 
And  how  thither  come  unto  us  unwift  : 
As  thing  from  far,  unknown  in  the  niift. 
And  therewith,  to  this  woman  fraudulent. 
To  flecp,  be  faid,  have  I  good  talent. 

Let  fee,  quoth  he,  ftretch  out  anon  thy  lap. 
In  which  wole  I  my  head  lay  down  and  reft. 
So  was  it  dope,  and  ne  arion  gan  nap  : 
Nay  ?  nay.  He  fitpt  right  well,  at  beft  : 
What  doth  this  woman,  on«  the  ficklefl; 
Of  women  all,  but  that  cloth  that  lay 
Under  him,  fhc  drew  lyte  and  lyte  away. 

Whan  flie  it  had  all :  would  God,  quoth  file, 

I  were  as  I  was  this  day  morning ! 

And  therewith  this  root  of  iniquity 

Had  her  wifli,  and  fole  left  him  there  fleeping, 

O  Jonathas  1  like  to  thy  perifliihg 

Art  thou,  thy  paramour  made  hath  thy  herd. 
Whan  thou  wakeft,  caufe  hail  thou  to  be  ferd. 

But  thou  fhalt  do  full  well,  thon  flialt  obtain 
Vidlory  on  her,  thon  has  done  fome  deed 
Pleafant  to  thy  mother,  well  can  I  weene, 
For  which  our  Lord  quite  fliall  thy  meed, 
And  thee  deliver  out  of  thy  woful  dread. 
The  child  whom  that  the  mother  ufeth  hll&, 
Full  often  fythe  is  eafed  in  diftrefs. 

Whan  he  awoke,  and  neither  he  ne  fond 
Woman,  ne  cloth,  he  wept  bitterly, 
And  faid,  alas !  now  is  there  in  no  lend 
Man  worfe  I  know  begon  then  am  I ; 
On  every  fide  his  look  he  caft,  and  fy 
Nothing  but  birds  in  the  air  flying. 
And  wild  beafls  about  him  running. 

Of  whofe  fight  he  full  fore  was  agryfed, 
He  thought  all  this  well  deferved  I  have, 
What  ailed  me  to  be  fo  evil  avifed, 
That  my  counfel  could  I  not  keep  and  fave  ? 
Who  can  fool  play  ?  who  can  mad  and  rave  ? 
But  he  that  to  a  woman  his  fccree 
Difcovereth,  the  fmart  clsaveth  now  on  mc. 

He  thus  deparCeth  as  God  would  harmlefs, 
And  forth  of  a  yenture  his  way  he  is  went. 
But  witherward  he  draw,  he  conceitlefs 
Was,  he  not  knew  to  v/hat  place  he  v.'as  bent. 
He  paft  a  water  which  was  fo  fervent 
I'hat  fielli  upon  his  feet  left  it  him  none, 
All  clean  was  departed  from  the  bone. 

It  {hope  fo  that  he  had  a  little  glafs 
Which  with  that  water  anon  filled  he  : 
And  when  he  further  in  his  way  gone  W.^Sj 
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Before  him  he  beheld  and  faw  a  tree 
That  fair  fruit  bore,  and  in  great  plenty  : 

He  eat  thereof,  the  tafte  him  liked  well, 

But  he  there-through  become  a  foul  mcfel. 


For  which  unto  the  prourd  for  forrow  and  wo 
He  fell,  and  faid,  curfed  be  that  day 
That  I  was  born,  and  time  and  hour  alfo 
That  my  mother  conceived  me,  for  ay 
Now  am  I  loft ;  alas,  and  well  away  ! 

And  when  fome  deel  flaked  his  heavinefs, 
He  rofe,  and  on  his  way  he  gan  him  drefs. 

Another  water  before  him  he  fye, 
Which  (fore)  to  comen  in  he  was  adrad  : 
But  nathelcfs,  fince  thereby,  other  way 
Me  about  it  there  could  none  be  had, 
He  thought  fo  ftraitly  am  I  beftad. 
That  though  it  fore  me  affefe  or  gafl, 
Affoile  it  wole  I,  and  through  it  he  paft. 

And  right  as  the  Crfl  water  hi^  flefli 
Departed  from  his  feet,  fo  the  fecend 
Reftored  it>  and  made  all  whole  and  frefh  : 
And  glad  was  he,  and  joyful  that  ftownd, 
"When  he  felt  his  feet  whole  were  and  found  : 
A  viol  of  the  water  of  that  brook 
He  fiU'd,  and  fruit  of  the  tree  with  him  took. 

Forth  his  journey  this  Jonathas  held^ 

And  as  he  his  look  about  him  caft, 

Another  tree  from  afar  he  beheld, 

To  which  he  hailed,  and  him  hied  fafl ; 

Hungry  he  was,  and  of  the  fruit  he  thruft 
Into  his  mouth,  and  eat  of  it  fadly, 
And  of  the  lepry  he  purged  was  thereby. 

Of  that  fruit  more  he  raught,  and  thence  is  gone, 
And  a  fair  caftle  from  afar  faw  he. 
In  compafs  of  which,  heads  many  one 
Of  men  there  hung,  as  he  might  well  fee, 
But  not  for  that  he  fhun  would,  or  flee, 

He  thither  him  dreCfeth  the  ftreight  way 

In  that  ever  that  he  can  or  may. 

Wdking  fo,  two  men  came  him  againfe, 
And  faiden  thus  :  dear  friend,  we  you  pray 
\Vh.it  man  be  ye  ?  firs,  quoth  he,  certain 
A  leech  I  am ;  and  though  myfelf  it  fay, 
Can  for  the  health  of  fick  folkes  well  purvey. 
They  faid  to  him,  of  yonder  caftle  the  king 
A  leper  is,  and  can  whole  be  for  nothing. 

With  him  there  hath  been  many  a  fundry  leech, 

That  undertoek  him  well  to  cure  and  heal 

On  pain  of  their  heads,  but  all  to  feech 

Their  art  was,  ware  that  thou  not  with  him 

deal, 
But  if  thou  canft  the  charter  of  health  enfeal : 
Left  that  thou  lefe  thy  head,  as.  didden  they, 
But  thou  be  wife  thou  tind  it  (hall  no  play. 

Sirs,  faid  he,  you  thank  I  of  your  reed, 
For  gently  ye  han  you  to  me  tjuit  : 


But  I  not  dread  to  loofe  mine  head, 
By  God's  help  full  fafe  keep  f  will  it, 
God  of  his  grace  fuch  cunning  and  wit 
Hath  lent  mfr,  that  I  hope  I  Ihall  him  curei 
Full  well  dare  I  me  put  in  aventure. 


They  to  the  king's  prefence  ban  him  lad. 
And  him  of  the  fruit  of  the  fecond  tree 
He  gave  to  eat,  and  bad  him  to  be  glad. 
And  faid,  anon  your  health  ban  Iball  ye  : 
Eke  of  the  fecond  water  him  gave  he 

To  drink,  and  when  he  thofe  two  had  received 
His  iepry  from  him  voided  was  and  weived. 

The  king  (as  unto  his  high  dignity 

Convenient  was)  gave  him  largely, 

And  to  him  faid,  If  that  it  like  thee 

Abiden  here,  I  more  abundantly 

Thee  give  wole.     My  lord  (jckerly. 

Quoth  he,  fain  would  I  your  pleafurc  fulfil, 
And  in  your  high  prefence  abide  ftill. 

But  I  no  while  may  with  you  abide, 

So  raochil  have  I  to  done  elfewhere. 

Jonathas  every  day  to  the  fea  tide 

Which  was  nigh,  went  to  look  and  inquire 

If  any  fliip  drawing  thither  were. 

Which  him  home  to  his  country  lead  might, 
And  on  a  day  of  (hips  had  he  fight. 

Well  a  thirty  toward  tlie  caftle  draw, 
And  at  a  time  of  evenfong,  they  all 
Arriveden,  of  tvhich  he  was  full  faw, 
And  to  the  Ihipmen  cry  he  gan  and  call ; 
And  faid,  if  it  fo  hap  might  and  fall. 

That  fome  of  you  me  horns  to  my  country 
Me  bring  would,  well  quit  fhould  he  be. 

And  told  them  whither  that  they  flioulden  go. 

One  of  the  fhipmen  forth  ftart  at  laft. 

And  to  him  faid,  my  fhip  and  no  moe 

Of  them  that  here  been,  doth  fliope  and  caft 

Thither  to  wend;    let  fee,  tell  on  faft. 

Quoth  the  ftiipman,  that  thou  for  my  travel 
Me  give  wilt,  if  that  I  thither  fail- 

They  were  accorded,  Jonathas  forth  goeth 

Unto  the  king  to  alk  him  licence 

To  twine  thence,  to  which  the  king  was  lotI\^ 

And  nathlefs  vvith  his  benevolence, 

This  Jonathas  from  his  magnificence 
Departed  is,  and  forth  to  the  (hipman 
His  way  he  taketh,  as  fwytli  as  he  can. 

Into  the  fliip  he  entreth,  andasb'Hve 
As  wind  and  wether  good  hope  to  be, 
Thither  as  he  purpoied  him  arrive 
They  failed  forth,  and  came  to  the  city 
In  which  this  fcrpentine  woman  was,  (he 
That  had  him  terned  with  falfe  deceites. 
But  where  no  remedy  followeth,  ftreit  is, 

Turnes  been  quit,  all  be  they  good  or  bad 
Sometime,  though  they  put  been  in  delay. 
But  to  my  purpofe,  flie  deemed  he  had 
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Been  devoured  withbeafts  many  a  day 
Gone,  Ihe  thought  he  delivered  was  for  ay. 
Folk  of  the  city  knew  not  Jonathas, 
So  many  a  year  was  paft,  that  he  there  was  : 

Mifliking  and  thought  changed  eke  in  his  face, 

Abouten  he  go'th,  and  for  his  dwelling 

In  the  city,  he  hired  him  a  place, 

And  therein  exercifed  his  cunning 

Of  phyfic,  to  whom  wercn  repairing 

Many  a  fick  wight,  and  all  were  healed  : 
Well  was  the  fick  man  that  with  hinj  dealed. 

Now  fiinp  it  thus  that  this  Pellicula, 

(The  well  of  deceivable  doublenefs. 

Follower  of  the  fteps  of  Dallida) 

Was  then  exalted  unto  high  richefs, 

But  ihe  was  fallen  into  great  ficknefs 

And  heard  feine,  for  not  might  it  been  hid 
How  mafterful  a  leech  he  had  him  kid. 

Meffages  folemn  to  him  fhe  fent, 
Praying  him  to  do  fo  mochil  labour 
As  come  and  fee  her  ;  and  he  thither  went  : 
When  he  her  faw,  that  (he  his  paramour 
Had  been,  he  well  knew,  and  for  that  debtor 
To  her  he  was,  her  he  thought  to  quit 
Or  he  went,  and  no  longer  it  refpite. 

But  what  that  he  was,  (he  ne  wift  nat. 
He  faw  her  urine,  and  exe  fell  her  pons. 
And  faid,  the  footh  is  this  plain  and  flat, 
A  ficknefs  han  ye  ftrange  and  marvellous, 
Which  to  avoid  is  wonder  dangerous : 
To  heal  you  there  is  no  way  but  one. 
Leech  in  this  world  other  can  find  none. 

Avifeth  you  whether  you  lift  it  take 

Or  not,  for  I  told  have  you  my  wit. 

Ah  !  fir,  faid  (he,  for  God's  fake, 

That  way  me  fliew,  and  I  iliall  follow  It 

Whatever  it  be ;  for  this  ficknefs  fit 

So  nigh  mine  heart,  that  I  wot  not  how, 
Me  to  demean  :  tell  on  I  pray  you. 

Lady  ye  muft  openly  you  confefs, 

And  if  againft  good  confcicnce  and  right, 

Any  good  han  ye  take  more  or  lefs, 
-JBeforn  this  hour,  of  any  manner  wight, 

Yield  it  anon ;  elfe  not  in  the  might 
Of  man  is  it,  to  give  a  medicine 
That  you  may  heal  of  your  ficknefs  and  pipe. 

If  any  fuch  thing  be,  tell  it  out  reed. 
And  ye  fhall  been  all  whole  I  you  beheet ; 
Elfe  mine  art  is  nought  withouten  dread. 
O  Lord  fhe  thought  health  is  a  thing  fulj  fweet, 
Therewith  defire  I  fovereignly  to  meet : 
Since  I  it  by  confeflion  may  recover, 
A  fool  am  1  but  I  my  guilt  difcover. 

How  falfely  to  the  fon  of  th'  emperor 
Jonathas,  had  fhe  done,  before  them  all 
As  ye  han  heard  above,  all  that  error 
By  knew  fhe,  0  Feilicula  thee  call, 


Well  may  I  fo,  for  of  the  bitter  gall 

Thou  takeft  the  beginning  of  thy  name, 
Thou  root  of  malice  and  mirrour  of  fliame. 

Then  faid  Jonathas,  where  are  thofe  three 
Jewels,  that  thee  fro'  the  clerk  withdrew  ? 
Sir  in  a  coffer,  at  my  bed's  feet,  ye 
Shall  find  them ;  open  it,  and  fo  pray  I  y6u. 
He  thought  not  to  make  it  qucint  and  tow" 
And  faid  nay,  and  ftrain  courtefy. 
But  with  right  good  will  thither  he  gan  hie. 

The  coffer  he  opened,  and  them'  there  fond, 
Who  was  a  glad  man  but  Jonathas  ?  who 
The  ring  upon  a  finger  of  his  hand 
He  put,  and  the  broach  on  his  breaft  alfo. 
The  cloth  eke  under  his  arm  held  he  tho' ; 

And  to  her  him  drefl'eth  to  done  his  cure. 

Cure  mortal,  way  to  her  fepulture. 

He  thought  rue  flie  fliould,  and  forethink 
That  (he  her  had  unto  him  milbore  : 
And  of  that  water  her  he  gave  to  drink. 
Which  that  his  fle(h  from  his  bones  before 
Had  twined,  where  through  he  was  almoft  lore 
Nad  he  relieved  been,  as  ye  above 
Han  heard,  and  this  he  did  eke  for  her  lore,- 

Of  the  fruit  of  the  tree  he  gave  her  ete. 
Which  that  him  made  imo  the  leper  ftert> 
And  as  b'live  in  her  womb  gan  they  fret 
And  gnaw  fo,  that  change  gan  her  hearty 
Now  heark'neth  how  it  her  made  fmart  i 
Her  womb  opened,  and  out  fell  each  entrall 
That  in  her  was,  thus  it  is  faid  fans  fail.      \ 

Thus  wretchedly  (lo!)  this  guileman  dy'd, 
And  Jonathas  with  jewels  three 
No  longer  there  thought  to  abide, 
But  home  to  the  emprefs  his  mother  hafteth  he. 
Whereas  in  joy,  and  in  profperity 
His  life  led  he  to  his  dying  day. 
And  fo  God  us  grant  that  we  do  may. 
Millie. 

By  my  hook  this  is  a  tale 

Would  befit  our  Whitfon-ale  : 

Better  cannot  be  J  wift, 

Defcant  on  it  he  that  lift. 

And  full  gladly  give  I  wold 

The  beft  coffet  in  my  fold, 

And  a  mazor  for  a  fee. 

If  this  fong  thou'lt  teachen  mc. 

'Tie  fo  quaint  and  fine  a  lay, 

That  upon  our  revel  day 

If  I  fung  it,  I  might  chance 

(For  my  pains)  be  took  to  dancjf 

With  our  lady  of  the  May. 

ftOGET. 

Roget  will  not  fay  thee  nay. 

If  thou  dcem'ft  it  worth  thy  pains. 

'Tis  a  fong  not  many  fwains 

Singen  can,  and  though  it  be 

Not  fo  deckt  with  nicety 

Of  fweet  words  full  neatly  choofed, 

As  are  nov/  by  flicpherds  ufcd  : 
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Yet  if  well  you  found  the  fenfe, 

And  the  moral's  excellence, 

You  Ihall  find  it  quit  the  while. 

And  excufe  the  homely  ftile. 

Well  I  wot,  the  man  that  firft 

Sung  this  lay,  did  quench  his  thirft, 

Deeply  as  did  ever  one 

In  the  mufes  HeUcon. 

Many  times  he  hath  been  fecn 

With  the  fairies  on  the  green, 

And  to  them  his  pipe  did  found, 

Whilft  they  danced  in  a  round. 

Meikle  folac«  would  they  make  him, 

And  at  midnight  often  wake  him, 

And  convey  him  from  his  room 

To  a  field  of  yellow  broom ; 

Or  into  the  meadows,  where 

Mints  perfume  the  gentle  air, 

And  where  Flora  fpends  her  treafure, 

There  they  would  begin  their  meafurc. 

If  it  chanc'd  night's  fable  fhrouds 

Muffled  Cynthia  up  in  clouds ; 

Safely  home,  they  then  would  fee  him. 

And  from  brakes  aud  quagmires  free  him. 

There  are  few  fuch  fwains  as  he 

Now  a-days  for  harmony, 

WILLIE, 

What  was  he  thou  praifeft  thus  ? 

ROGET. 

Scholar  unto  Tityrus, 
Tityrus  the  braveft  fwain 
Ever  lived  on  the  plain, 


Taught  him  how  to  feed  his  Iambs, 
How  to  cure  them,  and  their  dams: 
How  to  pitch  the  fold,  and  then, 
How  he  (hould  remove  again  : 
Taught  him  when  the  corn  was  ripe. 
How  to  make  an  oaten  pipe, 
How  to  join  them,  how  to  cut  them. 
When  to  open,  when  to  fhut  them, 
And  with  all  the  Ikill  he  had 
Did  in{lra(5t  this  willing  lad. 

WILLIE. 

Happy  furely  was  that  fwain, 

And  he  was  not  taught  in  vain  : 

Many  a  one  that  prouder  is, 

Han  not  fuch  a  fong  as  this : 

And  have  garlands  for  their  meed 

That  but  jar  as  Skelton's  reed. 

ROGET. 

'Tis  too  true  :  but  fee  the  fun 
Hath  his  journey  fully  run ; 
And  his  horfes  all  in  fweat, 
In  the  ocean  cool  their  heat  : 
Sever  we  our  fheep  and  fold  them. 
Twill  be  night  ere  we  have  told  them. 

Thomas  Occleeve,one  of  the  Privy  Seal,  compofea 
this  firft  tale,  and  was  never  till  now  imprinted. 
As  this  fhall  pleafe,  I  may  be  drawn  to  publifh 
the  reft  of  his  works,  being  all  perfeft'  in  my 
hands.     He  wrote  in  Chaacer's  time. 
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ECLOGUE    11. 


"The  Argument. 

Two  Shepherds  here  complain  the  wrong 

Done  by  a  fwinifti  iout, 
That  brings  his  hogs  their  fheep  among, 

And  fpoil  the  plain  throughout. 


WILLIE.    JOCKIE. 


WILLIE. 

JocKiE,  fay:  What  might  he  be 

That  fits  on  yonder  hill  : 
And  tooteth  out  his  notes  of  glee 

So  uncouth  and  fo  (brill  ? 

JOCKIE. 

Notes  of  glee  ?  bad  ones  I  trow, 

I  have  not  heard  befarne 
One  fo  millook  as  Willie  now, 

'Tis  fome  fow-gcldcrs  home. 
And  well  thou  afken  mig!  t'ft  if  I 

Do  know  him,  cr  from  whence 
He  tomes,  that  to  hisminftralfie 

Requires  fuch  patience. 
He  is  a  fwinward,  but  I  think 

No  fwinward  of  the  beft  : 
For  much  he  reketh  of  l\is  fwink.  ■ 

And  carketh  for  his  reft. 

WILLIE. 

Harm  take  the  fwine  ?  what  makes  he  here  ? 

What  lucklefs  planet  frowns 
Have  drawn  him  and  his  hogs  in  feere 

To  root  out  daified  downs. 
Ill  mote  he  thrive  !  and  may  his  hogs, 

And  all  that  e'er  they  breed, 
Be  ever  worried  by  our  dogs, 

For  fo  prefumptuous  deed. 
Why  kept  he  not  amongft  the  fens  ? 

Or  in  the  copfesby, 
Or  in  the  woods,  and  braky  glens. 

Where  haws  and  acorns  lie  ? 
About  the  ditches  of  the  town, 

Or  hedge  rows  he  might  bring  them. 

JPCKEV. 

But  then  fome  pence  'twould  cofl  the  clown 
To  yoke  and  eke  to  ring  thenx 
Vol.  IV, 


And  well  I  weene  he  lores  no  coft 

But  what  is  fur  his  back  : 
To  go  full  gay  him  pleafeth  moft, 

A:id  lets  his  belly  lack. 
Two  fuits  he  hath,  the  one  of  blue, 

The  other  home-fpun  gray  : 
And  yet  he  means  to  make  a  new 

Againfl;  nest  revel  day  ; 
And  though  our  May  lord  at  the  feaft 

Seem'd  very  trimly  clad. 
In  cloth  by  his  own  mother  dreft. 

Yet  comes  not  near  this  lad. 
His  bonnet  neatly  on  his  head, 

With  button  on  the  top, 
His  fhoes  with  ftrings  of  leather  red, 

And  {locking  to  his  flop. 
And  yet  for  all  it  comes  ro  pafs. 

He  not  our  gibing  fcapes : 
Some  like  him  to  a  trimmed  aft. 

And  fome  to  Jackanapes. 

WILLIE. 

It  feemeth  then  by  what  is  faidj 
That  Jockey  knows  the  boor  ; 

I  would  my  fcrip  and  hook  have  laid 
I'hou  knew'Il  him  not  before. 

JOCKIE. 

Slke  lothed  chance  by  fortune  fell, 

(If  fortune  ought  can  do) 
Not  kcnd  him  .'   Yes :   I  ken  him  well 

And  fometime  paid  for't  too. 

WILLIE. 

Would  Jockie  ever  ftoop  fo  low. 

As  conilfance  to  take 
Of  fic  a  churl  ?  Full  well  I  know 

N<J  nymph  of  fpnng  or  lake, 
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No  herdefs.nor  no  niepherd's  girl 

But  fain  would  fit  by  thee, 
And  fea-nymphs  offer  fhells  of  pearl 

For  thy  fweet  melody. 
The  fatyrs  bring  thee  from  the  woods 
•   The  ftrawberry  for  hire, 
And  all  the  firft  fruits  of  the  buds 
■    To  woo  the.e  to  their  quire. 
Sjlvanus  foi'gllers  learn  thy  ftrain. 

For  b',  a  neighbour  fpring 
The  nightingale  recor  s  again 

What  thou  doft  primely  fmg. 
Nor  canfl  thou  tune  a  madrigall, 

Or  any  dreary  moan,  '■ 

Jut  nymphs,  or  fwains,  or  birds,  or  all 

Permit  thee  not  alone.  ■ 
And  y-et  (as  though  devoid  of  thcfe) 

Canfl  thou  fo  low  dtcline,         ■   i 
As  leave  the  lovely  Naides  ■' 

For  one  that  kecpeth  fwine  ? 
But  how  befell  it  ?  •  ■     ' 

JOCKIE. 

^  T'other  day 

As  to  the  field  I  fet  me, 
Near  to  the  May-pole  on  the  way 

This  fluggifh  fwinward  met  me  : 
And  feeing  Weptol  with  him  there, 

Our  fellowt<^fwain  and  friend, 
I  bad,  got:d  day,  fo  on  did  fare, 
I    To  my  propofed  end; 
But  as  back,  from  my  wintring  groun4 
;    I  came  the  way  before,  •    .    .; 

This  rude  groom  all  alone  I  found 

Stand  by  the  alehnufe  door.    : 
There  was  no  nay,  but  I  mufl  io 

And  tafle  a  cup  of«le; 
Where  on  his  pot  he  did, begin 

To  ftammtr  outa  tale. 
He  told  me  how  he  much  defir'd 

Th'  acquaintance  of  us  fv/ains, 
And  from  the  foreft  was  retii'd 

To  graze  upon  our  plains  : 
But  for  what  caufe  I  cannot  tellj 
;   He  cannot  pipe  nor  fing,     . 


Nor  knows  he  how  to  dig  a  well, 

Nor  neatly  drefs  a  fprinj*  J 
Nor  knows  a  trap  nor  fnare  to  till. 

He  firs  as  in  a  dream  ;       ' 
Nor  fcarre  hath  fo  rpuch  whiftling  flcUI 

Wrll  hearten  on  a  team. 
Well  we  fo  inng  together  were, 

I  [;an 'o  haftt  nway, 
He  licenc'd  hVe  to  leave  him  there, 
'  And  gave  me  leave  to  pay. 

'    ''  WILLIE'. 

Dbne  like  a  fwin-vard;  may  you  all 

That  clofe  with  fuch  as  he. 
Be  ufed  fol   that  gladly  fall 

Into  like  cornpany.' 
But  if  I  fail  not  in  mine  art 

I'll  fend  hrm  to  his  yard, 
And  make  him  from  our  plains  depart 

With  all  his  durty  herd,  "     " 

I  wonder  he  hath  fuff 'red  been 

Upon  our  common  here, 
His  fiogs  do  j-oot  our  yonger  treen 

And  ;poil  the  fuelling  brier. 
Our  pureft  wells  they  wallow  in, 

•  All  ovi^rfpread  with  durt, 
Nor  will  they  fr^^im  our  arbours  lin, 

But  all  ou"  pleafures  hurt. 
Our  curious  benches  that  we  build 

Beneath  a  fhady  tree, 
Shall  be  o'erthrown,  or  fo  defil'd 

As  we  would  lothe  to  fee. 
Then  join  we  Jockif  ;  fo^  the  reft 

Of  all  our  fejlow  fwains, 
I  am  affur'd  will  do  their  beft 

To  rid  him  fro' our  plains. 

JOCKIE. 

What  is  in  me  fliall  never  fail 

To  forward  fuch  a  deed  ; 
And  jure  I  thinke  we  might  prevaij 

By  fome  fatyric  reed.  ' 

WILLIE. 

If  that  will  do,  1  know  a  lad 

Can  hit  the  mafter  vein. 
But  let  us  home,  the  flcies  are  fad, 

And  clouds  diftill  in  rain.      • 
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ECLOGUE    III. 


'^e  Argument, 

Old  Neddy's  poverty  they  moan, 
Who  whilome  was  a  fwain 

That  had  more  flieep  himfelf  alone. 
Than  ten  upon  the  plain. 


PIERS.  THCpMALIN. 


f  HOMALIN, 


Where  is  every  piping  lad 
That  the  fields  are  not  ydad 

With  their  milfe-white  fheep  J 
Tell  me  :   Is  it  holiday, 
Or  if  in  the  month  of  May 

Ufe  they  long  to  fleep  ? 

PIERS. 

Thomalin,  'tis  not  too  late 
For  the  turtle  and  her  mate 

Sitten  yet  in  neft  ; 
And  the  thruftle  hath  not  been 
Gath'ring  worms  yet  on  the  green, 

But  attends  her  reft. 
Not  a  bird  hath  taught  her  young, 
Nor  her  morning's  leffon  fung 

In  the  fhady  grove  : 
But  the  nightingale  in  dark 
Singing,  woke  the  mounting  lark 

She  records  her  love. 
Not  the  fun  hath  with  his  beams 
Gilded  yet  our  cryftal  dreams 

Rifing  from  the  fea. 
Mifts  do  crown  the  mountains  topsj 
And  each  pretty  myrtle  drops, 

'Tisbut  newly  day! 
Yet  fee  yonder  (though  unwifl) 
Some  man  cometh  in  the  mifl ; 

Haft;  thou  him  beheld  ? 
See,  he  croffeth  o'er  the  land 
■^ith  a  dog  and  ftaff  in  hand. 

Limping  for  his  eld= 

THOMALIW. 

Yes,  I  fee  him,  and  do  know  him, 
And  wc  all  do  rev'rence  pwe  him, 


'Tis  the  aged  fire 
Neddy,  that  was  wont  to  make 
Such  great  feafting  at  the  wake, 

And  the  *  blefling-fire. 
Good  old  man  1  fee  how  he  walks 
Painful  and  among  the  balks 

Picking  locks  of  wool  : 
1  have  known  the  day  when  he 
Had  as  much  as  any  three, 

When  their  lofts  were  full. 
Underneath  yond  hanging  rocks. 
All  the  valley  with  his  flocks 

Was  whilome  overfpread  : 
He  had  milch-goats  without  peers. 
Well-hung  kine,  and  fatt'ned  ftecrt 

Many  hundred  head. 
Wilkin's  cote  his  dairy  was, 
For  a  dwelling  it  may  pafs 

With  the  beft  in  town. 
Curds  and  cream  with  other  cheer, 
Have  I  had  there  in  the  year 

For  a  greeny  gown. 
Laffes  kept  it,  as  again 
Were  not  fitted  on  the  plain 

For  a  lufty  dance  : 
And  at  parting,  home  would  take  us, 
Flawns  or  fyllabubs  to  make  us 

For  our  jouifance. 
And  though  fome  in  fpite  would  tell, 
Yet  old  Neddy  took  it  well ; 

Bidding  us  again 
Never  at  his  cote  be  ftrange  : 
Unto  him  that  wrought  this  change 

Miekle  be  the  pain ! 
*  The  vuiifummerjires  are  termed fo  in  the  fVeJl  pari. 
ofE/igland.  ■      ' 
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PIERS.  , 

What  difafter,  Thomalin, 

This  mifchance  hath  cloth'J  him  in, 

Quickly  tcllcn  nic  : 
Rue  1  d(/  his  llatc  the  more, 
7'hat  he  clipped  hcretolbre 

Some  felicity. 
Han  by  night  acmrfed  thieves 
Slain  his  lambs,  or  floi'n  his  beeves? 

Or  coiifuming  fire 
Brent  his  fhearing-houfe,  or  (lall. 
Or  a  deluge  drowned  all .' 

Tel)  nie  it  entire. 
Have  the  winters  been  fo  fet 
To  rain,  and  fnow,  they  have  wet 

All  his  dried  laire  : 
By  v^'hich  means  his  iheep  have  got 
Such  a  deadly  curelefs  rot, 

That  none  living  are  ? 

THOMALIN. 

Neither  waves,  nor  thieves,  nor  fire, 
Nor  have  rots  impoor'd  this  fire, 

Snretyfliip,  nor  yet  . 

Was  the  ufurer  helping  on 
With  his  damn'd  extortion. 

Nor  the  elm  ins  of  debt. 
But  deceit  that  e*er  lies 
Strongcfl  arn\'d  for  treacheries 

In  a  bofom'd  friend  : 
That  (and  only  that)  hath  brought  it, 
Curfed  be  the  head  that  vvrought  it ! 

And  the  bafefl  end. 
Grooms  he  had,  and  he  did  fend  them 
With  his  herds  a-field  to  tend  them, 

Had  they  further  been  ; 
Sluggifh,  lazy,  thriftlefs  elves, 
Sheep  had  better  kept  thfemfelves 

From  the  foxes  teen. 
Some  would  kill  their  flieep,  and  then 
Bring  their  mafler  home  again 

Nothing  but  the  Ikin  ; 
Telling  him,  how  in  the  mom 
In  the  fold  they  found  them  torn. 

And  near  lying  lin. 
If  they  went  unto  the  fair 
With  a  feore  of  fatt'ned  ware. 

And  did  chance  to  fell, 
If  old  Neddy  had  again 
Half  his  own  ;  I  dare  well  fain, 

That  but  feldom  fell. 
They  at  their  return  would  fay, 
Euch  a  man,  or  fuch  would  pay, 


BROWNE. 

Well  known  of  your  hyne. 
Ahs,  poor  man  !  that  fubtil  kna^e 
Undid  him,  and  vaunts  it  brave, 

ThouqJi  his  mafter  pine. 
Of  hi<.  mailer  he  would  beg 
Such  a  lamb  that  broke  his  leg: 

And  if  there  were  none. 
To  the  f  lid  by  night  he'd  hie, 
And  them  hurt  fuli  rufully, 

Or  with  the  flafTor  ftone. 
He  would  have  petitions  new, 
And  for  defp'rate  debts  would  fue 

Neddy  had  forgot : 
He  would  grant     the  other  then 
Tares  from^  paor  and  aged  men  ; 

Or  in  jails  ihey  rot. 
Neddy  lately  rich  in  flore, 
Giving  much,  deceived  more, 

On  a  fudden  fell. 
Then  the  fleward  lent  him  gold 
Yet  no  more  than  might  be  told 

Worth  his  mafter's  cell. 
That  is  gone,  and  all  befide, 
(^Wcll-a-day,  ala(  k  the  tide) 

In  a  hcllow  den, 
Underneath  yond  gloomy  wood 
Wons  he  now,  and  wails  the  brood 

Of  ungrateful  men. 

pitms. 

But  alas  '.  now  he  is  old, 

Bit  with  hunger,  nipt  with  cold, 

Wat  is  left  him  .' 
Or  to  fuccour,  or  relieve  him, 
Or  from  wants  of  to  reprieve  hihi, 

THOMALIN. 

All's  bereft  him, 
Save  he  hath  a  little  crowd, 
(He  in  youth  was  of  it  proud) 

And  a  dog  to  dance  ; 
With  them,  he  on  holidays 
In  the  farmer's  houfes  plays 

For  his  fuftenance. 

PIERS. 

See;  be's  near,  let's  rife  and  i»cet  him., 
And  with  dues  to  old  age  greet  him, 
It  is  fitting  fo. 

THOMALIN. 

'Tis  a  motion  good  and  fagc. 
Honour  ftill  is  due  to  age  ; 
Up,  and  kt  us  go.   , 
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E  C  L  O  G  U 


IV. 


'The  Argument. 

in  this  the  author  bewaili?  the  death  of  one  whom  he  flia'doweth  under  the  name  cf  Philarete, 
comf)ounde(l  of  the  Greek  words  (p'lxif  and  aforr,,  a  lover  of  virtue  ;  a  name  well  befitting  him 
to  whofe  memory  thcfe  lines  are  confecrated,  being  fometime  his  truly  loved  (and  now  as  much 
lamented)  friend,  Mr.  Thomas  Manwood,  fori  to  the  worthy  Sir  Peter  Manhood,  Knight. 


Under  an  aged  oak  was  Willy  laid, 
Wiily,  the  lad  who  whilome  made  the  rocks 
To  ring  with  joy,  whilft  on  his  pipe  he  play'd, 
And  from   their  mafter's  woo'd  the  neighb'ring 
flocks  : 
But  now  o'ercome  with  dolors  deep 
That  nigh  his  heart-firings  rent : 
Ne  car'd  he  for  his  iilly  fiieep, 
Ne  car'd  for  merriment 
But  chang'd  his  wonted  walks 

For  uncouth  paths  unknown, 
Where  none  but  trees  might  hear  his  plaints, 

And  echo  rue  his  moan. 
Autumn  it  was,  when  dropt  the  fweeteft  flow'rs, 
And  rivers  (fwolnwith  pride)  o'erlook'd  the  banks, 
Poor  grew  the  day  of  fummer's  golden  hours, 
And  void  of  fap  flood  Ida's  cedar  ranks. 
The  pleafant  meadows  fadly  lay 

In  chill  and  cooling  fweets 
By  riling  fountains,  or  as  they 
Fear'd  winter's  waiteful  threats. 
Againft  the  broad-fpread  oak. 

Each  wind  in  fury  bears : 
Yet  fell  their  leaves  not  half  f'j  faft 
As  did  the  fhepherd's  tears. 

As  was  his  feat  fo  was  his  gentle  heart, 
Meek,  and  dejedied,  but  his  thoughts  as  high 
As  thofe  aye  wand'ring  lights,  who  b.^th  impart    -< 
Their  beamb  on  us,  and  heaven  flill  beautify. 
Sad  was  his  lot  k  ( O  heavy  fate  1 

That  fwain  fhould  be  fo  fad, 
Whofe  merry  notes  the.forlurn  mate 
With  greateft  plea/ure  clad.) 
-Broke  was  bis  tuneful  pipe 

That  chatm'd  the  cryfial  fToods, 
And  thus  his  grief  took  airy  wiugs 

And  flew  about  the  woods. 
Day,  thou  art  too  officious  in  thy  place, 
And  night  too  fparing  of  a  wiTned  flay, 
Ye  wand'ring  lamps  :   O  be  ye  fix  a  Ipace  ! 
Some  other  htfuiifpl^cre  grace  with  ytfur  ray. 


Great  Phcebus  !  Daphne  is  not  here,        ' 

Nor  Hyacinthus  fair  ; 
Phcebe !  Endymlon  and  thy  dear 
Hath  long  fince  cleft  the  air, 
But  ye  have  furely  fecn 

(  Whom  we  in  forrow  mifs) 
A  hvain  whom  Phcebe  thought  her  love, 
And  Titan  deemed  his. 

But  he  is  gone;  then  inwards  turn  yonr  light, 
Behold  him  there  ;  here  never  ihall  ynu  more 
(j'crhang  this  fad  plain  with  eternal  nio^ht! 
Or  change  the  gaudy  green  flie  whilom  wore 
To  fenny  black.  Hyperion  great 

To  aihy  palenefs  turn  her  1 
Green  well-befits  a  lover's  heat. 
But  black  befeems  a  mourner. 
Yet  neither  this  thou  canfl. 
Nor  fee  his  fecond  birth, 
His  brightnefs  blinds;  thine  eye  more  now, 

Thati  thine  did  his  on  earth. 
Let  not  a  ihepherd  on  our  haplefs  plains,- 
Tune  notes  of  glee,  as  ufed'were  of  yore  ; 
For  Philarete  is  dead,  let  mirthful  ftrains 
With  Philarete  ceafc  fur  evermore  ! 
And  if  a  fellow  fwain  do  live 

A  niggard  of  his  tears  ; 
The  fncplierdelles  all  will  give 
To  ildre  him.  part  of  theirs. 
Or  T  would  lend  him  fome, 
But  that  the  ftore  I  have 
Will  all  be  fpent  before  I  pay 
The  debt  I  owe  his  grave. 

O  what  is  left  can  make  me  leave  to  moan  '' 
Or  what  remains  but  doth  incre.ifc  it  more  ? 
Look  on  his  iheep  :   Alas !  their  mafter's  gone. 
Look  on  the  pluce  where- we  two  heretofore 
With  locked  arms  have  vow'd  our  Icve 

(Ojr  love  which  time  ihall  fee 
In  faeplierd's  fongs  for  ever  move, 
At.d  grjce  their  harmo.T)), 
Ziij 
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In  folitary  fcems. 

Behold  our  flow'rybcds; 
Their  beauties  lade,  and  violets 
For  forrow  hang  their  head?. 
'  i'ia  not  a  cyprefs  boiigli,  a  count'nance  fad, 
A  mourning  garment,  wailing  elegy, 
A  ftarding  herfe  in  fable  vcfture  clad, 
A  tomb  built  to  his  name's  eternity, 

Although  the  ihepherds  all  IhoulJ  ftrive 

By  yearly  obfequies. 
And  vow  to  keep  thy  fame  alive 
In  fpite  of  dellinics 
That  can  fupprefs  my  grief  : 

All  thtJ'e  and  more  may  be. 
Yet  all  in  vain  to  recompence 
My  greateit  lofs  of  thee. 

Cyprefs  may  fade,  the  countenance  be  changed, 
A  garment  rot,  an  elegy  forgotten, 
A  herfe  'mongft  irreligious  rites  be  ranged, 
Atomb  pluck'ddown,  or  elfethroughageberotten  ; 
All  things  th'  unpartial  hand  of  fate 

Can  raze  out  with  a  thought : 
Thefe  have  a  fev'ra!  fixed  date. 
Which  ended,  turn  to  nought. 
Yet  fhall  my  trueil  caufe 
Of  forrow  firmly  flay, 
When  thefe  effcds  the  wings  of  time 

Shall  fan  and  fweep  away, 
I-ook  as  a  fvveet  rofe  fairly  budding  forth 
Bewrays  her  beauties  to  th'  enamour'd  morn. 
Until  fome  keen  blafl  from  the  envious  north, 
Kills  the  fweet  bud  that  was  but  newly  born, 
Or  clfe  her  rareft  fmclls  delighting 

Make  her,  herfelf  betray. 
Some  white  and  curious  hand  inviting 
To  pluck  her  thence  away. 
Go  ftands  my  mournful  cafe  ; 
For  had  he  been  kfs  good, 
He  yet  (uncorrupt)  had  kept  thellock 
Whereon  he  fairly  flood. 

Vet  though  fo  long  he  liv'd,  not  as  he  might, 
He  had  the  time  appointed  to  him  jjiven. 
Who  liveth  but  the  fpace  of  one  poor  night, 
His  birth,  his  youthj  his  age,  is  in  that  cv:n. 
Whoever  doth  the  period  fee 

Ofdays  by  heav'n  forth  plotted, 
Dies  full  cf  age,  as  well  as  he 
That  had  more  years  alloted. 
In  fad  tones  then  my  verfe 

Shall  With  inceffant  tears 
Bemoan  my  haplefs  lofs  of  him 

And  not  his  want  of  years. 
In  deepeft  pafTions  of  my  grief-fwoln  breafl; 
(Sweet  foul '.)  this  only  comfort  feiieth  me, 
'1  hat  fo  few  years  fhould  make  thee  fo  much  bicfl. 
And  gave  fuch  wings  to  reach  eternity. 
h  this  to  die^  no;  as  a  ihip 

Well  built,  witH  eafy  wind 
A  lazy  hulk  doth  far  outftrip, 
And  fooneft  harbour  find  : 
So  Philarete  fled, 

Quick  was  his  paffags  giVen, 
whtn  others  niuft  have  longer  tinic 
To  n;2kv  them  fit  forhcsiven. 


Then  net  for  thee  thefe  briny  tears  are  fpcnt, 
But  as  the  nightingale  againfl  the  brier, 
'Tis  for  niyfclf  I  moan,  and  do  lament. 
Not  that  thou  left'il  the  world,  but  left'ft  me 
here  ; 
Here,  where  without  thee  all  delights 

Fail  of  their  pleafing  pow'r ; 
All  glorious  days  fccm  ugly  nights; 
Meihinks  no  April  fhow'r 
Embroider  fhould  the  earth. 

But  briny  tears  diftill. 
Since  Flora's  beauties  fhall  no  more 

Be  honour'd  by  thy  quill. 
And  ye  his  Iheep  (in  token  of  his  lack) 
Whilome  the  faireft  flock  on  all  the  plain  : 
Yeane  never  lamb,  but  be  it  cloth'd  in  black. 
Ye  fliady  fycamore  !  when  any  fvvain. 
To  carve  his  name  upon  your  rind 

Doth  come,  where  his  doth  Hand, 
Shed  drops,  if  he  be  fo  unkind 
To  raze  it  with  his  hand. 
And  thou  my  loved  mufe. 

No  more  fhould'ft  numbers  move. 
But  that  his  name  fhould  ever  live. 
And  after  death  my  love. 

This  fald,  he  Cgh'd,  and  with  o'erdrowned  eyes 
Gaz'd  on  the  heavens  for  what  he  mifs'd  on  earth ; 
Then  from  the  earth,  full  fadly  'gan  arife 
As  far  from  future  hope,  asprefent  mirth. 
Unto  his  cot  with  heavy  pace 

As  ever  forrow  trod, 
He  went,  with  mind  no  more  to  trace 
Where  mirthful  fwains  abode  ; 
And  as  he  fpent  the  day. 

The  night  he  paft  alone  ; 
Was  never  fhepherd  lov'd  more  dear, 
Nor  made  a  truer  moan. 


To  ihe  FirtuQus  and  much  lamenting  Sifiirs  of  my  ever- 

admired  Friind, 

MASTER  THOMAS  MAN  WOOD. 

To  me  more  known  than  you,  is  your  fad  chance, 
Oh  !  had  I  ftill  enjoy'd  fuch  ignorance; 
Then,  I  by  thefe  fpent  tears  had  not  been  known. 
Nor  left  another's  g'ief  to  fing  mine  own. 
Yet  fince  his  fate  hath  wrought  thefe  throes, 
Permit  a  partner  in  your  woes  : 
The  caufe  doth  yield,  and  ftill  may  do, 
Enough  for  you,  and  others  too  : 
But  if  fuch  plaints  for  you  are  kept, 
Yet  may  1  grieve  fince  you  have  wept. 
For  he  more  perfetft  grows  to  be 
That  feels  another's  mifery  : 
And  though  thefe  drops  which  mourning  run 
From  feveral  fountains  firft  begun. 
And  fome  far  oiF,  fome  nearer  fleet ; 
They  will  (at  lafl)  in  one  ilream  meet. 
Mine  (hall  with  yours,  yours  mix  with  vavae. 
And  make  one  off 'ring  at  his  fhrine  : 
For  whofe  eternity  on  tarth,  my  mufe 
To  build  this  altar,  did  her  heft  Ikillufe; 
And  that  you,- 1,  and  all  that  held  him  dear, 
Ou;'  tca:i?,nvj  ii^hstiightfreelv  cSIt  hsre. 
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ECLOGUE    V. 

To  his  ingenious  Friend, 

MR.  CHRISTOPHER  BROOKE. 


'H'he  Argument, 

V/illle  incites  his  friend  to  write 
Things  of  a  higher  fame 

Than  filly  fhepherd's  ufe  endite 
Veil'd  in  a  ihepherd's  nartie. 


'Millie,  cutty. 


JVloRN  had  got  the  ftart  of  night, 
Lab'ring  men  were  ready  dight 
With  their  fhovels  and  their  fpades 
For  the  field,  and  (as  their  trades) 
lOr  at  hedging  wrought,  or  ditching, 
For  their  fo«d  more  than  enriching. 
When  the  ihepherds  from  their  fold 
All  their  bleating  charges  told, 
And  (full  careful)  fearch'd  if  one 
Of  all  their  flock  were  hurt  or  gone, 
Or  (if  in  the  night-time  cull'd) 
Any  had  their  fleeces  puU'd  : 
'Mongft  the  reft  (not  leaft  in  care) 
Cutty  to  his  fold  'gan  fare  ; 
And  young  Willie  (that  had  given 
To  his  flock  the  lateft  even 
Neighbourhood  with  Cutty's  flieepj 
Shaking  off  refrefliing  fleep, 
Hy'd  him  to  his  charge  that  blet, 
Where  he  (bufied)  Cutty  met : 
Both  their  flieep  told,  and  none  mifs'd 
Of  their  number ;  then  they  blefl 
Pan,  and  all  the  gods  of  plains 
For  refpeAing  of  their  trains 
Of  filly  flieep  ;  and  in  a  fong 
Praife  gave  to  that  holy, throng. 
Thus  they  drave  their  flocks  to  grazCj 
Whofe  white  fleeces  did  amaze 
All  the  lilies  as  they  pafs 
Where  their  ufual  feeding  was. 
Lilies  angry  that  a  creature 
Of  no  acois  eye-pkaSn^  fsaUWS 


Then  a  fheep.,  by  nature's  duty 

Should  be  crown'd  with  far  more  beautf 

Then  a  lily ;  and  the  pow'r , 

Of  white  in  fheep,  outgo  a,  flow'r : 

From  the  middle  of  their  fprout 

(Like  a  fury's  ftirig)  thruft  out  »  , 

Dart-like  forts  in  death  to  fl:eep  th^m  : 

But  great  Pan  did  fafely  keep  them ; 

And  afforded  kind  repair 

To  their  dry  and  wonted  lare, 

Where  their  maflers  (that  did  eye  them) 

Underneath  a  hawthorn  by  them. 

On  their  pipes  thus  'gan  to  play. 

And  with  rhymes  wear  out  the  day. 

WILLIE. 

Ceafe,  Cutty !  ceafe  to  feed  thefe  fimple  flocks, 
And  for  a  trumpet  change  thine  oaten  reeds; 
0'erlpo^  the  yallies  as  afpiring  rocks. 
And  rather  march  in  ficel,  than  fhepherd's  wceds'i 
Believe  tjie ,  Cutty !  for  heroic  deeds 
Thy  verfe  is  fir ;  not  for  the  lives,  of  fwains, 
(Though  both  thou  canft  do  well)  and  none  pro- 
ceeds 
To  Jeave  high  pitches  for  the  lov/ly  plains : 
Take  thou  a  harp  in  hand,  ftrive  with  Apollo  % 
Thy  mufe  was  made  to  lead,  then  feo'rn  to  fol" 
low. 

CBTTT. 

Willie,  to  follow  fheep  i  ne'er  fhafl  fcorn ; 
Much  lefs  to  follow  any  deity  :  [mom) 

Who  'gainfl:  the  fun  (though  weaken'd  by  rhs 
Woviid  yi?  Y/ith  iMks,  ceedeth  an  eagle's  eye, 
Ziiij 
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1  dare  not  fearch  the  hidden  myftery 
Of  tragic  fcenes  ;  nor  in  a  buflcin'd  flyle 
Through  death  and  horror  march,  nor  their  height 

Whofe  pens  were  fed  with  blood  of  this  fair  iile. 
It  fhall  content  mc,  on  thefe  happy  downs 
To  fing  the  ftrifc  for  garlands,  not  for  crowns. 

WILLIE. 

G  who  would  not  afpire,  and  by  his  wing 
lieep  flroke  with  fame,  and  of  an  earthly  jar 
Another  Icffon  teach  the  fpheres  to  fing  .'■ 
"Who  would  a  fliepherd  that  might  be  a  ftar  ? 
See,  learned  Cutty,  on  yoiid  mountains  are 
Clear  fprings  arifing,  and  the  climbing  goat 
That  can  get  up,  hath  water  clearer  far 
Than  when  the  llreams  do  in  the  valiies  float. 
What  madman  would  a  race  by  torch-light  run 
That  might  his  fteps  have  ufher'd  by  the  fun  ? 

We  (hepherds  tune  our  lays  of  (hepherds  loves, 
Or  in  the  praife  of  fhady  groves,  or  fprings^ 
We  feldom  hear  of  Cytherca's  doves, 
Except  when  fome  more  learned  fhepherd  fings; 
An  equal  meed  have  to  our  fonnettings  : 
A  belt,  a  iheep  hook,  or  a  wreath  of  flow'rs, 
Is  all  we  feek,  and  all  our  verfing  brings  ; 
And  more  deferts  than  thef'e  are  feldom  ours. 
But  thou  whofe  mufe  a  falcon's  pitch  can  fore 
May'ft  fhare  the  bays  even  with  a  conqueror. 

CUTTY. 

Why  doth  not  Willie  then  produce  fuch  lines 
Of  men  and  arms  as  might  accord  with  thefe  ? 

WILLIE. 

'Caufe  Cutty's  fpirit  not  in  Willie  Ihines, 
Pan  cannot  wioid  the  club  of  Hercules, 
Nor  <lare  a  Merlin  on  a  heron  feize. 
Scarce  know  I  how  to  fit  a  fliepherd's  ear ; 
Far  more  unable  fhall  I  be  to  pieafe 
In  ought,  which  none  but  femi-gods  mufl  hear; 
When  by  thy  verfe  (^mote  able)  time  fliall  fee 
Thou  canfl  give  more  to  kings,  than  kings  to 
thee. 

CUTTY. 

But  (well-a-day)  who  loves  the  mufes  now  ? 
Or  helps,  the  dimbef  of  the  facred  hill  > 


None  lean  to  them  ;  but  drive  to  difallow 
Airheavenly  dews  the  goddeffes  diftill. 

WILLIE. 

Let  earthly  minds  bafe  muck  for  ever  fill, 
Whofe  niufic  only  is  the  chime  of  gold, 
Duaf  be  their  ears  to  each  harmonious  quill ! 
As  they  of  learning  think,  fo  of  them  hold. 

And  if  there's  none  defer  ves  what  thcfti  canft  do, 
Be  then  the  poet  and  the  patron  too. 

I  tell  thee,  Cutty,  had  I  all  the  (heep 
With  thrice  as  many  moe,  as  on  thefe  plains, 
Or  fhephird,  or  fair  maiden  fits  to  keep, 
I  would  them  all  forego,  fo  '  thy  (trains 
Could  equalize.   O  how  our  neateft  fwains 
Do  trim  'hemfelves,  when  on  a  holiday 
They  haile  to  hear  thee  fing,  knowing  the  trains 
Ot  faireft  nyfnphs  will  come  to  learn  thy  lay. 
Well  may  they  run  and  wifli  a  parting  never. 
So  thy  fweet  tongue  might  charm  their  ears  for 
ever. 

CUTTY. 

Thefe  attributes  (my  lad)^Tare  not  for  me, 
Bellow  them  where  true  mefit  hath  aflign'd; 

WILLIE. 

And  do  I  not  ?  bellowing  them  on  thee  : 
Believe  me.  Cutty,  I  do  bear  this  mind. 
That  wherefoe'er  we  true  deferving  find. 
To  give  afilent  praife  is  to  detradl ; 
Obfcure  thy  verfcs  (more  than  moft  refin'd) 
From  any  one,  of  dulnefs  fo  compadil. 
And  rather  fing  to  trees,  than  to  fuch  men. 
Who  know  not  how  to  crown  a  poet's  pen. 

CUTTY. 

Willie,  by  thy  incitement  Vl\  eflay 

To  riile  my  fubjecS:  higher  than  tofore, 

And  fing  ft  to  our  fwains  next  holiday, 

Which  (  as  approv'd)  fliall  fill  them  with  the  ftore 

Of  fuch  rare  accents  :  if  diflik'd,  no  more 

Will  I  a  higher  flrain  than  ftiepherd's  ufe, 

But  fing  of  woods  and  rivers  as  before. 

WILLIE. 

Thou  wilt  be  ever  happy  in  thy  mufe. 
But  fee,  the  radiant  fun  is  gotten  high, 
JLet's  feek  for  fhadow  in  the  grove  hereby. 
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ECLOGUE   VI. 


1'he  Argument. 

Philos  of  his  dog  doth  brag 

For  having  many  feats  : 
The  while  the  cur  undoes  his  bag, 

And  all  his  dinner  eats. 


WILLIE.  JOCKIE.  PHILOS, 


WILLIE. 

Stay,  Jockie,  let  us  reft  here  by  this  fpring. 
And  Philos  too,  fince  we  fo  well  are  met ; 
This  fpreading  oak  will  yield  us  fhadowing 
Till  Phoebus'  fteeds  be  in  the  ocean  wet. 

JGCKIE. 

Gladly  (kind  fwain)  I  yield,  fo  thou  wilt  play 
And  make  us  merry  with  a  roundelay. 

PHIL03. 

No,  Jockie,  rather  wend  we  to  the  wood, 
The  time  is  fit,  and  filberd's  waxen  ripe; 
Let's  go  and  fray  the  fquirrel  from  his  food; 
We  will  another  time  hear  Willie  pipe. 

WILLIE. 

But  who  fliall  keep  our  flocks  when  we  are  gone  ? 
I  dare  not  go  and  let  them  feed  alone. 

JOCKIE. 

Nor  I :  fince  but  the  other  day  it  fell, 
Leaving  my  fheep  to  graze  on  yonder  plain, 
I  went  to  fill  my  botrle  at  the  well, 
And  e'er  I  could  return,  two  lambs  were  flaln. 

PHILOS. 

Then  was  thy  dog  ill  taught,  or  elfe  afleep  ; 
Such  curs  as  thofe  fhall  never  watch  my  ftieep. 

WILLIE. 

Yet  Philos  hath  a  dog  not  of  the  beft; 
He  fecms  too  lazy,  and  will  take  no  pains; 
More  fit  to  lie  at  home  and  take  his  reft, 
Than  catch  a  wand'ring  ftieep  upon  the  plains. 

JOCKIE. 

'Tis  true,  indeed;  and  Philos  wot  ye  what  ? 
I  think  he  plays  the  fox,  he  grows  fo  fat. 


FHILOS. 

Yet  hath  not  Jockie  nor  yet  Willie  feeis 
A  dog  more  nimble  than  is  this  of  mine, 
Nor  any  of  the  fox  more  heedful  been 
Wjien  in  the  ftiade  I  flept,  or  lift  to  dine. 

And  though  I  fay't,  hath  better  tricks  in  flore 
Than  both  of  yours,  or  twenty  couple  more. 

How  often  have  the  maidens  ftrove  to  take  him, 
When   he    hath   crofs'd    the    plain  to    bark  at 

crows  ? 
How  many  laffes  have  I  known  to  make  him 
Garlands  to  gird  his  neck,  with  which  he  goes 
Vaunting  along  the  lands  fo  wond'rous  trim, 
That  not  a  dog  of  yours  durfl:  bark  at  him. 
And  when  I  lift  (as  often  times  I  ufe) 
To  tune  a  horn-pipe,  or  a  morris-dance. 
The  dog  (as  he  by  nature  could  not  choofe) 
Seeming  afleep  before,  will  leap  and  dance. 

WILLIE. 

Belike  your  dog  came  of  a  pedler's  brood. 
Or  Philos'  mufic  is  exceeding  good. 

PHILOS. 

I  boaft  not  of  his  kin,  nor  of  my  reed, 
(Though  of  my  reed,  and  him  I  well  may  boaft) 
Yet  if  you  will  adventure  that  fome  meed 
Shall  be  to  him  that  is  in  adlion  moft, 
As  for  a  collar  of  flirill  founding  bells, 
My  dog  fliall  ftrive  with  yours,  or  any's  elfe. 

JOCKIE. 

Philos,  in  truth,  I  muft  confefsyour  Wag 
(For  fo  you  call  hifa)  hath  of  tricks  good  flore, 
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To  fteal  the  vitSuals  from  his  mailer's  bag 
More  cunningly,  I  ne'er  faw  4og  before. 
See,  Willy,  fee !  I  prithee,  Philos,  note 
How  faft  thy  bread  and  cheefe  goes  down  his 
throat. 

WILLIE. 

Kow,  Phjlos,  fee  how  mannerly  your  cur, 
Vour  well-taught  dog,  that  haih  fo  many  tricks, 
Devours  your  dinner. 

PHILOS. 

I  wifli  'twere  a  bur 
*ro  choke  the  mungrel !  > 

JOCKIE. 

See  how  he  licks 
Your  butter  box;  by  Pan,  I  do  not  meanly 
Love  Philos'  dog,  that  loves  to  be  fo  cleanly. 

PHILOS. 

Well  flouted  Jockie, 

WILLIE. 

Philos,  run  amain, 
For  in  your  fcrip  he  now  hath  thruft  his  head 
So  far,  he  cannot  get  it  forth  again ; 
Sec  how  he  blindfold  Ilrags  along  the  mead  j 
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And  at  your  fcrip  your  bottle  hangs,  1  think  : 
He  loves  your  meat,  but  cares  not  for  your  drink. 

JOCKIE. 

I,  fo  it  feems  :  and  Fhiles  now  may  go 
Unto  the  wood,  or  home  for  other  cheer. 

PHILOS. 

'Twere  better  he  had  never  ferv'd  me  {o. 
Sweet  meat,  fow'r  fance,  he  fhall  abye  it  dear. 
What,  muft  he  be  aforehand  with  his  mafler  i 

WILLIE. 

Only  in  kindnefs  he  would  be  your  tafler : 

,  PHILOS. 

Well,  Willie,    you   may  laugh,    and   urge  iny 

fpleen :  . 

But  by  my  hook  T  fwear  he  Ihall  it  rue, 
And  had  far'd  better  had  he  fading  been. 
But  I  muft  home  for  my  allowance  new. 
So  farewell  lads.  Look  to  my  fleeced  train 
Till  my  return. 

JOCKIK. 

Wc  will. 

WILLIE. 

Make  haftc  agam. 


THE   SHEPHERD'S  PIPE. 


ECLOGUE   VII. 


V'he  Argument. 

Palinode  intreats  his  friend 
To  leave  a  wanton  lafs ; 

Yet  he  purfues  her  to  his  end 
And  lets  all  counfel  pafs. 


PALINODE.     HOBBINOL. 


Whither  wends  Hobbinol  fo  early  day? 
What  be  thy  lambkins  broken  fro'  the  fold 
And  on  the  plains  all  night  have  run  aftray  ? 
Or  are  thy  Iheep  and  (heep-walks  both  yfold  ? 
What  niifter-chance  hath  brought  thee  to  the 
field 
Without  thy  flieep  ?  thou  wert  not  wont  to  yield 

To  idle  fport. 

But  did  refort 
As  early  to  thy  charge  from  drowfy  bed, 
As  any  fliepherd  that  his  flock  hath  fed 

Upon  thefe  downs. 

HOBBINOL. 

Such  heavy  frowns 
Fortune  for  others  keeps ;  but  bends  on  me 
Smiles  v^ould  befit  the  feat  of  majelly. 

Hath  Palinode 

Made  his  abode 
Upon  our  plains,  or  in  fome  uncouth  cell  ? 
That  hears  not  what  to  Hobbinol  befel ; 
Phillis  the  fair,  ard  fairer  is  there  none. 
To-morrow  muft  be  link'd  in  marriage  bandsj 
'Tis  I  that  muft  undo  her  virgin  zone. 
Behold  the  man,  behold  the  happy  hands. 

PALINOBE. 

Behold  the  man  I  nay,  then  the  woman  too. 
Though  both  of  them  are  very  fmall  beholding 
To  any  pow'r  that  fet  them  on  to  woo; 
Ah,  Hobbinol !  it  is  not  worth  unfolding 
What  fhepherds  fay  of  her  ;  thou  canfi;  not  choofc 
But  hear  what  language  all  of  Phyllis  ufe  j 

Yet,  than  fueh  tongues, 

To  her  belongs 


More  than  to  fate  her  luft ;  unhappy  elf; 
That  wilt  be  bound  to  her  to  lofe  thyfelf, 
Forfake  her  firft. 

HOBBINOL, 

Thou  moft  accurs'd  '. 
Durft  thou  to  flander  thus  the  innocent. 
The  graces'  pattern,  virtue's  prefident  ? 

She,  in  whofe  eye 

Shines  modefty : 
Upon  whofe  brow  luft  never  looks  with  hopej 
Venus  rul'd  not  in  Phyllis'  horofcope  : 
'Tis  not  the  vapour  of  a  hemlock  ftem 
Can  fpoil  the  perfume  of  fweet  cinnamon  ; 
Nor  vile  afperiions,  or  by  thee  or  them 
Caft  on  her  name,  can  ftay  my  going  on. 

PALINODE. 

On  may'ft  thou  go,  but  not  with  fuch  a  one, 
Whom    (1   dare  fwear)  thou   know'fl  is  not  » 

maid : 
Remember  when  I  met  her  laft  alone 
As  we  to  yonder  grove  for  filberts  ftray'd. 
Like  to  a  new-ftruck  doe  from  out  the  buflies. 
Lacing  herfelf,  and  red  with  gamefome  blufhes, 

Made  towards  the  green. 

Loth  to  be  feen  : 
And  after  in  the  grove  the  goat-herd  met : 
What  faidft  thou  then  ?  If  this  prevail  not,  yet 

I'll  tell  thee  raoe. 

Not  long  ago 
Too  long  1  lov'd  her,  and  as  thou  deft  now 
Would  fwear  Diana  waslelschafte  thah  Ihe, 
That  Jupiter  would  court  her,  knew  he  how 
Tq  fiad  a  fliape  might  tempt  fuch  chaftitv  ; 
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And  that  her  thoughts  were   pure  as  new-fall'n 

fnow, 
Or  Clver  fwans  that  trace  the  banks  of  Po, 

And  free  within 

From  fpot  of  fin  : 
Yet  like  the  flint  her  luft-fwoln  breaft  conceal'd 
A  hidden  fire  ;  and  thus  it  was  reveal'd  : 

Cladon,  the  lad 

Who  whilome  Iiad 
The  garland  given  for  throwing  beft  the  bar, 
1  know  not  by  what  chance  or  iucky  ftar, 

Was  chofen  late 

To  be  the  mate 
Unto  our  lady  of  our  gleefome  May, 
And  was  the  firft  that  danc'd  each  holiaay; 
Hone  would  he  take  but  Phillis  forth  to  dance  ; 
"Hot  any  could  with  Phyllis  dance  but  he, 
On  Palinode  fhe  thenceforth  not  a  glance 
Beftows,  but  hates  him  and  his  poverty, 
Cladon  had  Iheep  and  limbs  for  ftronger  load 
Then  ere  fhe  faw  in  fimple  Palinode  : 

He  was  the  man 

Muft  clip  her  than  ; 
For  him  fhe  wreathes  of  flowers  and  chaplets 

made ; 
To  ftrawberrries  invites  hira  in  the  fhade, 

In  fhearing  time, 

And  in  the  prime 
Would   help    to  clip  his  fheep,   and   guard    his 

lambs; 
And  at  a  need  lend  him  her  choicefl  rams. 

And  on  each  flock 

Work  fuch  a  cloke 
With  twifted  coloured  thread  ;  as  not  a  fwain 
On  all  thefe  downs  could  fhew  the  like  again. 
But  as  it  feems,  the  well  grew  dry  at  laft. 
Her  fire  unquench'd,  and  fhe  hath  Cladon  loft ; 
Nor  was  I  forry ;  nor  do  wifli  to  tafle 
The  flelh  whereto  fo  many  flies  have  cleft. 
Oh  Hobbinol  !  Canfl  thou  imagine  fhe 
That  hath  fo  oft  been  try'd,  fo  oft  mjfdone, 
Can  from  all  other  men  be  true  to  thee  ? 
Thou  know'ft  with  me,  with  Cladon,  fhe  hath 

gone 
Beyond  the  limits  that  a  maiden  may. 
And  can  the  name  of  wife  thofe  rovings  ftay  ? 

She  hath  not  ought 

That's  hid,  unfought ; 
Thefe  eyes,  thefe  hands,  fo  much  know  of  that 

woman. 
As  more  thou  canft  not  ;   Can  that  pleafe  that's 
common  ? 

No  :  Should  I  wed, 

My  marriage  bed. 
And  all  that  it  contains,  fhould  as  my  heart 
JBc  known  but  to  niyfelf ;  if  we  impart 
What  golden  rings 

The  fair    brings. 
We  lofe  the  gem,  nor  will  they  give  us  more  : 
Wive?  lofe  their  value,  if  once  known  before  : 
Behold  this  violet  that  cropped  lies, 
1  know  not  by  what  hand  iirft  from  the  flem, 
With  what  1  pluck  myle;f  fhall  I  it  prize  ? 
I  fcorrr  tlic  offals  of  a  diadem. 
Avirgias  bed  hath  millirins  of  delights 
If  then  goods  parents  pleafe  Ihe  know  no  oiore : 


Nor  liath  her  fervants  nor  her  farouritf^ 
'That  wait  her  hufband's  iffuing  at  door  :  i 

She  that  is  free  both  from  the  a(5t  and  eye 
Only  deferves  the  due  of  chaftiiy. 

But  Phyllis  is 

As  far  from  this. 
As  are  the  poles  in  diftance  from  each  other. 
She  well  befecms  the  daughter  of  her  mother. 

Is  there  a  brake 

By  hill  or  lake 
In  all  our  plains  that  hath  not  guilty  been. 
In  keeping  clofe  her  ftealths ;   the  Paphian  queen 

Ne'er  us'd  her  fkill 

To  win  her  will 
Of^yonng  Adonis,  with  more  heart  than  fhe 
Hath  her  allurements  fpent  to  work  on  me. 
Leave,  leave  her,  Hobbinol ;  fhe  is  fo  ill  I 

That  any  one  is  good  that's  nought  of  her,  [till 
Though  fhe  be  fair,  the  ground  which  oft  wc 
Grows  with  his  burden  old  and  barrener. 

HOBBINOL. 

With  mnch  ado,  and  with  no  little  pain 

Have  I  out-heard  thy  railing  'gainft  my  love  : 

But  it  is  common,  what  we  cannot  gain 

We  oft  difvalue ;  fooner  fhalt  thou  move 

Yon  lofty  mountain  from  the  place  it  flands. 

Or  count  the  meadow's  flowers,  or  Ifis'  fands,         | 

Then  flir  one  thought 

In  me,  that  ought 
Can  be  iri  Phillis,  which  Diana  fair. 
And  all  the  goddeffes  would  not  wilh  their. 

Fond  man  then  ccafe 

To  crofs  that  peace 
Which  Phillis's  virtue  and  this  heart  of  mine 
Have  well  begun  ;  and  for  thofe  words  of  thinfl 

I  do  forgive 

If  thou  wilt  live 
Hereafter  free  from  fuch  reproaches  mo. 
Since  goodnefs  never  was  without  her  foe. 

PALINODE. 

Believe  me,  Hobbinol,  what  I  have  faid 
Was  more  in  love  to  thee  than  hate  to  her  : 
Think  on  thy  liberty  ;  let  that  be  weigh'd ; 
Great  good  may  oft  betide  if  we  defer 
And  ufe  fome  fhort  delays  e'er  marriage  rites; 
Wedlock  hath  days  of  toil  as  joyfome  nights. 

Canft  thou  be  free 

From  jealoufy .' 
Oh  no  :  That  plague  will  fo  infedl  thy  brain, 
That  only  death  muft  work  thy  peace  again. 

Thou  cantl  not  dwell 

One  minute  well  [g^^^i 

From  whence  thou  leav'ft  her ;  lock  on  her  thf 
Yet  will  her  mind  be  ftill  adulterate. 

Not  Argos'  eyes 

Nor  ten  fuch  fpies 
Can  make  her  only  thine ;  for  fhe  will  do 
With  thofe,  that  fhall  make  thee  miftruft  them;  : 
too,  .  j 

HOBBINOL. 

Wilt  thou  not  leave  to  taint  a  virgin's  name  ? 

PALINODE. 

A  virgin  I  yes:  as  lure  as  is  her  mother, 
Doft  thou  not  hear  her  good  report  by  fame  I 

liuBBIMOL. 

Fame  is  a  liar,  and  was  never  other. 


PALTNODE. 

I^ay,  if  ftie  ever  fpoke  true,  now  (he  did  ; 
And  thou  wilt  once  confefs  what  I  foretold, 
The  fire  will  be  difclos'd  that  now  lies  hid, 
Nor  will  thy  thought  of  her  thus  long  time  hold 
Yet  may  ftie  (if  that  poffible  can  fall) 
Be  true  to  thee,  that  hath  been  faife  to  all. 

HOBBINOL. 

So  pierce  the  rocks 

A  red-breafts  knocks 
As  the  belief  of  ought  thou  tell'ft  me  now. 
Yet  be  my  guefl  to-morrow, 

PALINODE. 

Speed  your  plough, 
I  fear  e'er  long 
You'll  fing  a  fong 
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I.ike  that  was  fung  liereby  not  long  ago ; 


Where  there  is  carrion,  never  wants  a  crow, 

HOBBlNOL. 

!ll-tutor'd  fwain, 

If  on  the  plain  ' 

Thy  fheep  henceforward  come  where  mine  d» 

feed. 
They  fiiall  be  fure  to  fmart  for  thy  mifdeed. 

PALINODE. 

Such    are    the    thanks    a    friend's  forewarning 

brings. 
Now  by  the  love  T  ever  bore  thee,  ftay ! 
Meet   not    mifiiaps !    themfelvee    ha^ve    fpeedy 

wings. 

HOBBINOL. 

It  is  in  vain.  Farewell.  I  mull  away. 


THE  INNER  TEMPLE  MAS^E. 


TO  THE  HONOURABLE  SOCIETr  OF  THE 

INNER  TEMPLE. 


{BENTLKMEN, 


I  GIVE  you  but  your  own  :  If  you  refufe  to  fofter  it,  I  know  not  who  will :  By  your  means 
it  may  live.  If  it  degenerate  in  Miad.  from  thofe  other  the  fociety  hath  produced,  blame 
yourfelves  for  not  feeking  a  happier  mufe.  I  know  it  is  not  without  faults ;  yet  fuch  as  your 
loves,  or  at  leaft  Poetica  Licentia  (the  common  falvc)  will  make  tolerable.  What  is  good 
in  it,  that  is  yours;  what  bad,  mine;  what  indifferent,  both ;  and  that  will  fufiice,  fince  it  was 
jjone  t©  pleafc  ourfelves  in  private,  by  him  that  i^ 


All  yours, 


W.  BROWNE. 


THE  DESCRIPTION  OF  THE  FIRST  SCENE. 

Qn  one  Jide  the  hall,  towards  the  lower  end,  was  difcoiwred  a  cliff  of  the  fca^  done  over  in  part 
•white,  according  to  that  of  Virgil,  lib.  v. 

Jamque  adeo  fcopulos  Syrenum  advefla  fubibat 
PifBciles  quondam  multorumque  o0ibus  albos. 

Upon  it  were  feated  two  Syrens,  as  they  are  defcribed  by  Hyginus  and  Servius,  with  their  upper 
parts  like  women,  to  the  nanjel,  and  the  rejl  like  a  hen.  One  ofthefe,  at  the  fir  ft  difcovery  of 
the  fcene  (afea  being  dotie  in  perfpeSlive  on  one  fide  the  cliff )^  began  tofmg  this  fong,  being  as  laf- 
civious  and  proper  to  them,  and  beginning  as  that  of  theirs  in  Horn.  lib.  (t.,  q3-  Asvf  ay  /'*)»  vtk\utiu% 
O^vw  fdytt  Kuioi  A^aim, 


Steer  hither,  fteer,  your  winged  pines, 

All  beaten  mariners. 
Here  lie  love's  undifcov'red  mines, 

A  prey  to  paffengers ; 
Perfumes  far  fweeter  than  the  beft 
"Which  make  the  phoenix'  urn  and  ncft. 

Fear  not  your  (hips, 
Nor  any  to  oppole  you,  fave  our  lips, 


But  come  on  fliore, 
Where  no  joy  dies  till  love  hath  gotten  more. 

The  laji  tivo  lines  "were  repeated  as  from  a  grove  near, 
by  a  full  chtrus,  and  the  Syren  ahout  to  ftng  again, 
Triton  {in  all  farts  as  Apellonius,  lib.  4.  Argonauts, 
fhcvis  him)  -wasfeen  interrupting  her  thus ; 
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We  will  not  mifs 
To  tell  each  point  he  nameth  with  a  kifa. 


3^ 


TRITON. 

Leave,  leave,  allurjng  Syren,  with  thy  fong 

To  haften  what  the  fates  would  fain  prolong  : 

Your  fweeteft  tunes  but  groans  of  mandrakes  be ; 

He  his  own  traitor  is  that  heareth  thee. 

Tethis  commands,  nor  is  it  fit  that  you 

Should  ever  glory  yon  did  him  fuhdue 

By  wiles,  whdfe  policies  were  never  fpread 

Till  flaming  Troy  gave  light  to  have  them  read. 

Ul'^'fTcs  now  furrows  the  liquid  plain, 

Doubtful  of  feeing  ltha:ca  again  ; 

For  in  his  way  more  flops  are  thruft  by  time. 

Than  in  the  path  where  virtue  comes  to  climb  : 

She  that  with  filver  fprings  for  ever  fills 

The  ftiady  groves,  fweet  meadows,  and  the  hills, 

From  whofe  continual  {lore  fuch  pooh  are  fed, 

As  in  the  land  for  feaB  are  famoufcd. 

'  ris  flie  whofe  favour  to  this  Grecian  tends, 

And  to  remove  his  ruin  Triton  fends. 

SYREN. 

But  'fis  Dot  Tethis,  nor  a  greater  pow'r, 
Cynthia,  that  rules  the  waves;  fcarce  he  (each 

hotir) 
That  wields  the  thunderbolts,  can  things  begun 
By  mighty  Circe  (daughter  to  the  fun) 
Check  or  c6ntroul ;  fhe  that  by  charms  can  make 
The  fcaled  fifh  to  leave  the  briny  lake, 
And  on  the  feas  walk  as  on  land  fhe  were ; 
She  that  can  pull  the  pale  moon  from  her  fphere, 
And  at  mid-day  the  world's  all-glorious  eye 
MuiBe  with  clouds  in  long  obfcurity ; 
She  that  can  cold  December  fet  on  fire, 
And  from  the  grave  bodies  with  life  infpire  ; 
She  that  cleave  the  centre,  and  with  eafe 
A  profpe<Sl  make  to  our  Antipodes; 
Whofe  myflic  fpells  have  fearful  thunders  made, 
And  forc'd  brave  rivers  to  run  retrogi:ade  ; 
She,  without  florms,  that  fturdy  oaks  can  tear, 
And  turn  their  roots  where  late  their  curl'd  topes 

were  ; 
She  that  can  with  the  winter  folftice  bring 
All  Flora's  daintjes.  Circe  bids  me  fing  ; 
And  till  fome  greater  hand  her  pow'r  can  flay 
Whoe'er  command,  1  none  but  her  obey. 

TRITON. 

Then  *  Nereus'  daughter  th"us  you'll  have  me  tell, 

SYREN. 

You  may. 

TRITON. 

Think  on  her  wrath. 

SYREN. 

1  fiiall.    Triton  !  farewell. 

Vain  was  tliy  mcflage,  vain  her  hafte,  for  I 

Muft  tune  again  my  wanton  melody. 

Herejhe  ivent  on  "zvith  her  Song  thus  : 

For  fwelling  waves,  our  panting  breads, 

Where  never  florms  arifc, 
Exchange ;  and  be  a  while  our  gucfis  : 

For  ftars  gaze^on  our  eyes. 
The  compafs,  love  fhall  hourly  fing, 
And  as  he  goes  about  the  ring, 

*  Horn.  K\Mi  I  M>7f  3j«s  ^vyxri^^  &C, 


CHORUS. 

Then  come  on  fhore. 
Where  no  joy  dies  till  love  hath  gotten  mor.c. 

At  the  end  of  this  fong  Circe  ivas  feen  z'.pon  the  roci^ 
quaintly  attire^  her  hair  loofe  ehoiit  her  Jkoulders,  ah 
anaiem  of  flo-iuers  on  her  head,  zuitb  a  -wand  in  her 
hand,  and  then  making  towards  the  Syrens,  (ailed 
them  thence  -with  this  fpeeeh  : 

Syrens,  ynouk;  ceafe;  Circe  hath  prevall'd. 
The  Greeks  which  on  the  dancing  billows  fall'd. 
About  whofe  fhipsa  hundred  dolphins  clung, 
Wrapt  with  the  mufic  of  Ulyfles'  tongue, 
Have,  with  their  guide,  by  pow'rful  Circe's  hand. 
Call  their  hook'd  anchors  on  ^oe's  ftrand. 
Yonde  (lands  a  hill,  crown'd  with  high  waving 

trees, 
Whofe  gallant  tops  each  neighb'ring  country  fees, 
Under  whofe  fhade  an  hundred  fylvans  play. 
With  gaudy  nymphs  far  fairer  than  the  day; 
Where  eveflafiing  fpring  with  filver  fhow'rs. 
Sweet  rofes  doth  increafe  to  grace  our  bow'rs; 
Where  lavi(h  Flora,  prodigal  in  pride. 
Spends  what  might  well  enrich  all  earth  befi^e, 
And  to  adorn  this  place  fhe  loves  fo  dear, 
Stays  in  fome  climates  fcarcely  half  the  year. 
When,  would  Ihe  to  the  world  indifferent  be. 
They  fhould  continual  April  have  as  we. 

Midway  the  wood,  and  from  the  levell'd  lands^ 
A  fpacious,  yet  a  curious  arbour  (lands, 
Wherein  fhould  Phoebus  once  to  pry  begin, 
I  would  benight  him  e'er  he  get  his  inn, 
Gr  turn  his  fteeds  awry,  fo  draw  him  on 
To  burn  all  lands  but  this,  like  Phaeton. 

UlyfTes  near  his  mates,  by  my  flrange  charms. 
Lies  there  till  my  return  in  fleep's  loft  arms  : 
Then  Syrens  quickly  wend  me  to  the  bow'r. 
To  fit  their  welcome,  and  fhew  Circe's  pow'r, 

SYREN. 

What  all  the  elements  do  owe  to  thee, 
In  their  obedience  is  perform'd  in  me. 

CIRCE. 

Circe  drinks  not  of  Lethe,  then  away 

To  help  the  nymphs  who  now  begin  their  lay. 


SCENE   n. 

IVhlle  Circe  ttras  fpealing  her  firjl  fpeech^  and  at  thefe 
•words,  "  Yonde  Hands  a  hill,  &c."  a  tra-uerfe 
•was  draivn  at  the  lozver  end  of  the  hall,  and  gave 
luay  fur  the  difcoi>ery  of  an  artificial  -wood,  fo  near 
imitating  nature,  that,  I  think,  had  there  been  a  grove 
like  that  in  the  open  plain,  birds  ixiould  have  been. 
J''jier  dra-uin  to  that  than  to  Zeuxis'  grapes.  The 
trees  foed  at  the  climbing  of  an  hill,  -and  left  at  theiif 
feet  a  little  plain,  -which  the"i  circled  like  a  crefccnti 
Jn  this  fpace,  vpon  hillocks,  -u'crefeen  eight  muftcians 
in  crivfon  taffety  robes,  liith  chapkts  of  laurel  on 
t  \ 
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ihtir  leads,  tlelr  lutes  by  them,  inhich  Leing  by  them 
touched  as  a  -warning  to  the  nymphs  of  the  •wood,from 
amtng  the  trees  -waf  heard  this  fang  : 

The  Song  in  the  JVeod. 

What  fing  the  fweet  birds  ia  each  grove  ? 

Nought  but  love. 
What  found  our  echo,  day  and  night  ? 

All  delight. 
What  doth  each  wind  breathe  us  that  fleets  ? 

Endlels  fwects. 

CHORUS. 

Is  there  a  place  on  earth  this  ifle  excels, 
Or  any  nymphs  more  happy  live  than  we, 
When  all  our  fongs,  our  founds,  and  breathings 

be. 
That  here  all  love,  delight,  and  fweetnefs  dwrells. 

jBy  this  time  Circe  and  the  Syrens  being  come  into  the 
ivood,  Ulyjfes  -was fen  lying  as  aflsep,  under  the  co- 
•vert  of  a  fair  tree,  toxuards  •whom  Circe  coming,  Le- 
fpake  thus  : 


Yet  holds  foft  fleep  his  courfe.     Now  Ithacus, 
Ajax  would  offer  hecatombs  to  us, 
And  Ilium's  ravifh'd  wives,  and  childlefs  fires. 
With  incenfe  dim  the  bright  sethereal  fires,  . 
To  have  thee  bound  in  chains  of  fleep  as  here  ; 
But  that  thou  may'fl  behold,  and  know  how  desr 
Thou  art  to  Circe,  with  my  magic  deep, 
Aed  powerful  verfes,  thus  I  haniili  fleep  ; 

The  Charm. 

Son  of  Erebus  and  Night, 
Hie  away  ;  and  aim  thy  flight 
Where  confort  none  other  fowl, 
Than  the  bat,  and  fullen  owl  ; 
Where  upon  the  limber  grafs, 
poppy  and  mandragoras, 
With  like  fimples  not  a  few, 
Hang  for  ever  drops  of  dew  ; 
Where  flows  Lethe,  without  coil, 
-Softly  like  a  ftream  of  oil. 
Hie  thee  thither,  gentle  fleep. 
With  this  Greek  no  longer  keep  : 
Thrice  F  charge  thee  by  my  wand. 
Thrice  with  Mocy  from  my  hand, 
Do  (  to  touch  Ulyfles'  eyes. 
And  with  the  Jafpis :  Then  arifs, 
Sageft;  Greek, 

Ulyjes  fas  by  the  poviir  of  Circe)  azvaiing,  thus  began: 

ULYSSES. 

Thou  more  than  mortal  maid, 
Who,  when  thou  Ufts,  canft  make  (as  if  afraid) 
The  mountains  tremble,  and  with  terror  ftiake 
The  feat  of  Dis  ;  and  from  Avernus'  lake 
Grim  Hecate  with  all  the  furies  bring, 
To  work  revenge  ;  or  to  thy  queftioning 
Pifclofe  the  fecrets  of  the  Lnfernal  fliadcs. 
Of  raife  the  ghofts  that  walk  the  under-gladcs, 


To  thee,  whom  all  obey,  Ulyfles  bends, 
But  may  I  alk  (great  Circe)  whereto  tends 
Thy  never-failing  hands  ?  Shall  we  be  free  .'■ 
Or  muft  thine  anger  crufti  my  mates  and  mc  ? 

CIRCE. 

Neither,  Laertes'  fon,  with  wings  of  love, 
To  thee,  and  none  but  thee,  my  anions  move. 
My  art    went   with    thee,  and   thou   me   may'ft 

thank, 
fn  winning  Rhefeus'  horfes,  ere  they  drank 
Of  Xanrhus'  ftream  ;  and  when  with  human  gore. 
Clear  Hebrus'  channel  was  all  ftain'd  o'er; 
When  fome  brave  Greeks,  companions  then  witlv 

thee. 
Forgot  their  country  through  the  Lotos  tree  ; 
I  tyn'd  the  firebrand  that  (befide  thy  flight) 
Left  Polyphemus  in  eternal  night ; 
And,  laftly,  to  ^cea  brought  thee  on. 
Safe  from  the  man^devouring  Laeftrygon. 
This  for  Ulyfles'  love  hath  Circe  done. 
And  if  to  live  with  me  thou  ftialt  be  won  ; 
Aurora's  hand  fliall  never  draw  away 
The  fable  vail  that  hides  the  gladfomc  day 
But  we  new  pleafures  will  begin  to  tafte. 
And  better  ftill,  thofe  we  enjoyed  lafl:. 
To  inftance  what  I  can  :  Mufic,  thy  voice. 
And  of  all  thofe  have  felt  our  wrath,  the  choice 
Appear  :  and  in  a  dance  'gin  that  delight 
Which  with  the  minutes  ftiall  grow  infinite. 

Here  one  attird  like  a  -woodman,  in  all  points,  eam^ 
forth  of  the  -wood,  and,  going  tozvards  thefiage,  f^ttg 
this  fortg  to  call  aiuay  the  antimafque  : 

SONS.    * 

Come  ye  whofe  horns  the  cuckold  wearsj 
The  whittol  too,  with  afs's  ears ; 

Let  the  wolf  leave  howling, 
The  baboon  his  fcowling. 
And  giillus  hie 
Out  of  his  ftye.  , 
Though  grunting,  though  barking,  thou^  bray* 

ing  ye  come, 
We'll  make  ye  dance  quiet,  and  fo  fend  ye  home. 
Nor  gin  ftiall  fnare  you. 
Nor  niafliff"  fcare  you. 

Nor  learn  the  baboon's  tricks, 
Nor  grillus'  feoff", 
From  the  hog  trough. 

But  turn  again  unto  the  thicks. 
Here's  none  ('tis  hop'd)  fo  foolilh,  fcorna 
That  any  elfe  fliould  wear  the  horns. 
Here's  no  cur  with  howhng, 
Nor  an  ape  with  fcowling, 
Shall  mock  or  moe, 
At  what  you  {how. 
In  jumping,  in  flcipping,  in  turning,  or  aught. 
You  ftiall  do  to  pleafe  us  how  well  or  how  nought 
If  there  be  any 
Among  this  many, 

*  The  muftc  -was  compofed  of  treble  -violins,  ivitp 
all  the  itticard parts,  a  bafs  -viol,  bafs  lute,  fagbutt  CQf- 
namute,  and  a  tebor  and  pipe. 


*t*HE  Inner  te 

Wliom  fucK  an  humour  fleers, 
May  he  ftill  lie, 
In  Grillus'  ftye, 

Or  wear  for  ever  the  afs's  ears. 

While  ihe  Jiaff  of  this  fong  -was  finglng^  out  of  the  thick- 
ets on  either  fide  of  the  pajfage  came  riifiing  the  anti- 
tnafque,  being  fuch  as  by  Circe,  tverefupprfed  to  have 
been  transformed  (having  the  minds  of  men  fill j  into 
thcfe  fhapes  folio-wing  : 

Two  with  hearts,  heads,  and  bodies,  as  Adxon  is 

piftur'd. 
Two  like  Midas,  with  affes  ears. 
Two  like  wolves,  as  Lycaon  is  drawn. 
Two  like  baboons. 
Grillus  (of  whom  Plutarch  writes  in  his  ttiorals) 

in  the  fliape  of  a  hog. 

Thefe  together  dancmg  an  antique  meafure,  toivards  the 
latter  end  of  it  miffed  Grillus,  ivho  "uias  neivly  fipi 
aivay,  and  ix'hilf  they  -were  at  a  Jland,  ivond'ritig 
tvhat  -was  beeome  of  him,  the  ivtodman  Jle^t  forth 
mndfung  this 


tJniLLUs  is  gone,  belike  he  hath  heard 

The  dairy-maid  knock  at  the  trough  in  the  yard  : 

Through  thick  and  thin  he  wallows, 

And  weighs  not  depths  nor  Ihallows. 
Hark  !  how  he  whines, 
Run  all  ere  he  dines. 

Then  ferve  him  a  trick 

For  being  fo  quick. 
And  let  him  for  all  his  pains 

Behold  you  turn  clean  of 
His  trough, 
And  fpill  all  his  *  walh  and  his  grains. 

With  this  the  triplex  of  their  tune  ivas  plaid  ttoiie  or 
thrice  over,  and  by  turns  brought  them  from  the  Jl  age; 
ivhen  the  ivoodman  fung  this  other  faff  of  the  lafl 
fong,  and  then  ran  after  them. 

And  now  'tis  wifti'd  that  all  fuch  as  he, 

Were  rutting  with  him  at  the  trough  or  the  tree. 

Fly,  fly,  from  our  pure  fountains, 

To  the  dark  vales  or  the  mountains. 
Lift  fome  one  whines 
With  voice  like  a  fwine's, 

As  angry  that  none 

With  Grillus  is  gone. 
Or  that  he  is  left  behind. 

Olet  there  be  no  flay 

In  his  way. 
To  hinder  the  boar  from  his  kind. 

CIRCE. 

How  likes  Ulyffes  this  1 

ULYSSE3. 

Much  like  to  one 
Who  in  a  Ihepwreck  being  caft  upon 
The  frothy  ftiores,  and  fijfe  beholds  his  mates 
Equally  crofs'd  by  Neptune  and  the  fates. 

*    Ovid  Metam.  lib.  1,4. 
Vol.  IV. 
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You  might  as  well  have  aflc'd  how  T  would  like 
A  ftrain  whofe  equal  Orpheus  could  not  flrike. 
Upon  a  harp  whofe  ftrings  none  other  be, 
Than  of  the  heart  of  chafte  Penelope. 
O  let  it  be  enough  that  thou  in  thefe. 
Haft  made  mod  v/retched  Lsertiades  : 
Let  yet  the  fad  chance  of  diftreffed  Greeks, 
With  other  tears  than  forrow's  dew  your  cheeks! 
Mod  abjedl  bafenefs  hath  enthrall'd  that  breaft 
Which  laughs  at  men  by  milery  opprefs'd, 

CIRCE.  ' 

In  this,  as  lilies,  or  the  new-fall'n  fnow, 
Is  Circe  footlefs  yet,  what  though  the  bow 
Which  Iris  bends,  appeareth  to  each  light 
In  various  hews  and  colours  infinite  : 
The  learned  know  that  in  itfelf  is  free, 
And  light  and  (hade  make  that  variety. 
I'hings  far  off  feen  feem  not  the  fame  they  arc. 
Fame  is  not  ever  truth's  difcoverer ; 
For  ftill  where  envy  meeteth  a  report, 
111  ftie  makes  worfe,  and  what  is  good  come  fliort. 
Inwhatfoe'er  this  land  hath  pafling  been, 
Or  (he  that  here  o'er  othef  reigneth  queen. 
Let  wife  Llyfles  judge.     Some  I  confefs. 
That  tow'rds  this  ifle  not  long  fince  didaddrefs 
Their  ftretched  oars,  1,0  fooner  landed  were, 
But  (carelefs  of  themfelves)  they  here  and  there 
Fed  on  ftrange  fruits,  invenoming  their  bloods 
And  now  like  monfters  range  about  the  woods- 
If  thofe  thy  mates  were,  yet  is  Circe  free, 
For  their  misfortunes  have  not  birth  from  mc. 
Who  in  the  apothecary's  fhop  hath  ta'en 
(Whilft  he  is  wanting)  that  which  breedp  his  bane. 
Should  never  blame  the  manVho  there  had  plac'dit. 
But  his  own  folly  urging  him  to  tafte  it. 

ULYSSES. 

jEcea's  queen,  and  great  Hyperion's  pride. 
Pardon  mifdoubts,  and  we  are  fatisfy'd. 

CIRCE. 

Swifter  the  lightning  comes  not  from  above, 

Than  do  our  grants  born  on  the  wings  of  love  ; 

And  fmce  what's  paft  doth  not  Ulyffes  pleafe, 

Cill  to  a  dance  the  fair  Neriades, 

With  other  nymphs,  which  do  in  every  creek. 

In  VA'oods,  on  plains,  on  mountains  iimples  feck 

For  powerful  Circe,  and  let  in  a  fong 

Echoes  be  aiding,  that  they  may  prolong 

My  now  command  to  each  place  where  they  be, 

To  bring  them  hither  all  more  fpeediiy. 

Prefently  in  the  -wood  -was  heard  a  full  muftc  of  lutes, 
•which  defending  to  the  fage,  had  to  them  fung  thit 
follozi'ing  fong,  the  echoes  being  placid  in  feveral 
parts  of  the  paffage. 

SONO 

CiRCE  bids  you  come  away, 

Echo.  Come  away,  come  away. 
From  the  rivers,  from  the  fea. 

Echo.  From  the  fea,  from  the  fea. 
From  the  green  woods  every  one. 

Echo    Every  one,  every  one.' 
Of  Jier  mpids  be  miffing  none.    •' 
Echo    Miffing  none,  miHing  jione? 
No  longer  ftay,  except  it  be  to  bring 
A  ittgd'cine  for  lovt's  fting. 
A  a 
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That  would  excufe  you,  and  be  he4d  more  dear, 
Than  wit  or  magic,  lor  both  they  are  here. 
EcLo.  They  are  here,  they  are  here. 

Tht  echo  had  no  fooner  anfwered  to  the  lajl  line  of  the 
/'efir,  They  are  here,  6ut  thefecond  antimafque  came 
in,  being/even  r.ymfhi,  andiuere  thus  attired: 
/ 

tour  in  white  taffeta  robes,  luitg  treffes,  and  chaplets  of 
floivcrs,  herbs,  andiveeds,  on  their  heads,  ivith  lit- 
tle -wicker  bajhets  in  their  bands,  neatly  painted. 
Thefe  tvere  fuppofed  to  be  maids  attending  upon  Circe, 
and  ttfed  in  gathering  ftmples  for  their  mifrefs's  in- 
chaniments. — (Paufanius  in  prioribus  Eliacis.) 

Threeinfea-green  robes,  *  greenijh' hair  hanging  loofe, 
ivitb  lea-ves  of  coral  and  Jhells  intermixed  upon  it. 
"Thefe  are,  by  Ovid,  affirmed  to  help  the  nymphs  of 
Circe  in  thlir  colle£iions  f . 

^'hefe  having  danced  a  inof  curious  meafure  to  afofier 
tune  than  the frjl  antimjfque,  as  mojl fitting,  return- 
ed as  they  came ;  the  Nereides  totvards  thecUffs,  and 
the  other  maids  of  Circe  to  the  -woods  and  plains.  Af- 
ter -which  Uljffes,  thut: 

UtYSSES. 

Fame  add?  not  to  thy  joys,  I  fee  in  this. 
But  like  a  high  and  ftately  pytamis 
Grows  leaft  at  fartheft  :  now,  fair  Circe,  grant. 
Although  the  fair-hair'd  Greeks  do  never  vaunt. 
That  they  in  meafur'd  paces  ought  have  done, 
But  where  the  god  of  battles  led  them  on  ; 
'Give  leave  (that  freed  from  fleep)  the  fmalt  re- 
main 
Of  my  companions,  on  the  under  plain', 
Tvlay  in  a  dance  ftrive  how  to  pleafure  thee. 
Either  with  fliill  or  with  variety. 

CIRCE. 

Circe  is  pleas'd  :  Ulyffes,  take  my  wand, 

And  from  their  eyes  each  child  of  fleep  command, 

Whilft  '.'\y  choice  maids,  with  their  harmonious 

voices 
(Whereat  each  bird  and  dancing  fpring  rejoices) 
Harming  the  winds  when  they  contrary  meet, 
SHall  make  their  (pirits  as  nimble  as  their  7eet. 


SCENE    lit. 

DESCRIPTION. 

Cifce,  -with  this  fpccch,.ddi-\>ering  her  -wand  to  Vlyjfes, 
refis  on  the  laiver  part  of  the  hill,  -while  he  going 
up  the  hilL  and  finking  the  trees  luith  his  -wand, 
fuddenly  t-wo  great  gates  fie-w  open,  inaking^  as  it  -were, 
a  large  glade  through  the  -zvaod,  and  along  the  glade 
a  fair  -walk  ,•   t-wo  [eeming  brick  -walls  on  either  fide, 

*   Hor.iih.  2- carmin 

■}■   Neriedes  nyfuphdequefmui  quis  vellera  motis 
NuHa  trahunt  digitos,  n'c  fda  fequcntia  ducunt, 
Gramina  dfponuni  ;  fparfnfque  fine  ordine  fores 
Secernunt  Calathis,  -variifqne  coloribus  herbas. 
ipfa  qifod ha^fticiunt  opus  exig-.t,  l^c. 

Ovid,  lib.  J  4.  Metam. 


over  -which  the  trees  "wantonly  hung  p  a  great  light 
fas  the  fun  s  fudden  unmafking)  being  feen  upon  this 
difcovery.  At  the  further  end  -was  defcribed  an  ar^ 
hour,  -very  curioufly  done,  having  one  entrance  under 
an  architrave,  borne  up  by  t-wo  pillars,  -with  their 
chapters  and  bafes  gilt ;  the  top  of  the  entrance  beaM» 
t'ifed  -luith  pojlures  of  Satyrs,  Wood-nymphs,  and 
other  antique  -work  ;  as  alfo  the  fides  and  corners^ 
the  covering  arch-ivife,  inter-wove  -with  houghs  tba 
back  of  it  girt  round  -with  a  vine,  and  artificial^ 
done  up  in  knots  to-wards  thi  top :  beyond  it  -was  m 
-wood  feie  in  perfpeBive,  the  fdre-part  of  it  opevf 
ing  at  Ulyffes' s  approach,  the  mafkers  -were  eUfcovef 
ed  in  feveral  feats,  leaning  as  afleep, 

THEIR  ATTIRE. 

Doublets  of  green  taffeta,  cut  like  oaken  leaves,  as  up»» 
cloth  of  filver  ;  their  fiirts  and  -luings  cut  inta 
leaves,  deep  round  hofe  of  the  fume,  both  lined  -with 

fprig  lace  fpangled  ;  long -white  filk  fleckings  ;  green 
pumps,  and  rofes  done  over  -with  filver  leaves  ;  hatt 
of  the  fcnue  fiff,  and  cut  narro-w- brimmed,  and  riftng 

fmaller  compafs  at  the  cro-wn  ;  -white  -wreath  hatbands  i 
-white  plumes  ;  egrets  -with  a  green  fall ;  ruff  bama 
and  cuffs. 

Ulyffes  feverally  came  and  touched  every  one  of  them  -win 
the  -wand,  -while  this  -wasfung. 


Shake  ofF  fleep  ye  worthy  knight*, 
Though  ye  dream  of  all  delights ; 
Shew  that  Venus  doth  refort 
To  the  camp  as  well  as  court. 

By  fome  well-timed  meafure. 
And  on  your  geftures  and  your  paces, 
Let  the  well-compofed  graces, 

Looking  like,  and  part  with  pleafure. 

By  this  the  knights  being  all  rifenfrom  Ibtir  feats,  -were^ 
by  Ulyffes  {the  loud  mufic  founding")  brought  to  the 
fage  ;  and  then  to  the  violins  danced  their  firf  mea- 
fure ;  after  -which  this  fang  brought  theift  to  the  ft- 
cond. 

SONO. 

On  and  imitate  the  fun. 
Stay  not  to  breath  till  you  have  done  : 

Earth  doth  think  as  other  where 

Do  fome  women  fhe  doth  bear. 
Thofe  wives  whofe  hufbands  only  threaterf. 
Are  not  lov'd  like  thofe  are  beaten  : 

Then  with  your  feet  to  fuff 'ring  move  her, 

For  whilft  you  beat  earth  thus,  you  love  her. 

Here  they  danc''d  their  fecond  meaf're,  and  then  thisfong 
-was  fung,  during  -which  time  they  take  out  tbeladiet.j 


Choose  now  among  this  faireft  number, 
Upon  whofe  breafts  love  would  for  ever  flum* 

ber : 
Cho'ofe  not  amif>(,  fince  you  may  where  you  will*  ■ 

Or  bfame  yourfelves  for  choofiug  ill. 
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Then  do  not  leave,  though  oft  the  mufic  clofes, 
Till  lilies  in  their  checks  be  turned  to  rofes. 


And  if  it  lay  in  Circe's  power, 
Your  blifs  might  fo  perfevere. 

That  thofe  you  choofe  but  for  an  hour, 
You  (hould  enjoy  for  ever. 

^ie  knights,  •with  their  ladies,  dance  here  the  old  mea- 
J'ures,galltards,corantoes,  the  branles,  &c.  and  then 
(having  led  them  again  to  their  places^  danced  their 
laji  meqfure  ;  after  ivkicb  this  Jong  called  them  aivay^ 


Who  but  time  fo  hafty  were, 
To  fly  away  and  leave  you  here. 
Here  where  delight 
Might  well  allure 
A  ypry  floic,  from  this  night 
To  turn  un  epicure. 

But  fince  he  calls  away ;  and  time  will  fcon  re=> 

pent, 
He  flay'd  not  longer  here,  but  ran  to  be  more  idly 

fpent. 

AaiJ 


POEMS. 


riiiRSis's  PRAISE  ro  ins  mistress. 

From  a  CoUe  Aion  of  Paems,  called 
ENGLAND'S  HELICON'; 

OR, 

TI-IE    :M  USE'S    HARMONY. 

On  a  hill  that  grac'd  the  plain 
Thirfis  fat,  a  comely  fwain, 

Comelier  fwain  ne'er  grac'd  a  hill : 
Whilft  his  flock,  that  wand'red  nigh, 
Cropt  the  green  grafs  bufily  ; 

Thus  he  tun'd  his  oa  en  quill  : 

Ver  hath  made  the  pleafant  field 
Many  feveral  odours  yield. 

Odours  aromatical : 
From  fair  Aftra's  cherry  lip, 
Sweeter  fmells  for  ever  fkip, 

They  in  plealing  pafTing  all. 

Leavy  groves  now  mainly  ring. 
With  each  fwept  bird's  fonneting, 

Notes  that  make  the  echoes  long  : 
But  when  Aftra  tunes  her  voice, 
All  the  mirthful  birds  rejoice, 

And  are  lift'ning  to  her  fong. 

Fairly  fpreads  the  damalk  rofe, 
"Whofe  rare  mixture  doth  difclofe 

Beauties,  pen  rills  cannot  fain.  * 

"Yet  if  Aftra  pafs  the  bufh, 
Ro/es  have  been  feen  to  blufli. 

ohe  doth  all  their  beauties  ftain. 

Phoebus  fhining  bright  in  iky, 

Giids  the  floods,  heats  mountains  high 

With  his  beams  all-qui^k'nii^g  fi.e: 
Aftra's  eyes  (moft  fparkling  ones) 
Strikes  a  heat  in  hearts  of  ftones. 

And  inflames  them  them  witK  defire. 

Fields  are  bleft  with  flow'ry  wreath. 
Air  isblcft  when  llie  doth  hteath, 

E'rdi  n-iake  hapj^y  ev'ry  grove. 
She  eacli  bird  when  fhe  doth  in-ig, 
thcebiis'  heat  to  earth  doth  b;ing, 

yhe  makes  marble  fall  in  love. 

Thofe  blc(ring<v  of  the  earth  we  fwains  do  call, 
Aftra  can  bki's.  thofe  ckffingf,  earth  and  aH. 


A    POEM, 
Attributed  by  Prince, in  hisWorthies  ofDevop, 
TO  WILLIAM  BROWNE. 


I  OFT  have  heard  of  Lydford  law, 
How,  in  the  morn,  they  hang  and  draw, 

And  fit  in  judgment  after. 
At  firft  I  wonder'd  at  it  much, 
But  fince  I  find  the  reafon  fuch, 

As  it  deferves  no  laughter. 
II. 
They  have  a  caftle  on  a  hill, 
I  took  it  for  an  old  wind-mill. 

The  vanes  blown  off  by  weather; 
To  lie  therein  one  night,  'tisguefs'd, 
'  Twere  better  to  be  flon'd  aivd  prefs'd. 

Or  hang'd,  now  choofe  you  whether ; 
III. 
Ten  men  lefs  room  within  this  cave, 
Than  five  mice  in  a  lanthorn  have, 

The  keepers  they  are  fly  ones; 
If  any  could  devifc  by  art. 
To  get  it  up  into  a  cart, 

'Twere  fit  to  carry  lions. 

IV. 

When  I  beheld  it,  Lord  !  thought  I, 
What  juftice  and  what  clemency 

-  Hath  Lydford  !  When  I  faw  all, 
I  know  none  gladly  there  would  ftay, 
But  rather  hang  out  of  the  way, 
Then  tarty  for  a  trial. 

V. 

The  prince  an  hundred  pounds  hath  fent 
To  mend  the  leads,  and  planchens  wrent. 

Within  this  living  tomb, 
Some  forty-five  pounds  more  hath  paid 
The  debts  of  all  that  fliall  be  laid 

There  till  the  day  of  doom. 

VI. 

One  lies  there  for  a  fer.m  of  malt,     , 
Another  for  a  peck  of  fait, 

Two  furcties  for  a  noble. 
If  this  be  true,  or  elfe  falfe  news, 
You  may  go  alk  of  Mafier  Crews*, 

John  Vaughan,  or  John  Doblef. 

•    SliZi;i!j. 
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Tore,  to  thefe  men  that  lie  in  lurch, 
Here  is  a  bridge,  there  is  a  church ; 

Seven  aflies,  and  one  oak  ; 
Three  houfes  ftanding,  and  ten  down; 
They  fay  the  parfon  hath  a  gown. 

But  I  faw  ne'er  a  cloak, 
viu. 
Whereby  you  may  confider  well. 
That  plain  fimplicity  doth  dwell 

At  Lydford,  without  bravery. 
•  And  in  the  town  both  young  atid  grave, 
Do  love  the  naked  truth  to  have, 

No  cloak  to  hide  their  knavery, 

XI. 

The  people  all  within  this  clime. 
Are  frozen  in  the  winter  time, 

For  fure  1  do  not  fain  ; 
And  when  the  funimer  is  begun, 
They  lie  like  filk-worms  in  the  fun. 

And  come  to  life  again. 
X.  ■ 
©ne  told  me  in  King  Csefar's  time, 

The  town  was  built  with  ftone  and  lime  ; 

But  fure  the  walls  were  clay, 
And  they  are  fall'n,  for  ought  I  fee. 
And  fince  the  houfes  are  got  free, 

The  town  is  run  away. 

XI. 

Oh !  Caefar,  if  thou  there  didft  reign, 
"While  one  houfe  ftands  come  there  again  ; 

Come  quickly  while  there  is  one. 
If     ou  ftay  but  a  little  fit. 
But  five  years  more,  they  will  commit 

The  whole  town  to  a  prifon. 

XII. 

To  fee  it  thus  much  griev'd  was  I, 
The  proverb  faith,  "  Sorrows  be  dry," 

So  was  I  at  the  matter. 
Now  by  good  luck,  I  know  not  how. 
There  thither  came  a  ftrange  flray-  cow. 

And  wc  had  milk  and  water. 

XIIX. 

To  nine  good  ftomachs,  with  our  wig. 
At  laft  we  got  a  roafting  pig  ; 

This  diet  was  our  bounds, 
And  this  was  juft  as  if  'twere  known, 
A  pound  of  butter  had  been  thrown 

Among  a  pack  of  hounds. 


One  glafs  of  drink  I  got  by  chance, 
' Twas  claret  when  it  was  in  France, 

But  now  from  it  much  wider ; 
I  thiitk  a  man  might  make  as  good 
With  green  crabs  boil'd,  and  Brazil  wood, 

And  half  a  pint  of  cyder. 

XV. 

I  kifs'd  the  Mayor's  hand  of  the  town. 
Who,  though  he  wears  no  fcarlet  gowif, 

Honours  the  rofe  and  thiftle. 
A  piece  of  core!  to  the  mace, 
which  there  I  faw  to  ferve  in  place. 

Would  make  a  good  child's  whiftle. 

XVI. 

At  fix  o'cloek  I  came  away, 

And  pray'd  for  thofe  that  were  to  ftay 

Within  a  place  fo  arrant. 
Wide  and  ope  the  winds  fo  roar, 
By  God's  grace  I'll  Come  there  no  more, 

Uulefs  by  fome  tin  warrant. 


Prefixed  to  "  Rtchard  the  Third,  i&/j  ChiraEler^ 
Legend,  and  Tragedy"  a  Poem,  4(0,  1614.  Ti  .bis 
ivorthy  and  ingenious  friend  the  Author. 

So  far  as  can  a  fwain  (who  than  a  round 

On  oaten  pipe  no  furtiier  boaftshis  ikill) 
I  dare  to  cenfure  the  fhrill  trumpet's  found, 

Or  other  mufic  of  the  facred  hill : 
The  popular  applaufe  hath  not  fo  fell 

(Like  Nile's  loud  cataravSl),  poflefs'd  mine  ears^ 
But  others  fongs  I  can  diftinguifh  well, 

And  chant  their  praife,  defpifed  virtue  rears  t 
Nor  fhall  thy  buikin'd  niufe  be  heard  alone 

In  ftately  palaces  ;  the  Ihady  woods 
By  me  fliall  learn'd,  and  echoes  one  by  one 

Teach  it  the  hills,  and  they  the  filver  floods. 
Our  learned  ftiepherds  that  have  us'd  'tofore 

Their  hafty  gifts  in  notes  that  woo  the  plains. 
By  rural  ditties  will  be  known  no  more, 

But  reach  at  fame  by  fuch  as  are  thy  ftrains. 
And  I  would  gladly  (if  the  fillers  fpring 

Had  me  enabled)  bear  a  part  with  thee, 
And  for  fwect  groves  of  br^ve  *  heroes  firg;, 

But  fince  it  fits  nOt  my  weak  melody. 
It  fhall  fuflice  that  thou  fuch  means  doft  give, 

That  my  harfh  lines  among  the  bsft  may  Jjyf  i 

*  §vere?  braver. 
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A  GLOSSARY  OF  OBSOLETE  WORDS. 


A. 

ADRJD.I      r     ., 

Adread       J/^^^"'- 
Affeff,  to  affright. 
Agryi-f,  horror,  fear. 
Algate,  every  way,  wholly. 
Apparceived,  perceived,  beheld'. 
AJfoile,  free. 
AJloineci,  aftoniflied. 
Jfy,  always. 

B. 
Balke,  a  ridge  of  land  between  two  furrows. 
Behcet,  to  promife. 
Bet,  better. 

Beiuraye,  to  difcover,  to  betray. 
Blent,  blind,  blinded. 
3let,  bleated,  like  a  lamb. 
Bhyi,  bleffed. 
Blii'e,  ready,  readily. 
Breere,  a  brier. 
Brent,  burnt. 
Brooch,  a  jewel- 

c. 

Carke,  care. 

Cheefe,  to  choofc. 

Chiertee,  joy. 

Clipped,  pofleffed,  enjoyed,  embraced. 

Cojfet,  a  lamb  brought  up  by  hand. 

Croivd,  a  fiddle. 

Cure,  care. 

D. 
Tieal,  as  ei/ery  ^f/z/,  entirely,  every  bit. 
Hell,  a  valley. 
Bight,  dreffed,  decked,  adorned,  prepared. 

E. 
^ft,  again. 

Eftfoons,  foon  afterwards. 
B.ke,  alfo,  likewife. 
JE/rf,  old,  old  age. 
JLritage,  inheritance. 

F. 
Tallace,  deceit,  difappointraent. 
Teere,  company,  a  companion. 
Ferd,  afraid. 
Fet\  fetched,  to  fetch* 
Tier,  fire. 
Flxivne,  a  cuftard. 

^ybe,  to  fneer. 
Gybing,  Ineering. 

'Janiveere,  January. 

7oaj  ance,  playfiilnefs,  merriment,  feftivity. 

K. 
Kid,  to  acquire,  to  engrofs. 
Knap,  a  hillock. 
Kythe,  to  caft,  to  beftow. 

L. 

faire,  a  barn,  a  ftall  for  cattle. 
eech,  a  phyficiar,  a  furgeon 


Leefe,  dear,  beloved. 

Leere,  to  learn. 

Leefe,  to  lofe. 

Lepry,  a  leptofy.  i 

Lever,  rather. 

Lin,  to  Hop,  to  give  over,  to  lestve  off. 

M. 
Mefcl,  a  leper. 
Mickle,     ~i 
Mockhill,  >  much. 
Muckle,    3 

Mivftralfie,  inftrumental  ham|ony> 
Mot,  muft. 
Mo%or,  a  maple  cup. 
Mucke,  dirt. 

N. 
Nathlefs,  neverthelefs. 

P. 
Percafe,  perhaps,  becaufe. 
Piked,  pricked  up,  dreffed  out. 
Pine,  pain  ;  fo  ipelt  for  the  fake  of  the  rhiaio 
Pijlle,  an  epiftle. 
Pleneere,  full,  fullnefs. 
Purvay,  to  provide. 

R. 
Raiight,  reached. 
Reed,  warning,  advice. 
Rij7j,  a  rulh. 
Rokes,  reeks  or  fmokes. 
Roivned,  whifpered. 

s. 

Seech,  to  feek. 

Shape,  (haped,  happened,  befell. 

Sickerly,  furely,  certainly. 

Sike,  fuch. 

Sin,  fince. 

Stotvnd,  a  while,  a  fSafon,  a  time. 

Stvinke,  iVeat. 

Siuythe,  foon. 

Sytkes,  times ;,  oftfythes,  oftentimtS. 

T. 
Teen,  forrow,  grief. 
Thriiftle,  a  thrufli. 
Tyred,  attired. 

U. 
'  Unneth,  fcarcely. 
Univijle,  unknown. 

W. 
Ware,  beware. 

Ween,  to  think,  to  imagine,  to  fuppdfc* 
Weeing,  imagining. 
Whilome,  formerly. 
Wight,  a  perfon. 
Won,  to  dwell. 
Wull,  wool. 

y. 

Talde,  yielded.  ^ 

Teve,  give. 
TnoWf  enough. 
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PHINEAS  FLETCHER. 

Containing  . 

THS  FORPLE  ISHlSB,  H  PISCATORT  ECtOGUE^^ 

fVlSTtlS,  II  ELEGIES, 

^e.  is"*.  ISff. 
Te  yrbich  is  prefixed 
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For  thms  art  poet  boro  ;  vrho  kxtaw  thee  know  it ; 
Thy  fcroslser,  fire,  tisjr  vzij  name's  a  ^tt ; 
Tliy  Tcrj  Hame  wiiJ  make  tijefe  poenss  take, 
Tbefe  irerj  ptteats  eife  t& j  Bsme  will  ma&e. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  P.  FLETCHER. 


Of  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  PiirNEAS  J"letcher,  who  was  called  "the  Spenfer  of  the   age," 
few  particulars  have  defcended  to  pofterity. 

He  belonged  to  a  family  poetical  in  many  of  Its  branches.  His  father,  Dr.  Giles^Fletchcr,  was 
born  in  Kent,  bred  at  Eton,  and  eleded  icholar  of  King's  College,  Cambridge,  fn  1,565,  where  he 
took  the  degree  of  Dodor  of  Laws,  in  1581.  Wood  lays  "  he  v.as  a  learned  man  and  an  excel- 
lent poet."  His  abilities  recommending  him  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  he  was  employed  by  her  as  a. 
commiffioner  into  Scotland,  Germany,  and  the  Low  Countries.  In  1588  he  was  fent  ambainidor 
to  Mufcovy,  and  publifhed  a  curious  account  "  of  the  Ruffe  Commonwealth,  Sec."  in  1591,  which 
was  fuppreffed,  left  it  fhould  give  offence ;  but  afterwards  reprinted  in  1643.  Camden  ftyles  it 
"  Uhcllum  in  quo  plurima  ohfer^uanda."  He  was  afterwards  made  Mafter  of  the  Requefts,  and  Se- 
cretary to  the  City  of  London.  He  died  in  1610.  Giles  Fletcher,  author  of"  Chrift's  Vidory  and 
Triumph,"  was  his  brother,  and  "  equally  beloved  of  the  Mufes  and  Graces." 

John  Fietchei:,  the  celebrated  dramatic  poet,  was  his  coufin,  the  fon  of  Dr.  Richard  Fletcher,  fuc- 
ceffively  Bllhop  of  Briftol,  Worcefter,  and  London  ;  whofe  memory  will  be  execrated  as  long  as  the 
manly  and  pathetic  pages  of  Dr.  Stuart  fiiall  endure,  for  embittering,  v.nth  officious  zeal,  the  laft 
moments  of  the  unfortunate  Mary  Queen  of  Scots.  "  At  which  time,  "  fays  Wood,  "  he  bemg  the 
perfon  appointed  to  pray  with  and  for  her,  did  perfuade  her  to  renounce  her  religion,  contrary  to  all 
Chriftianity  (as  it  was  by  many  then  prefent  fo  taken),  to  her  great  difturbance." 

He  was  educated  at  Eton,  and,  in  i(joo,  was  elefled  to  King's  College,  Cambridge,  where  he 
took  the  degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Arts,  In  1604,  and  of  Mafter  of  Arts,  In  I60S. 

He  afterwards  entered  into  holy  orders,  and  was  beneficed  at  Hilgay,  In  Norfolk,  on  the  prefen- 
tation  of  Sir  Henry  Willoughby,  Bart,  in  1621.  It  appears  fipm  Blomefield's  "  Norfolk,"  that  he 
held  the  living  of  Hilgay  twenty-nine  years,  where  it  feems  probable  that  he  died. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Phineas  Fletcher  ;  a  man  whofe  fame  Is  not  equal  to  his  merit,  and 
whofe  works  deferve  to  be  better  known  than  they  are  at  prefent. 

He  has  left  behind  him  SkeUdcs,  a  pifcatory  drama,  acfted  at  King's  College,  Cambridge,  and 
printed  in  1631,  without  any  authoi's  name.  It  was  originally  intended  to  be  performed  before 
King  James,  on  the  1 3th  March  1614;  but  his  Majefty  leaving  the  univerfity  fooner,  it  was  not 
then  reprefented.  The  ferlous  parts  of  It  are  iptioftly  written  in  rhyme,  with  choruffes  between  the 
acfls;  the  fcene  lies  in  Sicily. 

Like  his  contemporary,  Browne,  he  cultivated  literary  biography  as  well  as  poetry;  and  printed 
at  Cambridge,  in  1632,  his  book  Be  Literatis  u?itiqua  3rita>mia,  prcefertim  qui  doiirina  daruerimt, 
qiiiqiie  collegia  CaJitahrigia  fundarunt,  i2mo. 

In  T  633,  his  Furt'Ie  IJland,  Pifcatory  Eclogues,  and  Mifcellanies,  were  printed  at  Cambridge,  ia 
one  volume,  4to,  with  recommendatory  verfes  by  Quarles,  and  other  contemporary  poets.  From 
the  dedication  to  his  friend  Edward  Benlowcs,  Efq.  It  feems  that  they  were  written  very  early,  as 
he  calls  them  "  raw  effays  of  my  very  unripe  years,  and  almoft  childhood." 

In  1772,  his  Pifcatory  Eclogves  were  reprinted  at  Edinburgh  In  an  elegant  edition,  i2mo,  with  an 
f  introduaion,  arguments  to  each  Eclogue,  and  notes,  by  an  anonymous  Editor ;  who  merits  the  thanks 
of  erery  poetical  reader,  for  his  efforts  to  revive  the  beauties  of  thofe  neglefted  com.pofitions. 

In  1783,  the  Purple  IJland  was  reprinted  at  London,  in  8vo.  In  this  edition  many  unwarrantable 
liberties  are  taken  with  the  text ;  nor  is  the  leaft  apology  for  the  proceeding  offered,  or  even  the 
circumftance  itfelf  mentioned.  In  almoft  every  page  injuries  are  done  to  the  fenfe,  where  improve- 
ments were  Intended.  The  republication  feems  to  have  originated  in  a  letter  of  Hervey's  (Let.  II.  ad 
vol.)  and  to  have  been  executed  upon  the  ridiculous  plan  he  there  propofes.  Such  a  republication  of 
an  ancient  poet  Is  not  merely  defedllve,  but  dangerous,  as  It  leads  to  an  infinity  of  miftakes,  and  can 
anfwer  no  poffible  end,  but  that  of  multiplying  the  number  of  books,  without  adding  to  the  fources 
of  information.  Whoever,  therefore,  takes  up  this  edition  for  the  purpofe  of  enjoying  the  poetr/j 
Claiming  an  estradl,  or  a  reference,  can  never  be  fafe  as  to  the  authenticity  of  a  fingle  ftanza, 
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His  Mifctlleiizes  have  been  but  once  printed  in  a  hundred  and  fifty  years,  and  are  alme^  ufl^ 
known.  They  are  now  admitted,  with  his  other  poems,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  colledlion  of  cUf- 
^cal  Englifli  poetry- 

The  characfler  of  Phineas  Fletcher  appears  to  have  been  amiable  and  rcfpeftable.  His  contem* 
poraries  beftow  very  liberal  encomiums  on  his  learning  and  piety.  His  poetry  alfo  received  from 
them  a  fuller  compliment  of  praife,  than  it  has  gained  from  their  fucceffors.  He  if  complimented 
with  the  title  of  "  the  Spenfer  of  this  age"  by  Quarles,  the  moll  popular  poet  of  his  time,  and  a 
man  of  true  poetical  genius ;  whofe  memory  has  been  branded  with  more  than  common  abufe,  and 
whofe  writings  have  been  cenfured  merely  from  the  want  of  being  read.  Pope  mentions  him  with 
Slackmore,  as  a  miferable  rhymer;  and,  at  the  fame  time,  in  a  note,  abufes  Benlowes  for  being  his 
patron.  Quarles  too  often,  no  doubt,  miftook  the  enthufiafm  of  devotion,  for  the  infpiration  of  fancy  ; 
but  notwithftanding  fome  grofs  deficiencies  of  judgrnent,  and  the  infelicity  of  his  fubjefls,  he  has  a 
yeat  deal  of  genuine  fire,  is  frequently  happy  in  fimiles,  admirable  in  epithets  and  compound 
words,  and  fuperior  to  almoft  all  his  contemporaries  in  the  unftudied  flow  of  his  verfification. 

The  beft  pieces  of  Quarles  would  bear  republication,  and  were  felecScd  for  that  purpofe  ;  but  could 
Kot  be  received  into  this  coUeilion,  without  enlarging  the  proportion  originally  affigned  by  the  pro- 
prietors, to  the  ivorks  of  our  older  poets. 

The  critic  muft  be  more  faftidious  than  clear-lighted,  who  can  be  difpleafed  with  the  following 
^efcription  of  the  "  Goddefle  of  Night,"  in  his  "  Argalus  apd  Parthenia/'  which  rivals  the  fancj» 
fal  and  lublime  manner  of  Milton. 

her  body  was  confinde 

Within  a  coale-black  mantle,  thorowe  Iind(; 

With  fable  farrs ;  her  trefTes  were  of  hew 

Like  ebony,  on  which  a  perly  dewe 

Hung,  like  a  fpider's  web  ;  lier  fexe  did  flicou4 

A  fwarth  complexion,  underneath  a  cloud 

Of  blacke  curld  cypreife  ;  on  her  head  flie  wore 

A  crown  of  burnilbt  gold,  belhaded  o'er 

With  foggs  and  rory  mift  5  her  hand  did  beat 

A  fcepter  and  a  fable  bemifphere  ; 

She  ftemly  fhooke  her  dewy  locks,  and  brake 

A  melancholy  fmile ■ 

The^  modem  teilimouies  to  the  merits  of  P.  Fletcher  arc  few,  whcii  coQip^red  with  Lis  defesf;. 
It  is  to  his  honour,  that  Milton  read  and  imitated  him,  as  every  attenti'se  reader  of  both  poetamuft 
foot*  difcover.- 

Thompfon,  of  Queen's  College,  Oxford,  was  one  of  the  earliel!  admirers- of  his  poetry  in  the  pr?- 
^nt  century.  In  the  prefi^ce  to  his  beautiful  "  Hymn  to  May,"  priated  among  Lis  poems,  1757, 
fee  declares  he  intended  that  compofitioE  as  an  imitation  of  P.  Fletcher  and  Spenfer. 

He  afterwards  found  a  friend  in  the  Edinburgh.  Editor ;  not  eq_ual,,  indeed,  to  the  talk  01"  turrr- 
|ng  a  tide  tbat  has  been  flowijig  for  a  himdred  years  againft  him  j  not  equal  to  bis  wifbes  for  giving 
iim  his<du£  fliare  of  reputation.^  but  capable  of  laying,  the  Srft  floae  of  hia  Temple  of  Fame-  The 
^perftruflure  has  been,  coniiderably  advanced  by  tbe  late  amiable  and  ingenioxis  Mr.  Hesdly  j 
•whofe  laudable  endeavousfs  t©  d-o  juftice  to-  negleded  genius,  the  writer  of  thefc  fligJit  narratiires 
grofeffes  more  wilUngaefs  to  imitate  than  ability  to  furpafs. 

The  popularity  of  Sp^nfer's  works  may  be  fuppofed  to  have  btafled  tlie  roin^  ef  P»  Flelcocr  t<> 
t\it  p^fljrfuit  of  poetry.  From  the  pernfal  ©f  the  **  Faery  Queen,,"'  be  derived  his  gensral  tafte  fof 
»lkgory  and  perfonification  ;.  nor  haa  be  Liiixfelf  b^en  backward  in.  du£^  acknowledgawnt. 

Tv\*&  fhepiejds  rtiofi  I  fove  with  yccS:  adwingv 
Tb?.t  MantuaK  fwain,.  who  chang'd  his  (lender  rce(3 
To  trvimpets  martrial  vcHce^  and 'warre-'alciid  roariitg-. 
From  Corydbn  tc  Turnws.  d«rring  deed  ; 
And  next  <MJF  iiwne-bied.  Coi.jm.'s  ifweeteffi  firfirg-, 
Theis  it?ps. Esot  following  cLnfe,,  b*it  fci?rc  adajiiing; 
To  lackey  one  nf  thefe  is  all  my prnd-e'^i  ^Jpi^^'iS' 

Tbe  ftirple  TJtani  ss  the  nsbleS  piodu-ftJon  of  his  gea&us^    The-  fislt  ffvs-catatgs  arr  sTrn^  entrre/f 
■  takcsi  x^  v.itk  an  exjolana-tisia  cf  the  title  i  ia  tae  co\ii%  ©.{  -wBieb.  t%  reades  f«rg5ts.  the.  ycf %  «is^ 
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wfickencd  with  the  anatomift.  Such  minute  attention  to  this  part  of  his  fiibjeft,  was  a  material 
error  in  judgment ;  for  which,  however,  ample  amends  is  made  in  what  follows.  Nor  is  he  wholly 
undeferving  of  praife,  for  the  intelligibility  with  which  he  has  ftruggled  through  his  difficulties, 
for  his  uncommon  command  of  words,  and  facility  of  verfification.  After  defcribing  the  body,  he 
proceeds  to  perfonify  the  paffions  and  intelledlual  faculties.  Here  fatigued  attention  is  not  merely 
relieved,  but  fafcinated  and  enraptured ;  and  notwithftandmg  his  figures,  in  many  inftances,  are 
too  arbitrary  and  fantaftic  in  their  habihments,  often  difproportioned  and  overdone,  fometimes  loft 
in  a  fuperfluity  of  glaring  colours,  and  the  feveral  charaiflers  by  no  means  fufficiently  kept  apart ; 
yet,  amidft  fuch  a  profulion  of  images,  many  are  diftinguillied  by  a  boldnefs  of  outline,  a  majefty  of 
manner,  a  brilliancy  of  colouring,  a  diftindlnefs  and  propriety  of  attribute,  and  an  air  of  life,  that 
rarely  mark  our  modern  produdMons,  and  that  rival,  if  not  furpafs,  every  thing  of  the  kind,  even 
in  Spenfer,  from  whom  he  caught  his  infpiration. 

After  exerting  his  creative  powers  on  this  department  of  his  fubjeA,  the  virtues,  and  better  qua- 
lities of  the  heart,  under  their  leader  Eclecta,  or  Intelledt,  are  attacked  hy  the  vices  ;  a  battle 
enfues,  and  the  latter  are  vanquilhed,  after  a  vigorous  oppolition,  through  the  interpofition  of  ara 
angel,  who  appears  at  the  prayers  of  Eclecta.  He  here  abrupfly  takes  an  opportunity  of  paying 
afulfome  and  unpardonable  compliment  to  James  the  Firft  (Cant.  12.  St.  55,),  on  that  account, 
perhaps,  the  moft  unpalatable  palTage  in  the  poem. 

The  whole  defcription  is  animated,  difcriminative,  and  forcible;  yet  it  mufl  be  acknowledged,  that 
fome  of  the  circumftances  aref  heightened  too  much ;  for  it  is  his  fault  to  indulge  himfelf  in  every 
aggravation  that  poetry  allows,  and  to  ftretch  his  ^TtrQga.Me  oi  quidlibet  audendi  to  the  utmoffl 

Though  it  may  fomewhat  dctradl  from  his  invention,  it  muft  alfo  be  owned,  that  in  fome  in- 
ftances he  has  adopted  imagery,  and  particular  figure"!,  from  Spenfer.  The  enlogium  to  Spenfer's 
memory,  Canto  I.  Stanza  19.  does  equal  credit  to  his  heart  and  abilities.  He  again  touches  on 
the  misfortunes  of  Spenler,  Canto  VI.  Stanza  52.  But  to  come  more  immediately  to  the  paral- 
lel paflages,  let  the  reader  compare  Fletcher's  Gluttony,  Canto  VII.  Stanza  80.  with  Spenfer's, 
Book  I.  Canto  IV.  Stanza  31.  and  22,  Faery  Queen;  compare  Fletcher's  Atimus,  Canto  VIIL 
Stanza  42.  With  Spenfer's  /i/f«f/>.  Book  L  Canto  IV.  Stanza  18;  compare  Fletcher's  Thumos^ 
Canto  VII.  Stanza  55.  with  Spenfer's  Wrath,  Book  I.  Canto  IV.  Stanza  2,3  ;  compare  Fletcher's 
AJeiges,  Canto  VII.  Stanza  23.  with  Spenfer's  Lechery,  Book  1.  Canto  IV.  Stanza  24;  compare 
Fletcher's  Pleconectes,  Canto  VIII.  Stanza  24.  with  Spenfer's  Avarice,  Book  I.  Canto  IV.  Stanza 
27*  compare  Fletcher's  Envy,  Canto  VII.  Stanza  6(S.  with  Spenfer's  EwwV,  Book  I*  Canto  IV. 
Stanza  30  ;  likewife  with  another  defcription,  Book  V.  Canto  XII.  Stanza  3I.  Some  of  Fletcher's 
lines  well  exprefs  what  Pope,  with  great  felicity,  ftyles,  "  damning  with  faint  praife." 

When  needs  he  muft,  yet  faintly,  then  he  praifes 
Somewhat  the  deed,  much  more  the  means  he  raifes ; 
So  marreth  what  he  makes,  and,  praifing  moft,  difpraifes. 

Compare  Fletcher's  Deilos,  Canto  VIIL  Stanza  10.  with  Spenfer's  Fear,  Book  III.  Canto  XIL 
Stanza  12.  There  feems  to  be  more  nature,  and  real  poetry,  in  Fletchar's  defcribing  him  as  but 
parting  at  the  fight  of  his  arms,  than  in  Spenfer,  who  reprefents  him  ta  flying  fajl  away  ;  but  per- 
haps Spenfer  has  heightened  the  image,  by  making  him  equally  terrified  with  the  found  of  them 
as  thtflgbt.  This  is  omitted  in  Fletcher.  No  one  of  Fletcher's  figures  is  more  confiftently  ha- 
bited than  his  Death  s 

A  dead  man's  (kull  fupplled  his  helmet's  place, 

A  bone  his  club,  his  armour  Iheets  of  lead  ; 

Some  more,  fome  lefs  fear, his  all-frighting  face ; 

But  moft,  who  flcep  in  downie  pleafure's  bed.      Canto  XIL  Stanza  3  J. 

Yet  the  firft  of  thefe   terrific  attributes  is  fuggeftcd  by  Spenfer,  who  has  given  it  to  Me« 

Icager : 

Upon  his  head  he  wore  an  helmet  light, 

Made  of  a  dead  man's  ikuU,  that  fecm'd  a  ghaftly  fight.   E.  11.  Can.  XI.  St.  23. 

In  the  preceding  part  of  this  canto  of  Spenfer,  in  which  the  foes  of  Temperance  befiege  her 
dwelling-place,  we  find  Sight,  Bearing,  SaicH,  aiid  Tafte  perfouified,  which  re:nind  us  of  Fktchss, 
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but  difgrace  Spenfer.  A  painter  of  tafte  might  extracfl  from  the  Purple  JJland  a  feries  of  allego. 
rical  figures,  which,  if  well  executed,  might  do  honour  to  his  pencil ;  though  in  fome  inftanccs 
he  would  find  Fletcher  7ii>nis  poeta,  in  others  he  would  have  little  to  do  but  to  fupply  the  colours. 
The  mottos  and  iniprefles,  which,  in  general,  are  very  happily  adapted,  give  his  figures  an  air  of 
life,  which,  in  that  particular,  renders  them  fuperior  to  thofe  of  SackviUe  and  Spenfer.  The  fol- 
lowing rich  figure  of  Hope  (which  is  reprefented  as  mafculine)  is  among  Fletcher's  beft  pieces; 
she  attitude  of  his  leaning  on  his  attendant  Pollicita,  to  whom  every  female  grace  might  be  given, 
feems  worthy  th'e  notice  of  a  painter. 

Next  went  Elpinus,  clad  in  (ky-likc  blue, 

And  through  his  arms  few  ftars  did  feem  to  peep, 

Which  there  the  workman's  hand  fo  finely  drew. 

That,  rock'd  in  clouds,  they  foftly  feem'd  to  fleep. 

This  rugged  flileld  was  like  a  rocky  mold. 

On  which  an  anchor  bit  with  fureit  hold  ; 
"  I  hold  ivith  bei?ig  held  was  written  round  in  gold. 

;  •■  Nothing  fo  cheerful  was  his  thoughtful  face 

As  was  his  brother  Fido's:  fear  feem'd  dwell 

Clofe  by  his  heart ;  his  colour  chang'd  apace 

And  went  and  came,  that  fure  all  was  not  well ; 

Therefore  a  comely  maid  did  oft  fuftain 

His  fainting  fteps,  and  fleeting  life  maintain  ; 

Pollicita  flie  hight,  which  ne'er  could  lie  or  feign.  Can.  IX.  Stan.  3^. 

Tie  fame  figure  is  thus  delineated  by  Spenfer,  with  greater  chaftity  than  ufual. 

With  him  went  Hope  in  rank,  a  handfome  maid, 

Of  cheerful  look,  and  lovely  to  behold  ; 

In  filken  famite  fhe  was  light  array'd, 

And  her  fair  locks  were  woven  up  in  gold. 

She  always  fmil'd,  and  in  her  hand  did  hold 

An  holy-water  fprinkle,  dipt  in  dew  ; 

W^ith  which  flie  fprinkl'd  favours  manifold 

On  whom  flie  lill,  and  did  great  liking  fliew ; 

Great  liking  unto  many,  but  true  love  to  few.     B.  HI.  Can.  XII.  St.  13. 

Though  many  of  his  allegorical  perfonifications  are  inconfiilent,  complicated  and  overdone,  this 
figure  is  fimple,  and  the  attributes  new.  Hope  is  here  divefted  of  her  ufual  emblem,  the  anchor, 
(which  Fletcher  has  preferved),  and  the  water-fprinkle  fubftituted  in  its  room,  which  gives  a  reli- 
gious air  to  the  image. 

The  Pifcatory  Eclogues,  his  next  great  work,  do  equal  credit  to  his  abilities,  and  equally  defcrve 
being  brought  forward  to  notice.  However  unfavourably  the  name  of  Pifcatory  Eclogue  may  be 
regarded,  after  the  cenfure  of  Addifon,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  he  has  imitated  the  eclogues  of 
Sannazarius,  who  firfl:  attempted  this  fpecies  of  compolition,  with  admirable  fuccefs. 

"  Were  it  neceflary,"  fays  the  Edinburgh  Editor,  "  to  fay  any  thing  in  commendation  of  pifca- 
tory eclogue,  we  might  aflfert,  perhaps,  its  advantages  over  paftoral.  The  life  of  a  fiftierman  ad- 
mits often  of  fcenes  as  delightful  as  thofe  which  the  fliepherd  enjoys;  and  thofe  fcenes  are  much 
more  varied.  The  nature  of  the  occupation  of  the  former  gives  rife  to  a  greater  variety  of  acci- 
dents, and  thofe  likewife  more  interefting  than  that  of  the  latter  can  furnifli.  A  fubjedl  often' 
handled  muft  become  trite ;  and  pifcatory  eclogue  has  the  advantage  over  paftoral,  in  difplaying  a 
field  lefs  beaten  and  frequented.  But  Fletcher's  eclogues  will  fpeak  for  themfelves,  and  fufHcient-' 
ly  vindicate  both  the  nature  of  the  compofition,  and  their  own  peculiar  merit." 

A  modern  poet,  Mofes  Browne,  author  of  "  Sunday  Thoughts,"  Sec.  has  recommended  this  fpe- 
cies of  compofition  by  his  "  Pifcatory  Eclogues,"  which  have  confiderable  merit. 

His  Mijcellanics  confifl;  chiefly  of  familiar  Epijlles  and  paftoral  Elegies,  all  of  which  have  their 
brighter  pafl'ages,  but  little  that  can  employ  or  require  particular  criticifm. 

It  is  but  doing  juftice  to  the  efTufions  of  a  real  poetical  mind,  to  acknowledge,  that,  however 
thwarted  by  untowardnefs  of  fubjedl,  or  corrupted  by  falfe  tafte,  the  compofitior.5  of  P,  Fietcher 
entitle  him  to  a  high  rank  among  our  old  Englifli  claflics. 


DEDICATIONS. 


To  my  moft  Worthy  and  Learned  Friend, 


EDWARD  BENLOWES,  Esq. 


Sir, 

As  fome  optic  glaffes,  if  we  look  one  way,  in- 
cfeafe  the  objecft ;  if  the  other,  leffen  the  quanti- 
ty :  Such  is  an  eye  that  looks  through  affedlion  ; 
it  doubles  any  good,  and  extenuates  what  is  amifs. 
Pardon  me.  Sir,  for  fpeaking  plain  truth ;  fuch  is 
that  eye  whereby  you  have  viewed  thefe  raw  ef- 
fays  of  my  very  unripe  years,  and  almoft  child- 
hood. How  unfeafonable  are  bloffoms  in  autumn! 
(unlefs  perhaps  in  this  age,  where  are  more 
flowers  than  fruit).  I  am  entering  upon  my 
winter,  and  yet  thefe  blooms  of  my  firft  fpring, 
mufl  now  {hew  themfelves  to  our  ripe  wits, 
which  certainly  will  give  them  no  other  enter- 
tainment, but  derifion.  For  myfelf,  I  cannot  ac- 
count that  worthy  of  your  patronage,  which 
comes  forth  fo  ftiort  of  my  defires,  thereby  merit- 
ing no  other  light  than  the  fire.     But  fince  you 


(  pleafc  to  have  them  fee  more  day,  than  their  crca 

,  dit  can  well  endure,  marvel  not  if  they  fly  under 

'  your  ftiadow,  to  cover  them  from  the  piercing 

!  eye  ef  this  very  curious  (yet  more  cenforious)  age« 

I  In  letting  them  abroad,  I  defire  only  to  teftify 

how  much  1  prefer  your  defu-es  before  mine  own, 

and  how  much  1  owe  to  you  more  than  any  other. 

This  if  they  witnefs  for  me,  it  is  all  the  fervice  E 

require.     Sir,  1  leave  them  to  your  tuition,  and 

entreat  you  to  love  him,  who  will  contend  with 

you  in  nothing  but  to  outlove  you,  and  would  be 

known  to  the  world  by  no  other  name,  than 


HiLGAT,  May  i. 
1633. 


Your  True  Friend, 
Phineas  Fletcher* 


LEARNED   AUTHOR, 

Son  and  Brother  to  two  judicious  Poets,  himfelf  the  third,    not fecond  to  either. 


Grave  father  of  this  mufe,  thou  deem'ft  too  light 
To  wear  thy  name,  'caufe  of  thy  youthful  brain 

It  ^ems  a  fportful  child ;  refembling  right, 
Thy  witty  childhood,  not  thy  graver  ftrairi, 
Which  now  efteems  thefe  works  of  fancy  vain : 

Let  not  thy  child,  thee  living,  orphan  be ; 

"Who,  when  thou'rt  dead,  will  give  a  life  to  thee. 

How  many  barren  wits  would  gladly  own, 
'  How  few  o*  th'  pregnanteft  own  fuch  another ! 

Thou  father  art,  yet  bluftieft  to,  be  known  ;     , 
And  though  't  may  call  the  beft   of  Mufes 

mother. 
Yet  thy  feverer  judgment  would  it  fmother. 


O  judge  not  thou,  let  readers  judge  thy  book  : 
Such  Gates  fliould  rather  pleafe  the  gueji,  thaift 

cook. 

O  !  but  thou  fear'ft  'twill  flain  the  reverend  gown 
Thou  wearefl  now;  nay  then  fear  not  to  Ihewlf ; 

For  were't  a  flain,  'twere  nature's,  not  thine  own  : 
For  thou  art  poet-born  ;  who  know  thee,  know 

it : 
Thy  brother,  fire,  thy  very  name's  a  poet. 

Thy  very  name  will  make  thefe  poems  take, 

Thefe  very  poems  elfe  thy  name  will  make. 

W.  BenlowBs 


To  the  Ingenious   Compofer  of  this  Pafiotal, 

THE  SPENSER   OP   tHIS    AGE:. 


I  vow  (fweet  ftranger)  if  my  lazy  quill 
Had  not  been  difobedient  to  fulfil 
My  quick  defires,  this  glory  which  is  thine 
Had  but  the  mufes  pleafed,  had  been  mine. 
My  genius  jumpt  with  thine  ;  the  very  fame 
Was  oar  foundation  :  in  the  \er  J  fr«>ne 
Thy  genius  jumpt  with  mine  ;  it  got  the  ftarii 
In  nothing,  but  priority  and  art. 


If  (my  ingenious  rival)  thefe  dull  times  [rhyme»,j,i 
^buld  want  the  prefent  flrength  to  prize  thy ' 
The  time-inflruAed  children  of  the  next 
Shall  fill  thy  margin,  and  admire  the  text ; 
Whofe  well-read  lines  will  teach  them  how  to  bQ, 
The  happy  knowers  of  themfelves,  and  thee. 

Fran.  Quarles, 


Man's  Body's  like  a  houfe :  his  greater  bones 
Are  the  main  timier  ;  and  the  leffer  ones 
Are  {laa-Wcr  fjilints  :  his  ribs  are  laths,  daub'd  o'er, 
Plafter'd   with  fejh   and  hlood :    his  mouth's   the 

ddb/. 
His  throat's  the  narrow  entry ;  and  his  heart 
Is  the  great  chamber,  full  of  curious  art  : 
His  midriff  is  a  large  partition  ivall 
*Twixt  the  great  chamber  and  the  fpacious  hall : 
"Hii Jiomach  is  the  kitchen,  w^here  the  meat 
Is  often  but  half  fod,  for  want  of  heat : 
'a\sfpleens  a  "ufjfel  nature  does  allot 
To  take  thtfcum  that  rifes  from  the  pot  : 
His  lungs  are  like  the  bellows  that  refpire 
In  ev'ry  office,  quick'ning  ev'ry  fire  : 
His  ncfe  the  chimney  is,  whereby  are  vented 
Suchyi/.v.w  as  with  the  belloius  are  augmented  : 
His^uiw//  are  the  fni,  whofe  part's  to  drain 
All  uoifomi;  filth,  and  keep  the  kitchen  clean  : 


His  eyts  are  cfyftal  zvinde-ws,  clear  and  bright ; 
Let  in  the  obje<£t,  and  let  out  the  fight. 
And  as  the  timber  is,  or  great,  or  fmall, 
Or  flrong,  or  weak,  'tis  apt  to  ftand,  or  fall  : 
Yet  is  the  likelieft  building  fometimes  known 
To  fall  by  obvious  chances;  overthrown 
Gftimes  by  tcmpefls,  by  the  full-mouth'd  blafls 
Of  Heav'n;  fometimes  hyfre;  fometimes  it  waftes 
Through  unadvis'd  negUB:  put  cafe,  the  fluff 
Were  ruin-proof,  by  nature  flrong  enough 
To  conquer  time,  and  age ;  put  cafe,  it  fiiould 
Ne'er  know  an  end,  alas  I  our  Icafes  would. 
What  haft  thou  then,  proud  fejh   and  blood,   to 

boaft  ? 
Thy  days  are  evil,  at  beft ;  but  few,  at  iDoft  ; 
But  fad,  at  merrieft  ;  and  but  weak,  at  ftrongeft ; 
Unliire,  at  furefl ;  and  but  fticrt,  at  longeft. 

Fran.  Quarles; 
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THE   ISLE   OF   MAN. 


CANTO   L 


The  warmer  fun  the  golden  bull  outran, 
And  with  the  twins  made  hafte  to   inn  and 
play : 
Scatt'ring  ten  thoufand  flow'rs,  he  new  began 
Topaintthe  world,and  piece  thelength'ningday: 
(The  world  more  aged  by  new  youth's  ac- 
cruing) [fuing, 
Ah,  wretched  man !  this  wretched  world  pur- 
l^hich  ftill  grows  worfe  by  age,   and   older  by 
renewing. 

II. 
The  (hepherd-boys,  who  with  the  mufes  dwell, 

Met  in  the  plain  their  may-lords  new  to  choofe 
(For  two  they  yearly  choofe)  to  order  well 
Their  rural  fports  and  year  that  next  enfues  : 
Now  were  they  fat,  where  by  the  orchard 
walls  [crawls, 

The    learned    Chame  with  dealing    water 
And  lowly  down  before  that  royal  temple  falls. 

III. 
Among  the  rout  tliey  take  two  gentle  fwains, 
Whofe  fprouting  youth  did  now  but  greenly 
bud: 
Well  could   they  pipe  and  fing,    but  yet  their 
ftrains 
Were  only  known  unto  the  filent  wood : 

Their  neareft  blood  from  felf-fame  fountains 

flow. 
Their  fouls  felf-fame  in  nearer  love  did  grow: 
So  feem'd  two  join'd  in  one,  or  one  disjoin'd  in 
two. 

IV. 

Now  when  the  fhepherd  lads,  with  common  voice 
Their  firfl;  confent  had  firmly  ratify'd, 

A  gentle  boy  thus  'gan  to  wave  their  choice  : 
Thiiiil,  faid  he,  thgugh  yet  thy  mufe  untry'd, 


Hath  only  learn'd  in  private  (hades  to  feiga 
Soft  fighs  of  love,  unto  a  loofei  ftrain, 
Or  thy  poor  Thclgon's  wrong,  in  mournful  vcrfe 
to  'plain. 

V. 

Yet  fince  the  fhepherd  fwains  do  all  confent. 

To  make  thee  lord  of  them,  and  of  their  ar,t; 
And  that  choice  lad  (to  give  a  full  content) 
Hath  join'd  with  thee  in  office  as  in  heart ; 
Wake,  wake  thy  long,  thy  too  long,  fleeping 

mufe, 
And  thank  them  with  a  fong,  as  is  the  ufe : 
Such  honour  thus  confer'd,  thou  may 'ft  not  well 
refufe. 

VI. 

Sing  what  thou  lift,  be  it  of  Cupid's  fpite, 
(Ah,  lovely  fpite  and  fpiteful  lovelinefs ! 
Or  Gemma's  grief,  if  fadder  be  thy  fprite  : 
Begin  thou  loved  fwain,  with  govd  fuccefs. 
Ah,  faid  the  bafhful  boy,  fuch  wanton  toys, 
A  better  mind  and  facred  vi  v/  deflroys. 
Since  in  a  higher  love  I  fettled  all  my  joys. 

vii. 
New  light,  new  love,  new  life  hath  bred ; 

A  life  that  lives  by  love,  and  loves  by  light  : 
A  love  to  him,  to  whom  all  loves  are  wed  ; 
A  light,  to  whom  the  fun  is  darkeft  night  :■ 
Eye's  light,  heart's  love,  foul's  only  life  he  is  : 
Life,  foul,  love,  heart,  light,  eye,  and  all  arc 
his : 
He  eye,  light,  heart,  love,  foul ;  he  all  my  joy  and 
blifs. 

viii. 
But  if  you  deign  my  ruder  pipe  to  hear, 

(Rude  pipe,  unus'd,untun'd, unworthy  hearing) 
Thefe  infantine  beginnings  gently  bear, 

Wbofs  bell  defer:  aadhop e  muft  be  your  bearipg> 
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But  yon,  O  mufes,  by  foft  Chamus  fitfing, 
Your  dainty  fongs  unto  his  murmurs  fitting, 
Which  bears  the  under-fong  unto  your  cheerful 
dittying. 

IX. 

Tell  me,  ye  mufes,  what  our  father-ages, 

Have  left  fucceeding  times  to  play  upon  : 
What  now  remains  unthought  on  by  thnfe  fages, 
Where  a  new  mufe  may  try  her  pinion  ? 

What   lightning  heroes,  like    great   Peleus' 

heir  [air) 

(Darting  his  beams  through  our  hard  frozen 

May  llir  up  gentle  heat,  and  virtue's  wane  repair  ? 

X. 

Who  knows  not  Jafon  ?  or  bold  Tiphys  hand, 

That  durft  unite  what  nature's  felf  would  part  ? 
He  makes  ifles  continent,  and  all  one  land  ; 

O'er  feas,as  earth,  he  march'd  with  dangerous  art : 

He  rides  the  white-mouth'd  waves,  and  fcorn- 

eth  all  [fall : 

Thofe  thoufand   deaths  wide  gaping  for   his 

He  death  defies,  fenc'd  with  a  thin,  low,  v^^ooden 

wall. 

XI. 

Who  has  not  often  read  Troy's  twice  fung  fires. 

And  at  the  fecond  time  twice  better  fung  ? 

Who    has    not     heard    th'  Arcadian    fhepherd's 

quires,  [tongue ; 

Which  now  have   gladly  chang'd  their  native 

And  fitting  by  flow  Mincius,  fport  their  fill, 

With  fvveeter  voice  and  never  equal'd  fkill, 

Chanting  their  amorous  lays  unto  a  Roman  quill .' 

XII. 

And  thou,  choice  wit,  love's  fcholar,  and  love's 
mafler. 
Art  known  to  all,  where  love  himfclf  is  known: 
Whether  thou  bid'il  Ulyffes  hie  him  fafter. 
Or  doft  thy  fault  and  diftant  exile  moan  ; 
Who  has  not  feen  upon  the  mourning  ftage. 
Dire  Atreus  feaft,  and  wrong'd  Medea's  rage. 
Marching  in  tragic  flate,  and  bulkin'd  equipage. 

xin. 
And  now  of  late  (a)  th'  Italian  fiflier  fwain 

Sits  on  the  fhore  to  watch  his  trembling  line, 
There  teaches  rocks  and  prouder  feas  to  plain 
By  Nefisfair,  and  fairer  Mergiline  : 

While  his  thin  net,  upon  his  oars  twin'd, 
With  wanL'n  flrife  catches  the  fun  and  wind; 
Which  ftill  do  flip  away,  and  flill  remain  behind. 

XIV. 

And  that  (^l/)  French  mufes  eagle  eye  and  wing. 
Hath  foar'd  to  heaven,  and  there  hath  learn'd 
the  art 
To  frame  angelic  flrains,  and  canzons  fmg: 
Too  high  and  deep  for  every  fhallow  heart. 
Ah,  bleffed  foul !  in  thofe  celeftial  ray?, 
\\*  hich  gave  thee  light,  thcfe  lower  works  to 
blaze. 
Thou  fit'll  imparadis'd,  and  chant'ft  eternal  lays. 

XV 

Thrice  happy  wits,  which  in  your  fprlngJng  May, 
(  Warnj'd  with  the  fun  of  well  deferved  favours) 

Difdofe  your  buds,  and  your  fair  blooms  difplay. 
Perfume  the  air  with  your  rich  fragrant  favoui  s ' 

(u)  Satmazar.  (i)  Bartas. 


Nor  may,  nor  ever  fhall,  thofe  honour'^ 
flow'rs  [fiiow'rs, 

Be  fpoil'd  by  fummer's  heat,  or  winter's 
But  lafl,  when  eating  time  fliall  gnaw  the  proud- 
efl  tow'rs. 

XVI. 

Happy,  thrice  happy  times  in  filver  age  I' 

When  generous  plants  advanc'd  their  lofty  creft; 

When  honour  ftoop'd  to  be  learn'd  wifdom's  page; 

When  bafer  weeds  ftarv'd  in  their  frozen  neft  ; 

When   th'   highefl;   flying  mufe  ftill  higheft 

climbs;  [crimes: 

And  virtue's    rife,    keeps  down    all    rifing 

Happy,thricehappyage!  happy,  thrice  happy  times. 

XVII. 

But  wretched  we,  to  whom  thefe  iron  days, 

(Hard  days)  afford  nor  matter,. nor  reward  I 
Sings  Maro?  Men  deride  high  Maro's  lays, 
Their  hearts  with  lead,  with  fleel  their  fcnfe  is 
bar'd, 
Sing  Linus,  or  his  father,  as  he  ufes, 
Our  Midas'  ears  their  well  tun'd  verfe  re- 
fufes.  [mufes. 

What  cares  an  afs  for  arts  ?  he  brays  at  facred 

xviii. 
But  if  fond  Bavlus  vent  his  clouted  fong, 

Or   MkvIus  chant    his    thoughts    in    brothel 
charm ; 
The  witlefs  vulgar,  in  a  num'rous  throng, 

Like  fummer  flies  about  their  dunghill  fwarm : 
They  fnecr,  they  grin. — Like  to  his  Hie  ivilt 

move. 
Yet  never  let  them  greater  mifchief  prove 
Than  this,   IVbo  hates  not  one,  may  he  the  other  love, 
XIX. 

Witnefs   our  (c)  C«lin ;    whom   though    all  the 
graces,  [fong. 

And  all  the   mufes  nurs'd ;  whofe  well  taught 
Parnafl"us'  felf,  and  Glorian  embraces. 

And  all  the   learn'd,    and  all  the    fhepherd's 

throng;  [ny'd; 

Yet  all  his   hopes  were  crofs'd,  all  fuits  de- 

Difcourag'd,  fcorn'd,  his  writings  vilify'd  : 

Poorly,  poor  man,  he  liv'd  :  poorly,  poor  man, 

he  died. 

XX. 

And  had  not  that  great  Hart,(whofe  honour'dhead 

Ah  lies  full  low)  pity'd  thy  woful  plight; 
There  had'ft  thou  lain  unwept,  unburied, 

Unblefs'd,  nor  grac'd  with  any  common  rite  : 
Yet  {halt  thou  live  when  thy  great  foe  fhall 
fink;  [ftink : 

Beneath  his  mountain  tomb,  whofe  fame  fliall 
And  time  his  blacker  name  fhall  blurre  with  black- 
eft  ink. 

XXI. 

O  let  th'  Iambic  mufe  revenge  that  wrong, 

Which  cannot  flumber  in  thy  fheetsof  lead: 
Let  thy  abufed  honour  cry  as  long 

As  there  be  quills  to  virite,  or  eyes  to  read  : 
On  his  rank  name   let  thine  own  votes  be 
turn'd,  ■  [fcorn'd, 

"  Oh  may  that   man  that  hath    the   mufes 
"  Alive,  nor  dead,  be  ever  of  a  mufe  adorn'd." 

{c)  Spinfer. 
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xxii. 


Oft  therefore  have  I  chid  my  tender  mufe ; 

Oft  my  chill  breaft  beats  off  her  flutt'ring  wing  : 
Yet  when  new  fpringher  gentle  rays  infufe. 
All  ftorms  are  laid,  again  to  chirp  and  fing  : 
At  length  foft  fires  difpers'd  in  every  vein, 
Yield  open  pafTage  to  the  thronging  train, 
And  fwelling  numbers  tide,  rolls  like  the  furging 
main. 

XSlII, 

So  where  fair  Thames,  and  crooked  Ifis'  fon, 

Pays  tribute  to  his  king,  the  mantling  ftream, 
Encounter'd  by  the  tide's  (now  rulhing  on 

With  equal  force)  of 's  way  doth  doubtful  feem, 
At  length  the  full  grown  fea,  and  water's 
king  ^  [ing: 

Chid  the  bold  waves  with  hollow  murmur- 
fiack  fly  the  ftreams  to  (hroud  them  in  their  mo- 
ther fpring. 

XXIV. 

Yet  thou  fweet  numerous  mufe,   why  fliould'ft 
thou  droop, 
That  every  vulgar  ear  thy  mufic  fcorns  ? 
Nor  can  they  rife,  nor  rhou  fo  low  canft  floop ; 
No  feed  of  heav'n  takes  root  in  mud  or  thorns. 
When  owls  or  crows,  imping  their  flaggy 

wing 
With  thy  ftsPn  plumes,  their  notes  through 
th'  air  fling ; 
Oh  fliame  !  they  howl  and  croak,  whilft  fond  they 
ftrain  to  fing. 

XXV. 

Enough  for  thee  in  heav'n  to  build  thy  neft; 
(Far  be    dull   thoughts    of  winning  dunghill 
praife) 
Enough,  if  kings  enthrdhe  thee  in  their  breaft, 
And  crown   their  golden  crowns  with  higher 
bays :  [kings, 

Enough  that  thofe  who  wear  the  crown  of 
(Great   Ifrael's  princes)  ftrikc  thy  fweeteft 
firings : 
Heaven's  dove,  when  high'ft  he  fljes,  flies  with 
thy  heav'nly  wings. 

XXVI. 

Let  others  truft  the  feas,  dare  death  and  hell, 
Search  either   Ind',  vaunt  of    their  fears  and 
wounds  : 
Let  others  their  dear  breath  (nay,  (ilence)  fell 
To  fools,    and   (fwol'n,  not  lich)  flretch  out 
their  bounds 
By  fpoiling  thofe  that  live,  and  wronging 

dead ; 
That  they  may  drink  in  pearl,    and  couch 
their  bead  [bed. 

In  foft,  but  fleeplefs  down ;  in  rich,  but  reftlcfs 

XXVII. 

O,  let  them  in  their  gold  quaff  dropfies  down  ! 

O,  let  them  furfeits  feaft  in  Over  bright ! 
Whilft  fugar  hires  the  tafte  the  brain  to  drown. 
And  bribes  of  fauce  corrupt  falfe  appetite, 
His  matter's  reft,  health,  heart,  life,  foul,  to 

fell ; 
Thus  plenty,  fulnef's,  ficknefs,  ring  their  knell. 
Death  weds,  and  beds  them  :  firft  in  grave,  and 
then  in  hell. 
Voi,.  IV. 


xxvni. 
But,  ah  I  let  me  under  fome  Kehtiih  hill, 

Near  rolling  Medway  'mong  my  (hepherd  peers. 
With  fearlefs  merry- make,  and  piping  ftill, 
Securely  pafs  my  few  and  flow-pac'd  years  : 
While  yet  the  great  Auguftus  of  our  nation, 
Shuts  up  old  Janas  in  this  long  ceffation, 
Strength'ning  our  pleafing  eafc,  and  gives  us  furc 
vacation. 

xxix. 
There  may  I,  mafter  of  a  little  flock,  [fare  : 

Feed  my  poor  Iambs,  and  often   change   theit* 
My  lovely  mate  fliall  tend  my  fparing  ftock. 
And  nurfe  my  little  ones  with  pleafing  care; 
Whofe  love,  and  look,  fhallfpeak  their  father 
plain.  [my  gain ; 

Health  be  my  feaft,  heaven    hope,  content 
So  in  my  little  houfe,  my  leffer  heart  fhall  reign. 

XXX. 

The  beech  fnall  yield  a  cool  fafe  canopy. 

While  down   I  fit,    and  chant  to  th'  echoing 
wood : 
Ah,  fmging  might  I  live,  and  finging  die  ! 
So  by  fair  Thames,  or  filver  Medway 's  flood. 
The  dying,  fvvan,  when  years  her  temples 
pierce,  [verfe, 

Ln  mufic 's  ftrains  breathes  out  her  Hfe  and 
And  chanting  her  own  dirge,  tides  on  her  wat'ry 
hearfe. 

XXXI. 

What  fliall  I  then  need  feek  a  patron  out ; 

Or  beg  a  favour  from  a  miftrefs'  eyes  : 

To  fence  my  fong  agamft  the  vulgar  rout ; 

Or  fhine  upon  me  with  her  geminines  ? 

What  care  t,  if  they  praife  my  flender  fong? 
Or  reck  1,  if  they  do  me  right,  or  wrong? 
A  fhepherd's  bllfs,  nor  ftands,  nor  falls  to  ev'ry 
tongue. 

XXXII. 

Great  Prince  of  ihepherds,  than  thy  heav'n'smorc 
high, 
Low  as  our  earth,  here  ferving,  ruling  there ; 
Who  taught'ft  our  death  to  live,  thy  life  to  die  ; 
Who,  when  we  broke  thy  bonds,  our  bonds 
would'ftbear;  [hell; 

Who  reigned'il  in  thy  heaven,  yet  felt'l't  our 
Who   (God)    bought'ft    man,    whom    man 
(though  God)  did  fell. 
Who  in  our  flefli,  our  graves,  and  worfe,  our 
hearts  would'ft  dwell. 

XXXIII. 

Great  Prince  of  fhepherds,  thou  who  late  didfl 
deign 
To  lodge  thyfelf  within  this  wretched  breaft, 
(Moft  wretched  breaft,  fuch  gueft  to  entertain. 
Yet,  oh,  moft  happy  lodge  in  fuch  a  gueft  !) 
Thou  firft  and  laft,  inipire  thy  facred  flcill ; 
Guide  thou  my  hand,  grace  thou  my  artlefg 
quill ; 
So  fh.;ll  I  firft  begin,  fo  laft  fliall  efid  thy  will. 

xXxiv. 
Hat-k  then,  ah  hark !  you  gentle  fhepherd  crew; 

An  ifle  I  fain  would  fing,  an  ifland  fair ; 
A  place  toofeldom  view'd,  jet  ftill  in  view; 
'  Near  rs  ourfelves,  yet  farthcft  froni  our  care; 
B  b  , 
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Which  we  by  leaving  find,  by  fecking  loft  ; 
A  foreign  home,  a  ftrange,  though  native 
coaft  ; 
Moft  obvious  to  all,  yet  moft  unknown  to  moft. 

XXXV. 

Coeval  with  the  world  in  her  nativity, 

Which   though    it   now    hath    pafs'd   through 
many  ages, 
And  flill  retaiii'd  a  natural  proclivity 

I'o  ruln,conipais'd  with  a  thoufand  rages 

Of  foe-mens  fpite,  which  ftill  this  illand  toffes; 
Yet  ever  grows  rooreprofp'rous  by  her  croffes, 
By  with'ring,  fpringing  frefli,  and  rich  by  often 
loffcs. 

XXXVI. 
Vain  men,  too  fondly  wife,  who  plough  the  feas, 

With  dang'rous  pains  another  earth  to  find  ; 
Adding  new  worlds  to  th'  old,  and  fcort;ing  eafe. 
The  earth's  vaft  limits  daily  more  unbind  ! 
The  aged  world  though  now  it  falling  fhews, 
And  haftes  to  fet,  yet  ftill  in  dying  grow=.  ^ 
Whole  lives  arc  fpent  to  win,  what  one  death's 
hour  muft  lofe. 

xxxvii. 
How  like's  the  world  unto  a  tragic  ftagc  ! 

Where  ev'ry  changing  fcene  the  acftori  change  ; 

Some  fubjea  crouch  and  fawn ;  fome  reign  and 

rage  :  [ftrange. 

And  new  ftrange  plots, brings  fcenes  as  new  and 

Till  moft  are  flain  ;  the  reft  their  parts  have 

done :  [groan, 

So  here,  fome  laugh  and  play,  fome  weep  and 

Till  all  put  off  their  robes;   and  ftage,  and  ailors 

gone. 

xxxviir. 
Yet  this  fair  ifle,  fcited  fo  nearly  near, 

That  from  our  fides,  nor  place,  nor  time,  may 
fev'r ;        [  ['^"'■■ 

Though  to  yourfclves,  yourfelves  are   not  more 
Yerwith  ftrange  careleffnefs  you  travel  nev'r  : 
Thus  while  yourfclves,  and  native  home  for- 
getting, [fweating, 
You  fcarch  for  diftant  worlds,  with  needlels 
You   never  find  yourftlves;  fo  lofe  ye  more  by 
getting. 

XXXIX. 

When  that  Great  Pow'r.that  All. far  more  than  all, 

(When  now  his  time  fore-fet  was  fully  come) 
Brought  into  ad  this  indigefted  ball. 

Which  in  himfelf,  till  then,  had  only  room  ; 
He  iabour'd  not,  nor  fufi'er'd  pain,  or  ill  ; 
But  bid  each  kind,  their  feveral  places  fill  : 
He  bid  and  they  obcy'd,  their   adion   was  his 
will. 

XL. 

Firft  ftept  the  light,  and  fpread  his  cheerful  rays 

Through  all  the  chaos ;  darkiiefs  headlong  tell, 

Frighten'dwithfudden  beams,  and  new-born  days; 

And  plung'd  her  ugly  head  in  deepeft  hell  : 

Not  that  he  meant  to  help  his  feeble  fight 

To  frame  the  reft  ;  he  made  the  day  of  night, 

AH  elfe  but  darknefs;  he  the  true,  the  only  light. 

ZLI. 

Fire,  water,  earth,  and  air  (that  fiercely  flrove) 
His  fov'reign  hand  in  ftrong  alliance  ty'd, 


Binding  their  deadly  hate  in  conftant  lore  : 

So  that  Great  Wifdom  temper'd  all  their  pride, 

(Commanding  ftrife  and  love  fhould  never 

ceafe)  [peace. 

That   by  their  peaceful  fight,  and  fighting 

The  world  miglit  die  to  live,  and  Iclfcn  to  incieafe. 

XLII. 

Thus  earth's  cold  arm,  cold  water  friendly  holdsj 

But  with  his  dry.  the  others  wet  defies  : 
Warm  air  with  mutual  love,  hot  fire  unfolds. 

As  moift,  his  drought  abhors,  dry  earth  allies 
With  fire,  but  heats  with  cold  new  wars  pre- 
pare :  [air; 
Yet  earth  drencht  water  proves,  which  boil'd  turns 
Hot  air  makes  fire  .   condens'd,  all  change,  and 
home  repair. 

xtiii. 
Now  when  the  firft  week's  life  was  almoft  fpent; 

And  this  world  built,  and  richly  fiirnifhed  ; 
To  ftore  heaven's  courts,  and  fteer  earth's  regi- 
ment, 
He  caft  to  frame  an  ifle,  the  heart  and  head 
Of  alibis  works,  co:ii;>os'd  with  curious  artj 
Which  like  an  index  briefly  fhould  impart 
The  fum  of  all ;  the  whole,  yet  of  the  whole  a  part. 

XI.  IV. 

That  trine-one  with  himfelf,  in  council  fits. 

And  purple  daft  takes  from  rhe  new-born  earth; 
Part  circular,  and  part  triang'lar  fits  ; 
Endows  it  largely  at  the  unborn  birth  ; 
Deputes  hi"^  favourite  viceroy ;  doth  inveft 
With  aptnefs  thereto,  as  feem'd  him  beft  ; 
And  lov'd  it  more  than  all,  and  more  than  all  it 
blefo'd. 

XLV. 

Then  plac'd  it  in  the  calm  pacific  feas,  [it ; 

And  bid  nor  waves,  nor  troublous  winds  ofifend 
Then  peopled  it  with  fubjedlsapt  to  pleafe 
So  wife  a  prince,  made  able  to  defend  it 
Againft  all  outward  force,  or  inward  fpite ; 
Hin>  framing  like  himfelf,  all  fliining  bright; 
A  little  living  fun,  fon  of  the  living  fight. 

XLVl, 

Nor  made  he  this  like  other  ifles;  but  gave  it 
Vigour,  fenfe,  reafon,  and  a  perfeJl  motion, 
To  move  itfelf  whither  itfelf  would  have  it. 
And  know  what  falls  within  the  verge  of  no» 
tion  : 
No  time  might  change  it,  but  as  ages  went, 
So  ftill  returu'd  ;  ftill  fpcnding,  never  fpent; 
More  rifing  in  their  fall,  more  rich  in  detriment. 

XLVII. 

So  once  the  (c)  cradle  of  that  double  light. 

Whereof  one  rules  the  nighi,  the  other  day, 
(Till  fad  Latona  flying  Juno's  fnite. 

Her  double  burthen  tiiere  did  fafely  lay) 
Not  rooted  yet,  in  every  fea  was  roving, 
With  every  wave,  and  every  wind  removing^ 
But  fiiice,  to  thofe  fair  twins  hath  left  her  eveif 
moving. 

XLVIII. 

Look  as  a  fcholar,  who  doth  clofely  gather 
JVIany  hrge  volumes  in  a  narrow  jlaci  ; 

(J)  Bde:. 
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feo  fhut  Great  V\''Ifu()m,  ti'l  this  ;iil  rojrether, 
Confiu'd  unto  ihis  ifland's  little  fpace ; 

And  bcidjr  one,  foon  into  two  hii  fram'd  it ; 
And  no'.vniade  two, to  one  again  reclaini'dit ; 
The  little  Ifle  of  Man,  or  Purple  Hland  nam'd  it. 

x'lix.  ,_ 

Thrice  happy  was  the  world's  firfl:  infancy; 

Nor  knowing  yet,  nor  curious,  ill  to  know : 
Joy  without  grief,  love  without  i-alouly  : 

None  felt  hard  labour,  or  fhe  fweatinpj  plough: 
The   willing  earth   brought    tribute  to  her 

king ; 
Bacchus  unborn  lay  hidden  in  the  cling 
Of  big  fwol'n  grapes ;  their  drink  was  every  filver 
fpring. 


3«; 


Of  all  the  winds  there  was  no  difference  : 

None   knew  mild  Zephyrs  from   cold   Eurus' 
mouth ; 
Nor  Orithya's  lover's  violence 

Diftinguifh'd  from  the  ever-dropping  fouth  : 
But  either  gentle  weft  winds  reign'd  alone, 
Or  elfe  no  wind,  or  harmful  wind  was  none  : 
But  one  wind  was  in  all,  and  all  the  winds  in  one. 

Li. 
None  knew  the  fea  ;  oh,  blelTed  ignorance  !  [race, 
None  nam'd  the  ftars,  the  north  cars  conftant 
Taurus'  bright  horns,  or  fiflies  happy  chance  : 
Aftrea  yet  chang'd  not  her  name  or  place ; 
Her  ev'n  pois'd  balance,  heav'n  yet  never 
try'd  ;  [defcry'd  ; 

None  fought  new  coafts,  nor  foreign  lands 
But  in  their  own  they  liv'd,  and  in.  their  own 
they  dy'd. 

LII. 

But,  ah  !  what  liveth  long  in  happinefs? 
Grief,  of  an  heavy  nature,  {leady  lies, 
And  cannot  be  reniov'd  for  weightinefs; 
'  But  joy  of  lighter  prefence,  eas'ly  llies, 

And  feldom  comes,  and  foon  away  will  go  : 
Some  fecret  pow'r  here  all  things  orders  lb, 
.That  for  a  funlhine  day,  follows  an  age  of  woe. 

LIII. 

Wltnefs  this  f  lorious  ifle  ;  which  not  content 

To  be  confin'd  in  bounds  of  happinefs, 
Would  try  whate'eris  in  the  continent ; 

And  feek  out  ill,  and  fcarch  for  wretchednefs. 
Ah,  fond  to  feek  what  then  was  in  thy  vi ill ! 
That  needs  no  curious  fearch ;  'tis  next  us 
ftiU. 
'Tis  grief  to  know  of  grief,  and  ill  to  know  of  ill. 

I.  IV. 

That  eld  fly  ferpent  ffly,  but  fpiteful  more) 

Vex'd  with  the  glory  of  this  happy  ifle, 
Allures  it  fubtly  from  the  peaceful  ihore. 

And  with  fair  painted  lies,  and  colour'd  guile, 
Drench'd  in  dead  (_e)  feas ;  whofe  dark  flreams 

full  of  fright, 
Empty  their  fulphur  waves  in  erdlefs  night  ; 
Where   thoufand  deaths,  and  hells,  torment  the 
damned  iprire. 


So  when  a  fidier  fwain  by  chance  hath  fpy'd 

A  big-grown  pike  purfue  the  leiler  fry, 
He  fets  a  withy  labyrinth  befide. 

And  with  fair  baits  allures  his  nimble  eye; 
Which  he  invading  with  outftretched  fui, 
All  fuddenly  is  compafs'd  with  the  gin  ; 
Where  there  is  no  way  out,  but  eafy  paffage  in. 

LVI. 

That  dtathftal  lake  hath  thcfe  three  properties; 

No  turning  path,  or  iiTuc  thence  is  found: 
The  captive  never  dead,  yet  ever  dies; 

It  endlefs  finks,  yet  never  comes  to  ground  : 
Hell's  felf    is    piiftur'd    in    that    brimftone 

wave ; 

For  what  retiring  from  that  hellidi  grave  ? 
Or  who  can  end  in  death,  where  deaths  no  ending 
have  ? 

LVII. 

For  ever  had  this  Tfle  in  that  foul  ditch 

With  curelefs  grief,  and  endlefs  error  firay'd. 
Boiling  in  fulphur  and  hot-bubbling  pitch  ; 

Had  not  the  king,  whofe  laws  he  (fool !)  bff- 
tray'd, 
Unfnarl'd  that  chain,  then  firm  that  lake  f<!- 

cur'd; 
For  which   ten    thoufand   tortures    he   en- 
dur'd  : 
So  hard  was  this  lofl;  ifle,  fo  hard  to  be  recur'd. 

LVIII. 

O  thou  deep  well  of  life,  wide  ftream  of  love, 
(More  deep,  more  wide,    than  wideft  deepeft 
feas) 
Who  dying,  death  to  endlefs  death  didft  prove. 
To  work  this  wilful  rebel  ifland's  eafe  ; 

Thy  love  no  time  began,  no  time  decays  - 
But  ftili  increafeth  with  decreafing  days  : 
Where  th:n  may  we  begin,  where  may  we  end 
thy  praife  ?  \ 

LIX. 

My  callow  wing,  that  newly  left  the  ne{^. 

How  can  it  make  fo  high  a  tow'ring  flight  ? 
O  depth  without  a  depth  !  in  humble  breail, 
With  praifes  I  admire  fo  wondrous  height  : 
But  thou  my  fift^er  mufe(/),  may 'ft  well  go 

high'r, 
And  end  thy  flight ;  ne'er  may  thy  pinion* 
tire  : 
Thereto  may  he  his  grace,  and  gentle  heat  afpirc, 

LX. 

Then  let  me  end  my  eafier  taken  ftory. 

And  fing  this  ifland's  new  recover'd  feat : 
But  fee,  the  eye  of  noon,  its  brighteft  glory. 
Teaching  great  men,  is  ne'er  fo  little,  great  : 
Our  panting  flocks  retire  into  the  glade  j 
They  crouch,  and  clofe   to  th'  earth    their 
horns  have  laid  : 
Vain  we  our  fcorched  heads  in  that  thick  beech's 
fliade. 


(e)  A  la  re  mattuum. 


(/)  A  £*a.k  cfUUd  Cbri/s  ViaoryMd  Trlumfh, 
\  ,        Jibij 
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CANTO     II. 


DECLINT^'G  Phoetus,  as  he  larger  grows, 

(Taxins:  proud  folly^  gentltr  waxeth  ftill; 
Uever  left  fierce,  than  when  he  greateft  fhows : 
When  Thlrfil  on  a  gentle  rifinghlU 

(Where  all  his  flock  he  round  might  feeding 

view) 
Sits  down,  and  circled  with  a  lovely  crew 
Of  nymphs,  and  fliepherd-boys,  thus  'gan  his  fong 
renew. 

II. 
Now  was  this  ifle  pull'd  from  that  horrid  maiti, 
\?hich  bears  the  fearful    looks,  and  name  of 
death; 
And  fettled  new  with  blood  and  dreadful  pain  _ 
By  Him  who  twice  had  giv'u  (once  forfeit) 

breath  :  ,-  n    rr     ij 

A  bafer  ftate  than  what  was  firft  aflign  d ; 
Wherein  (to  curb  the  too-afpiring  mind) 
The  better  things  were  lofl,  the  worR  were  left 
behind : 

in. 
That  glorious  image  of  himfelf  was  raz'd; 

Ah '  fcarce  the  place  of  that  heft  part  we  find  : 
And  that  bright  fun-like  knowledge  much  defac'd ; 
Only  forne  tv^inkling  flars  remain  behmd  : 
TKen  mortal  made ;  yet  as  one  fainting  dies, 
Two  other  in  its  place  fucceeding  rife  ; 
And  drooping  ftock,  with  branches  frefhimmorta- 
lize. 

IV. 

So  that  lone  bird,  In  fruitful  Arable,     _ 

When  now  her  ftrength,  and  waning  life  de- 

Upon  feme  airy  rock,  or  mountain  high, 
In  fpicybed  (fir'd  by  near  Phoebus'  rays) 
Hcrfeli,  and  all  her  crooked  age  confumes : 
Straight  from  the  allies,  and  thofe  rich  per- 
fumes. 
Anew-born  Phcenlx  flies,  and  widow  d  place  re- 
fumes. 

V. 

It  grounded  lies  upon  a  fure  (i)  foundation, 

Compadl  and  hard ;  whofe  matter,  cold  and  dry, 

To  marrtlc  turas  in  ftrongeil  congelation;      _ 
Fram'd  of  fat  earth,  which  fires  together  tie, 

(b)   Th^  foundation  of  the  body  h  the  iones.     Bones 

areafimi.'ar  i>art  of  the  body,  r>>ofl  dry  or  cold;   wade 

b->  the-ohtue  ^.nerative  tlrougb  heat  of  the  thicker  for- 

i'ion  of  feed,  ^rhkh  is  mrjl  earthy  and  fat  fcr  t.:c  ejtu- 

.  hlifiment  andfgure  of  thi  lil^li. 


i 


Through  all  the  ifle,  and  every  part  extent. 
To  give  juft  form  to  ev'ry  regiment ; 
Imparting  to  each  part,  due  ftrength  and  'fta- 
blifliment. 

VI. 

Whofe  loofer  ends  are  glew'dwithbrotherearth(e)» 

Of  nature  like,  and  of  a  near  relation  ; 
Offelf-fame  parents  both,  at  felf-fame  birth; 
That  oft  itftlf  flands  for  a  good  foundation  (</) : 
Both  thefe  (e)  a  third  doth  folder  fall,  and 

bind ; 
Softer  than  both,  yet  of  the  felf-fame  kind ; 
All  inftrumentb  of  motion,  In  one  league  combin'd. 

VII. 

Upon  this  bafe  ''/^  a  curious  work  is  rais'd. 

Like  undivided  brick,  entire  and  one,  ^        - 

Though  foft,  yet  lafting,  with  juft  balance  pais'd  J 

Diftributed  with  due  proportion  :  [feen. 

And  that  the  rougher  frame  might  lurk  un- 

All  fair  is  hung  with  coverings  flight  ani 

thin ; 

Which  partly  hide  it  all,  yet  all  is  partly  feen  ; 

Vlll. 

As  when  a  virgin  her  fnow-circled  breaft 

Difplaying,  hides,  and  hiding  fweet  difplays; 
The  greater  fegments  covc'd,  and  the  feft 

The  vail  tranfparent  willingly  betrays ;    [light ; 
Thus  takes  and  gives,  thus  lends  and  borrows 
Left  eyes  ftiould  furfeit  with  two  greedvfight, 
Tranfparent  lawns  with-hold  more  to  increafe  de- 
light. 

IX. 

Nor  is  there  any  part  in  all  this  land,  > 

But  is  a  little  ifle  :  for  thoufand  brooks  (g) 

(c)  A  cartilage,  or  grifle,  is  of  a  middle  nature  be- 
tivixt  bones,  and  ligaments,  orftnews,  made  of  the  fame 
matter,  and  in  the  fame  manner  as  bones,  for  a  variety 
and  fafety  in  motion. 

[d)  Some  of  tbefe  (ewn  as  bones)  fiflain  and  uphold 
fame  parts. 

{e)  Both  thefe  are  knit  "with  ligaments:  a  ligament, 
or  fineiu,  is  of  a  nature  between  grifles  and  nerves,  fram- 
ed of  a  tough  and  clammy  portion  of  tin  feed,  for  hitting 
and  holding  the  bones  together,  and  fUting  them  far  mo- 
tion. 

(/)  Up°"  **"  ^"""i  "^  ^^''  foundation,  is  built  the 
Pfh.  Flefh  is  a  fmi'.ar  part  of  the  body,  foft,  ruddy, 
made  of  blood,  and  differently  dried,  covered  zvith  the 
camrr.on  membrane  of fkin. 

(g)  The  whole  body  is  as  it  ivere  watered  with 
great  plently  of  rivers,  veins,  arteries,  and  nerves. 
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fn  azure  channels  glide  on  Clver  fand  ; 

Their  ferpent  windings,  and  deceiving  crooks, 
Circling  about,  and  wat'ring  all  the  plain, 
Empty  themfelves  into  th'  all-drinking  main; 

And  creeping  forward  Aide,  but  never  turn  again, 

X 

Three  diff'ring  dreams,  from  fountains  different, 

Neither  in  nature  nor  in  ftiape  agreeing, 
(Yet  each  with  other,  friendly  ever  went) 
Give  to  this  Ifle  his  fruitfulnefs  and  being  ; 
The  firft  in  Cngle  channels  {g)  Iky-like  blue. 
With  luke-warm  waters  dy'd  in  porphry  hue. 
Sprinkle  this  crimfon    Ifle  with  purple-colour'd 
dew. 

XI. 

The  (A)  next,  though  from  the  fame  fprings  firfl  it 
rife, 
Yet  paffing  through  another  greater  fountain, 
Doth  lofe  his  former  name  and  qualities  : 

Through  many  a  dale  it  flows,  and  many  a 
mountain  : 
More  fiery  light,  and  needful  more  than  all ; 
And  therefore  fenced  with  a  double  wall , 
All  froths  his  yellow  flreams,  with  many  a  fud- 
den  fall. 

XII. 

The  (/)  laft,  in  all  things  diff'ring  from  the  other. 

Fall  from  an  hill,  and  clofe  ti.gether  go. 
Embracing  as  they  run  ;  each  with  his  brother 
Guarded  with  double  trenches  fure  they  flow  : 
The  coldeft;  fpring,  yet  nature,  beft  they  have; 
And  like  the  ladleal  fl;ones  which  heaven  pave; 
Slide  down  to  ev'ry  part  with  their  thick  milky 
wave. 

XIII. 

Thefe   with  a  thoufand  (i)  fl;reams  through  th' 
Ifland  roving. 
Bring  tribute  in  ;  the  firft  gives  nourifliment ; 
Next  life,  laft  fenfe,  and  arbitrary  moving  : 

For  when  the  prince  hath  now  his  mandate  fent. 
The  nimble  pofts  quick  down  the  river  run. 
And  end  their  journey, though  butnowbegun; 
But  now  the  mandate  came,  and  now  the  man- 
date's done. 

{g)    A  'vein  is  a  "veffel,  long,  round,  hollozu,   fifing 
ftom  tb:  liver,  appoiated   to    cvntain,  concoSl,  and  dij- 

tribute  the  blood :   it  bath  but  one  tunide,  and  that  thin  ; 

the  colour  of  this  blood  is  purple. 

{h)  An  artery  is  a  "vejjel  long,  round,  holloiv ,  formed 
for  conveyan.e  of  that  more  fprigbtly  blood,  ivhich  is  e- 

laborate  in  the  heart. — this  blood  is  frothy,  yelloivijh, 
full  offpirits,  therefore  compajfed  -with  a  double  tunide, 

that  it    might  not  exhale  or  fweat  out  by  reajon  of  the 

tbinrtefs. 

{})    A  nerve  is  a  fpermatical  part    rifing  from  the 

brain  and  the  [ith    of  the   back-bone:     the    outfide  Jhin, 

the  irifide  full  of  pith  ;   carrying  the  animal  fpirits  for 
fenfe   and  motion,  and   therefore   doubly  fkinned,  as    the 

brain;   none  of  them  fingle,  but  run  in  couples. 

(i  j    The  veins  convey  the  nourifhment fr om  the  liver  ; 

the  arteries,  life,  and  heat  from  the  heart  ;   the  nerves, 
fenfe,  and  motion  from  the  brain  :   ivill  commands,  the 

nerve  brings,  and  the  part  executes  the  mandate,  all  al- 

niojl  in  an  i-ifant. 


The  whole  ifle,  parted  in  three  regiments  (/), 

By  three  metropolis's  jc.incly  fway'd; 
Ord'ring  in  peace  and  war  their  governments. 
With  loving  concord,  and  with  mutual  aid  : 
The  loweft  hath  the  w  >rft,  but  largefl:  fee; 
The  middle  lefs,  of  greater  dignity  : 
The  higheft  leaft,but  holds  thegreateft^fov'reignty. 

XV. 

Deep  in  a  vale  doth  that  firft  province  lie. 

With  many  a  city  grac'd,  and  fairly  town'd; 

And  for  a  fence  from  foreign  enmity,        [round; 

With  fiveftrong  builded  walls  '  m)  encompafs'J 

Which  my  rude  pencil  will  in  limning  Aain; 

A  work,  more  curious  than  which  poets  feign 

Neptune  and  Phoebus  built,  and  pulled  downagain. 

XVI. 

The  firft  of  thefe,  is  that  round  fpreading  fence  («), 

Which  like  a  fea,  girts  th'  ifle  in  ev'ry  part ; 
Of  faireft  building,  quick,  and  nimble  fenfe. 
Of  common  matter  fram'd  with  fpecial  art; 
Of  middle  temper,  outvvardeft  of  all, 
To  warn  of  ev'ry  chance  that  may  befall : 
The  fame  a  fence,  and  fpy ;  a  watchman  and  a 
wall. 

XVII. 
His  native  beauty  is  a  lily  white  (0)  ; 

Which  ftill  fome  other  colour'd  ftream  infeiSeth; 
Left  like  itfelf,  with  divers  ftainings  dight, 
The  inward  difpofitlon  ir  dftedteth  : 
If  white,  it  argues  wet ;  if  purple,  fire ; 
If  black,  a  heavy  cheer,  and  fix'd  deiire  ; 
Youthful  and  bUthe,  if  fuited  ifi  a  rofy  tire. 

XVIII. 

It  cover'd  ftands  with  iilken  flouriftiing  (/>), 
Which  as  it  oft  decavs,  renews  again, 


(/)  The  "whole  body  may  he  parted  into  three  regions  .• 
the  loivef,  or  belly  ;  the  middle,  or  hreafl ,  the  highefl, 
or  head  Jn  the  loivefl  the  liver  is  fovereign,  vuhofe 
regiment  is  the  -wideji,  but  meanefl.  In  the  middle,  the 
heart  reigns,  mofl  necejfary.  The  brain  obtains  the 
highefl  place,  and  is,  as  the  leaf  in  compafs,fo  the  g)  eatejl 
in  dignity. 

{m )  The  farts  of  the  lo-wer  region,  arc  either  the 
contained  or  containing  ;  the  containing  either  common  er 
proper  ;  the  common  are  thefhin,  the  f.fhy  panicle,  and 
the  fat ;  the  proper  are  the  mufcles  of  the  belly-piece,  or 
the  inner  rim  of  the  belly. 

(n)  The  fkin  is  a  membrane  of  all  the  reft  the  mofl 
large,  and  thick,  formed  of  the  mixtwe  of  feed  and 
blood  ;  the  covering  and  ornament  of  parts  that  ;.re  un- 
der it :  the  temper  moderate,  the  proper  organ  of  out' 
ivard  touching  {fay  Phyficians  ) 

{o\  The  native  colour  of  the  fkin  is  ivhite,  hut  (as 
Hippocrates  changed  into  the  fame  colour  "which  /V 
brought  by  the  humour  predominant.  JVhere  melan- 
choly abounds,  it  is  fjuarthy  ;  tvhere  phlegm,  it  is  ivhite 
and  pale  ;  ivhere  choler  reigns,  it  is  red  and  fiery  ;  hut 
in  funguine,  of  a  rofy  colour. 

i^p)  The  fkin  is  covered  "with  the  cuticle,  or  fourifb- 
ing  of  the  fkin  ;  it  is  the  mean  of  touching,  ■without 
ivhich  -we  fed,  but  ■with  pain  It  polifheth  the  fkin, 
ivhich  many,  times  is  changed,  and  {as  it  is  ivith  fnakes) 
p::t  off,  and  a  nezv  end  more  ajniable  brought  in, 

B  b  iij  " 
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The  others  fcnfe  and  beauty  perf^'dino; ; 

Wliich  elfc  would  feci,  but  with  iinufual  pain  : 

Whofe  pleafing  fwcctnefs,   and   refplendtnt 

niine,  [cyn, 

Soft'ning  the  wanton  touch,  and  wand'ring 

DotI)  oft  the  prince  himf^^lf  with  witch'rics  un- 

deraiine. 

XIX. 

The  fccond  (17)  rarhpier  of  a  fofter  matter, 

Cal}  up  by  the  purple  river's  overflowing  : 
Wliofe  airy  wave,  and  fwelling  waters,  fatter 
For  want  of  heal  congcal'd,  and  thicker  grow- 
ing. 
The  wand'ring  heat  (r)  (which  quiet  ne'er 

fubfifleth) 
FSends  back  again  to  what  confine  it  lifteth  ; 
And  outward  enemies,  by  yielding,  moft  refifteth. 

XX. 

The  (s)  third  more  inward,  firmer  than  the  heft, 
May  feem  at  firft,  but  thinly  built,  and  flight ; 
Eut  yet  of  more  defence  than  all  the  reft ; 

Of  thick  and  flubborn  fubftance  flrongly  dight. 
1'hefe   three   (three    common   fences  round 

impile) 
This  regiment,  and  all  the  other  ifle ; 
And  faving  inward  friends,  their  outward  foes 
beguile. 

sxi. 
Befide    thefe    three,    two    (t")    more   appropriate 
guards,  [ment ; 

Witli    conflant    watch    compafs    this    govetn- 
The  firfl  tight  companies  in  feveral  wards, 
(To  each  his  ftation  in  this  regiment) 

On  each  fide  four  continual  watch  obfervc, 
And  under  one  great  ca>ptain  jointly  ferve  ; 
Two  lore-riglit   Hand,  two   crofs,  and  four   pb- 
liqueiy  fwerve. 

XXII. 

The  (u)  other  fram'd  of  common  matter,  all 

T  his  lower  rcgi(3n  girts  with  flrong  defence; 

^ftre  long  than  round,  with  double-builded  wall, 

Though  fiiigle  often  feems  to  flighter  i'enfe  ; 

With  many  gates,  whofc  flrangeft  properties 

ProtevSt  thiscoaft  from  all  confpiracies; 

jkAii.iUinv  welcome  friends,  excluding  enemies. 

XXI II. 

(y)  Tie  fui  C0K:elh  from  tie  airy  fortrnn  of  fie 
clood ;  ichich  iiii/i  :f  floivs  to  ihd  maitbrcr.ci,  hy  their 
tveok  hiuit  (^ivhich  fbyfduis  account,  and  call  coIJ) 
frtius  thicik  end  cltfe. 

(r)  The  fat  incicafdh  in-ward  heat,  by  keeping  it 
from  out-n'ard  farts  ;  and  dt fends  tie  farts  fulfB  to  it 
from  bnfifes. 

{i)  Itjt  flefl:y  panicle ^  is  a  membrane  -very  thick, 
^ncuy,  iifiiien  in  luitb  little,  -veins. 

(<)  Tic  proper  parts  infolding  this  loiyer  rcgivn,  are 
iivo  J  the  frjl,  the  mufclss  of  the  bclly-picct,  •u.-bicL  arc 
ci^ht  ;  four f  de-lung,  tiio  riglt,  and  tzvo  acrcfs. 

(v)  Peritoneum  [called  the  rim  cf  the  belly')  is  a 
flin  membrane,  taking  his  .name  from  cumpafjing  the 
^e^vels  ;  routed,  bwi longer  :  every  iibere  double,  yet  fo 
thin  that  it  feims  l..i^':i:gle.  It  hath  many  boles,  that 
the  veins,  arteries,  ondollsr  needful  viJ/lL  mi^ht  have 
i^'fl^ge  beth  in  and  eul. 


Ee'ween  this  fence's  double-walled  fides  (a). 

Four  flendcr  brooks  rim  creeping  o'er  the  lea : 
The  firfl  is  call'd  the  iiurfe,  and  riling  Aides 
From  this  low  region's  mctropolic  : 

Two  from  th'  heart-city  bend    their  fileiit 

pace; 
The  lall-  from  urine-lake  with  waters  bafe. 
In  the  allaiitoid  fea  empties  his  flowing  race. 

XXIV. 

Down  in  a  (a-)  vale,  where  thef6  two  parted  wall^ 

Differ  from  each  with  wide  diflending  fpace, 
Into  a  lake  the  urine-river  falls, 

Which  at  the  ncphros  hill  begins  his  race  : 
Crooking  his  banks  he  often  runs  aftray. 
Left  his  ill  flrcams  might  backward  find  a 
way: 
Thereto  feme  fay,  was  built  a  curious  framed  bay, 

XXV. 

The  urine-lake  ( y)  drinking  his  cclour'd  brook. 

By  little  fvvells,  and  fills  his  flrctching  fides  ; 
But  when  the  flream  the  brink  'gins  overlook, 
A  ff-urdy  groom  cm|>ties  tlie  fwelling  tides  ; 
Sphincter  fome  call ;  who  if  he  looled  be. 
Or  fiifTwith  cold,  out  flows  the  fenlelefsfcaj 
And  rufhing  unawares,  covers  the  drowned  lea. 

XXVI. 

From   thence  with    blinder   (=)  paflage    (flying 
name) 
Thefs  noifome  flreams  a  fecnst  pipe  conveys  ; 
Which  though  we  term  the  hidden  parts  of  fhame. 
Yet  for  the  ikill  deferve  no  leffer  praife 

I'han  they,  to  which  we  honour'd  names  im- 
part. 
O,  Powerful  Wifdom  !  with  what  wcxndrou& 
art 
Mad'ft  thou  the  beft,  who  thus  hafl  fram'd  the 
vilefl  part. 

XXVII. 
Six  (a)  goodly  cities,  built  with  fuburbs  round. 
Do  fair  adorn  this  lovs'er  region  ; 

(«)  7he  double  tunicie  if  the  rim,  is  plainly  parted 
into  ii  large  fpace,  that  iiiib  a  double  itall  it  might 
fence  the  bladder,  luhere  the  I'effels  of  the  navel  art 
contained.  Ttfe  are  four,  frfi  the  nurfe,  •uhiJ}  is  a 
■vein  nourifhinsr  the  infant  in  the  TLomb ;  fccond,  iicc^ 
arttries,  in  "w'jich  the  infant  brtatbes  ;  thefou:th.  the 
Ourachos,  a  pipe  nvherchy  [ivhile  the  child  is  in  the 
•:uomb)  i,le  urine  is  carried  into  the  allantoid,  or  rather 
amnion, 'iMhich  is  a  membrane  receiving  the  Jiueat  and 
urine. 

(.\-)  7he  prffages  carrying  the  urine f)  om  the  kidneys 
to  the  bladder.  Some  affirm  that  in  the  paffnge  Jlands 
a  curious  lid  or  cover. 

(  v)  Tke  bladder  endetb  in  a  pcci  <f  fejh,  and  i^ 
girdid  -with  .1  mtfcl:  iihich  is  called  IphillClcr  :  •uhiclj 
tjolds  in  the  urine  lefl  it  fio-ui  aicay  lutbout  our  pertfif 
fion.  }f  this  he  loojened^  or  cold,  the  urine  goes  azvay 
from  us,  of  iifelf,  "u-ithout  any  feeling. 

(z)  Hence  the  uri/14  is  conveyed  through  the  ordi' 
nary  j  iiff.tges,  and  cajl  out. 

(a)  B  fides  the  bladder  there  are  fix  fpccial  partt 
contained  in  this  loner  region  ;  the  liver,  the  fomach, 
iviib  the  guts  ;  the  gall,  the  fpieen,  or  milt ;  the  kidneys 
and  parts  for  gem  ration. 
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The  firft  (i^  Kollia,  whofc  extremeft  bound 
On  this  fide's  border'd  by  the  Splenion, 

On  that  by  fovereigii    Hepar's    large  com- 
mands, 
The  merry  Diazome  above  it  Hands. 
To  both  thefe  join'd  ia  league,  and  never  failing 
bands. 

xxvm. 
The  form   (as  when  with  breath  our  bagpipes 
rife  U), 
And  fweli)  round-wife,  and  long,  yet  long-wife 
more ; 
Jram'd  to  the  moft  capacious  figure's  guife  ; 
For  'tis  the  iflaud's  garner  ;  here  its  ftore 
Lies  treafur'd  up,  which   well  prepar'd,  it 

fends 
By  fecret  path,  that  to  th'  arch-city  bends; 
Which  making  it   more  fit,  to  all  the  ifle   dif- 
pends. 

XXIX. 

Far  hence  at  foot  of  rocky  Cephal's  hills, 

This  city's  ((f)  fteward  dwells  in  vaulted  ftone  ; 
And  twice  a  day  Koilia's  florehoufe  fills 
With  certain  rent  and  due  provifion  : 
Aloft  he  fitly  dwells  in  arched  cave, 
Which  todefcribe  I  better  time  fliall  have, 
When  that  fair  mount  I  flag,  and  his  white  curdy 
wave. 

XXX. 

At  that  cave's  mouth,  twice  fixteen  porters  (<;) 
ftand. 
Receivers  cf  the  cuftomary  rent ; 
Cn  each  fide  four  (the  foremoft  of  the  band) 
Whofe  office  to  divide  what  in  is  fent ; 

Straight  other  four  breuk  it  in  pieces  fmall; 
And  at  each  hand  twice  five,  which  grinding 
all, 
Fit  it  for  convoy,  and  this  city's  arfenal. 

XXXI. 

From  thence  a   (/)   groum   of  wondrous  volu- 
bility 
Delivers  all  unto  near  officers, 
Of  nature  like  himfelf,  and  like  agility; 
At  each  fide  four,  that  are  the  governors 
To  fee  the  viftuals  fhipp'dac  fitteft  tide  ; 
Which  ftraight  from  thence  with  profp'rous 
channel  Hide, 
And  in  Koilia's  port  with  nimble  oars  glide. 


(^)  7f>f  Jiomacb  {or  KoUia^  is  the  Jiiji  in  ordur, 
though  not  In  dignity. 

(i.)  Koila,  or  the  Jlo?nacb,  is  Ipng  and  round  like  a 
bagpipe,  innde  to  receive  and  cottcoSi  the  medt,  and  to 
ferfeii  the  chyle,  or  •white  juice  vxibicb  rijetb  from  the 
meat  concoBcd, 

(d)  Gullus,  the  fajle,  is  the  catarer,  or  Jleivard  to 
the  f.omacb,  lubich  has  its  place  in  Cephal,  that  is,  the 
head. 

(*)  In  either  chap, are fixteentecfhf^our  cutters, tzuo 
^og-teetb,  or  breakers,  and  ten  grinders. 

{f^  The  tongue  ivitb  great  agility  delivers  up  the 
tneat  (^ivell  che'wed)  to  the  injlrumeiits  of  fivalloiving  : 
■  tight  tnufdes  fervixg  to  this  purpofc,  ivhich  infanlly 
fend  the  meat  through  the  efophagus  ar  meat-pipe  \n  to  the 
flim«f£k. 


XXXII. 

The  (^)  haven  fram'd  with  wondrrus  fenfe  and  art. 

Opens  itfelf  to  all  that  entrance  feck; 
Yet  if  ought  back  would  turn,  and  thence  depnrt. 
With  thoufand  wrinkles  fluits  the  ready  creek; 
But  when  the  rent  is  flack,  it  rages  rife. 
And  mut'nief  in  itfelf  with  civil  llrife:   [knife. 
Thereto  a  (/d)  little  groom  eggs  it  with  Iharpefl: 

XXXIII. 

Below  (i)  dwells  in  this  city's  market-place, 

The  ifland's  common  cook,  coi^codlion  ; 
Common  to  all,  therefore  in  middle  fpace 
Is  quarter'd  fit  in  juft  proportion  ; 

Whence  never  from  his  labour  he  retires. 
No  reft  he  afks,  or  better  change  requires  : 
Both  night  and  day,  he  works,  ne  er  flceps,  noE 
flecp  defires. 

XXXIV. 

That  (,J)  heat,  which  in  his  furnace  ever  fumeth, 

Is  nothing  like  to  our  hot  parching  fire  ; 
Which  all  confuming,  felf  at  length  confumeth; 
But  moift'ning  flames,  a  gentle  heat  infpire  ; 
Which  fure  fome  in-born  neighbour   to  him 

lendeth  ; 
And  oft  the  bord'ring  coaft  fit  fuel  fendeth. 
And  oft  the  rifing  fume,   which   down  again   dc- 
fcendeth. 

XXXV. 

Like  to  a  pot,  where  under  hovering 

Divided  flames,  the  iron  fides  entwining. 
Above  is  ftopp'd  with  clofe  laid  covering, 

Exlialing  fumes  to  narrow  ftraights  confining; 
So  doubling  heat,  his  duty  doubly  fpeedeth: 
Such  is  the  fire  concoiftion's  veflel  needeth. 
Who  daily  all  the  Ifle  with  fit  provifion  feedeth, 

XXXVI.         "" 

There  many  a  groom,  the  bufy  cook  attends 

In  under  offices,  and  feveral  place  : 
This  gathers  up  the  fcum,  and  thence  it  fends 
To  be  calt  out ;  another,  liquor's  bale  ; 

Another  garbage,  which  the  kitchen  cloys  ; 
And  divers  filth,  whofe  fcent  the  place  annoys, 
By  divtrs  fecret  ways  in  under  fiuks  convoys. 

xxxvn. 
Therefore  a  fecond  (/J  port,  is  fidelong  fram'd, 
To  let  out  what  unfavoury  there  remains; 

(a)  The  upper  mouth  of  the  Jiomacb  halh  little  veins, 
or  circular  firings,  to  fhut  in  the  meat,  and  keep  it  from 
returning. 

if)  P'os  breve,  or  the  fort  vffl,  ivhicb  fending  in  a 
melancholy  bumoiAr,  fhar pens  the  appetite. 

(i)  In  the  bottom  of  the  feviacb  (-which  is  placed  in 
the  middle  of  the  belly  J    is  cancaciion  perfeSied' 

(^)  The  concoiiion  of  meats  in  thefomach,  is  terfeSl- 
ed  as  by  an  innate  property  and  fpecial  virtue  ;  fo  alfo 
by  the  out-ward  beat  (f  parts  adjoining,  for  it  is  on  eve- 
ry ftde  compared  -luith  hotter  parts,  luhich,  asfre  to  a 
cauldron,  helps  tofeethe,  and  concoci  ;  and  the  hot  (learns 
•within  it  do  not  a  little  further  digejlion. 

(/  I  The  lower  orifice,  or  mouth  oftheftomach,  is  not 
placed  at  the  very  hotto?n,  but  !j,'  the  fide,  and  is  callel 
the  fanitor  (or  porter)  as  JUu'-nst  out  the  food  no-w 
ccnccSed,  through  the  entrails,  -ivbich  are  knotty  and  fill 
of-ioindings,  lefl  the  meat  too  fuddfnl^  i>°J>"S  ^^l^'-'g^^ 
E  b  iij 
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There  fits  a  needful  groom,  the  porter  nam'd, 
Which   foon   the  full  grown   kitchen    cleanly 
drains.  ['"g> 

By  divers  pipes  with  hundred  turnings  gir- 
Left  that  the  food  too  fpecdily  retiring, 
ShouM  whet  the  appetite,  ftill  cloy'd,  and  ilill  de- 
firing ; 

XTXVlll. 

So  Erifi(flhon,  once  fir'd  (as  men  fay) 

With  hungrv  rage,  fed  never,  ever  feeding; 
Ten  thoufand  di(hei>  fevcr'd  in  ev'ry  day. 

Yet  ill  ten  thoufand  thouland  dilhes  netding; 
In  vain  his  daughter  hundred  ihapes  affum'd  : 
A  whole  ca-np's  meet  he  in  his  gnrge  inhum'd , 
And  all  confum'd,  his  hunger  yet  was  uiiconfum'd. 

xxxix. 
Such  would  the  (late  of  this  whole  Ifland  be. 

If  tlicfe  pipeSjwinuingx  fpaffage  quick  delaying) 
Should  not  refrain  tor  much  edacity. 

With  longer  Ctay  fierce  appetite  allaying. 

Thefe(wj )  pipes  are  feven-fold  longer  than  the 
Yet  all  are  folded  in  a  little  pile,  ['Ae, 

Whereof  three  noble  are,  and  thin ;  three  thick, 
and  vile. 

XL. 

The  («)  firft  is  narrow'ft,  and  down-right  doth 
look. 
Left  that  his  charge  difcharg'd,  might  backretire; 
And  by  the  way  takes  in  a  bitter  brook, 

That  when  the  channel's  ftopt  with  ftifling  mire. 

Through  th'  idle  pipe,  with  piercing  waters 

foaking ;  [ing. 

His  tender  fides  with  fharpeft  ftream  provoU- 

Thruits  out  the   muddy  parts,  and   lids  the  miry 

choaking. 

XLI. 

The,  (o)  fecond  lean  and  lank,  flillpil'd,  and  har- 
ried 
By  mighty  bord'rers  oft  his  barns  invading : 
Away  his  food,  andnew-iun'd  ftore  is  carry'd ; 
Therefore  an  angry  colour,  never  fading 

Purples  his  cheek  :  the  ij>)  third  for  length 

exceeds,  [leads : 

And  down  his  ftream    in  hundred   turnings 

Thele  three  moft  noble  are,  adorned  with  filken 

threads. 

the,  boJy/couUmaie  it  ioo/zibjeSi  to  appetit:  and greedinefs. 

(ot)  It  is  approved,  that  the  entraih  dried  an d bloiun , 
are  f even  times  longer  than  the  body,  they  are  all  one  en- 
tire body;  yet  their  diJJ'eringfuhjiancehath  difiingu'Jbcd  them 
into  the  thin  and  thick  :  the  thin  have  the  more  noble  ojffice. 

^n  'i  Thejirji  is Jitai^ht,  ivithoiit  any  'winding,  that 
the  chyle  Tnay  not  return ;  and  moji  narroiu,  that  it 
might  not  find  too  hajiy  a  pajfage.  It  takes  in  a  lityle 
pajfage  from  the  gall,  ivhicb  there  purges  his  choler,  to 
provoke  the  entrails  (ivhen  they  are Jlow )  to  caji  out 
the  excrements.  This  is  called  Duodenum  (or  iivei-ve 
Jingirs )  from  his  length. 

(o)  Thefecnnd,  is  called  the  lank,  er  hungry  gut, 
as  being  r^ore  empty  than  the  refl ;  for  the  liver  being 
near,  it  fucks  out  his  juice,  or  cream  ;  it  is  inomvn  frdm 
the  refl  b  ■  tie  red  colour. 

(p)  The  third  is  tailed  liian  (or  tuindingj  from  his 
mjnyfdds  and  turnings ,  is  of  all  the  longcjl. 
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XIII. 

The  (y)  fiiremoft  of  the  bafe  half  blind  appears  ; 
And  where  his  broad  way  in  an  ffthmus  ends. 
There  he  examines  all  his  paffengers, 

And  thofe  who  ought  not  'fcape,  he  backward 

fends :  [raging. 

The  (r)  fscond  JElos  court,  where  tempefts 

Shut  clofe  within  a  cave  the  wind?  encaging, 

With  earthquakes  ftiakes  the  Ifland,  thunders  fad 

prelaging. 

TLITI. 

The  (/)  laft  downright  falls  to  port  Efquiline, 
More   flriight    above,    beneath    ftill    broader 
growing. 
Soon  as  the  gate  opes  by  the  king's  aflign, 
Empties  itfclf,  far  thence  thenith  out-thrc-ving: 
This  ga  e  endow'd  with  many  properties. 
Yet  for  his  office,  figiit,  and  'laning,  flies  : 
Theref  jre  between  two  hills  in  darkeft  valley  lies. 

XLIV. 

To  that  (<)  afch-city  of  this  government, 

The  three  firft  pipes  the  ready  feaft  convoy  : 
The  other  three  in  bafer  office  fpent. 

Fling  out  the  dregs,  which  elfe  the  kitchen  cloy. 
In  («)  every  one  the  Hepar  keeps  his  fpies. 
Who  if  ought  good,  with  evil  blended  lies; 
Thence  bring  it  back  again  to  Hepar's  treafuries. 

XLV. 

Two  feveral  covers  fence  thefe  twice  three  pipes  : 
The  firft   from  over  fwimming  (x)  takes  hi« 
name. 
Like  cobweb-lawn  woven  with  hundred  ftripes; 
The  fecond    (^y)   ftrengthen'd   with  a    double 
frame. 
From  foreign  enmity  the  pipes  maintains : 
Clofe  by  the  (s)  Pancreas  ftands,  who  ne'er 
complains; 
Though  prefs'd  by  all  his  neighbours,  he  their  •' 
ftate  fuftains. 


(y)  Thefrfi,  of  the  bafer  fort,  is  called  blind,  at 
tvhofe  end  is  an  appendant,  -ivhere  if  any  of  the  thinner  chyle 
do  chance  to  efape,  it  is  flopped,  and  by  the  -veins  of  the 
midriff fuckt  out. 

(?)  The  fecond  is  Colon  (or  the  tormentor)  becaufi 
of  the  -wind  there  flaying,  and  vexing  the  body. 

(j)  The  laji,  called  Rectum  (or  firaight )  bath  no 
rvindings.  fhort,  larger  toivard  the  end,  that  the  excre- 
ment may  more  eafdy  be  ejeiied,  and  retained  alfo  upon 
occafion. 

\t)  The  thin  entrails  fet-ue  for  the  carrying  and 
the  thorough  concoSl'ng  the  chyle  ;  the  thicker  for  the  ga- 
thering, and  containing  the  excrements. 

(h)  They  are  all  fprinkled  -with  numberlefs  little 
veins,  that  no  part  of  the  chyle  might  efeape,  till  all  be 
brought  to  the  lii/er 

(v)  Epiploon  {or  ovt'-fivitnlfner')  d^fcenis  belozv  the 
navel,  and  afcends  above  the  highfi  entrails  ;  of  fkinny 
fubflance,  all  interlaced  tuith  fat. 

iy)  The  Mfenterium  (or  midjl  amongjl  the  entrails) 
•whence  it  takes  the  name,  ties  and  knits  the  enttails  to- 
gethe    ;   it  hath  a  double  tunicle. 

(2)  Pancreas  (or  all-fefb)  for  fo  it  feetns,  is  laid 
as  a  pillc-w  undi-r  the  fiomach,  and  f v. fains  the  vtint, 
tbtt  are  difpr  cad  from  the  gate  vein. 


\ 
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XLiri. 


^iit  Hepar,  chief  of  all  theJe  lower  parts, 
One  I'f  the  three,  yet  of  ihe  three  the  lead. 

But  !ee  the  fun,  like  to  undaunred  hearts. 
Enlarges  in  his  fall  his  ample  breaft. 


Now  hie  we  hbffie ;  the  peatle<1  rJew  erfe  loii^ 
Will  wet  the  mothers  ahd  rh«;ir   'fti.r  y. at)g» 
To-morrow  with   the   day  we  fliaj  t6nevr   our 
fong. 


CANTO     IIL 


Xhe  morning  frefh,  dappling  her  horfe  with  rofes, 
(Vext  at  the  ling'ring  fhades  that  long  had 
left  her. 
In  Tithon's  freezing  arms)  the  light  difclofes ; 
And  chafing  night,  of  rule  and  heaven  bereft 
her  . 
The  fun  wifh  gentle  beams  bis  rage  difguifes, 
And  like  afpiring  tyrants,  temporifes; 
Never  to  be  endur'd,  but  when  be  falls,  or  rifes. 

II. 
Thirfil  from  withy  prifon,  as  he  ufcs, 

Lets  out  his  flock,  and  on  an  hill  flood  heeding. 

Which  bites  the  grafs,  and  which  his  meat  re- 

fufes ; 

So  his  glad  eyes,  fed  with  their  greedy  feeding, 

Straight  flock  a  ftioal  of  nymphs,  and  fliep- 

herd-fwains. 
While  all  their  lambs  rang'd  on  the  flow'ry 
plains  ; 
Then  thus  the  boy  began,  crown'd  with  their  cir- 
cling trains. 

III. 
You  gentle  fhepherds,  and  you  fnowy  fires. 

That  fit  around,  my  rugged  rhymes  attending  ; 
How  may  I  hope  to  quit  your  ftrong  defires. 
In  verfe  uncomb'd,  fuch  wonders  comprehending  ? 
Too  well  I  know  my  rudenefs,  all  unfit 
To  frame  this  curious  Ifle,   whofe  framing 
yet 
Was  never  throughly  known  to  any  human  wit. 

IV. 

Thou  fiiepherd-god,  who  only  hnow'fl;  it  right, 

And  hid'ft  that  art  from  all  the  world  befide  } 
Shed  in  my  mifty  breaft  thy  fparkling  light. 
And  in  this  fog,  my  erring  footfteps  guide  : 
Thou  who  firfl;  mad'fl;,  and  never  wilt  forfake 

it: 
Elfe  how  fhall  my  weak  hand  dare  under- 
take it. 
When  thou  thyfelf  afk'fl  counfel  of   thyfelf  to 
make  it. 

V. 

Jifext  to  Koilia,  on  che  right  fide  ftands, 
fairly  difpread  in  large  dominion, 


The  (a)  arch  city  Hepar,  flretching  her  commands. 
To  all  within  this  lower  region ; 

Fenc'd  with  fure  bars,  and  ftrongeft  fituation  ; 
So  never  fearing  foreigners  invafion  : 
Hence  are  the  {^b)  walls,  flight,  thin ;  built  but  fot 
fight  and  fafliion. 

VI. 

To  th*  heart,  and  to  th'  head  city  furely  tied  (c) 

With  firmeft  league,  and  mutual  reference  : 
His  liegers  there,  theirs  ever  here  abide, 
To  ^ake  up  ftrife,  and  cafual  difTerence: 

Built  [d)  all  alike,  feeming  like  rubies  fheen. 
Of  fome  peculiar  matter ;  fuch  I  ween, 
As  over  all  the  world,  may  no  where  elfe  be  feen. 

VJl. 

Much  like  a  («■ )  mount,  it  eafily  afcendeth ; 

The  upper  parts  all  fmooth  as  flipp'ry  glafs  : 
But  on  the  lower  many  a  crag  dependeth ; 
Like  to  the  hangings  of  fome  rocky  mafs : 
Here  firft  the  (/)  purple  fountain  making 

vent,  ^ 

By  thoufand  rivers  thhough  the  Ifle  difpent. 
Gives  every  part  fit  growth,  and  daily  nourifli- 
ment. 

VIII. 

In  this  (^)  fair  town  thelfle's  greatftewarddwells; 
His  porphry  houfe  glitters  in  purple  dye 

(a)  Of  all  this  lorver  regi-on,  ihe  Hepar,  ar  liver,  is 
the  principal,  The  Jituation  jlrong  atidfafe^  ivalled  in 
by  the  ribs. 

(^)  It  is  covered  toith  one  fingle  tunicle,  and  that 
•uff/V  thin  andjlight. 

(c)  The  li-ver  is  tied  to  the  heart  by  arteries,  to  the 
head  by  nerves,  and  to  both  by  veins,  difper fed  to  both. 

(ji)  The  liver  conftjis  of  no  ordinary  jlejh,  but  tiftt- 
kind  proper  to  itfelf. 

(f)  The- liver's  upper  part  rifes,  and/xoells  gintly  f 
is  very  fmooth  and  tven ;  the  loxver  in  the  oatjide  like 
to  an  hollotv  rock,  rugged  aud  craggy. 

(y)  From  it  rfe  all  thefprings  of  bhod  tubtcb  runt 
in  the  veins. 

(l")  The  flevoard  ef  ihe  luhole  Ifle,  h  here  fitly 
placed,  bectufe  as  all  {that  is  brought  in)  is  bert  fitted 
and  difpofed,fo  from  heuee  returned  and  dif£'enfed. 
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In  purple  clad  hinifclf :  from  hence  he  deals 
His  (lore,  to  all  the  Ifle's  iiecclTity  : 

And  thongh  the  rent  he  daily,  duly  pay, 
Yet  doth  his  flowing  fubflance  ne'er  decay  ; 
All  day  he  rent  rei'eives,  returns  it  all  theday. 

IX'. 

And  like  that  golden  ftar,  ■which  cuts  his  way 

Through  Saturn's  ice, and  Mars  his  fiery  ball; 
Temp'ring  iheir  flrife  with  his  more  kindly  ray  : 
So  'tween  the  Splenion's  froft,  and  th'  angry 
gall. 
The  jovial  Hepar  fits;  with  great  expence 
Cheering  the  Ifie  by  his  fweet  influence  ; 
So  flakes  their  envious  rage,  and  endlefs  differ- 
ence. 

X. 

Within,  fome  fay,  (h)  love  hath  his  habitation, 
Not  Cupid's  fclf,  but  Cupid's  better  brother ; 
For  Cupid's  felf  dwells  with  a  lower  nation. 
But   this,   more   fare,  much  chailer   than   the 
other ; 
By  whole  command,  we  either  love  our  kind, 
Or  with  moft  perfedi;  love,  affeA  the  mind  ; 
With  fuch  a  diamond  knot,  he  often  fouls  can  bind. 

XI. 

Two  (;■)  purple  ftreams,  here  raife  their  boiling 

head=;  [ing. 

The  firft,  and  lead:,  in  th'  hollow  cavern  breed 

His  waves  on  divers  neighbour  grounds  difpreads: 

The  next  fair  river  all  the  reft  exceeding, 

'i'opping  the  hill,  breaks  forth  in  fierce  eva- 

iion. 
And  flieds  abroad  his  Nile-like  inundation  ; 
^o  gives  to  all  the  Ifle  their  food  aaid  vegetation; 

XII. 

Yet  thefe  from  other  ftreams  much  different ; 
For  others,  as  they  longer,  broader  grow  ; 
Thefe  as  they  run  in  narrow  banks  impent ; 

Are  then  at  leafl:,  when  in  the  main  they  flow : 
Much  like  a  tree,  which  all  his  roots  fo  guides, 
That  all  the  trunk  in  his  full  body  hides; 
Which  ftraight,   his  item   to   thoufand  branches 
fubdivides. 

xui. 
Yet  left  thefe  (i)  ftreams  might  hap  to  be  infeded, 

With  other  liquors  in  the  well  ab«5unding ; 
Before  their  flowing  channels  are  detedled, 

(i)  Here  Plata  dijpofed  th6  feat  nf  h'ue.  And  cer- 
tainly though  Ivji  {jwbich  fame  per-jerfely  call  lo-oe)  bt 
•iherivhere  feated,  yet  that  affeBion  vjljerchy  ive  ivifh, 
and  do  loell  to  others,  may  feem  to  be  better  fitted  in  the 
ii'Jer,  than  in  the  heart,  {^ivhere  mnfi  do  place  it^' be- 
taufe  this  maderate  beat  appears  more  apt  for  this   af- 

jeBion;  and  fires  of  the  heart  "where  {as  afa'amander) 
anger  lives, jeems  not  fo  fit  to  entertain  it. 

(i)  Hence  rife  the  tiuo  great  rivers  of  blood,  «f 
luhich  all  the  rifl  are  hffer  f  reams  ;  the  firfl  is  porta, 
»r  the  gate  vein  ifj'uing  from  the  holloiv  part,   and    is 

Jhed  tsiuard  the  flomach,  fpleen,  guts,  and  the  epiploon, 
^hefecond  is  cava,  the  hallozv  vein,fpreading  his  river 
ever  all  the  body. 

l^b)  The  chyle,  or  juice  of  meats,  concoSled  in  the  flo- 
mach, coulS  not  all  be  turned  into  fweet  blood,  by  rea- 

fon  of  the  divers  kinds' of  bumturs  in  it;  there/ore  there 
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Some  lefler  delfts,  the  fountains  bottom  found" 

ing,  _  [ing. 

Suck  out  the  bafer  ftreams,  the  fprings  annoy- 

An  hundred  pipes  unto  that  end  employing; 

Thence  run   to  fitter  place,  their    noifome   loai 

convoying. 

XIV. 

Such  is  fair  Hepar  (/),  which  with  great  diffenfioa 

Of  all  the  reft  pleads  moft  antiquity  ; 
But  yet  th'  heart-city  with  no  lefs  contention. 
And  jufteft  challenge,  claims  priority  : 
But  fure  the  Hepar  wa-.  the  elder  bore ; 
For  that  fmall  river  caU'd  the  nurfe,  of  yore, 
Laid  boths  foundation,  yet  Hepar  built  afore. 

XV. 

Three  poif'nous  liquors  from  this  purple  well, 

Rife  with thenativcftreams;  (OT)the  firftlikefire 
All  flaming  hot,  red,  furious,  and  fell; 
The  fpring  of  dire  debate, and  civil  ire; 

Which  vver't  not  furely  held  with  ftrong  re- 
tention. 
Would  ftir  domeftic  ftrife,  and  fierce  conten- 
tion, [fenfion 
And  wafte  the  weary  Ifle  with  never  ceas'd  dif- 

xvi. 
Therefore  clofe  by,  a  little  conduit  ftands, 

Choledochun  («),  that  drags  this  poifon  hence, 
And  fafely  locks  it  up  in  prifon  bands ; 

Thence  gently  drains  it  through  a  narrow  fence; 
A  needful  fence,  attended  with  a  guard, 
That    watches  in  the    ftraights,    all  clofcly 

barr'd. 
Left  fome  might  back  efcape,  and  break  the 
prifon  ward. 

XVII.  [fending, 

The  (o)  next  ill  ftream  the  wholefome  fount  of- 
All  dreary,  black,  and  frightful,  hence  convey 'd 
By  divers  drains,  unto  the  Splenion  tending, 
.  The  Splenion  o'er  againft  the  Hepar  laid, 

ar£  three  kinds  of  excremental  liquors  fuM  atvay  by 
little  veffels,  and  carried  to  their  appointed  pi aca  ;  one 
too  tiiht  and  fiery  ;  another  tat)  earthy,  and  heavy  ; 
a  third  ivheyifb  and  "watry. 

(/)  Famous  is  the  controvcrfy  betteesn  the  feripat:- 
ticks  and  pL^ficians ;  one  ho  di,ig  the  heart,  the  other 
the  liver  to  be  firfl.  That  the  liver  is  firfl  in  time,  and 
making,  is  mantfefl ;  becuufn  the  nurfe  (the  vein  that 
feeds  the  infant  yet  in  the  -womb)  empties  itfelf  upon  the 
liver. 

(tn)  The  firfl  excrement  drawn  frtm  the  liver  to  th^ 
gall.,  is  ckolerick,  bitter,  like  flame  in  colour  ;  •wbicpf 
•were  it  not  removed,  and  kept  in  due  place,  -would  fiii 
all  the  body  "with  bitternifs  and  gnaivmg. 

(«)  Choltdochus,  or  the  gall,  is  ofi  a  membraneous 
fubflance,  having  but  one,  ytt  that  a  firong  tunic.'e.  Jt 
hath  two  pajjliges,  one  drawing  the  humour  from  the  li- 
ver,another  convefwg  the  overplus  into  the fiifl  gut,ani 
fi  emptying  the  gall  ;  and  this  fence  hath  a  double  gate, 
to  keep  the  liquor  from  returning. 

(o)  The  fecond  ill  humour  is  ea'thy  and  heavy, 
which  is  drawn  f rum  the  liver,  by  little  veffels,  unto  the 
fpleen  ;  the  native  feat  of  me  ancho  'y,  hert  fame  have 
placed  laughter :   But  th:  fpleen  f^ms  rather  tbefejit  of 
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Built  long,  and  fquare  :  forae  fay  that  laugh- 
ter here 
Keeps  refidence ;  but  laughter  fits  not  there, 
Where  durknefs  ever  dwells,  and  melancholy  fear. 

XVIII. 

And  fliould  thefe  (/■)  ways,  flopt  by  ill  accident. 
To  th'  Hepar's  ilreanii  turn  back  their  muddy 
humours. 
The  clondy  Ifle  with  hellifli  dreariment     [tnours  : 
Would  ibon   be   fill'd,  and  thoufind  fearful  ru- 
Fear  hides  himhere,lock'd  deepin  earthy  cell: 
Dark,  doleful,  deadly-dull,  a  little  hell  ; 
Where  with  him  fright,  defpair,  and  thoufand  hor- 
rors dwell. 

XIX. 

If  this  black  town  in  (g)  over-growth  increafes, 
With  too  much  ftrength  his  neighbours  over- 
bearing : 
The  Hepar  daily,  and  whole  Ifle  decreafes. 
Like  ghaftly  fiiade,  or  afhie  ghoft  appearing  : 
But  when  it  pines,  th'  Ifle  thrives ;  it«  curfc, 

his  blefling  ; 
So  when  a  (r)  tyrant  raves, his  fubjetflsprcfTmg, 
His  gaining  is  their  iofs,  his  treafure  there  diitreffing. 

XX. 

The  third  bad  (j)  water,  bubbling  from  this  foun- 
tain. 
Is  wheyifh  cold,  which  with  good  liquors  menr, 
is  drawn  into  the  double  Nephro's  mountain  ; 
Which  fuck  the  beft,  for  growth  and  nourifh- 
ment; 
The  woi  il  as  through  a  little  (t)  pap  diftilling 
To  diverspipes,  the  pale  cold  humuur  fwilling, 
Jluns  down  to  th'  urine  lake,  his  banks  thrice  dai- 
ly filling. 

XXI. 

Thefe  («)  mountains  differ  but  in  fituation, 

In  form  and  matter  like  :  the  left  is  higher, 
X^eft  even  height  might  flack  their  operation  : 
,  .  Both  like  the  moon  (which  now  wants  half  her 
1^'  fire) 

Yet  into  two  obtufer  angles  bended, 
Both  flrongly  with  a  double  wall  defended  ; 
And  bnth  have  walls  of  mud  before  thofe  walls  ex- 
tended. 


(/i)  If  ihe fpleen  Jhould  fail  in  this  office,  the  luhole 
body  would  be  filed  ivdb  melancholy  fancies ,  and  vain 
terrors. 

(?)  tVhere  ihe  fpleen  fourifes,  all  the  body  decays, 
and  ivithers  ;  and  ivhere  the  fpleen  is  kept  doivn,the  body 
fourijhes.  Htnee  Stratonicus  merrily /aid,  that  in  Crete 
dead  men  "malkcd,  becanfe  they  ivere  fo  fpUnetic,  andpah 
(oloured. 

(r)  Trajan  compared  the  fpleen  to  his  exchequer,  be- 
caufe,  as  his  coffers  being  full,  drained  hisfubjeSispurfes; 
fo  the  full  fpleen  makes  the  body  faplefs. 

(f)  The  ivatry  humour  luith  fame  good  blood  (ivhich 
ts  fpent  for  the  nuurf^ment  of  thofe  parts )  is  dratvn  by 
the  kidneys. 

(<)  The  Ureters  recei-ve  the  luaters  feparated  from 
Uood,  as  diflilled from  the  little  fefhy  fuLflances  in  the 
kidneys,  like  to  teats. 

(a)  The  kidneys  are  both  alike  ;  the  left  fomeivhat 
higher  :  Btth  have  a  double fkin,  anJlo.h  iompajfed  ivith 
fut. 


xxir. 
The  fixth  and  lafl;  town  in  this  region, 

With  largeft    ftretch'd  precin6ts,  and  compafa 
wide. 
Is  that,  where  Venus  and  her  wanton  fon 
(Her  wanton  Cupid)  will  in  youth  refide  : 
For  though  his  arrows,  and  his  golden  bow, 
On  other  hills  he  frankly  does  defiow, 
Yet  here  he  hides  the  lire,  with  which  each  heart 
doth  glow. 

XXIII. 

For  that   Great  Providence,  their  courfe  forefee- 
ing 
Too  eas'jy  led  into  the  fea  of  death  ; 
After  thislirft,  gare  them  a  fecond  being, 
Which  in  their  oJfspring  newly  flourilheth  : 
He,  therefore,  made  the  fire  of  generation,;. 
To  burn  in  Venus'  courts  without  ceiTation  j 
Out  of  whole  aihes  comes  another  liland  nation. 

XXIV. 

For  from  the  firft  a  fellow  Ifle  he  fram'd, 

(For  what  alone,  can  live,  or  fruitful  be  .') 
Arren  the  firft,  the  fecond  Thelu  nam'd; 
Weaker  the  laft,  yet  fairer  much  to  fee  : 
-4like  in  all  the  reft,  here  difagreeing. 
Where  Venus  and   her    wanton    have    theif 
being  j 
For  nothing  is  produc'd  of  two,  in  all  agreeing. 

XXV. 

But  though  fome  few  in, thefe  hid  parts  would  fee 

Their  Maker's  glory,  and  their  jufteft  fliame  ; 
Yet  for  the  moft  would  turn  to  luxury, 

And  what  they  fhould  lament,  would  make  their 
game  : 
Fly  then  thofe  parts,  which  beft  are   unde- 

fcry'd ; 
Forbear,  my  maiden  fong,  to  blazon  wide. 
What  th'  Ifle,  and  nature's  felf,  doth  ever  ftrivfit* 
hide. 

XXVI. 

Thefe  two  fair  Ifles  diftindl  in  their  creation, 

Yet  one  extradled  from  the  other's  fide. 
Are  oft  made  one,  by  love's  firm  combination  ; 
And  from  this  unity  are  multiply'd  : 

Strange  it  may  feem,  fuch  their  condition. 
That  they  are  more  difpread  by  union  ; 
And  two  are  twenty  made,  by  being  made  is 
one. 

xxvii. 
For  from  thefe  two  in  love's  delight  agreeing. 

Another  little  Ifle  is  foon  proceeding  ; 
At  firft  of  unlike  frame  and  matter  being. 

In  Venus'  temple  takes  its  form  and  breeding; 

Till  at  full  time  the  tedious  prifon  flying 

It  breaks  all  lets,  its  ready  way  denying  ; 

And  fliakesthe  trembling  Ifle  with  often  painful  d.y.^ 

ing. 

XXVIII. 

So  by  the  Bofphorus  ftraights,  in  Euxine  feas. 

Not  far  from  old  Byzantum,  clofely  ftand 
Two  neighbour  iflands,  call'dSymplegades, 
Which  fometime  feem  but  one  combined  land: 
For  often  meeting  on  the  wat'ry  plain,    .. 
And  parting  oft,  toft  by  the  boift'rous  main. 
They  now  are  join'd  in  one,  and  now  d;sjoin'|! 
again. 
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Here  oft,  rot  luft,  but  fweeter  chaftity, 

Coupledlometimes,  and  fonietimesfingle.dwells; 
Now  link'd  with  love,  to  quench  luft's  tyranny  ; 
Now  Phcenix-like,  alone  in  narrow  cells  r 
Such  Phoenix  one,  but  one  at  once  may  be  ; 
In  Albion's  hills,  thee  (   )  Bafilijfa^  thee. 
Such  only  have  1  feen,  fuch  fhall  I  never  fee. 

XXX. 

What  nymph  was  this,  faid  faireft  Rofaleen, 

Whom  thou  admireft  thus  above  fo  many  ? 
She,  while  flie  was,  ahl  was  the  (hepherd's queen; 
Sure  fuch  a  (hepherd's  queen,  was  never  any  : 
But,  ah!  no  joy  her  dying  heart  contented, 
Since  (he  a  dear  Deer's  fide  unwilling  rent- 
ed ; 
Whofe  death  flie  all  too  late,  too  much  repent- 
ed. 

XXXI. 

Ah,  royal  maid  !  why  ftiould'ft  thou  thus  lament 
thee? 
Thy  little  faul',  was  but  too  much  believing  : 
It  is  too   much,  fo   much  thou  fliould'ft  repent 
thee ; 
Hi-^  joyous  foul  at  reft  deferves  no  grieving. 
Thefe  words  (vain  words!)  fond  comforters 

did  lend  her ; 
But,  ah    no  words,  no  prayers,  might  ever 
bend  her 
^o  give  an  end  to  grief;  till  endlefs  grief  did  end 
her. 


(*)  ^w"  Elizabeth, 


But  how  fhould  I  thofe  forrows  dare  difplay  ? 

Or  how  limme  forth  her  virtues  wonderment ! 
She  was,  ay  me  1  (he  was,  the  fweeteft  May, 
That  ever  flow'r'a  in  Albion's  regiment : 

few  eyes  fall'n  lights  adore  :  yet  fame  Ihall 

keep 
Her  name  awake,  when  others  filent  fleep; 
While  men  have  ears  to  hear,  eyes  to  look  back» 
and  weep. 

xxxiir. 
And  though  the  curs  (which  whelpt  and  nurs'i 
in  Spain, 
Learn  of  fell  Geryon  to  fnarl  and  brawl) 
Have  vow'd  and  ftrove  her  virgin  tomb  to  ftain  ; 
And  grin,  and  foam,  and  rage,  and  yelp,  and 
bawl: 
Yet    fhall    our  Cynthia's   high  triumphing 

light 
Deride  their  howling  throats,  and  toothlefs 
fpite ; 
And  fail  through  heav'n,  whilft  they  fink  down 
in  endlefs  night. 

XXXIV. 

So  is  this  Ifland's  lower  region  : 

Yet  ah  !  much  better  is  it  fure  than  fo. 
But  my  poi.r  reeds,  like  my  condition, 

(IjOw  is  the  (hepherd's  (late,  my  fong  as  low' 
Mar  what  they  make  — but  now  in  yoi 

der  fhade 

Refl:me,  while  funshave  longer  fliadowsmade: 
See  how,  our  panting  flocks  run   to  the  cooler 
glade. 


i 


CANTO    IV, 


X  HE  (hepherds  in  the  (hade  their  hunger  feafted, 
With  fimple  cates,  fuch  as  the  country  yields ; 
And  while  from  fcorching  beams  fecurethey  reft- 
ed. 
The  nymphs,  difpers'd  along  the  woody  fields, 
PuU'd  from  their  ftalks  the  blufhing  draw- 
berries, 
Which  lurk  clofe  (hrouded  from  high  looking 
eyes; 
Shewing  that  fweetnefs,  oft  both  low,  and  hidden 
lies. 

II. 
But  when  the  day  had  bis  meridian  run 

Between  his   higheft    throne  and   low  declin- 

Third  again  his  forced  taflc  begun, 

His  wonted  audience  his  fides  entwining, 


The  middle  province  next  this  lower  flands, 
.  Where  th'   Ifle's  heart-city  fpreads  his  large 
commands, 
Leagu'd  to  the  neighbour  towns  with  fure  and, 
friendly  bands. 

III. 
Such  as  that  ftar,  which  fets  his  glorious  chair 
In    midft    of  heaven,   and   to  dead   darknefs, 
here 
Gives  light,  and  life  ;  fuch  is  this  city  fair  : 
Their  ends,  place,  office,  ftatc,  fo  nearly  near, 
That  thofe  wife  ancients,  from  their  nature's 

%bt. 
And  likenefs,  turn'd  their  names,  and  call'd  a- 
right 
The  fun,  the  great  world's  heart,  the  heart  tbjg 
kfs  world's  li^bt. 
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This  (a)  middle  coaft,  to  all  the  ifle  difpends 
All  heat,  and  life  :  hence  it  another  guard 
(Befide  thefc  common  to  the  firft)  defends ; 
Built  whole   of  mafly  ftone,  cold,   dry,  and 
hard 
Which  ftretching  round  about  his  circling 

arms, 
Warrants  thefe  parts  from  all  exterior  harms ; 
Repelling  angry  force,  fecuring  all  alarms. 

V. 

But  in  the  front  (i)  two  fair  twin-bulwarks  rife  f ' 
In  th'  Arren  built  for  ftrength  and  ornament ; 
In  Thelu  of  more  ufe,  and  larger  fize ; 

For  hence  the  young  ifle  draws  his  nourifliment : 
Here  lurking  Cupid  hides  his  bended  bow ; 
Here  milky  fprings  in  fugarcd  rivers  flow ; 
Which  firft  gave  th*  infant  ifle  to  be,  and  then  to 
grow. 

VI, 

For  (c)  when  the  lefTer  ifland  (fWl  increafing 

In  Venus'  temple)  to  fome  greatnefs  fwells, 
Now  larger  rooms,  and  bigger  fpaces  feizirg, 
It  flops  the  Hepar  rivers  ;  backward  reels 
The  ftream,  and  to  thefe  hills  bears  up  his 

flight, 
And  in  thefe  founts  (by  fome  flrange  hidden 
might) 
Dies  his  fair  rofy  waves  into  a  lily  white. 

VII. 

So  where  fair  Medway  down  the  Kentifh  dales, 
To  many  towns  her  plenteous  waters  dealing, 

Lading  her  banks  into  wide  Thamis  falls ; 

The  big-grown  main  with  foamy  billows  fwel- 

ling. 
Stops  there  the  fudden  ftream :  her  fteddy  race 
Staggers  a  while,  at  length  flows  back  apace  ; 
And  to  the  parent  fount  returns  its  fearful  pace. 

VIII. 

Thefe  two  fair  (d)  mounts  are  like  two  hemif- 
pheres, 
Endow'd  with  goodly  gifts  and  qualities ; 
Whofe  tops  two  little  purple  hillocks  rears, 
Much  like  the  poles  in  heaven's  axeltrees  : 
And  round  about  two  circling  altars  gire 
In  blulhingred,  the  reft  in  fnowy  tire, 
Like  Thracian  Hoemus  looks,  which  ne'er  feels 
Phaebus'  fire. 

IX. 

That  mighty  hand,  in  thefe  diCTedted  wreaths, 
(Where  moves  our  fun)  his  throne's  fair  piilure 
gives ; 


(rt)  T/}e  heart  is  the  feat  of  beat  and  life  ;  therefore 
•walled  about  -with  the  ribs ,  for  more fafety. 

[l>)  The  breujls ,  or  paps^are  gimento  men  for  firengtb 
and  ornament ;   to  ivomen  for  milk  and  niirjcry  alfo 

(c)  When  tie  infant  groivs  big,  the  blood  'veJJ'els  are 
Co  opprejfed,  that  partly  through  the  readinefs  of  the  paf- 
fage,  but  efpecially  by  the  providence  of  God,  the  blood 
turns  back  to  the  breafi ;  and  there,  by  an  innate,  but 
•wonderful  faculty,  is  turned  into  milk. 

i^d)  The  breafls  are  in  fgure  hemifpherical ;  ivhoft 
tops  are  croiuiied  ivith  the  teats,  about  xubitb  are  rsddifh 
circles f  called  (^Areolce,  or)  little  altars. 


The  pattern  breathlefs,  but  the  pidure  breathes ; 

His  hjgheft  heav'n  is  dead,  our  low  heav'n  lives: 

Nor  fcorns  that  Lnfty  One,  this  low  to  dwell  : 

Here  his  beft  ftars  he  fets,  and  glorious  cell ; 

And  fills  with  faintly  fpirits,  fo  turns  to  heav'n 

from  hell, 

X. 

About  this  region  round  in  compafs  ftands 

A  guard,  both  for  defence,  and  refpiration, 
Of  (e)  fixty-four,  parted  in  feveral  bands  ; 
Half  to  let  out  the  fmoky  exhalation ; 

The  other  half  to  draw  in  frefher  winds: 
Befide  both  thefe,  a  third  of  both  their  kinds. 
That  lets  both  out,  and  in  ;  which  no  enforcement 
binds. 

XI. 

This  third  the  merry  (/)  Diazomc  we  call, 
A  border-city  thefe  two  coafts  removing  ; 
Which  like  a  balk  with  his  crofs-builded  wall, 
Difparts  the  terms  of  anger,  and  of  loving; 
Keeps  from  th'  heart-city   fuming  kitchea 

fires. 
And  to  his  neighbour's  gentle  winds  infpires; 
Loofe  (g)  when  he  fucks  in  air,  contrasft  when  he 
expires. 

XII. 

The  {h)  Diazome  of  fev'ral  matters  fram'd  : 
The  firft,  moift,  foft ;    harder   the  next,  and 
drier  t 
His  fiafliion  like  the  fifh  a  raia  nam'd ; 

Fenc'd   with   two  walls,  one   low,  the  other 
higher ; 
By  eigh  t  ftreams  water'd ;  two  from  Hepar  low. 
And  from  th'  heart-town  a;  many  higher  go  ; 
But  two  twice  told,  down  from  the  Cephal  moun- 
tain flow. 

XIII. 

Here  (j)fportful  laughter  dwells,  here  ever  fittings 

Defies  all  lumpifli  griefs  and  wrinkled  care  ; 
And  twenty  merry-mates  mirth  caufes  fitting. 
And  fmiles,  which  laughter's  fons,  yet  infants 
are. 
But  if  this  town  be  fir'd  with  burnings  nigh. 
With  felf-fame  flames  high  Cephal's  towers 

Such  is  their  feeling  love,  and  loving  fympathy. 

(f )  In  the  Thorax,  or  breafl\  are  ftaty-f-ve  mufclef 
for  refpiration,  or  breathing  iv.hich  are  either  free  or 
forced  :  the  injlruments  of  forced  breathing  are  /ixty-four, 
toherecf  thirty-tivc  di/ietJ^and  as  many  contrati  it. 

if)  The  inflrument  of  the  free  breathing  is  the  Did' 
zome  or  Diaphragma ,  ivbich  ive  call  the  Midriff,  as 
a  "wall,  parting  the  heart  and  i-ver  :  Plato  affirms  it  a 
partition  betiveen  the  fats  of  defire  and  anger  :  .iriftotle, 
a  bar  to  keep  the  w  fome  odour  of  the  flomach  from  the 
heart, 

,  g)  The  Midriff  dilates  if  elf  'when  it  draivs  in^ 
and  contraB:  itflf  ■when  it  puffs  out  the  air. 

{h  The  lAidrff  confifls  of  tivo  circles,  one  fhinny, 
the  other  fefhy  ;  it  hath  t-wo  tunicles,  as  many  ■veins  and 
arteries,  andf.  ur  nerves. 

(i)  Here  /.-of  men  have  placed  the  feat  if  aughter  ; 
it  hath  much  Jympaihy  ivith  th^  brain  fo  hat  if  thi 
Midriff  be  infiumsd,  prefent  madr.efs  enfues  it. 
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This  coad  {lands  girt  with  a  (/-)  peculiar  wall, 
The  whole  preciniSt,  and   every  part   deleiid- 
ing: 
The  (/)  chiefcfl  city,  and  imperial, 

Is  fair  Kerdia,  far  his  bounds  extending; 

■Wliichfull  to  know,  were  knowledge  infini'e: 
How  then  ihould  my  rude  pen  this  wonder 
write. 
Which  thou,  who  only  mad'ft  it,  only  know'ft 
aright  ? 

XV. 

In  middle  of  this  middle  regiment 

Kerdia  feated  lie?,  the  centre  deem'd 
€)f  this  whole  ifle,  and  of  this  government  : 
If  not  the  chiefefl;  this,  yet  needful'ft  feem'd. 
Therefore  obtain'd  an  equal  diftant  feat, 
More  fitly  hence  to  flied  his  life  and  heat. 
And  with  his  yellow  ftreams  the  fruitful  ifland 
wet. 

XVI. 

riank'd  (w)  with  two  feveral  walls  (for  more  de- 
fence) ; 
Betwixt  them  ever  flows  a  wheyifti  moat ; 
In  whofe  foft  waves,  and  circling  profluence. 
This  city,  like  an  iile,  might  fafely  float : 
In  motion  ftill  (a  motion  fix'd,  not  roving) 
Mofl:  like  to  heav'n,  in  his  moft  conftant 
moving : 
Hence  moft;  here  plant  the  feat  of  furs  and  adtive 
loving. 

xvii. 
Euilt  of  a  fubflance  like  fmooth  porphyry ; 

His  (n)  matter  hid,  and,  like  itfelf,  unknown  : 
Two  rivers  of  his  own  ;  another  by. 

That  from  the  Hepar  rifes,  like  a  crown. 
Infolds  the  narrow  part :  for  that  great  all 
That  his  works  glory  made  pyramic'al. 
Then  crown'd  with  triple  wreath,  and  cloth'd  in 
fcarlet  pall. 

XVIIT. 

The  city's  fe!f  in  two  (o)  partitions  reft, 
I      That  on  the  right,  this  on  the  other  fide  : 
The  (/))  right  (made  tributary  to  the  left) 
Brings  in  his  penfion  at  his  certain  tide, 

(i)  Within  the  Pleura  or  Jkin,  ivhich  clotheth  the  ribs 
^n  the  injide^comfajjes  this  middle  region, 

iji)  TLe  chief  eft  part  of  this  middle  region  is  the  heart, 
placed  in  the  midfl  of  this  proirinct,  and  of  the  -whole  bo- 
dy :  fitly  ivas  it  placed  in  the  midfl  of  all,  as  being  of  all 
the  mofl  needful. 

(w)  The  heart  is  immured,  partly  by  a  memhrane gO' 
ing  round  about  it  (^thence  receiveing  his  name^,  and  a 
feculiar  tunicle,  partly  ivitb  an  humour,  lite  zuhey  er 
urine  ;   as  ivell  to  cool  the  heart,  as  to  lighten  the  body. 

(«)  Thefejh  of  the  heart  is  proper,  and  peculiar  to 
■  iflf  i  not  like  other  mufclcs,  of  a  figure  pyramical. 
The  point  of  the  heart  is  (^as  ivith  a  diadem^  girt  "Ujith 
ttio  arteries,  and  a  -vein,  called  the  crozvns. 

(o)  Though  the  heart  be  an  entire  bi,ay,  yet  it  is  fe- 
'"crid  into  tuo  fartit'.orts,  the  right  and  left  ;  of  inhicb, 
the  left  is  mere  excilLnt  and ntble.  _^   . 

(^)  The  right  receives  into  his  holloxvneU,  the  blood 
foiyingfiom  the  li-.tr,  and  conioiis  it. 


A  prnfion  of  liquors  fl^rangely  wrought ; 
Which  firfl  by  Hepar's  ftreams  are  hither 

brought, 
And  here  dillill'd  with    art,   beyond    or  words, 

or  thought. 

XIX. 

The  (y)  groffer  waves  of  thefe  life-ftreams  (which 
here 
With  much,  yet  much  lefs  labour  isprepar'd) 
A  doubtful  channel  doth  to  Pneumon  hear  : 
But  to  the  left  thofe  labowr'd  extrads  fhar'd 
As  through  (r)  a  wall,  with  hidden  paflan-e 

Aide; 
Where  many  fecret  gates  (gates  hardly  fpy'd) 
With  fafe  convoy,  give  paflage  to  the  other  fide. 

x.v. 
At  earh  hand  of  the  left,  (/)  two  ftreets  ftand  by. 

Of  feveral  fluff,  and  feveral  working  fram'd. 
With  hundred  crocks,  and  deep  wrought  cavity  : 
Both  like  the  ears  in  form,  and  fo  are  nam'd, 
V  th'  right-hand  ftreet,  the  tribute  liquor  fit- 

teth: 
The  left,  forc'd  air  into  his  concave  getteth  ; 
Which  fubtle  wrought,  and  thin,  for  future  work- 
men fitteth. 

XXI. 

The  city's  (/)  left  fide  (byfome  hid  direiflion) 
Of  this  thin  air,  and  of  that  right  fide'srent, 
(Compound   together)  makes   a  ftrange   confec- 
tion ; 
And  in  one  veflel  both  together  meint. 

Stills  them  with  equal,  never  quenched  firing : 
Then  in  fmall  ftreams  (through  all  the  iflt 
wiring) 
Sends  it  to  every  part,  both  heat  and  life  iilfpiring. 

XXII. 

In  this  (h)  heart-city,  four  main  ftreams  appear  ; 
One  from  the  Hepar,  where  the  tribute  iand- 
eth, 
Largely  pours  out  his  purple  river  here  ; 

At  whofe  wide  mouth,  a  band  of  Tritons  ftand- 
eth, 
(Three  Tritons  ftand)  who  with  their  threc- 

fork'd  mace, 
Drive  on,  and  fpeed  the  river's  flowing  race; 
But  ftrong'y  flop  the  wave,  if  once  it  back  repafs. 


{q)  This  right  fide  jends  doivn  to  tie  lungs  that  pari 
of  lijc  blood  luhich  is  lefs- laboured,  and  thicker  ;  but  the 
thhiner  parT,  it  fweats  through  a  ftejhy  partition  into  the 
Iftfde. 

(r)  This  flefhy  partition  frvers  the  right  fide  frcm 
the  ieft ;  at  fifl  it  feevi'  thick,  but  if  it  be  luell  vieiw 
ed,  ive  fhall  fe  it  full  of  ma-ny  pores  nr  pajjliges. 

(j)  T-ao Jkintiy  additions  i^from  their  iihenefs  called 
the  ears)  receive,  the  one  the  thicker  bhod,  that  called 
the  right ;  the  other,  called  the  left,  takes  in  the  air  Jent 
by  the  lungs. 

{t)  The  left  fide  of  the  heart  takes  in  the  air  and 
blood ;  and  concoBintr  them  both  in  his  hollo-m  b.fom, 
fends  them  out  by  the  great  artery  into  the  ".(.•hole  body. 

(a)  In  the  he.irt  are  four  great  "veffelt  ;  tlefrflisthi 
holloiv  vein,  brin^in^  in  blood  from  the  liver  ;  at  luhrf: 
mouth  fi'nd  three  little  folding  doafs,  •zuitb  three  forks^ 
giving  P^jj^'ge,  but  no  return  to  the  blood. 
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The  (ii)  fecond  is  that  doubtful  channel,  lending 

Some  of  this  tribute  to  the  PneumoM  nigh  ; 
Whofe  fprings  by  careful  guards  are  watch'd,  that 
fending 
From  thence  the  waters,  all  regrefs  deny. 

The  (jf )  third  unlike  to  thig,  from  Pneumon 

flowing, 
And  his  due  air — tribute  here  heflowing. 
Is  kept  by  gates,  and  bars,  which  flop  all  back- 
ward going. 

XXIV. 

The  (j)  laft  full  fpring,  out  of  this  left  fide  rifes, 
Where  three  fair  nymphs,  like  Cynthia's  feif 
appearing, 
Draw  down  the  ftream  which  all  the  ifle  fuffices ; 
But  ftop  backways,  foMe  ill  revolturc  fearing. 
This  river  ftill  itfelf  to  lefs  dividing. 
At  length  with  thoufand  little  brooks  runs 
fliding  [guiding. 

His  fellow    courfe   along  with    Kepar  channels 

XXV. 

Within  this  city  is  the  (z)  palace  fram'd, 

Where  life,  and  life's  companion,  heat,  abideth; 
And  their  attendants,  paffions  untam'd  : 

(Oft  very  hell,  in  this  ftraight  room  refideth) 
And  did  not  neighbouring  hills,  cold  airs  in- 

fpiring. 
Allay  their  rage  and  mutinous  confpiring. 
Heat,  all  (irfelf  and  all)  would  burn  with  q^uench- 
lefs  firing. 

XXVI. 

Yet  that  Great  Lii^ht,  by  whom  all  heaven  fhines 
With  borrow'd  beams,  oft  leaves  his  lofty  fkies, 
And  to  this  lowly  feat  hinife'lf  confin::s. 

fall  then  again,  p-oud  heart,  now  fall  to  rife  : 
Ceafe  earth,  ah  !  ceafe,  proud  Babel  earth,  to 

fwell : 
Heav'n  blafts  high  tow'rs,  floops  to  a  low 
roof'd  cell; 
Firfl  heav'n   muft   dwell  in  man,  then   man  in 
heav'n  fliall  dwt-11. 
xxvii. 
Clofe  to  Kerdia,  (a)  Pneumon  take-;  his  feat, 

Built  of  a  lighter  frame  and  fpongy  mould  : 
Hence  rife  frefh  airs,  to  fan  Kerdia's  heat,  j[cold  : 
Temp'ring  thofe  burning  fumes  with  moderate 

(■n)  The  feccrid  vfj/e!  is  la'hdthe  artery  I'sin  ;  -zuhich 
f'f'i'g  ffM"  thi!  right  J  hie  of  the  hearty  carriet  durin  the 
blood  Zi.  re  ^ri^und  to  the  lun^s.for  their  nourijhnnnt  ) 
here  a!j')  is  the  like  three  fo'.d'ng  door^  made  like  half 
eta,  ^i'i'in^  ppj]  i^^r  fi  om  the  I  art,  but  not  baciw.^r.1. 

(*•)  The  third  is  cjlled  the  "Vi-iiiy  artery,  rifmgfrom 
the  left ftde,  ivhich  hath  tivo  folds  three-forked. 

(jy)  Thefiutth  is  the  gre.J  artery  :  this  hath  alfo  a 
food-i^ate,  and  made  of  three  femi-circular  membranes , 
to  gi-ve  out  load  to  the  vital  ffirits,  and  fop  their  re- 
grefs. 

(z)  The  heart  is  the  fount lin  of  life  and  heat  to 
the  ivhole  bidy,  and  the  feat  of  the  pajfons. 

(a)  The  Pneumon,  or  lungs,  is  nearefl  the  heart ; 
ivbofffh  is  light  and  fpongy,  and  -very  larre.  /t  is 
the  iiflrumont  of  breathing  and  fpeakina^  di'jlded  into 
»eun_  pj-rals^yit  all  unitid  Into  one  body. 


Itfelf  of  larger  fize,  diftcnded  wide, 
In  divers  ftreets,  and  outways  multiply'd  ; 
Yet  in  one  corporation  all  are  jointly  ty'd. 

xxviii. 
Fitly  'ti»cloth'd  with  (^)  hangings  thin  andUght^ 

Lefl  too  much  weight  might  hinder  motion  : 
His  chiefeft  ufe,  to  frame  the  voice  aright ; 

(The  voice  which  publiflies  each  hidden  notion) 
And  for  that  end  a  long  pipe  (c)  down  de- 

fcends 
(Which  here  itfelf,  in  many  leffer  fpends) 
Until,  how  at  the  foot  of  Cephal  mount  it  ends. 

XXIX. 

This  pipe  was  built'  for  th'  air's  fafe  purveyance. 

To  fit  each  feveral  voice  with  perfedl  found : 
Therefore  of  divers  matter  the  conveyance 
Is  finely  fram'd  ;  the  firft  in  circles  round. 
In  hundred  circles  bended,  hard  and  dry, 
(For  watry  foftnefsis  found's  enemy) 
Not  altogether  clofe,  yet  meeting  very  nigh. 

XXX. 

.The  fecond's  drith  and  hardnefs  fomewhat  lefs. 
But  fmooth.  and  pliable,  made  for  extending. 
Fills  up  the  diftant  circle's  emptinefs; 
All  in  one  body  jointly  comprehending: 

The  ((/)  laft  moft  foft,which  where  the  circle's 

fcanted, 
Notfuilyniet,fupplies  what  they  have  wanted; 
Not  hurting  under  parts,  which  next  to  this  are 
painted. 

xxxt. 
Upon  the  top  there  flands  the  pipes  fafe   (^)  co- 
vering, 
Ma<^e  for  the  voice's  better  modulation  : 
Above  it  fourteen  careful  warders  hov'ring. 
Which  fhut  and  open  it  at  all  occafion  : 
The  cov'r  in  four  parts  itfelf  dividing, 
Of  fubftance  hard,  fit  for  the  voice's  guidino'  ; 
One  {till  unmov'd  (in  Thelu  double  oft)  refiding. 

xxxii. 

Clofe  (/)  by  this  pipe,  runs  that  great  channel 

down,  [day 

Which  from  high  Cephal's  mount,  twice  every 

Brings  to  Koilia  due  provifion  :  [the  way, 

Straight  at  whofe  {g)  mouth  a  flood-gate  flops 

{b)  The  lunrrs  are  covered  -with  a  light,  and  'very 
thin  tunicie,  lef  it  might  be  an  hindrance  to  the  motion'. 

(c)  The  ivind-plpe,  ivhich  is  framed  partly  of  car- 
tilage,  or  grifly  matter,  becaufe  the  voice  is  perfected 
ivith  hard  and  fmooth  things  {jhfe  cartilages  are  com- 

p'lffed  like  a  ring)   and  partly  of  fkin,    -which  tic  the  ■ 
grifles  together. 

(d)  And  becaufe  the  rings  of  the  grifles  do  not  ivholly 
meet,  this  f pace  is  made  up  by  mufcles,  thatfo  the  meat- 
pipe  adjoining,  might  not  be  galled  or  hurt. 

(?)  The  Larynx,  or  covering  of  th."  it-ind  pipe,  is  m 
griflly  fulfiance, parted  into  four  grifles  I  of  ivhich  the 
frf  is  ever  unmoved,  and  in  ivomen  often  double, 

{f)  Adjoining  to  it,  is  the  Oefophagus,  or  meat  pip;., 
conveying  meats  and  drinks  to  the  jiomach. 

(^g)  At  ivhofe  end  is  the  Epiglottis  or  cover  of  ths 
throat  ;  the  principal  i'frument  of  tuning,  and  apfuig 
the  voice  ;  and  therefore  grifly,  that  .t  might  foonsr  fait 
■when  ii-e  fivalk%u.,ar,d  rife  when  ive  breathe. 
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Made  like  an  ivy  leaf,  broad,  angle  fafliion  ; 
Of  matter  hard,  fitting  his  operation, 
Jor  fwallowiiig,  foon  to  fall,  and  rife  for  infpira- 
tion. 

XXXIII. 

But  fee,  the  fmoke  mounting  in  village  nigh, 
With  folded  wreaths,  deals  through  the  quiet  air; 


And  mix'd  with  duflcy  fhades,  in  eaftern  flcy. 
Begins  the  night,  and  warns  us  home  repair  : 
Bright  Vefper  now  hath  chang'd  his  name, 
and  place,  [face  : 

And  twinkles  in  the  heav'n  with  doubtful 
Home  then,  my  full  fed  lambs ;  the  night  comes, 
home  apace. 


CANTO    V. 


By  this  the  old  night's  head  (grown  hoafy  gray) 
Foretold  that  her  approaching  end  was  near  ; 
And  gladfome  birth  of  young  fucceeding  day, 
Lent  a  new  glory  to  our  hemifphere ; 
The  early  fwains  falute  the  infant  ray, 
Then  drove  the  dams  tb  feed,  the  lambs  to 
play  :  L'"g  '^^Y- 

And  Thitfil  with  night's  death,  revives  his  mourn- 

11. 
The  higheft  region,  in  this  little  ifle, 

Is  both  the  ifland's,  and  Creator's  glory  : 
Ah  :  then,  my  creeping  mufe,  and  rugged  flyie. 
How  dare  you  pencil  out  this  wond'rous  ftory  ? 
Oh  Thou  !  that  mad'ft  this  goodly  regiment 
So  heav'nl/  fair,  of  bafeft  element. 
Make  this  inglorious  vcrfe,  thy  glory's  inftrument. 

III. 
$0  fhall  my  flagging  mufe  to  heav'n  afpire. 

Where  with  thyfelf,  thy  fellow-fliepherd  fits ; 
And  warm  her  pinions  at  that  heav'nly  fire ; 
But,  ah !  fuch  height  no  earthly  (hepherd  fits  : 
Content  we  here  low  in  this  humble  vale. 
On  flender  reeds  to  fing  a  llender  tale. 
A  little  boat  will  need  as  little  fail  and  gale. 

IV. 

The  third  preclnfl:,  the  beft  and  chief  of  all, 

Though  leaft  in  compafs,  and  of  narrow  fpace, 
Was  therefore  fram'd  like  heav'n  fpherical, 
Gf  largefl;  figure,  and  of  loveliefl  grace  : 
Though  fliap'd  at  firft,  the  (a)  leaft  of  all  the 

three ; 
Yet  higheft  fet  in  place,  as  in  degree ; 
And  over  all  the  reft  bore  rule  and  fovereignty. 

T. 

So  of  three  parts,  fair  Europe  is  the  leaft, 
In  which  this  earthly  ball  was  firft  divided; 

Yet  ftronger  far,  and  nobler  than  the  reft. 
Where  vi<5lory,  find  learned  arts  rcfided  ; 

(a)  Tl>e  hiad,  ofthefe  three  regions  is  the  leaj},  hut 
noblej}  in  frame  and  office,  mojl  like  to  heaven,  as  ivell  tn 
Jite,  being  highiR  in  tbh  lit'.le  •world,  as  slfo,  in  figure, 
being  round. 


And  by  the  Greek  and  Roman  monarchy 
Sway'd  both  the  reft  ;  now  preft  by  flavery 
Of  Mofco'v,  and  the  big-fwoln  Turkilh  tyranny. 

VI. 

Here  all  tlie  (^)  fenfes  dwell,  and  all  the  arts;      ^ 

Here  learned  mufes  by  their  filver  fpring  ; 
The  (c)  city  fever'd  in  two  divers  piarts, 

Within  the  walls,  and  fuburb*  neighbouring  : 
The  fuburbs  girt  but  with  the  common  fenc«. 
Founded  with  wondrous  Ikill,  and  great  ex- 
pence;  [dence. 
And  therefore  beauty  here,  keeps  her  chief  refi- 

VII. 

And  fure  for  ornament,  and  buildings  rare. 

Lovely  afpedl,  and  raviftiing  delight, 
Not  all  the  ifle  or  world,  with  this  can  pair  ; 
But  in  the  Thelu  is  the  fairer  fight : 

Thefe  fuburbs  many  call  the  ifland's  face ; 
Whofecharmingbeauty, and  bewitching  grace, 
Oftimes  the  prince  himfelf  inthralls  in  fetters  bafc. 

VIII. 

For  as  this  ifle  is  a  fhort  fummary 

Of  all  that  in  this  All  is  wide  difpread  ; 
So  th'  ifland's  face  is  the  ifle's  epitome, 

Where  ev'n  the  prince's  thoughts  are  often  read; 
For  when  that  all  had  finifii'd  every  kind. 
And  all  his  works  would  in  lefs  volume  bind. 
Fair  on  the  face  he  wrote  the  index  of  the  mind. 

IX. 

Fair  are  the  fuburbs ;  yet  to  clearer  fight. 
The  city's  felf  more  fair  and  excellent  : 
A  thick-grown  wood,  not  pierc'd  with  any  light. 
Yields  it  fome  fence,  but  greater  ornament : 
The  divers  colour'd  trees  and  frefh  array 
Muchgracethetown.butmoft  the  Thelu  gay: 
Yet  all  in  winter  turn  to  fnow,  and  foon  decay. 

X. 

Like  to  fome  ftately  work,  whofe  quaint  devices, 
And  glitt'ring  turrets  with  brave  cunning  digFu, 

(i)    The  brain  is  the  feat  of  the  mind  and  fenfes. 

(c)  The  head  is  divided  into  the  city  and  fuburhs  ; 
the  brain  "within  the  "wail  of  the  fhull,  and  thi  face 
•withtut. 
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The  gazer's  eye  ftill  more  and  more  ennr-s. 
Of  th'  inner  roomr  to  get  a  fuller  fi^ht ; 

Whofe  beauty  -nuch  more  wins  liit  ravifli'd 

heart, 
That  now  he  only  thi.ks  the  outward  part, 
To  be  a  worthy  cov'ring  of  fo  fair  an  art. 

XI. 

Four  fev'ral  (^)  walls,  befide  the  comaion  guard, 

For  more  defence  the  city  round  embrace  : 
The  firft  thick,  foft ;  the  lecond,  dry  and  hard; 
As  when  foft  earth  before  hard  (lone  've  place  : 
The  fecond  all  the  city  round  enlaces. 
And,  like  a  rock  with  thicker  fides,  embraces ; 
Jor  here  the  prince,  his  court,  and  Handing  palace 
places. 

XII. 

The  other  (e^  two,  of  matter  thin  and  light ; 

And  yet  :he  rirfl  mucn  harder  than  the  other; 
poth  chcnlh  all  the  city  :   therefore  right. 

They  call  that  th'  hard,  and  this  the  tender  mo- 
ther [wries, 
The  (y)  firfl  with  divers  crooks,  and  turnings 
Cutting  the  town  in  four  quaternities; 
But  both  join  to  refift  invading  enemies. 

XIJI. 

Next  thefc;  the  buildings  yield  themfelves  to  fight ; 
The  (  P-)  outward  foft,  and  pale,  like  afhes  look; 
The  in.vard  parts  moie  hard,  and  curdy  white  : 
Their  matter  both,  from  th'  Ifle's  firfl  matter 
took  ; 
Nor  cold,  nor  hot :  heats,  needful  fleeps  infeft, 
Cold  numbs  the  workmen;  middle  temper's 
bell; 
When  kindly  warmth  fpeeds  work,  and  cool  gives 
timely  reil. 

XIV. 

Within  the  (/&)  centre  (as  a  market-place) 

Two  caverns  fland,  made  like  tlie  moon  half 
fpent ; 
Of  fpecial  ufe,  for  in  their  hollow  fpace 

All  odours  to  their  judge  themfelves  prefent : 
Here  firil  are  born  thp  (pirits  animal, 
Whofe  matter,  almoft  immaterial, 
Rcfembles  heavens  matter  quinteffential. 

XV. 

Hard  by  an  (/)  hundred  nimble  workmen  fland, 
Thefe  noble  fpirits  readily  preparing  ; 

((^)  Befide  the  common  tunicles  of  the  -whole  body, 
the  brain  is  covered,  frjl  "with  the  bane  of  the  Jhull  ; 
fecondly,  iiith  the  pericranium,  or  [kin,  coiiering  the 
Jkull ;   and  thirdly,  "with  tivo  inivard Jhins. 

{e )  Thefe  tivo  are  called  the  hard  and  tender  mother. 

(y  )  The  ivhole  fubfance  of  the  brain  is  divided  into 
four  parts,  by  diiiers  Jolds  of  the  inivard  Jkin. 

(  g)  The  outfide  of  the  brain  is  /after,  and  of  ajhy 
calour  ;  the  inivard  part  ivhite  and  harder,  framed  of 
fted 

(A)  Almofin  the  midjl  of  the  brain,  are  tivo  holloiv 
places,  like  half  moons,  of  much  xfe  for  preparing  the 
fpirits,  emptying  rheum,  receiving  odours,  l^e. 

{f)    Here  is  a  knot  of  veins  and  arteries  iveaved  to- 
gether ;     by    ivhich    the    animal  fpirits   are    conco&ed, 
thinned,  and  ftted  for  fervice  :   and  clofe  by,  are  iivo 
tittle  bunches,  like  teuts,  ibe  injlrumer.ts  offmelling, 
,        TpL.  IV. 


Lab'ring  to  make  them  thin,  and  fit  to  liand, 
With  nevi^r  ended  work,  and  lleeplefs  caring  ; 
Hereby  two  little  hillock  -  jointly  riic, 
Where  fit  two  judge'  clad  in  feemly  o^uife. 

That  cite  all  odours  here,  as  to  their  juit  aflize.- 

XVI. 

Next  thefe  a  (i)  wall,  built  all  of  fapphires,  fhining 
As  fair,  more-precious ;  hence  it  takes  his  name  ; 
By  which  the  (/)  third  cave  lies,  his  fides  combin- 
ing 
To  th'  other  two,  and  from  them   hath   his 
frame ; 
(A  meeting  of  thofe  former  cavities) 
Vaulted  by  three  fair  arthes  fafe  it  ^ra)  lie»,- 
And  no  oppreffion  fears,  or  falling  tyrannies. 

XVII. 

By  this  («)  third  cave,  the  humid  "city  drains 

Bale  noifome  flreams,  the  milky  flreets  an- 
noying ; 
And  through  a  wide  mouth'd  tunnel  duly  drains. 
Unto  a  bibbing  fubftance  down  convoying; 
Which  thefe  foul  dropping  humours  largely 

fwills. 
Till  all  his  fwelling  fponge  he  greedy  fills, 
And  then  through  other  finks,  by  little,  foft  diflills. 

xviii. 
Between  f  e)  this  and  the  fourth  cave  lies  a  vale, 
( The  fourth ;  the  firfl  in   worth,  in  rank  the 
lafl) 
Where  two  round  hills  Ihut  in  this  pleafing  dale. 
Through  which  the  fpirits  thither  fafe  are  pad  ; 
Thofe  here  refin'd,  their  full  perfeftion  have. 
And  therefore  clofe  by  this  (/>)  fourth  won- 
drous cave, 
Rifes  that  fiiver  well,  fcatt'ring  his  milky  way. 

XIX. 
Not  that  bright  fpring,  where  fair  Hermaphrodite 

Grew  into  one  v.fith  v/anton  Salmafis; 
Nor  that  where  Biblis  dropt,  too  fondly  light; 
Her  tears  and  felf,  may  dare  compare  with  this  ; 
Which  (y)  here  beginning,  down  a  lake  de- 

fcends, 
Whofe  rocky  channel  thefe  fair  flreams  de- 
fends. 
Till  it   the   precious  wave  through  all   the  Ifle 
difpends. 

(;f )  Next  is  that  Septum  Lutidum,  or  bright  uvally 
fevering  thefe  hollo-'v  caverns. 

(/)  The  third  cavity  is  nothing  elfe  hut  a  meeting  of 
the  tivo  former 

(ot)  It  lies  wider  Corpus  Cametatum,  or  the  chamber 
fubfjrice,  ivhich  ivith  three  arches,  bears  up  the  ivhole. 
ixieight  of  tie  brain. 

(«)  By  the  third  cavity  are  tivo  paffages,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  frf  is  the  i^infundibulum  or)  tunnel,  under 
ivhich  is  (^glans  piiuitaria,  or )  rheum  kernel,  as  a  fpongs 
fucking  the  rheum,  and  difiilUng  them  into  the pjlatc. 

(o)  The  other  paff age  reaches  to  the  fourth  cavity ^ 
ivhich  yields  a  fafe  ivayfor  the  fpirits. 

(p)  The  fourth  cavity  is  mif  noble,  ivhere  all  ths 
fpirits  are  perfeBed.  By  it  is  the  pith,  or  marroiu,  tl^ 
fountain  of  thefe  fpirits. 

(y)  This  pith,  or  marrow,  fprlngiug  in  the  brxirj 
fows  doivn  through  the  back  bontt 

Cc     ^ 
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3VIany  fair  (r)  rivers  take  their  heads  from  either, 
(Both  from  the  lake,  and  from  the  milky  weii) 
WJuch  rtill  in  lovin^j  channels  run  together, 
Each  to  his  mate,  a  neighbour  ^larallel : 

I'hus  widely  fpread  with  fiicndly  combiua- 

tion, 
They  fling  about  their  wondrous  operation, 
And  give  to  every  part  both  motion  and  fcnfation. 

xxi. 
This  (.f)fi'.ver  lake,  firflfroni  th' head-city  fpring- 

To  that  brij^ht  fount  four  little  channels  fends ; 
I'hrough  which  it  thither  plenteous  water  bring- 
ing, 
Straight  all  again  to  every  place  difpends  : 
Such  isth'  tiead  city,  fuel-,  tlie  prince's  hall; 
Such,  and  much  more, which  (bangel)  liberal, 
Though  fcnfe  it  never  had,  yet  gives  ail  I'enfc  to  all. 

xxn. 
Of  other  fliifi"  the  fuburbs  have  their  framing  ; 

May  feem  foft  marble,  fpotted  red  and  white  : 
Firft  i^^)  Itands  an  arch,  pale  Cynthia's  brightnefs 
{haming. 
The  city's  fore-front,  caft  in  filver  bright : 
At  whofc  proud  bale,  are  built  two  watching 
tow'rs,  [pow'rs, 

Whence  hate  and  love   fkirinilb  with  equal 
When  fmilini^  gladnefs  Ihines,  and   fulicn  forrow 
fliovv'I's. 

xxiu. 
Here  («)  fits  retir'd  the  iilent  reverence  ; 

An(i  when  the  prince  incei'.s'd  with  anger's  fire, 
Thunders  al^ud,  he  darts  his  lightning  hence  : 
iiere  dufky  reddifli  clouds  toretel  his  ire  ; 
Of  nothing  can  thi-  Hie  more  boaft  aright : 
A  twin-born  fun,  a  double  leeing  light; 
Witli  much  delight  they  fee  ;  are  fccn  with  much 
delight. 

XX£V. 

That  (x)  Thracian  fbepherd  call'd  them  nature's 
glafs; 
Yet  than  a  glafs,  in  this  much  worthier  being  : 
Blind  glaffes  leprtfert  fome  near  let  face, 
But  this  a  living  glals,  botii  feen  and  feeing  ; 
Liike  (jy)  heav'ii  in  muring,  like  in  hcav'nly 
firing  :     '  [^pifi'ii;  : 

Sv.'eet  heat  and  Htc'it,  no  burning  fiair.e  ia- 
Yet,  ah  1  too  oft  we  find,  they  Icatch  with  hot 
defiring.     * 

(r)  /ll  the  nervss  imp.uting  allfenfe  and  motion  to 
ibi  zuholf  body,  have  ths'u  root  parity  from  the  brairiy 
and  partly  frffm  the  back  bone. 

(s)  The  pith  of  the  hack  bone,  Jprlngitig  from  the 
b'yain,  zuhciice,  by  feu  r  fajfi^es,  it  is  co?i-veyed  into  the 
bjck  ,  and  there  all  four  join  in  one,  and  again  ere 
thence  divided  into  divers  others, 

(t)  The  firfl  part  cf  the  face  is  the  forehead,  at 
luhcfi  baje  are  the  eyes. 

(^m)  the  eyes  are  the  index  of  the  mind,  difcovering 
iruiiy  iiffeHion. 

(a)    Orphtus^  called  the  looking  gJafs  of  nature. 

(y)  I'iuto  ajjiiiaed  thetn.  ligotfd  Up  •uiiiti  heavenly 
fie,  not  hurn-.u^  bi.t  '.ointng. 


They  mounted  high,  fit  on  a  lofty  hiii; 

(For  they  the  prince's  heft  intelligence. 
And  ijuickly  warn  of  future  good,  or  ill) 
Hei  c  ft andb  the  palace  of  the  noblell  fenfe  : 
Here    (z)  Vifus  keep^,  >yhofe   court,   than 
cryftal  fmoother.  [brother. 

And  clearer  feems ;   he,  though  a  younger 
Yet  far  more  noble  is,  far  fairer  than  the  other. 

XXVI. 

Six  (a)  bands  are  fet  to  ttir  the  moving  tow'r : 
'i'he  ffft   the  proud  band  call'd,  that  lifts  it 
high'r ; 
The  next  the  humble  band,  that  flioves  it  low'r ; 
The  bihbing  thVd,  draws  it  together  nigh'r; 
The  fourth  difdainfu!,  oft  away  is  moving  : 
The  o.her  tv.'o,  helping  the  compafs  roving. 
Are  called  the  circling  trains  and  wanton  band* 
of  loving. 

xxvii. 
Above,  (b)  twocompafsgroves  (love's  bendedbows) 
Which  tence  the  tow'rs  from  floods  of  higher 
place  : 
Before,  a  [e)  wall,  deluding  rufhing  foes, 
That  fhiitsand  opens  in  a  moment's  fpace  : 
The  low   part  fii'd,  the   higher   quick  de- 
fcending ;  [tending. 

Upon  whofe  tops,  fpearmen  their   pikes  in- 
Watch  there  both  night  and  day,  the  caille's  port 
defending. 

XXVIII. 

ThrcQ  ((/)  divers  lakes  within  tbefc  bulwarks  lie. 

The  nobleft;  parts,  and  inflruments  of  fight  : 
The  firft,  receiving  frms  of  bodies  nigh, 

Conveys  them  to  the  next,  and  breaks  the  lifht. 
Daunting  his  rafh,  and  forcible  invafion  ; 
And  with  a  clear  and  whitifh  inundation, 
Reflriins  the  nimble  fplrits  from  their  too  quick 
^vafion. 

XXIX. 

In  midft  of  both  is  plac'd  the  (f)  cryftal  pond  ; 

Whofe  living  water  thick,  -j-nd  br;f;htly  fhining, 
L,jkc  iapphires,  or  the  fparkiing  diamond, 

His  invi'ard  beams  with  outward  light  c>>mr 
bining, 
Alt'iing  itfelf  to  every  (bape's  afpedf  ; 
Tlie  divers  forms  doth  further  ftill  dired, 
Till   by  the  nimble  poft  they're  brought  to  th' 
intellect. 

(z)  Vfus,  or  the  fight,  is  the  mojl  noble  above  all. 
thefeifs. 

(a)  There  are  fix  mujcles  moving  the  eye,  thus  termed 
by  anaiomijis. 

(b)  Above  the  efe-broius,  keeping  off  the  fiveat,  that, 
it  fall  net  into  the  eyes. 

i^c)  The  eye-lids  fhutting  tfie  eye  are  tivo  ;  the  loiuer 
ei'cr  unmoved  in  man  ;  and  hairs  keeping  of  dufl,  flies ^ 
\Sc. 

(<?')  There  are  three  humours  in  the  eye :  the  f'fi 
the  ivatcry,  ht eating  the  too  -vehement  light,  andflopptng 
the  fpir its  from  going  put  too  fafl. 

(^f )  The  /econd  is  the  cryjlulline,  and  mofl  noble,  feat- 
ed  iind  cornpaffcd  betii'e;n  tne  other  t-wo,  and  ijing  alter- 
ed by  the  entering ftjpesj  is  the  chief  inlirumsni  of Jt^Lt, 
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The  (/)  third,  like  molten  glafs,  all  clear  and 
white, 
Both  round  embrace  the  ndble  cryftaliine. 
Six  (g)  inward  walls  fence  in  this  tow'r  of  fight : 
The  iirft,  moil  thiclc,  doth  all  the  pame  en- 
ihrine, 
And  girts  the  caftle  with  a  clofe  embrace. 
Save  in  the  midiljisleft^  circle's  fpace, 
Where  light,  and  hundred  (hapes,  flock  out  and  in 
apace. 

XXXI. 

The  (b)  fecond  not  fo  mafly  as  the  oth'r. 

Yet  thicker  thari  the  reft,  and  tougher  fram'd, 

Takes  his  beginning  from  that  harder  moth'r  ; 

The  outward  part    like  horn,    and  thence    is 

nam'd ;  [borne 

Through  whofe  tranflucent  fides  much  light  is 

Into  the  tow'r,  and  much  kept  out  by  th' horn; 

Makes  it  a  pleafant  light,  much  like  the  ruddy  morn. 

xxxu. 
The  (i)  third  of  fofter  mold,  is  like  a  grape. 

Which  all  entwines  with  his  encircling  fide  : 
In  midft,  a  window  lets  in  every  fliape  ; 

Which  with  a  thought  i«  narrow  made, or  wide  : 

His  inmofr  fide  more  black  than  ftarlefs  night ; 

But  oyt-.vardpart  (how  like  an  hypocrite  !) 

As  painted  Ins  looks,  with  various  colours  dight. 

^  xxxiii.  [thin. 

The  (i)  fourth  of  fineft  work,  more  flight  and 

Than,  or  Arachne  (which  in  filken  twine 
With  Pallas  ftrove)  or  Pallas'  felf  could  fpin  : 
This  round  enwraps  the  fountain  cryftaliine. 
The  (/J  next  is  madeout  of  that  milky  fpring^ 
That  from  the  Cephal  mount  his  waves  doth 
fling, 
Like  to  a  curious  net  his  fubftance  fcattering. 

XXXIV. 

His  fubftance  as  the  head-fprinjj  perfedl  white ; 

Here  thoufand  nimbje  fpi^s  are  round  difpread  : 

The  forms  caught  in  this  net,  are  brought  to  light, 

And  to  his  eye  are  lively  pourtrayed.       [cacing 

The  {m)  laft  the  gb.fl"y  wall  that  round  en- 

The  moat  of  glafs,  is  nam'd  fmm  tliat  enlacmg. 

The  white  and  glaffy  wells  parts  with  his  Itridl 

embracing. 


(y)  Tbe  third,  J'rvm  the  Hktnefs,  is  failed  the  glujfy 
humour. 

\  g^)  There  arc  fix  tunicles  belonging  te  the  eye ;  the 
Jii'Jl,  culled  the  conjiuiBive^  folid,  thick,  compajjing  the 
ivhole  eye,  but  only  the  black  ivindozv. 

i^h")  The  fecond  is  cornea  or  horny  iunicle,  tranfpa- 
tenl   and  made  of  the  hard  mother. 

ij')  The  third  is  uvea,  or  grapy,  made  of  the  tender 
mother,  thin  and  fervious  by  a  little  and  round  ivindoiv  ; 
it  is  d  -uofely  coloured  •without,  but  exceediii-gly  black 
iv.tbin. 

{i )  Thefou  th  is  more  thin  than  any  cobiveb^andthence 
fo  called,  immediately  compajjing  th:  cryfalline  humour. 

(/)  The  ffth,  rtiicularrs  ;  is  a  netty  tunicle,  framed 
ef  the  fubjiance  of  the  brain  :  This  aiffifelh  ihe  -vifal 
fpirits,  and  perceives  the  alteration  of  the  cryftaliine ; 
UK-i  here  is  the  mean  oj  fight. 

(m)  Thefith  is  called  the  glaffy  tuiiiik^  clafping  in 
lie  glcJTy  humour. 


xxzv. 
Thus  then  is  fram'd  the  noble  Vifus'  bow'r; 
Th'  outward  light  by  the   firft  wall's  circle 
fending 
His  beams  and  hundred  forms  into  the  tow'r, 
The  wall  of  horn,  and  that  black  gate   traijta 
fccnding. 
Is  light'ned  by  the  brighteft  cryftaliine, 
And  fully  vievv'd  m  that  white  netty  ftiine 
From  thence  with  fpeedy  hafte  is  pofted  to  the 
mind. 

XXXVJ. 

Much  as  an  one-eyed  room,  hung  all  with  night, 

(Only  that  fide,  which  adverfe  to  his  eye 
Gives  but  one  narrow  paflage  to  the  light, 
Is  fpread  with  fome  white  Ihining  tapeftry) 
An  hund'-ed  fliapes  that  through  flit  aycrs 

flray. 
Shove  boldly  in,  crowding  that  narrow  way, 
And  on  that  bright-fac'd  wall  obfcurely  dancing 
play 

XXXVIT. 

Two  («)  pair  of  rivers  from  the  head  fpring  Row, 
To  thefe  two  tow'rs,  the  firft  in  their  mid-raQs 
(The  fpies  conveying)  twifted  jointly  go, 

Strength'ning  each  other  with  a  firm  embrace* 
The  (o)  other  pair,  thefe  walking  tow'rs  are 

moving  : 
At  firft  but  one,  then  in  two  channels  roving  : 
And  therefore  both  agree  in  ftanding  or  removing. 

XXXVIII. 

Auditus  (p),  fecond  of  the  Pentarchy, 

Is  next,  not  all  fo  noble  as  hi*  brother; 
Yet  of  more  need,  and  more  commodity  : 

His  ft  at  is  plac'd  fome  what  below  the  other:     , 
Of  each  fide  of  the  mount  a  double  cave  ; 
Both  which  a  goodly  portal  doth  embrave, 
Andwinding  entrance,  like  Maeander'scrring  wav?« 

XXXIX. 

The  (^)  portal  hard  and  dry,  all  hung  around 

With  filken,  thin,  carnation  tapeftry ; 
Whofe  open  gate  drags  in  each  viice  and  found. 
That  through  the  ftiaken  air  pafTes  by  : 
The  entrance  winding,  left  fome  violence 
Might  fright  the  judge  with  fudden  influence. 
Or  fome  unwelcome  gueft.  might  vex thebufy  fenfe. 

XL. 

This  (r)  cave's  firft  part,  fram'd  with  a  fteep 
afce«t, 
(For  in  four  parts  'tis  fitly  fevered)  * 

(n)  The  eye  bath  t-wo  nerves,  the  optic  or  feeing 
ner'Ve,  and  moniing.  The  optic  fparate  in  their  root,  in 
the  midjl  of  their  prognfs  meet,  and  frengihen  one  the 
otber. 

ya)  The  moiiing,  riff.ig  from  the  fame  fern,  are  of 
length  fe<uerid  i  therefore  as  one  move,  fo  moves  the 
other. 

(p)  Hearing  is  the  fecond  fenfe,  .efs  noble  than  the 
eye.  more  needf.L 

,  q)  The  oiitivard  ear  is  of  a gr'fily  matter,  covered 
iviih  the  common  tunicle ;  it  is  framed  -wiih  many 
crooks,-  Icjl  the  air  foould  enter  too  forcibly. 

(r)    The  intvard  ear   corffs  of  four  pajfages  ;   tM. 
firf  isfeepy^  lejl  any  thing  Jbould  creep  im 
C  C  i] 
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Miikes  th'  entrance  hard,  but  eafy  the  defcent  : 
Where  (lands  a  braced  drum,  whofc  founding 
head 
(Obliquely  plac'd)  ftruckby  the  circling  air, 
Gives  inftant  warning  of  each  ibund's  repair, 
Which  foon  is  thence  convey 'd  into  the  judgment 
chair. 

XLI. 

The  (/)  drum  is  made  of  fubdance  hard  and  thin  : 
Which  if  feme  falling  moiflure  chance  to  wet, 
The  loudeft  found  is  hardly  heard  within  : 
But  if  it  once  grows  thick,  with  ftubborn  let. 
It  bars  all  paffage  to  the  inner  room  ; 
No  founding  voice  unto  his  feat  may  come  : 
The  lazy  fenfe  ftill  fleeps,  unfummon'd  with  his 
drum. 

xi-u. 
This  (t)  drum  divides  the  firfl  and  fecond  part, 

In  which  three  hearing  inftruments  refide; 
Three  inflruments  compadl  by  wondrous  art, 
With  flender  firing  krit  to  th'  drum's  innerfide; 
Their  native  temper  being  hard  and  dry. 
Fitting  the  found  with  their  firm  quality, 
Continue  Hill  the  fame  in  age  and  infancy. 

XLIII. 

The  firfl  an  (a)  hammer  call'd,  whofe  out-grown 

fides 
.     Lie  on  the  drum;  but  with  his  fwelHng  end. 
px'd  in  the  hollow  ftithe,  there  frifl  abides  : 

The  ftithe's  fhort  foot,  doth   on   the  drum  de- 
pend, 
His  longer  in  the  flirrup  furely  plac'd : 
The  flirrup'sfbafpfide  by  the  flithe  embrac'd; 
But  his  broad  bafe  ty'd  to  a  little  window  fafl. 

XLIV. 

Two  (r)  little  windows  ever  open  lie, 

The  found  unto  the  cave's  thiid  part  conveying; 
And  flender  pipe,  whole  narrow  cavity- 
Doth  purge  the  inborn  air.  that  idle  flaying. 
Would   elfe   corrupt,  and    ftill   fupplies    the 

fpending  : 
The  cave's  th  rd  part  in  twenty  by-ways  bend- 
ing, 
Is  call'd  the  labyrinth,  in  hundred  crooks  afcend- 
ing. 

XLV. 

Such  whilome  was  that  eye-deceiving  frame. 
Which  crafty  Dasdal  with  a  cunning  hand 

Built  to  em;  ound  the  Cretan  prince's  fhame  : 
Such  was  that    Woodltock  cave,  where  Rofa- 
mond, 

(j-)  Jf  the  drum  be  luet  luith  fulling  of  rheum,  ivc 
are  hard  of  hearing ;  but  if  it  groins  thick,  tve  are 
irrecoveriil ly  deaf. 

{f)  lb'  drum  parieth  the  firfi  aid  fecand  faffage. 
To  it  are  joined  thi  ee  little  hones,  the  injlrumetits  oj  bear- 
ing ;  •which  neve,  grozv,  or  decreafc.  in  childhood  or 
age  ;    they  are  all  in  the  fecond  pcffage. 

(a)  Thefrji  of  thefe  bonis  is  cu'ltd  the  hammer,  the 
fecond  ihejiiihc,  the  third  the  flirrup.:  all  tuk'ng  their 
name<  from  their  likenefs ;  all  tied  to  the  drum,  by  a 
lit'le  firing. 

{x  j  Ihefe  ate  i-u'O  /mall  'JP'^^'t  admitting  the 
ftunds  ii.ti  the  head,  and  clcanfing  the  air. 


Fair  Rofamond,  fied  jealous  Ellenore, 
Whom  late  a  fnepherd  taught  to  weep  fo  f«CA, 
That  woods  and  hardefl  rocks,  her  harder  fate  de- 
ploie. 

xr.vi. 
The  thir<4  part  with  his  narrow  rocky  ftraits 
Perfects  the  found,  and  gives  more  fliarp  ac- 
centing ; 
Then  fends  it  to  the  (31)  fourth  ;  where  ready  waits 
A  nimble  pofl,  who  ne'er  his  hafte  relenting. 
Things    to    the   judgment  feat    with   fpeedy 

flight  ; 
There  the  equal  judgeattending  day  andnight, 
Receives    the  ent'ring  founds,   and  dooms    each 
voice  aright. 

XLVII. 

As  when  a  flone  troubling  the  quiet  waters, 

Prints  in  the  angry  flream  a  wrinkle  round, 
Which  foon  another  and  another  fcatters. 

Till  all  the  lake  with  circles  now  is  crown'd  : 
All   fo    the  air  ftruck  with    fome    violence 

nigh, 
Begets  a  world  of  circles  in  the  fky  ; 
Ail  which  infe<3;ed  move  with  founding  quality. 

XLVIJI. 

Thefe  at  Auditus'  palace  foon  arriving. 

Enter  the  gate,  and  flrike  the  warning  drum; 

To  thofe,  three  inflruments  fit  motion  giving. 

Which   every   voice  difcern  :    then   that  third 

room  [it  thence  | 

Sharpens    each    found,    and    quick    conveys 

Till  by  the  flying  pod  'tis  hurry'd  hence, 

And  in  an  inftant  brought  unto  the  judging  fenfc. 

XLIX. 

This  fenfe  is  made  the  matter  of  requeft, 

Prefers  petitions  to  the  prince's  ear  ; 
Admits  what  bell  he  likes,  fiauts  out  the  reft ; 
And  fometimes  cannot,  fometimes  will  not  hear: 
Oft  times  he  lets  in  anger-ftirring  lies. 
Oft  melts  the  prince  with  oily  flatteries. 
Ill  mought  he  thrive,  that  loves  his  mafler's  ene- 
mies ! 

L. 

'Twixt  Vifus'  double  court  a  tower  ftands, 

Plac'd  in  the  fuburbs  centre  ;  whofe  high  top, 
And  lofty  railed  ridge  the  reft  commands  : 
Low  at  his  foot  a  double  door  ftands  ope. 
Admitting  pafTage  to  the  air's  afcending  ; 
And  divers  odours  to  the  city  fending. 
Revives  the  heavy  town,  his  lib'ral  fweets  tlifpend- 
ing. 

n. 
This  vaulted  to^'er's  half  built  of  mafly  ftone, 

J'he  other  half  of  duft'  lef»  hard  and  dry. 
Fit  for  diftending,  01  comprefTioii, 

1  be  outward  wall  may  fcem  all  porphery. 
Olfadus  (z)  dwells  within  his  loft)  fort; 
but  in  the  city  is  his  chief  relort 
Where  'twixt  twe  little  hills  he  keeps  hu  judging 
court. 


(j)  The  laD  paffage  is  called  the  Cochle.i  (fnail,  or 
periivinLleJ  ivhcre  the  nerves  of  hearing  plainly  ab-- 
pear. 

(^)    The  fenfe  .ffmclling. 
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III.  .     ,.  [hills, 

By  thefd  tvrp  great  caves  are  plac'd.  thefe  (a)  iittle 

Moft  like  the  nipples  of  a  virgin's  breaft  ; 
By  which  the  air  that  th'  hollow  tower  fills, 
Into  the  city  pafleth  :   with  the  reft 

The  odours  prefling  in,  are  here  all  ftay'd; 
Till  by  the  fenfe  impartially  weigh'd, 
Unto  the  common  judge  they  are  with  fpeed  coii- 
vey'd. 

LIII. 

At  each  fide  <?f  that  tow'r,  ftand  two  fair  plains, 

More  fair  than  that  which  in  rich  Theflaly 
Was  once  frequented  by  the  Mufc's  trains : 
Here  ever  fits  fweetblufhing  modefty  ; 

Here  in  two  colours  beauty  fhining  bright, 
Drefling  her  white  with  red,    her  red  with 
white. 
With  pleafing  chain  enthrals,  and  binds  loofe  wan- 
d'ring  fight. 

LIV. 

Below  a  cave,  roof'd  with  an  heav'n-like  plafter, 

And  under  ftrew'd  with  purple  tapeftry. 
Where  Guftus  (i>)  dwells,  the  lile's  and   prince's 
tafter, 
Koilia's  fteward,  one  of  the  Pentarchy  ; 

Whom  {()  Tad:us  (fo  fonie  fay)   got  of  his 

rnother : 
For  by  their  nearefl  likenefs  one  to  th'  other, 
Taftus  may  eas'ly  feem  his  father^  and  his  brother. 

LV. 

Tatftus  (d)  the  laft,  but  yet  the  eldefl  brother  ; 

(Whofe  office  meaneft;  yet  of  all  the  race 
The  firft  and  laft,  more  needful  than  the  other) 
'  Hath  his  abode  in  none,  yet  every  place  : 

Through  all  the  Ifle  diftended  is  his  dwelling, 

He  rules  the  flreams  that  from  the  Cephal 

fwelling,  [dealing. 

Run  all  along   the  Ifle,  both  fenfe  and  m«tIon 

LVI. 

With  Gyftus,  Lingua  dwells,  his  prattling  wife, 
Endow'd  with  ftrange  and  adverfe  qualities  : 
The  nurfe  of  hate  and  love,  of  peace  and  ftrife  ; 
Mother  of  faireft  truth,  and  fouleft  lies. 

Or  beft,  or  worft  ;  no  mean  ;  made  all  of  fire. 
Which  fometimes  hell,  and  fomctimes  hca- 
v'ns  Infpire, 
By  whom  oft  truth  felf  fpeaks,  oft  that  firft  mur- 
d'ring  liar. 

LVII. 

The  idle  fun  flood  ftill  at  her  command, 
Breathing  his  fiery  fteeds  in  Gibeon  : 
And  pale-fac'd  Cynthia  at  her  word  made  fta,nd, 
Refting  her  couth  in  vales  of  Ajalnn. 

Her  voice  oft  open  breaks  the  ftubborn  fkies. 
And  holds  th'  Almighty's  hands  with  fuppli- 
ant  cries 
Her  voice  tears  open  hell  with  horrid  blafphemics. 

(a)  Thefe  are  tivo  little  hunches  like  paps  or  teats 
Jpoken  of  in  the  yiVth  flanza  of  this  canto. 

(i)  Giiflus,  or  the  tajie^  is  in  the  palate,  ivhich  in  the 
Greek  is  called  the  heai'cn. 

(c)  Tajle  is  a  kind  of  touch,  nor  can  it  exifl  but  by 
fguching. 

(^d)    Tailutf  or  the  fenfe  of  touching. 


Therefore  that  great  Creator,  well  forefecing 

To  what  a  monfter  ihe  would  foon  be  changing; 
(Though  lovely  once,  perfed  and  glorious  being) 
Curb'd  with  her  iron   {/)  bit,  and  held   from 
nmging;  [chaining. 

And  witli  ftrong  bonds  her  Idofer  fleps  en- 
Bridled  her  courfe,  too  many  words  refrain- 
ing. 
And  doubled  all  his  guards,  bold  liberty  rcftraining. 

LIX. 

For  clofe  within  he  fets  twice  fixteen  (y)  guarders^ 
Whofe  harden'd  temper  could  not  foon  bemov'd: 
Without  the  gate  he  plac'd  two  other  warders 
To  fhut  and  ope  the  door,  as  it  behov'd  : 

But  fuch   ftrange  force  hath  her  enchantirij* 

art. 
That  ftie  hath  made  her  keepers  of  her  part. 
And  they  to  all  her  flights  all  furtherance  impart. 

LX. 

Thus  (with  their  help)  by  her  the  facred  mufes 

Refrefli  the  prince,  duU'd  with  niuch  bufinefs; 
By  her  the  prince,  unto  his  Prince  oft  ufes. 
In  heav'nly  throne,  from  hell  to  find  accefs. 
She  heav'n  to  earth  in  mufic  often  brings. 
And  earth  to  heav'n: — but  oh,  how  fweet  fhe 
fings,  [ftrings. 

When  in  rich  grace's  key,  fhe  tunes  poor  nature's 

LXI. 

Thus  Orpheus  won  his  loft  Euridice; 

Whom  fonie  deaf  fiiake,  that  cou'd  no  mufic 
hear, 
Or  fome  blind  newt,  that  could  no  beauty  fee, 
Thinking  to  kifs,  kill'd  with  his  forked  fpear  : 
He,  when  his   'plaints  on  earth  were  vainly 

fpent, 
Down  to  Avernus'  river  boldly  went. 
And  charm'd   the   meagre  ghofts  with  mournful 
blandifhment. 

LXII. 

There  what  his  mother,  fair  Calliope, 

From   Phrebus'    harp     and    mufes  fpring   had 
brought  him  ; 
What  fharpeft  grief  for  his  Euridice, 

And  love,  redoubling  grief,  had  newly  taught 
him. 
He  lavifti'd  out,  and  wlth'his  potent  fpell 
Bent  all  the  rig'rous  povv'rs  of  ftubborn  hell : 
He  fij'ft  brought  pity  down  with  rigid  ghofts  t« 
dwell. 

LXIII. 

Th'  amazed  fliades  came  flocking  round  about. 
Nor  car'd  they  now  to  pafs  the  Stygian  ford  : 
All  htll  came  running  there  (an  hideous  rout) 
And  dropp'd  a  iilent  tear  for  cv'ry  word  : 
The  aged  ferry  man  fhov'd  out  his  boat  ; 
But  that  without  his  help  did  thither  fleat, 
And  having  ta'en  him  in,  came  dancing  on  the 
moat. 


(ir)  The  tongue  is  held  -with  a  ligament,  ordinarily 
called  ths  bridle. 

(f)  The  tongue  is  guarded  ivith  thirty-two  teeth, 
and  luith  the  lips ;  all  -which  do  not  a  litilt  help  tkt_ 
fpeeeh,  and  fvieeten  the  voice 
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The  hiinjrry  Tantal  might  have  fill'd  him  now, 
And  with  large  draughts  fwill'd  in  the  Hand- 
ing pool : 
The  fruit  hung  lift'ning  on  the  wond'ring  bough, 
forgetting  hell's  command  ;  but  he  (ah,  fool!) 
Forgot  his  fbarved  tafte,  his  ears  to  fill  : 
Ixion's  turning  wheel  unmov'd  flood  ftill : 
But  he  was  rapt  as  much  with  pow'rful  mufic's 
IkiU. 

LHV. 

Tir'd  Sifyphus  fat  on  his  reftirgr  (lone, 

And  hop'd  at  Icngtli  his  labour  done  for  ever ; 
The  vulture  feeding  on  his  pleafnig  moan. 

Glutted  with  mufic,  fcorn'd  grown  Tityua'  liver. 
The  furies  flung  their  fnaky  whips  away, 
And  melt  in  tears  at  his  enchanting  lay ; 
]No  fhricks  now  were  heard ;  all  hell  kept  holi- 
day. 

LXVl. 

That  treble  dog,  whofe  voice  ne'er  quiet  fears 

All  that  in  endiefs  night's  fad  kingdom  dwell; 
Stood  pricking  up  his  thrice  tv\o  lifl'ning  ears. 
With  greedy  joy  drinking  the  facred  fpell ; 
Andfoftly  whining  pity'd  much  his  wrongs; 
And  now  firft  fikht  at  thofe  dainty  fongs, 
Oft  wifh'd  himfelf  more  ears,  ^nd  fewer  mouths 
and  tongues. 

LXVII. 

At  length  returned  with  his  Euridyce  ; 

But  with  this  law,  not  to  return  his  eyes, 
Till  he  was  pad;  the  laws  of  Tartary  : 
(Alas!  who  gives  love  laws  in  miferies  ? 

Love  is  love's  law  ;  love  but  to  love  is  ty'd) 
Nov/  when  the  dawns  of  neighbour  day  he 
fpy'd, 
Ab, wretch! — ^^Euridiee  he  faw, — and  loft, — and 
died. 


Lxviir, 

All  fo  who  ftrives  from  grave  of  hellifii  ttlg&tf 

To  bring  his  dead  foul  to  the  joyful  fky  ; 

If  v/hen  he  comes  in  view  of  heav'nly  light. 

He  turns  again  to  hell  his  yielding  eye. 

And  longs  to  fee  what  he  had  left  ;  his  fore 
Grows  defp'rate,  deeper,  deadlier  than  afore  z. 
His  helps  and  hopes  much  lef&,  his  crime  and  judg- 
ment more. 

LXIX. 

But  why  do  I  enlarge  my  tedious  fong, 

And  tire  my  flagging  niufe  with  weary  flight? 
Ah  !  much  I  fear,  I  hold  you  much  too  long. 
The  outward  parts  be  plain  to  every  fight : 
But  to  defcribe  the  people  of  this  Ifle, 
And  that  great  prince,  thele  reeds  are  all  to* 
vile.  [ftyle. 

Some  higher  verfe  may  fit,  and  feme  more  lofty 

LXX. 

See,  Phlegon  drenched  in  the  hizzing  main,. 

Allays  his  thirft,  and  cools  the  flaming  car ; 
Vefper  fair  Cynthia  ufhers,  and  her  train  ; 
See,th'  apifli  earth  hath  lighted  many  a  flar, 
Sparkling  in  dewy  globes — all  home  invite  : 
Home  then  my  flocks,  home  fliepherds  home, 
'tis  night  • 
My  fong  with  day  is  done  ;  my  mufc  is>  kt  witk' 
light. 

LXXl 

By  this  the  gentle  boys  had  framed  well 

A  myrtle  garland  mix'd  with  conq'ring  »ay, 
From  whofe  fit  march  iflii'd  a  pleafing  fmell. 
And  all  enamell'd  it  with  rofes  gay ; 

With  which  they  crown'd    their  honour'* 

Thirfil's  head ; 
Ah.  bleffed  fhepherd  fwain  !  ah,  happy  meed  s^ 
While  all  his  fellows  chant   on  flender  pipes  of 
reed. 


CANTO    VI. 


The  hours  had  row  xmlock'd  the  gate  of  day, 

When  fair  Aurora  leaves  her  frofty  bed, 
Hafting  with  youthful  Cephalus  to  play, 
Unmafli'd  her  face  and  roly  beauties  fpread  : 
I'ithonuG'  filvcr  age  was  much  defpis'd. 
Ah!  who  in  lovethat  cruel  lawdevis'd,  [priz'd. 
That  old  love's  little  worth,  and  new  too  highly 

n. 
The  gentle  fhepheidson  an  hillock  plac'd, 

(Whofe  fiiady  head  a  beechy  garland  crown'd) 
"View'd  all  their  flocks  that  on  the  pafturesgraz'd: 
Then  c'own  they  (it,  while  Thenot  'gan  the 
rouiid ; 


Thenot  t  was  never  fairer  boy  athong 
The  gentle  lads,  that  in  the  mufes  throng 
By  Camus'  yellow  ftreams,  learn  tune  their  pipe 
and  fong. 

III. 
See,  Thirfil,  fee  the  fiiepherd's  expeiSation ; 

Why  then,  ah  I   why  fitt'fl  thou  fo  filent  there  ? 
We  long  to  know  that  Ifland's  happy  nation  ; 
Oh,  do  not  leave  thy  Ulc  unpeopled  here. 
Tell  us  who  brought,  and  whence  thcfe  co- 
lonics ; 
Who  is  their  king,  what  foes,  and  what  alliest 
What  laws  maintain  their  peaci ;  ivhat  wars,  ^ni 
visSoriesi 
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Thennt,  my  de.ir  ;  that  liraple  fifiier-fwain, 
,    Whofe  little  boat  in  fome  fmall  river  llrays  ; 
Yet  fondly  launches  in  the  fwelling  main, 
Soon,  yet  too  late,  repents  hU  foolilh  plays  ; 
How  dare  I  then  forfake  my  v/ell-fet  bound*, 
Whofe  new-cut  pipe  as  yec  but  harlhly  founds ; 
A  narrow  compafs  belt   my   ungrown  mule  em- 
pounds. 

V. 

Two  fhepherds  moft  1  love,  with  juft  adoring, 
That  Mantnan  fwain,  who  chang'd  his   flender 
reed, 
To  trumpet's  martial  voice,  and  war's  loud  roaring, 
From  Corydon  to  Turnus'  daring-  deed  ; 

And  next  our  home-bred  Colin  fweeteft  firing-; 
Their  fteps  not   following  clofe,  but  far  ad- 
miring : 
To  lackey  one  of  thefe,  is  all  my  pride's  afpir- 
ing. 

vt. 
Then  you,  my  peers,  whofe  quiet  cxpedlation 

Seemeth  my  backward  tale  would  fain  invite  ; 
Deign  gently,  hear  this  Purple  Ifland's  nation, 
.    A  people  never  feen,  yet  ftiil  in  fight ; 

Our  daily  guefls  and  natives,  yet  unknown  : 
Out  fervants  born,     but   ilow    commanders 
grown. 
Our  friend?,  and  enemies ;  aliens, — yet  flill   our 
own. 

VII. 

Not  like  thofe  heroes,  who  In  better  times 

This  happy  Ifland  firft  inhabited 
lEn  joy  and  peace  ; — when  no  rebellious  crimes, 
That  godlike  nation  yet  difpeopled  : 

Thofe  claim'd  their  birth  from  that  eternal 

light, 
Held  th'   Ifle,  and  rul'd  it   in  their  father's 

And  in  their  faces  bore  their  parent's  image  bright. 

vin. 
For  when  the  Ifle  that  main  would  fond  forfake. 

In  which  at  firft  it  found  a  happy  place, 
And  deep  was  plu-.ig'd  in  that  dead  hellifh  lake  ; 
Back  to  their  father  flew  this  *^iav'n'y  race. 
And  left  the  Ifle  forlorn  and  defolate  ; 
That  now  with  fear,  and  wifhes  all  to(5  lats, 
Sought  in  that  blackeft  wave  to  hide  his  blacker 
fate. 

IX. 

How  fliall  a  worm,  on  dufl;  that  crav/Is  and  feeds. 
Climb  to  th'  empyreal  court,  where  thefe  flates 
reign, 
And  there  take  view  of  v/hat  heav'n'sfelf  exceeds? 
The  fun  lefs  ftars,  thefe  lights  the  fun  diftain  : 
Their  beams  divine,  and  beauties  do  esccll 
What    here  on  earth,  in  air,    or  heav'n  do 
dwell : 
Such  never  eye  yet  faw,  fuch  never  tongue   can 
tell. 

T. 

Soon  as  thefe  faints  the  treach'rous  Ifle  forfook, 

Pvufh'd  in  a  falfe,  foul,  fiend-like  company, 
Arid  every  fvrt,  and  every  callle  took, 
.    Ail  to  this  rabble  yield  the  fov'reignty : 
2 


The  goodly  tcmpte? which  thofe  h^^oespIac'd, 
By  this  foul  ror.t  were  utterly  dcfac'd, 
And  all  their  Lnicefr  ftrong,  and  all  their  bulwarks 
raz'd. 

XI. 

So  where  the  ncatefl  badger  moft  abides; 

Deep  in  the  earth  fhe  frames  her  pretty  cell. 
And  into  halls  and  clofuleta  divides  : 

But  when  the  ft:inking  fox  with  loathfome  fmell 
Infedls  her  pleafant  cave,  the  cleanly  bead 
So  hates  her  inmatt  and  rank  fmelling  gueft. 
That  far   away   flie  flies,  and  leaves  ber  loathed 
ntft. 

xit. 
But  when  thofe  graces  (:it  their  father's  throne") 

Arriv'd  in  heav'n'shigh  conrt  to  julliCe  'plain'd, 

How    they  were  wrong'd  and  forced  from  their 

own. 

And  what  foul  people  in  their  dv/ellings  reign 'd  ; 

How  th'  earth  much  wax'ti  in  ill,  much  wan'd 

in  good ; 
So  full  ripe  vice  ;  how  bhiftsd  virtue's  bud  t 
Begging  fuch  vicious  weeds  might  fnik  in   veng- 
ful  flood  : 

XIII. 

Forth  flepp'd  the  juft  Dicaca  fall  of  rage 

(The  firli  born  daughter  of  th'  Almighty  King)  j 
Ah,  facred  maid  !  thy  kindled  ire  afTuage  ; 
Who  dare  abide  thy  dreadful  thundering  ? 
Soon  as  her  voice,  but  father  only,  fpake, 
The   faultlefs  heav'ns,  like  leaves  in  autumn, 
fhake  ;  [quake  '. 

And  all  that  glorious  throng,  v/ith  horrid  palfies 

XIV. 

Heard  you  not  (.7)  late,  v/ith  what  loud  trumpets 

found. 

Her  breath  awak'd  her  father's  fieepjng  ire  ? 

The  heav'niy  armies  flani'd,  e-irth  fliook,  heav'n 

frown'd,  [fire  1 

And  hcav'ns  dread  king  call'd  for  his  thtee-fork'd 

Hark !  how  the  pow'rful  words  ftrike through 

the  ear ; 
Thefrighten'dfenfe  fhootsupthe  flaring  haif^ 
And    {hakes    the    trembling    fjul    -with    fright 
fhudd'ring  fear. 

XV. 

So  have  I  f;en  the  earth,  ftrong  winds  detaining 

In  prifiin  clofe  ;  they  fccrniiig  to  be  under 
Ht-r  dull  fubjcclioU;  and  her  pow'r  difdain'ng, 
With  horrid  ftruggtings  tear  their  bonds  in  fun- 
der. 
Meanwhile  the  wounded  earth,  that  forc'd: 

their  flay. 
With  terror  recb,  the  hills  run  far  away; 
And  frijjhted  world,  fears  hell  breaks  out  tipon  th^ 
day. 

xvi. 
But  fee,  how  'twixt  her  After  r.nd  her  fire. 
Soft  hearted  n'efcy  fweetly  interpofing, 
Settles  her  panting  breaft;  againft  his  fire. 

Pleading  for  gface,  and  chains  of  death  vmloof- 
ing  : 

(a)    See  that  fnucei  poem,  intituled  Chriff  s    Vi&ir^ 
and  Triumph,  part  l.JJunza  1 8. 
6  C   Jlij 
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Hark!  from  her  lips  the  melting  honey  flows; 
The  ftrikinj^  I'huiiderer  recais  his  blows 
And  every  armed  foldier  down  his  weapon  throws. 

XVII. 

So  when  the  day,  wrapp'd  in  a  cloudy  nig^ht, 

Puts  out  the  fun,  anon  the  rattling  hail 
On  earth  pours  down  his  fhot  wirh  Icll  defpite  ; 
His  powder  fpcnr,  the  fun  puts  off  his  vail. 
And  fair  his  flaming  beauties  now  unfleeps; 
The  ploughman  fr  m  his  bulhes  gladly  peeps; 
And  hidden  traveller,  out  of  his  covert  creeps. 

XVIII. 

Ah,  fairert  maid  !  beft  effence  of  thy  father. 

Equal  unto  thy  never-equall'd  fire; 
iiow  ill  low  vcrl'e  fliall  thy  poor  ihepherd  gather, 
What  all  the  world  can  ne'er  enough  admire  ? 
When  thy  fweet  eyes  fparkle  in  cheerful  light, 
The  brigheft  day  grows  pale  as  leaden  night, 
And  heav'n's  bright  burning  eye  lofes  his  blinded 
fight. 

.  XIX. 

"Who  then  thofe  fugared  drains  can  underftand. 

Which  calm'd  thy  father,  and  our  defp'rate  feari; 
JLnd  charm'd  the  nimble  light'ning  in  his  hand. 
That  all  unawares  it  dropt  in  melting  tears  ? 
Then  ihou  dear  (b)  fwain,  thy  heav'nly  load 

unfr aught ; 
For  ftie  herfelf  hath  thee  her  fpeeches  taught. 
So  near   her    heav'n  they  be,  fo  far  from  human 
XX.  [thought. 

JBut  let  my  lighter  flciff  return  again 

Unto  that  little  Ifle  which  late  it  left, 
Hordare  to  enter  in  that  boundlefs  main, 
Or  tell  the  nation  from  this  Ifland  reft  ; 

Bat  fing  that  civil  ftrife  and  home  diflenfion 

'Twixt  two    flrong  fadiions  with  like   fierce 

contention,  [tion. 

Where  never  peace  is  heard  nor  ever  peace  is  men- 

XXI. 

Tot  that  foul  rout,  which  from  the  Stygian  brook, 
.  (Where  firft  they  dwelt  in  midft  of  death  and 
night) 
3y  force  the  left  and  empty  Ifland  took ; 

Claim  hence  full  conqueft,  and  poflcflion's  right: 
But  that  fair  band  which  mercy  lent  new. 
The  aflies  of  that  firfl  heroic  crew, 
Trom    their    forefathers   claim    their   right,    and 
Ifland's  due. 

XXI  I. 

In  their  fair  look  their  parents  grace  appears, 
Yet  their  renowned  fires  were  much  more  glo- 
rious, 
I'or  what  decays  not  with  decaying  years  ? 

Ah  night,  and  all  the  day,  with  toil  laborious, 
(In  lofs  and  conquefl:  angry)  frefh  they  fight: 
Nor  can  the  other  ceafe  or  day  or  night. 
While  th'  Ifle  is  doubly  rent  with  endlefs  war  and 
fright. 

XXIII. 

As  when  the  Britiain,  and  Iberian  fleet. 
With  refolute  and  fearlefs  expectation, 

On  trembling  feas  with  equa'  fury  meet, 

The  fliore  refounds  with  diverfe  acclamation  ; 


Till  now  at  length  Spain's  fieryDons'girsflirink  3 

Down  with  their  fliips,  hope,  life,  and  courage 

fink :  [drink. 

Courage,  life,  hope,  and  fhips,  the  gaping  furges 

xxiv. 
But  who,  alas  !   (hall  teach  my  ruder  bread 

The  names  and  deeds  oi  thefe  heroic  kings ; 
Or  downy  mufe,  which  now  but  left  the  neft. 
Mount  from  her  bufti  to  heav'n  with  new  bom 


wings 
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Thou  facred  maid !  which  from  fair  Paleftine. 
Through  all  the  world  haft  fpread  thy  bright- 
eft  ftiine,  [flaming  een. 
Kindle  thy  fliepherd-fwain  with   thy  light 
XXV. 
Sacred  Thefpio  I  which  in  Sinai's  grove 

Firft  took'ft  thy  being  and  immortal  breath. 
And  vaunt'ft  thy  offspring  from  the  higheft  Jove, 
Yet  deign'ft  to  dwell  with  mortals   here  be- 
neath, 
With  vileft  earth,  and  men  more  vile  refiding; 
Come,  holy  virgin,  in  my  bofom  Aiding  ; 
With  thy  glad  angel  light  my  blindfold  footftepi 
guiding. 

XXVI 

And  thou,  dread  fpirit !   which  at  firft  didft  fpread 

On  thofe  dark  waters  thy  all-opening  light; 
Thou  who  of  late  (of  thy  great  bounty  head 
This  neft  of  hellifh  fog^,  and  Stygian  night, 
With  thy  bright  orient  fun  haft  fair  rencw'd. 
And  with  unwonted  day  haft  it  endu'd ; 
Which   late,  both  day,   and  thee,  and  moft  itfelf 
efchew'd. 

XXVII. 

Dread  fpirit  I   do  thou  thofe  fev'ral  bands  unfold ; 
Both  which  thou  fent'ft,  a  needful  fupplement 
To  this  loft  Ifle,  and  which  with  courage  bold, 
Hourly  affail  thy  rightfal  regiment; 

And  with  ftrong  hand  opprefs  and  keep  theia 

under. 
Raife  now  my  humble  vein  to  loft)'  thunder, 
That  heav'n   and  earth  may  found,,  relouiid  tivy 
praife  with  wonder. 

XXVIII. 

The  Ifland's  prince,  of  frame  more  than  celeftlal, 

Is  rightly  call'd  th'  all-feeing  intelledl ; 
All  glorious  bright,  fuch  nothing  is  terreftrial; 
Whofe  fun-like  face,  and  moft  divine  afpeCl, 
No  human  fight  may  ever  hope  defcry  : 
For  when  hinifelf  on's  felf  refltcfls  his  eye. 
Dull  and  amaz'd  he  fiands  at  fo  bright  majefty. 

xs:x. 
Look  as  the  fun,  whofe  ray  and  fcarc'ning  light 
Here,  there,  and  every  where  itlelf  difplays. 
No  nook  or  conu-r  flies  his  piercing  fight; 
Yet  on  himfelf  when  he  refledts  his  rays, 

Soon  back  he  flings  the  too  bold  vent'rinj 

gleam  ;  [ftream  ; 

Down   to  the   earth  the   flames  all    bioken 

Such  is  this  famous  prince,  fuch  his  unpicrcedbeam. 

XXX. 

His  ftrangcft  body  is  not  bodily, 

But  matter  without  matter;   never  fill'd. 

Nor  filling  ;   tbougli  within  his  C(!mpafs  high, 
AH  heav'n  and  canh,  and  a'i  i:j  both  are  held; 
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Tet  tlaoufand  thoufand  heavens  he  could  con- 
tain, 
And  ftill  as  empty  as  at  firft  remain  : 
Vknd  when  he  takes  in  moft,readieftto  take  again. 

XXXI. 

Though  travelHng  all  places,  changing  none  : 
Bid  him  foar  up  to  heav'n,  and   thence  down 
throwing, 
The  centre   fearch,   and  Dis  dark    realm ;    he's 
gone. 
Returns,  arrives,  before  thou  faw'ft  him  going  : 
And  while  his  weary  kingdom  fafely  lleeps, 
All  reftlefs  night  he  watch  and  warding  keeps: 
Never  his  careful  head  on  refting  pillow  fteeps. 

XXXII. 

In  ev'ry  quarter  of  this  bleffed  Ifle 

Himfelf  both  prefcnt  is,  and  prefident ; 
Nor  once  retires  (ah,  happy  realm  the  while, 
That  by  no  officers  lewd  lavilhment. 

With  greedy  luft  and  wrong,  confumed  art  I) 
He  all  in  all,  and  all  in  ev'ry  part, 
l^oth  Ihare  to  each  his  due,  and  equal  dole  im- 
part. 

XZXIII. 

He  knows  nor  death,  nor  years,  nor  feeble  age ; 

But  as  his  time,  his  ftrength  and  vigour  grows  : 
And  when  his  kingdom  by  inteftine  rage, 
Lies  broke  and  wafted,  open  to  his  foes  ; 

And  batter'd  fconce  now  flat  and  even  lies; 
Sooner  than  thought  to  that  great  Judge  he 
flies. 
Who  weighs  him  juft  reward  of  good,  or  injuries. 

xxxiv. 
Tor  he  the  judge's  viceroy  here  is  plac'd ; 

Where  if  he  live,  as  knowing  he  may  die  ; 

He  never  dies,  but  with  frefh  pleafures  grac'd, 

Bathes  his  crown'd  head  in  foft  eternity ; 

Where  thoufand  joys  and  pleafures  ever  new. 
And  bleflings  thicker  than  the  morning  dew, 
With  endlcfs  fwects  rain  down  on  that  immortal 
crew. 

XXXV. 

There  golden  ftars  fct  in  the  cryftal  fnow  ; 

There    dainty   joys,     laugh    at    white-headed 
caring 
There  day,  no  night,  delight  no  end  fhall  know; 
Sweets  without  furfeit ;  fulnefs  without  f paring; 
&7       And  by  its  Ipending,  growing  happinefs  : 
■•        There  God  himfelf  in  glories  laviflincfs 
Blffuii'd  in  all,  to  all,  is  all  full  blelTednels. 

XXXVI. 

But  if  he  here  negletS  his  mafter's  law, 

And  with  thofe  traitors  'gainft  his  Lord  rebel?, 

Down  to  the  deeps  ten  thoufand  fiends  him  draw; 

Deeps,  where  night,  death,  defpair,  and  horror 

dwells, 

And  in  worft  ills,  flill  worfe  expedling,  fears 

Where  fell  defpite  for  fpite  his  bowels  tears  ; 

And  ftill  increafmg  grief,   and    torment    never 

wears. 

xxxvn. 
Praj'rs  the?e  are  idle,  death  is  woo'd  in  vain ; 

III  midft  of  death,  poor  wretches  long  to  die  : 
Nifiht  wiihout  day,  or  reft,  ftill  doubling  pain  ; 
Woeb  fiendlug  Hill,  yet  ftill  their  end  kfs  nioh: 


The  foul  there  reftlefs,helplefs,  hopelefs  liesj 
The  body  frying  roars,  and  roaring  fries  : 
There's  life  that  never  lives,  there's  death  that' 
never  dies. 

xxxvin. 
Hence  while  unfettled  here  he  fighting  reigns, 

Shut  in  a  to'wr  where  thoufand  enemies 
Affault  the  fort ;  with  wary  care  and  pains 
He  guards  all  entrance,  and  by  divers  fpies 
Searcheth  into  his  foes  and  friends  defignsr 
For  mofthe  fears  his  fubjedls  wavering  mindssS 
This  tower  then  only  falls,  when  treafon  under- 
mines. 

XXXIX. 

Therefore  while  yet  he  lurks  in  earthly  tent, 

Difguis'd  in  worthlefs  robes  and  poor  attire^ 
Try  we  to  view  his  glory's  wonderment. 
And  get  a  fight  of  what  we  fo  admire  : 
For  when  away  from  this  fad  place  he  flies, 
And  in   the  Ikies  abides,  more  bright  thaii 
ikies ; 
Too  glorious  is  his  flght  for  our  dim  mortal  eyes. 

XL. 

So  curl'd-head  Thetis,  waters  feared  queen. 
But  bound  in  cauls  of  fand,  yields  not  to  fight ; 
And  planet's  glorious  king  may  beft  be  feen, 
when  fome  thin  cloud  dims  his  too  piercing 
light, 
And  neither  none,  nor  all  his  face  difclofes  : 
For  when  his  bright  eye  full   cur  eye  oppcv 
fes,  [he  lofcs. 

None  gains  his  glorious  fight,  but  his  own  fight 

XLI. 

Within  the  caftle  fit  eight  counfellors, 

That  help  him  in  this  tent  to  govern  well; 
Each  in  his  room  a  fev'ral  office  bears  : 
Three  of  his  inmoft  private  council  deal 
In  great  aff'airs :  five  of  lefs  dignity 
Have  outward  courts,  and  in  all  actions  pry. 
But  ftill  refer  the  doom  to  courts  more  fit  and 
high. 

XLII. 

Thofe  five  fair  brethren  which  I  fung  of  late. 
For   their   juft    number    called    the  Pemptur-. 
chy  (c); 
The  other  three,  three  pillars  of  the  ftate  :       [lie, 
T  he  (d)  firft  in   midft  of  that  high  tow'r  doth 
(The  chiefeft  manfion  of  this  glorious  king) 
The  judge  and  arbiter  of  every  thing, 
Which   thofe  five   brethren's  pofts  into  his  office 
bring. 

XLIII. 

Of  middle  years,  and  fcemly  perfonage. 

Father  of  laws,  the  rule  of  wrong  and  right  ; 
Fountain  of  judgment,  therefore  wondrous  fage, 
Dikreet,  and  wife,  of  quick  and  nimble  figat  : 
Kot  thofe  fev'n  I'agcb  might  him  parallel; 
Nor  he  whom   Pythian   maid  did  whi  ome 
tell  [dwell. 

To   be  the  wifeft   man,   that  then  on  earth  did 

XLIV. 

A.S  Neptune's  ciftern  fucKS  in  tribute  tides, 
Yet  never  full)  wluch  every  channel  brings, 

(r)     TLef'VifeTifes,  (t/)    tht  tamman  ftrfi. 
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And  tbirfty  drinlcs,  and  drinking,  thirfty  bides  ; 
For  by  fome  hidden  way,  back  to  the  fprings 
It  fends  the  ftreams  in  erring  conduifsfpread, 
Which,  with  a  circling  duty  ftill  are  led  ; 

So  ever  icetling  them,  is  by  them  ever  fed. 

XLV. 

Ev'n  fo  the  firft  of  thefe  three  counfellors, 

Gives  to  the  five  the  pow'r  of  all  defcrying ; 
Which  back  to  him  with  mutual  duty  bears 
All  there  informings,  and  the  caufes  trying  : 
For  through   flraightways  the  nimble  poft 

afcends 
Unto  his  hall ;  there  up  his  meflage  fends. 
Which  to   the  next  well  fcann'd,  he  flraighiway 
recommends. 

XLVI, 

The  next  that  in  the  caftle's  front  is  plac'd, 
Phanraftes  (r)  hight ;  his  years  are  frefli  and 
green; 
Kis  vifage  old,  his  face  too  much  defacM 
With  alhes  pale;   his  eyes  deep  funken  been 
With  often  thoughts,  and  never  flack'd  in- 
tention : 
Yet  he  the  fount  of  fpeedy  apprchenfion, 
Father  of  wit,  the   well  of  arts,  and .  quick  in- 
vention. 

XLVII. 

But  in  his  private  thoughts  and  bnfy  brain 

Thoufand  thin  forms  and  idle  farcies  flit ; 
The  three-fliap'd   Sphinx,    and    direful   Harpy's 
train, 
Which  in  the  world  had  never  being  yet ; 

Oft  dreams  of  fire,  and  water,  loofe  delight, 
And  oft  arrefled  by  fome  ghaftly  fprJght, 
Nor  can  he  think,  nor  Ipeak,  nor  move  for  great 
affright. 

XLVIII. 

Phantafles  from  the  firll  all  fbapes  deriving, 

In  new  habiliments  can  quickly  dight ; 
Of  all  material  and  grofs  parts  depriving. 
Fits  them  unto  the  noble  prince's  fight ; 

Which  foon  as  he  hath  view'd  with  fearcbing 
eye, 

He  flraight  commits  them  to  his  treafury. 
Which  old  Eumnefces  keeps,  father  of  memory. 

XLIX. 

Kumnefics  old,  vi'ho  in  his  living  fcreen 

(liis  mindful  breall)  the  rolls  and  records  bears 
Of  all  the  deeds,  and  men,  which  he  hath  feen, 
Ai!d  keeps  lock'd  up  in  faithful  regifters  : 
Well  he  recalls  Nimrod's  firft  tyranny  ; 
And  Babel's  pride,  daring  the  lofty  Iky  ; 
Well  he  recalls  the  earth's  twice  growing  infancy, 

L. 

Therefore  his  body  weak,  his  eyes  half  blind, 
Eut  mind  more  frefti  and  flrong ;  (ah,  betier 
fate  i) 
Ar.d  as  his  carcafe,  fo  his  houfe  declin'd  ; 
Yet  were  the  walls  of  firm  and  able  ftate  : 
Only  on  him  a  nimble  page  attends. 
Who    when   for    oiight  the    aged  grandfrre 
ie:«dj!  [ance  lends. 

With  fwift,  yet  backward  ftcps,  his  hclpirg  aid- 


But  let  my  fong  pafs  from  thefe  worthy  fagcs 

Unto  this  Ifland's  higheft  {f)  fovereign; 
And  thofe  hard  wars  which  all  the  year  he  wagtJ : 
For  thefe  three  late    a  gentle  fhcpherd  fwain 
Moft  fwcetly  fung,  as  he  before  had  feen 
In  .A^lma's  houfe :   his  memory  yet  green 
Lives  in  his  well  tun'd  fongs ;  whofe  leaves  iin« 
mortal  been. 

Lll. 

Nor  can  I  guefs,  whether  his  mufe  divine. 

Or  gives  to   thofe,    or  takes  from   them   hij 
grace ; 
Therefore  Eumnefles  in  his  lading  fhrine 
Hath  juftly  him  enroU'd  in  fecond  place  ; 
Next  to  our  Mantuan  poet  doth  he  reft  ; 
There  (hall  our  Colin  live  for  ever  bleft, 
'Spite  of  thofe  thouland  fpites,  which  living  hiM 
opprefs'd. 

LIU. 

The  prince  his  time  in  double  office  fpends : 

For  firft  thofe  forms  and  fancies  he  admits. 
Which  to  his  court  bufy  Phantaftes  fends. 
And  for  the  eafier  difccrning  fits : 

For  fliedding  round  about  his  fparklirig  ligh^. 
He    clears  their  duiky  fhades,  and    cloudy^^ 
night, 
Producing  like  himfelf  their  Ihapes  all  fh'ning 
bright. 

LIV. 

As  when  the  fun  reftores  the  glitt'ring  day» 

The  yi'orld  late  cloth'd  in  night's  black  livery. 
Doth  now  a  thoufand  colours  fair  difplay. 
And  paints  itfelf  in  choice  variety  ; 

Which  late  one  colour  hid.  the  eye  deceiving: 
All  fo  this  prince  thofe  fhapes  obfcure  re- 
ceiving, _  [ing.'j 
Which  his  fufi'ufed  light  makes  ready  to  conceiv- 

LV. 

This  firft,  is  call'd  the  adlive  faculty, 

Which  to  an  higher  pow'r  the  objeft  leaves  : 
That  takes  it  in  itfelf,  and  cunningly 

Changing  itfelf,  the  objedt  foon  perceives : 
For  ftraight  itfelf  ini'elf-fame  ftiape  adorning. 
Becomes  the   fame  with   quick  and  ftrang? 
transforming; 
So  is  all  things  itfelf,  to  all  itfelf  conforming. 

LVI, 

Thus  when  the  eye  through  Vifus'  jetty  ports 

Lets  in  the  wand'ring  fhapes,  the  cryftalftrange 
Quickly  itfelf  to  ev'ry  fort  conforts, 

So  is  whatc'er  it  fees  by  wondrous  change  : 
Thrice  happy  then,  when  on  that  mirror  (  ») 

bright 
He  ever  faftens  his  unmoved  fight, 
So  is  what  there  he  views,  divine,  full,  glorious 
light. 

LVII. 

Soon  as  the  prince,  thefe  forms  hath  clearly  feen, 
Parting  tlie  falfe  from  true,  the  wrong  froi* 
right. 

Fie  ftraight  prefehts  them  to  his  beauteous  queen, 
Whofe  courts  are  lower,  yet  of  equal  might; 


(/)    1'ljf  VKd:>ji.ind;ng. 
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Voletta  (h)   fair,  who  with  him  lives,  and 
reigns ; 
I         Whom  neither  man,  nor  fiend,  nor  God  con- 
[  ftrains : 

iOft  good,  oft  ill,  oft  both,  yet  ever  free  i-emains. 

I  LVIII. 

I  Not  that  great  fovereign  of  the  fairy  land, 
I      Whom  late  onr  Colin  hath  eternized  ; 
'(Though  graces  decking  her  with  plenteous  hand 
Themfclves  ©f  grace  have  all  unfurnilhed ; 
Though  in   her  breaft    ihe   virtue's  temple 

bare. 
The  faireft:  temple  of  a  gueft  fo  fair)  : 
Not  that  great  Glorian's  felf,  with  this  might  e'er 
compare. 

LIX. 

Her  radiant  beauty,  dazzling  mortal  eye, 

Strikes  blind  the  daring  fenfe ;  her   fparkling 
fac* 
Her  hulband's  felf  now  cannot  well  defcry  : 
With   fuch  ftrange  brightnefs,  fuch  immortal 
grace, 
Hath  that  great  parent  in  her  cradle  made. 
That  Cynthia's  filvcr  cheek  wou'd  quickly 
fade. 
And  light  itfelf   to  her,  wou'd  feem  a  painted 
fliadc. 

LX. 

But,  ah  I  entic'd  by  her  own  worth  and  pride, 
She  ftain'd    her  beauty  with   moft   loathfome 
fpot; 
Her  lord's  fixt  law,  and  fpoufe's  light  deny'd, 
So  fill'd  her  fpoufe  and  felf  with  leprous  blot : 
And  now  all  dark  is  their  firft  morning  ray  . 
What  verfe  might  then  their  former  light 
difplay, 
When    yet   their    darkeft    night    outlhines   the 
brighteft  day  ? 

LXI. 

On  her  a  royal  damfel  flill  attends, 

And  faithful  counfellor,  (/)  Synterefis: 
For  though  Voletta  ever  good  intends. 
Yet  by  fair  ills  fhe  oft  deceived  is. 

By  ills  fo  fairly  drefs'd  with  cunning  flight, 
That  virtue's  felf  they  well  may  feem   to 
fight, 
But  that  bright  virtue's  felf  oft  feems  not  half  fo 
bright. 

LXII. 

Therefore  Syntertfis  of  nimble  fight. 

Oft  helps  her  doubtful  hand,  and  erring  eye; 
Elfe  mought  Ihc  ever  ftumbling  in  this  night. 
Fall  down  as  deep  as  deepeft  Tartary. 
Nay,    thence  a  fad  fair  maid,  Repentance, 

rears. 
And  in  her  arms  her  fainting  lady  bears, 
Wafliing  her  often  ftains  with  ever -falling  tears. 

LXIil. 

Thereto  fae  adds  a  water  fovereign, 

Of  wondrous  force,  and  Ikilful  compofition  : 

For^rfl.  flie  pricks  the  heart  in  tender  vein  ; 
Then  from  thofe  precious  drops,  and  deep  con- 
trition, 


(h)  Tie  mU. 


(J)  Cmfctence, 


With  lips  confeffion,  and  with  pickled  cries, 
Still'd  in  a  broken  lpirit,fad  vapours  rife, 
Exhal'd  by  facred  fires,  and  drop  through  melting 

eyes. 

LXIV. 

Thefe  cordial  drops,  thefe  fpirit-healing  balms. 

Cure  all  her  finful  bruifes,  clear  her  eyes ; 
Unlock  her  ears;  recover  fainting  qualms: 

And  now  grown  frelh  and  flrong,  fhe  mates 

her  rife. 

And  glafs  of  unmaflc'd  fin,  fhe  bright  difplays. 

Whereby  {he  iiees,  loaths,  mends  her  former 

ways;  [rays. 

So  foon  repairs  h«r  light,  trebling  her  new-bora 

LXV. 

But,  ah  :  why  do  we  (Crnple  as  we  been) 

With  curious  labour,  dim,  and  vailed  fight. 
Pry  in  the  nature  of  this  king  and  queen, 
Groping  in  darknefs  for  fo  clear  a  light  ? 

A  light,  which  once  could  not  be  thought  or 

toid. 
But  now  with  blacked  clouds  is  thick  cnroH'd, 
Prefs'd  down  in  captive  chains,  and  pent  in  earth- 
ly mould. 

LXVI. 

Rather  lament  we  this  their  wretched  fate, 

(Ah,  wretched  fate,  and  fatal  wretchednefs!) 
Unlike  thofe  former  days,  and  firft  eftate, 
When  he  efpous'd  with  melting  happinefs, 
To  fair  Voletta,  both  their  lights  confpiringj 
He  faw  whate'er  was  fit  for  her  requiring, 
And  fhe  to  his  clear  fight,  wou'd  temper  her  de- 
firing. 

iXVII. 

When  both  replenifli'd  with  celefiial  light, 

All  coming  evils  cou'd  forefee  and  fly ; 
When  both  with  clearefl  eye,  and  perfedl  fight. 
Could  every  nature's  difference  defcry  : 

Whofe  pidures  now  they  fcarcely  fee  with 

pain, 
Obfcurc  and  dark,  like  to  thofe  fbadows  vain, 
Which  thin    and    empty  glide   along   Avernus' 
plain. 

LJVIII. 

The  flow'rs  that  frighten'd  with  fiiarp  winter's 
dread 
Retire  into  their  mother  Tellus'  womb, 
Yet  in  the  fpring  in  troops  new  mullered 
Peep  out  again  from  their  unfrozen  tomb  : 
The  early  violer  will  frelh  arife, 
And  fprcading  his  flowr'd  purple  to  the  Ikies  ; 
Boldly  the  littls  elf  the  winter's  fpite  defies. 

LXIX. 

The  hedge,  green  fatin  puik'd  and  cut,  arrays ; 
The  Heliotrope  unto  cloth  of  gold  alpirci ; 
In  hundred-colour'd  filks  the  tulip  plays; 

Th'  imperial  flow'r,  his  neck  with  pearl  attires; 
The  lily,  high  her  filvergrogram  rears; 
The   panfy,    her  wrought    velvet    garment 
bears ; 
The  red  rofe,  fcarlet,  ar.d  the  provence,  damaflc 
wears. 

LXX. 

How  falls  it  then,  that  fuch  an  heav'nly  light, 

As  this  greatking's  fliou'd  fink  fo  wonurouslow, 
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That  fcarcc  he  can  fufpe(5t  his  former  height  ? 
Can  one  eclipfe  fo  dark  his  Ihining  brow. 
And  fteal  away  his  beauty  glittering  fair  ? 
One  only  blot,  fo  great  a  light  to  impair 
That  never  cou'd  he  hope  his  waning  to  repair  ? 

LXXI. 

Ah  I  never  cou'd  he  hope  once  to  repair 

So  great   a  wane,  Ihou'd  not  that  new-born 
fun. 
Adopt  him  both  his  brother  and  his  heir; 

Who  through  bafe   life,  and  death,    and   hell, 
wou'd  run. 
To  feat  him  in  his  loft  now  furer  cell. 
That  he  may  mount  to  heav'n,  he  funk  to 
hell; 
That  he  might  live,  he  died ;  that  he  might  rife, 
he  fell  ? 

LXXII. 

A  perfeft  virgin  breeds  and  bears  a  fon, 

Th'  immortal  father  of  his  mortal  mother ; 
Earth,  heav'n,  flefh,  fpirit,  man,  God,  are  met  in 
one ; 
His  younger  brother's  child,  his  children's  bro- 
ther, 
Eternity,  who  yet  was  born  and  died ; 
His     own    creator,   earth's    fcorn,    heav'n's 
pride ; 
Who  th'  Deity,  inflefht,  and  man's  flefh  deified. 

LXXIII. 

Thou  uncreated  fun,  heav'n's  glory  bright  1 

Whom  we   with  hearts  and  knees,  low  bent, 
adore ; 
As  rifing,  perfed,  and  now  falling  light; 

Ah,   what  reward,  what  thanks  fhall  we   re- 
florc  1 
Thou  wretched  waft,  that  we  might  happy 

be : 
O  all  the  good  we  hope,  and  all  we  fee ; 
That  we  thee  know  and  love,  comes  from  thy  love 
and  thee. 
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LXXIV. 

Receive,  which  we  can  only  back  return, 

( Yet  that  we  may  return,  thou  firft  muft  give) 
A  heart,  which  fain  wou'd  fmoke,    which  faia 
wou'd  burn 
In  praife  ;  for  thee,  to  thee,  wou'd  only  live  : 
And   thou  (who  fatt'ft  in  night  to  give  ua 

day) 
Light  and  enflame  us  with  thy  glorious  ray. 
That  we  may  back  refledt,  and  borrow'd  light  re- 
pay. 

I.  XXV. 

So  we  beholding  with  immortal  eye, 

The  glorious  pidture  of  thy  heav'nly  face, 
In  his  firft  beauty  and  true  niajefty. 

May   fhake  from   our  dull    fouls  thefe   fetterg 

bafe :  [fphere; 

And    mounting    up  to    that  bright    cryftal 

Whence    thou    ftrik'ft  all   the    world    with 

ftiudd'ring  fear,  [dean 

May  not  be  held  by  earth,  nor  hold  vile  earth  fo 

LXXVI. 

Then  fhou'd  thy  fhepherd  (pooreft  fliepherd)  fing 

A  thoufand  cantos  in  thy  heav'nly  praife. 
And  roufe  his  flagging  mufe,  and  flutt'ring  wing, 
To  chant  thy  wonders  in  immortal  lays ; 

(Which  once  thou  wrought'ft,  when  Nilus* 

flimy  ftiore, 
Or  Jordan's  banks  thy  mighty  hand  adore)    , 
Thy  judgments  and  thy  mercies  ;  but  thy  mercic*- 
more. 

LXXVIIl. 

But  fee,  the  ftealing  night  with  foftly  pace, 

To  fly  the  weftern  fun,  creeps  up  the  eaft  ; 
Cold  Hefpar  'gins  unmafk  his  evening  face, 
And  calls  the  winking  ftars  from  drowfy  reft  : 
Home  then,  my  lambs;    the  falling    drops 
efchew . 
To-morrow  fhall  ye  feaft  in  paftures  new. 
And  with  the  rifing  fun  banquet  on  pearled  dew. 


CANTO     VII. 


The  rifing  morn  lifts  up  his  orient  head, 

And  fpangled  heav'ns  in  golden  robes  in vefts; 
Thirfil  upftarting  from  his  fearlefs  bed, 

Where  ufelefs  nights  he  fafe  and  quiet  refts, 
Unhous'd    his    blecting    flock,    and  quickly 

thence 
Hafting  to  his  expediing  audience, 
Thus  with  fad  verfe  began  their  grieved  mindc 
incenfe, 


Fond  man,  that  looks  on  earth  for  happncfe, 

And  here  long  feeks  what  here  is  never  found  ! 
For  all  our  good  we  hold  from  heav'n  by  leafe, 
With  many  forfeits  and  conditions  bound  ; 
Nor  can  we  pay  the  fine,  and  rentage  due  r 
Though  now  but  writ,  and  feal'd,  and  giv'fl" 
anew, 
Yet  daily  we  it  break,  then  daily  muft  renew. 
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Why  fliould'ft  thou  here  look  for  perpetual  good, 

At  ev'ry  lofs  againft  heav'n'^  face  repining  ? 
Po  buc  behold  where  glorious  cities  ftood, 
With  gilded  tops,  and  filver  turrets  Iliiiiing  ; 
There   now  the  hart  fearlefs  of  greyhound 

feeds, 
And  loving  pelican  in  fafety  breeds  ; 
There  fcreeching   fatyrs   fill  the  peupl(j's  empty 
fteads. 

IV. 

Where  is  the  AlTyrian  lion's  golden  hide. 

That  all  the  caft  once  grafp'd  in  lordly  paw  ? 
Where  that    great  Perfian   bear,  whofe  iwelling 
pride 
The  lion's  felf  tore  out  with  rav'nous  jaw  ? 
Or  he  which  'twixt  a  lion,  and  a  pard, 
Through  all  the  world  with  nimble  pinions 
far'd, 
And  to  his  greedy  whelps  his  conquer'd  kingdoms 
Ihar'd. 

V.  ' 

Hardly  the  place  of  fuch  antiquity, 

Or  note  of  thefe  great  monarchies  we  find  : 
Only  a  fading  verbal  memory. 

And  empty  name  in  writ  is  left  behind  :, 
But  when  this  fecond  life,  and  glory  fades, 
And  finks  at  length  in  times  obfcurer  (hades, 
A  fecond  fall  fucceeds,  and  double  death  invades. 

VI. 

That  monftrousbeaft,  which  nurs'd  in  Tiber's  fen, 

Did  all  the  world  w\th  hideous  fhape  affray  ; 
That  fill'd  with  coftly  fpoil  his  gaping  den, 
And  trode  down  all  the  reft  to  duft  and  clay  : 
His  batt'ring  horns  puU'd  out  by  civil  hands. 
And  iron  teeth  lie  fcatter'd  on  the  fands ; 
Back'd,  bridled  by  a  monk,  with  fev'n  heads  yok- 
ed ftands. 

vii. 
And  that  black  (a)  vulture,  which  with  deathful 
wing 
O'erlhadowshalf  the  earth,  whofe  difmal  fight 
Frighten'd  the  mufes  from  their  native  fpring, 
Already  ftoops,  and  flags  with  weary  flight  : 
Who  then  fhall  look  for  happinefs  beneath  ? 
Where    each     new    day    proclaims    chance, 
change,  and  death  ; 
■  And  life  itfelf 's  as  flit  as  is  the  air  we  breathe. 

vm. 
Ne  mought  this  prince  efcape,  though  he  as  far 
All  thefe  excells  in  worth  and  heav'nly  grace. 
As  briehteft  Phoebus  does  the  dimmeft  ftar  : 
The  deepeft  falls  are  from  the  higheft  place. 
There  lies  he   now,  bruis'd  with  fo  fore  ^ 

fall, 
To  his  bafe  bonds,  and  loathfome  prifon  thrall, 
Whom  thoufand  foes  befiege,  fenc'd  with  a  frail 
yielding  wall, 

II. 
Tell  me,  oh,  tell  me  then,  thou  holy  mufe  ! 
Sacred  Thefpio  1  what  the  caule  may  be 
ipf  fuch  defpite ;  fo  many  fuemen  ufc 
To  perfecute  unpitied  mifery  ? 

Cf )  Tbe  rnrk. 


Or  if  thefe  canker'd  foei,  as  moft  men  fay, 
So  mighty  be,  that  gird  this  Wili  of  clay  ; 
What  makes  it  hold  fo  long,  and  threaten'd  ruin 
ftay .' 

X. 

When  that  great  Lord  his  ftanding  court  wouli 
build  [lights. 

The  ouLward  wals   with   gems    and   glorious 
But  inward  rooms  with  nibkr  cnurtifs  fiU'd; 
Pure, living flames,fw-l-, 11  lighry  bl(;fi"edfprighti> 
But  fome  his  1  jyal  lervice  (fools  !)  dildain  ; 
So  down  were  flung —  oft  blifs  is  double 

In  heav'n  they  fcorn'd  to  ferve,  fo  now  in  hclj 
they  reign. 

XI. 

There  turn'd  to  ferpents,  fwol'n  with  pride  ani 
hate ; 
Their  prince  a  dragon  fell,  who  burft  with  fpite, 
To  fee  this  king's  and  queen's  yet  happy  ftate. 
Tempts  them  to  lull   and  pride;  prevails  br 
flight  : 
To  make  them  wife,  and  gods,  he  undertakes. 
Thus  while  the  fnake  they  hear,  they  turn  t» 
fnakes ; 
To  make  them  gods  he  boafts,  but  bcafl:s,  and  devili 
makes. 

XII. 

But  that  great  (^)  Lion,  who  in  Judah's  plains 

The  awful  beafts  holds  down  in  due  fuhjeiftion; 
The  dragon's  craft,  and  bafe-got  fpoil  difdains. 
And  folds  this  captive  prince  in  his  protecftion  ; 
Breaks  ope  the  jail,  and  brings  the  pris'ner» 

thence  (<;): 
Yet  plac'd  them  in  this  cafl:le's  weak  defence^ 
Where  tliey  might  trufl:  and  feek  an  higher  pro- 
vidence. 

XIII. 

So  now  fpread  round  about  this  little  hold. 

With  armies  infinite,  encamped  lie 
Th'  enraged  dragon,  and  his  ferpents  bold  : 

And  knowing  well  his  time  grows  fhort  anj 
nigh, 
He  fwells  with  venom'd  gore ((/),  and  pols*- 

nous  heat  ; 
His  tail  unfolded,  heav'n  itfelf  doth  beat. 
And  fweeps  the  mighty   liars  from  their  tram* 
fcendent  feat. 

XIV. 

With  him  goes  {e)  Caro  curfed  dam  of  fin, 

Foul,  filthy  dam,  of  iouier  progeny ; 
Yet  feems  (flcin-deep)  moil  fair  by  witching  gin 
To  weaker  fight ;  but  to  a  pi.ged  eye 

Looks  like  (nay,  worlc  thanj  hell's  infernal 

hags : 
Her  empty  breafts  hang  like  lank  hollow  bags  : 
And  Iris'  uicer'd  Ikin  is  patch'd  with  leprous  rags. 

XV. 

Therefore  her  loathfome  fhape  in  fleel  array'd ; 
All  ruft  within,  the  outfide  polifli'd  bf ight ; 


(^)  Rcvilafions,  V.  5. 
{c)  Luke,  iv.  18. 
((/)  Revelations^  xii.  4, 
{J)  Tbefefi. 
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And  on  her  (hield  a  mermaid  fung  and  play'd, 
Whofc  human  beauties  lure  the  wand'ring  fight; 
But  ilimy  fcales  hid  in  their  waters  lie  : 
She  chants,  (he  fmiks,  fo  draws  the  ear,  the 
eye, 
And  whom  ftie  wins,  (he  kills  : — the  word,  Hear, 
gaxe,  and  die. 

XVI. 

And  after  march  her  fruitful  fcrpent  fry, 

Wfiom  (he  of  divers  lechers  divers  bore  ; 
IWar(haird  in  fev'r al  ranks  their  colours  fly  : 
Four  {/)  to  Anagnu-!,  four  this  painted  whore 
To  loathfome  Afcbie  brought  forth  to  light ; 
Twice  four  got  A.licus,  a  hateful  wight  : 
But  fwol'n  Aerates  two,  born  in  one  bed  and  night. 

XVII. 

]^To2chus  {g)  the  firfl:,  of  blu(hlefs  bold  afpeft  ; 

Yet  with  i.im  doubt  and  fear  ftill  trembling  go  t 
©it  loi,k'd  he  back,  as  if  he  did  fufpefl 

Th'  approach  of  fome  unwi(h'd,  unwelcome  foe : 
Behind,  fell  jealoufy  his  (leps  obfcrv'd, 
And    fure    revenge    with    dart    that    never 
fwerv'd  : 
Ten   thoufand   griefs   and   plagues   he   felt,  but 
more  defcrv'd. 

xviii. 
His  armour  black  as  hell,  or  (larlefs  night, 

And  in  his  Ihield  he  lively  portray'd  bare 

J/Iars  faft  impound  m  arms  of  Venus'  light. 

And  ty'd  as  fall  in  Vulcan's  fubtil  fnare  : 

She  feign'd  to  blulh  for  (liame,  now  all  too 

late; 
But  his  red  colour  feem'd  to  fparkle  hate  : 
Siveef  arejiufn  waters,  round  about  the  marge  he 
wrate. 

XIK. 

Porneius  (i)  next  him  puc'd,  a  meagre  wight ; 

Whofc  leaden  eyes  funk  deep  in  fwimming  head, 
And  joylefs  hok,  like  fome  pale  p.(hy  fpright ; 
Seem'd  as  he  now  were  dying,  or  now  dead  : 
And  with  him  waftefulneis,  that  all  expended, 
And  want,  that  IHU  in  theft,  and  prifon  ended, 
A  hundred  foul  difeufes  clofe  at's  back  attended. 

XX. 

His  (hining  helm  might  fcem  a  fparkling  flame, 

Yet  footh,  nought  via  it  but  a  foolifli  fire; 
And  all  his  arms  were  of  that  burnino  frame. 
Thar  (lefii  and  bones  were  gnaw'n  with  hot  de- 
fire. 
About  his  wrift  his  blazing  (Kield  did  fry 
"With  fweltring  hearts  in  flames  of  luxury  : 
His  word,  Jnjire  i  live,  in  fire  1  burn,  arid  die. 

XXI. 

With  him  (i)  Acatharus,  in  Fufcan  dref»  ; 

A  thing  that  neither  man  will  own,  nor  bead  : 
Upon  a  boy  he  lean'd  in  wanton  wife. 

On  whole  fair  Hmbs  his  eyes  llill  greedy  feaft  ; 

(/)  The  fruits  cfthepjh  are  defer  ihed.  Gal  v.  1 9 
ao,  ai,  and  may  Ls  •\!i:ki<J  into  four  cowpanies  ,   jjl,  -f 
wicLiJiity  ;    2d    of  irrcLgiun  ;     3^/,  of  unrighttoufncf  ; 
4//',   vf  iniemptrance. 

(^)   AJutteiy,  Gal.  v.  I9. 

(A )  Fvnucai  OH 

(i)  Huu'u/Jiy,  Acvt.  I.  a6,  Z7,  Lev.  XX.  IJ,  l6. 
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He  fports,  he  toys,  kiffes  his  (hining  face  i 
Behind,  reproach  and  thoufand  devils  pace  ! 
Before,  bold  impudence,  that  cannot  change  her 
grace. 

ZXII. 

His  armour  fecm*d  to  laugh  with  idle  boys. 

Which  al!  about  their  wanton  fportings  play'd  ; 
Al's  would  himfelf  heep  out  their  childilh  toys. 
And  like  a  boy  lend  them  unmanly  aid  : 

In  his  broad  targe  the  bird  her  wings  difpread, 
Which  trulTing  wafts  the  I'rojan  Ganymede  ; 
And  round  was  writ,  Zfiie  tvitb  his  lite  is  ctupUd. 

XXill 

Afelges  {i)  follow'd  nex',  the  boldcft  boy 

Chat  ever  play'd  in  Venus'  wanton  court : 
He  little  cares  who  notes  his  lavilh  joy; 

Broad  were  his  jefts,  wild  his  uncivil  fport; 
His  falhion  too,  too  fond,  and  loofely  light  r 
A  long  love-lack  on  his  left  (houlder  plight; 
Like  to  a  woman's  hair,  well  (hew'd  a  woman's 
fpright. 

XXIV. 
Luft  in  ftrange  ne(is  this  cuckoo  egg  conceiv'd  ; 
Which  Duis'd  with  furfeits,  drefs'd  with  foni 
dif;;uife",, 
In  fancy's-  (chool  his  breeding  (if  (I  receiv'd  : 
So  this  brave  fpark  to  wilder  flame  arifes; 
And  now  to  court  preferr'd,  high  bloods  he 

(ires, 
There  blows  up  pride,  vain  mirth,  and  loofe 
defires ; 
And  heav'nly  fouls  (oh  grief!)  with  hellifh  flame 
infpires. 

XXV. 
There  oft  to  rivals  lends  the  gentle  Dor, 

Oft  takes  (his  millrefs  by)  the  bitter  bob : 
There   learns    her   each   day  s  change  of  Gules, 
Verd,  Or, 
(His  fampler) ;  if  (he  pouts,  her  (lave  muft  fob : 
Her  face  his  fpherc,  Iicr  hair  his  circling  (ky  ; 
Her  love  his  heav'n,  her  fight  eternity  : 
Of  her  he  dreams,  with  her  he  lives,  for  her  he'l| 
die. 

XXVI. 

Upon  his  arm  a  tinfel  fcarf  he  wore, 

Forfooth  his  madam's  favouj-,  fpangled  fair: 
Light  as  himfelf,  a  fan  his  helmet  bore. 

With  riobons  drefs'd,  begg'd  from  his  midrcb*  1 
hair : 
On's  (hield  a  winged  boy  all  naked  (hin'd  ; 
His  folded  eyes,  willing  and  wilful  blind  : 
The  word  Vk-as  wrought  with  gold.  Such  is  a  lover  s 
mind. 

XXVII. 

Thcfc  fi'Ur,  Anagnus  and  foul  Cam's  fons, 
Who  led  a  diff 'rent  and  diiorder'd  rout ; 
Fancy,  a  lad  that  all  in  feathers  wons. 

And  loofe  defire,  and  danger  link'd  with  doubt; 
And  thoufand  wanton  thoughts  llill  budding 

new  : 
But  lazy  cafe  ulher'd  the  idle  crew  ; 
And  lame  diieafe  (huts  up  their  tioops  with  Ur- 
menti>  due. 


(/•)  Lafoivk^ifaefs, 
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xxvni. 
Next  banJ,  by  Afcbie  was  boldly  led,  . 

And  his  four  fons  beg;ot  in  btygian  night : 
firll  (/)  Idololatros,  whofe  moiiilrous  head 
Was  like  an  ugly  fiend,  his  flaming  fight 
Like  blazing  ftars ;  the  reft  all  different  : 
For  to  his  fhape  i'ome  part  each  creature  lent ; 
3ut  to  the  great  Creator  all  adverfely  bent. 

XXIX. 

Upon  his  bread  a  bloody  crofs  he  fcor'd. 

Which  oft  he  worihipp'd ;  but  the  Chrlft  that 
died 
Thereon,  he  feldom  but  in  paint  ador'd  ; 

Yet  wood,  flone,  bcafls,  wealth,  lulls,  fiends,  de- 
ified : 
He  makes  mere  pageantsofthefnving(»z)  rock, 
Puppet-like  trimming  his  almighty  (lock  : 
Which  then,  his  god,  or  he,  which  is  the  verier 
block  i 

XXX. 

Of  giant  fli;tpe,  and  ftrength  thereto  agreeinpr, 

Wherewith  he  whilonie  all  the  world  opprefs'd  : 
And  yet  the  greater  part  (his  valTnls  being) 
Slunib'ring  in  ignorance,  fecurely  reft  ; 

A  golden  calf  (himfelf  more  bcall)  he  bore. 
Which  brutes  with  dancings,  gifts,  and  fongs 
adore, 
JJoh  are  laymen  s booh ^Icie  round  all  wrote  in  ore. 

XXXI. 

Next  (;i)  Pharmakeus,  of  gaflily,  wild  afped  ;" 

Whom  hell  with  fceming  fear,  and  fiends  obey  : 
Full  eas'ly  would  he  know  each  paft  efTeifl, 
And  thir.gs  to  come  with  double  guefs  forefay, 
By  flain  beads  entrails,  and  fowls  marked 

flight  : 
Thereto  he  tempcfts  rais'd  by  many  a  fpright, 
And  charm'd  the  fun  and  moon,  and  ehang'd  the 
day  and  night. 

XXXII. 

So  when  the  fouth  (dipping  his  fableft  wings 

In  humid  ocean)  fwceps  with's  dropping  beard 
Th'  air,  earth,  and  feas;  his  lips  loud  thunderings 
And  flafliiiig  eyes  make  all  the  world  afcard  : 
J^ight  with  dark  clouds,  waters  with  fires  are 

met : 
The  fun  but  now  is  rifing,  now  is  fet ; 
i^nd  finds  wefl-fiiades  in  call,  and  feas  in  airs  wet. 

xxxiii. 
By  birth  and  hand,  he  juggling  fortunes  tells  ; 
Oft  brings  from  fhades  his  grandfires  damned 
ghoft; 
Of  ftolen  goods  forces  out  by  wicked  fpcUs  : 
His  frightful  fhield  with  thoufand  fiends  em- 
boll, 
Which  feem'd  without  a  circle's  ring  to  play  : 
In  midfl  himfelf  dampens  the  fuiiling  day. 
And  prints  fad  characilers,  which  none  ixiay  write, 
or  fay. 

(/)  Idolatry,  either  by  tvorjhtpp'ing  the  true  God  by 
fiilf:  -worjhip,  as  by  images,  agjinjl  the  faond  command- 
ment ;  or  giving  aivay  his  iMorJhij)  to  any  ihim  thai  is 
not  God,  againjl  thejirjl, 

(w)  Pfulm  Ixii.  7. 

^■'J  iViuhcrnft,  and  curieus  art:. 


XTXIV. 

The  third  (0)  Hxretlcus,  a  wrangling  carl. 

Who  in  the  way  to  heav'n  would  wilful  err; 
And  oft  convided,  ftill  would  fnatch  and  fnarl : 
His  Crambe  oft  repeats  ; — all  tongue,  ncj  ear  ; 
Him  obftiriacy,  pride,  and  fcorn  attended: 
On's  Ihield,  with  truth  error  difguis'd  con» 
tended  : 
His  motto  this,  Rather  thus  err,  than  be  amended, 

XXXV. 

Laft  march'd  Hypocrify,  falfe  form  of  grace, 

That  vaunts  the  Ihew  of  all,  has  truth  of  none  : 
A  rotten  heart  hemalks  with  painted  face; 

Among  thebeafls,  a  mule,  'mong  bees,  a  drone, 
'Mongft  flars,  a  meteor  ; — all  the  world  ne«» 

gle(5l8  him  ; 
Nor  good,  nor  bad,  nor  heav'n,  nor  earth, 
affftSls  him  :  [rejeds  him- 

The  earth  for  glaring  forms,  for  bare  forms  heav'a 

xxxvi. 
His  wanton  heart  he  vails  with  dewy  eyes. 

So  oft  the  world,  and  oft  himfelf  deceives  ; 
His  tongue  his  heart,  his  hands  his  tongue  belies  : 
In's  path  (as  fnails)  filver,  but  flime,  he  leaves  : 
He  Babel's  glory  is,  but  Sion's  taint ; 
Religion's  blot,  but  irreligion's  paint : 
A  faint  abroad,  at  home  a  fiend ;  and  wor(t,a  faint, 

XXXVII. 

So  tallow  lights  live  glitt'ring,  {linking  die  ; 
Their  gleams  aggratc  the  fight,  fleams  wouni 
the  fmell : 
So  Sodom  apples  pleafe  the  ravifh'd  eye, 

But  fulpur  tafte  proclaim  their  roots  in  hell : 
So  airy  flames  to  heav'nly  feemally'd, 
But  when  their  oil  is  fpent,  they  fwiftly  glide, 
And  into  gelly'd  mire  melt  all  their  gilded  pride,- 

xxxviii. 
So  rufhes  green,  fmooth,  full,  are  fpungy  light ; 

So  their  rag'tl  fioncs  in  velvet  peaches  grown  j 
So  rotten  flicks  feem  ftars  in  cheating  night ; 
So  quagmires  falfe,  their  mire  with  em'ralds 
crown  : 
Such  is  Hypocrlfy's  deceitful  frame  ; 
A  {linking  light,  a  fulphur  fruit,  falfe  flame  ; 
Smooth  rulh,  hard  peach,  fere  wood,  falfe  mire,  a 
voice,  a  name. 

XXXIX. 

Such  were  his  arms,  falfe  gold,  true  alchymy ; 

Glitt'ring  with  glafly  flones,  and  fine  deceit : 
His  fword  a  flatt'ring  fteel,  which  guU'd  the  eye, 
And   pitrc'd   the    heart   with    pride  and  fcli- 
conceit  : 
Oil's  Ihield  a  tomb,  where  death  had  drefs'd 
his  bed  [head. 

With  curious  art,  and  crown'd  his  loathfome 
With  gold,  and  gems  : — his  word.  More  gorgeoug 
xvhen  dead, 

XI. 

Before  them  went  their  nurfe,  bold  Ignorance ; 

A  loathfome  monfter,  light,  fight  'mendment 
fcorning  ; 
Born  deaf  and  blind,  fitter  to  lead  the  dance 

To  fuch  a  rout ;  her  filver  heads  adorning, 

(.)  Ilcre/y.  ' 
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(Her  dotnge  index)  much  fhe  bragg'd,  yet 

fcign'd ; 
For  by  falfe  tallies  many  years  (he  gain'J. 
Wife  youth  is  honour'd  age  ; — Fond  age's  with 
dotage  ftain'd. 

XL    ■ 

Her  failing  legs  with  erring  footfteps  reelM  ; 
(Lame  guide  to  blifs!)  her  daughters  on  each 
fide 
Much   pain'd  themfelves,  her  Humbling   feet  to 
wield  ; 
Both  like  their  mother,  dull,  and  beetle  ey'd  : 
The  firft  was  error  falfe,  who  multijilies 
Her  num'rous  race  in  endlefs  progenies  ; 
iFor  but  one  truth  there  is,  ten  thoufand  tboufand 
lies, 

XLIl. 

Her  brood  o'erfpread   her   round  with  fin    and 
blood, 
With  envy,  malice,  mifchiefs  infinite  ; 
Which  (he  to  fee  herfelf,  amazed  flood, 

So  often  got  with  child  and  big  with  fpite  : 
Her  offspring  fly  about,  and  fpread  their  feed ; 
Straight  hate,  pride,  fchifni,  wars,  and  fedi- 
tions  breed, 
Get  up,  grow  ripe. — Howfoon  profpcrs  the  vicious 
weed. 

XLIII. 

The  other  owl-ey'd  Superftition, 

Dcform'd,  diftorted.  blind  in  Ihining  light; 
Yet  flyles  herfelf  holy  Devotion, 

And  fo  is  call'd,  and  feems  in  fhady  night  : 
Fearful  as  is  the  hare,  or  hunted  hind  ; 
Her  face,  and  breaft,  ftie   oft  with  croffes 
fign'd  : 
•No  cuftom  would  fhe  break,  or  change  her  fettled 
mind. 

XLIV. 

If  bare,  or  fnake,  her  way,  herfelf  fhe  croffes. 

And  flops  her  mazed  Heps  ;  fad  fears  affright  her 
When  failing-  fait  points  'Ut  fome  fatal  loffcs, 
Till   Bacchus'  grapes  with  holy  fpriiikle  quite 
her 
Her  only  bible  is  an  Erra  Pater ; 
Her  antidote  are  hallow'd  wax  and  water: 
V  th'  dark,  all  lights  are  fp'rits,  all  noifes,  chains 
that  clatter. 

XLV. 

With  them  march'd  funk  (in  deep  fecurity) 
Profaneneis,  to  be  fear'd,  for  never  fearing  ; 

And  by  him,  new  oaths  coining  Blafphemy, 

Who  names  not  God,  but  in  a  curfe,  or  fwear- 

i"g: 

And  thoufand  other  fiends  in  diverfe  fafhion. 

Difpos'd  in  fcveral  ward,  and  certain  ftation  : 
Under,  hell  widely  yawn'd ;  and  over,  flew  dam- 
nation. 

XI.VI. 

|>Jext  Adieus  his  fon's ; — firft  (/>)  Eiflhros  fly, 
Whofe  prick'd  up  ears  kept  open  houfe  for  lies  ; 

And  fleering  eyes  flill  watch,  and  wait  to  fpy 
When  to  return  flill-living  injuries: 


(j>)  Hatred. 


Fair  weather  fmil'd  upon  his  painted  fjce. 
And  eyes  fpoke  peace,  till  he  liad  time  and 

place. 
Then  pours  down  fhow'rs  of  rage,  and  ftteams  ol  i 

rancour  bafe. 

XLVII. 

So  when  a  fable  cloud,  with  fwelling  fail 

Comes  fwimming  through  calm  Ikies,  the  llleiit'il 
air 
(While  fierce  winds  fleep  in  ^ol's  rocky  jail), 
With  fpangied  beams  embroider'd,  glitters  fair} 
But  fooii  'gins  low'r  :  ftraight  datt'ring  hai| 
is  bred,  [head, 

Scatt'ring  cold  fhot ;   light  hides  his  golden 
And  with  untimely  winter,  earth's  o'cr-filvered. 

XLVIJI. 

His  arms  well  fuit  his  mind,  where  fmiling  fkicf 
Breed  thund'ring  tempefls  :  on  his  lofty  creft 
Afleep  the  fpotted  panther  couching  lies, 

And  by  fweet  fcents,  and  fliin  fo  quaintly  dreft. 
Draws  on  her  prey    upon  his  fhield  he  bears 
The  dreadful  monfter  which  great  Nilus  fearsj 
(The  weeping  crocodile)  his  word,  i  iill  ■with  teart. 

XLIX. 

With  him  DilTemblance  went,  his  paramour, 

Whofe  painted  face  might  hardly  be  detected  j 
Arms  of  offence  he  feld'  or  never  wore, 

L';ft  thence  his  dole  defigns  might  be  fufpeftedjl 
But  clafping  clofe  his  foe,  as  loath  to  part, 
He  fleals  his  dagger  witii  falfe  fmiling  art. 
And  fheaths  the  trait'rous  fleel  in  his  own  mafter'ij  j 
heart.  j 

i 
Two  Jewifh  captains,  clofe  themfelves  enlacing      j 

In  love's  fweet  twines,  his  target  broad  diiplay'd^; 

One  th'  other's  beard  with  his  left  hand  embracing, 

But  in  his  right  a  fhining  fword  he  fway'd. 

Which  unawares  through  th'  other's  ribs  he 

fmites , 

There  lay  the  wretch  without  all  burial  rites: 

His  word,  Hd  deeprji  -wounds,  that  in  bisfatvning  tittt. 

LI. 

Eris  (y)  the  next,  of  fex  unfit  for  war  : 

Her    arms    were   bitter  words   from   flaming; 

tongue,  I 

Which  never  quiet,  wrangle,  fight,  and  jar ; 

Ne  would   fhe  weigh    report  with   right,   oil 

wrong :  I 

What  once  fhe  held,  that  would  fhe  ever  hold,! 

And  Non-objiantes  force  with  courage  bold : 

The  iafl  word  mull  fhe  have,  or  never  leave  t« ' 

fcold.  ' 

Lll. 

She  is  the  trumpet  to  this  angry  train,  j 

And  whets  their  fury  with  loud-railing  fpite:   % 

But  when  no  open  foes  did  more  remain,  f 

Agaiu«i  themfelves,  themfelves  fhe  would  incitf.[ 

Her  clacking  mill,  driv'n  by  her  flowing  gall.j 

Could  never  fland,  but  chide,  rail,  bark,  andj 

bawl  ; 

Her  fhield  no  word  could  find,  her  tsngue  ' 

grofs'd  them  all. 


(7)  f»^ 
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tin- 
Zelos  (r)  the  third,  whofe  fpiteful  emulation 

Could  not  endure  a  fellow  in  excelling  ; 
Yet  flow  in  any  virtue's  imitation, 

At  eafy  rate  that  fair  pofTeffion  felling  : 
Still  as  he  went  he  hidden  fparkles  blew. 
Till  to  a  mighty  flame  they  fudden  grew. 
And  like  fierce  lightning  all  in  quick  deftrudion 
drew. 

LIV. 

Upon  his  fliield  lay  tliat  Tirinthian  fwairi, 

Swelt'ring  in  fiery  gore,  and  pois'nous  flame, 
His  wife's  fad  gift  venom'd  with  bloody  ftain  : 
Well  could  he  bulls,  fnakes,  hell,  all  monfters 
tame  ; 
Well  could  he  heav'nfupport,  and  prop  alone; 
But  by  fell  jealoufy  foon  overthrown. 
Without  a   fos,  or  fWord  :   his  motto,  Fi>J!,  or 
none. 

LV. 

Thumos  (j)  the  fpurth,  a  dire  revengeful  fwain  ; 
Whole  foul  was  made  of  flames,  whofe  flefli  of 
fire ; 
Wrath  in  his  heart,  hate,  rage,  and  fury  reign  ! 
Fierce  was  his  look,  when  clad  in  fparkling  tire  ; 
But    when  dead  palenefs  in  his  cheek  took 

feizure. 
And  all  the  blood  in  's  boiling  heart  did  trea- 
fure, 
Then  in  his  wild  revenge,  kept  he  nor  mean  nor 
meafure. 

LVI. 

Look  as  when  waters  wallM  with  brazen  wreath, 
Are  fieg'd  with  crackling  flames,  their  common 
foe ; 
The  angry  feas  'gin  foam  and  hotly  breathe. 
Then  fwell,  rife,  rave,  and  fbill  more  furious 
grow; 
Nor  can  be  held  ;  but  forc'd  with  fires  below, 
Toffing  their  waves,  break  out,  and  all  o'er- 
flow  ; 
So  boil'd  his  rifing  blood,  and  dafti'd  his  angry 
brow. 

LVlI. 

For  in  his  face,  red  heat,  and  afhy  cold; 

Strove  which  fhould  paint  revenge  in  proper 
colours  : 
That,  like  confuming  fire,  moft  dreadful  roll'd  ; 
This,  liker  death,  threatens  all  deadly  dolours  ; 
His  trembling  hand  a  dagger  flill  embrac'd, 
Which  in  his  friend  he  raflily  oft  encas'd  ; 
His  fliicld's  device,  frefli  blood  with  fouleil  ftain 
defac'd. 

LYIII. 

Next  him  Erithius  (f),  moft  unquiet  fwain. 

That  all  in  law,  and  fond  contention  fpent; 
Not  one  v/as  found  in  all  this  num'rous  train. 
With  whom  in  any  thing  he  would  confent  : 
His  will  his  law,  he  weigh'd  not  wrong  or 

right ; 
Much  fc<»rn'd  to  bear,  much  more  forgive  a 
fpite:  [hight. 

Patience,  he,  th'  affes  load,  and  csWard's  virtue 


fr)  f^ifiulation. 
Vol,  !V. 


(0    If^ratli,  (/)   Stri/:, 


His  weapons  all  V/ere  fram'd  of  fhining  gold. 

Wherewith  he  fubtly  fought  clofe  under  hand  : 
Thus  would  he  right   from  right  by  force  with- 
hold, [ftand  : 
Nor  ftiits,  nor  friends,  nor  laws  his  flights  with- 
Ah,  pow'rful  weapon  !  how  dofl:  thou  bewitcli 
Great, but  bafeminds.andfpott'ft  with  leprous 
itch,- 
That  never  are  in  thought,  nor  ever  carl  be  rich! 

Upon  his  belt  (faften'd  with  leather  laces) 

Black  boxes  hang,  flieaths  of  his  paper  fwords, 
Fill'd  up  with  writs,  fubpcenas,  trial-cafes; 
This  trefpafi'd  him  in  cattle,  that  in  words  : 
Fit  his  device,  and  well  his  fiiicld  became, 
A  falamander  drawn  in  lively  frame  : 
His  word  was  this,  /  live,  1  breathe,  1  feed  on  jlamt, 

IXI. 

Next  after  him  march'd  proud  Pichoflafis  (u). 

That  wont  but  in  the  faiSlious  court  to  dwell; 
But  now  to  fhepherd-fwains  clofe  linked  is; 
And  taught  them  (fools  !)  to  change  their  hum- 
ble cell. 
And  lowly  weed,  for  courts,  and  purple  gay, 
To  lit  aloft,  and  ftates,  and  princes  fway  : 
A  hook,  no  fceptre  needs  our  erring  flieep  to  flay. 

Lxir. 
A  mitre  trebly  crown'd  th'  impoftor  wore  ; 
For  heav'n,  earth,  hell,  he  claims  with  lofty 
pride  : 
Not  in  his  lips,  but  hands,  two  keys  he  bore, 
Heav'n's  doors  and  hell's  to  fhut,  and  open  wide: 
But  late  his  keys  are  marr'd,  or  broken  quite  : 
For  hell  he  cannot  fhut,  but  opens  light ; 
Nor  heav'n  can  ope,  but  fhut ;  nor  buys,  but  fella 
by  flight. 

LXIII. 

Two  heads,  oft  three,  he  in  one  body  had, 

Nor  with  the  body,  nor  themfelves  agreeing : 
What  this  commanded,  th'  other  foo:i  forbad  ; 
As  different  in  rule,  as  nature  being  : 

The  body  to  them  both,  and  neither  prone, 
Was  like  a  double-hearted  dealer  grown ;   ' 
Endeavouring  to   pleafe   both    parties,    plealing 
none. 

xxiv. 
As  when  the  pow'rful  wind,  and  adverfe  tide. 
Strive  which  fliould  mofl;  command  the  fubjed; 
main ; 
The  fcornful  waves  fwelling  with  angry  pride 
Yielding  to  neither,  all  their  force  difdain  : 
Mean  time  the  fliaken  vefiel  doubtful  plays. 
And   on   the    ftagg'ring   billow    trembling 
ftays, 
And  wou'd  obey  them  both,  and  none  of  both 
obeys. 

LXV. 

A  fubtle  craftfman  fram'd  him  feemly  arms, 
Forg'd  in  the  Ihop  ef  wrangling  fophiflry ; 

And    wrought   with    curious   arts,     and  mighty 
charms, 
Temper'd  with  lies,  andfalfe  philofophy  ; 


(«)  SeJitrgn^  or  3ch'f?n. 
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MiUions  of  heedlefs  fouls  thus  had  he  flain. 
His  fev'n-fnld  targe  a  field  of  gules  did  ftaiii; 
In  which  two  fwords  he  bore  :  his  word,  Divide 
and  reign. 

I.XVI. 

Envy  the  next,  envy  with  fquinted  eyes: 

Sick  of  a  ftrange  difeafe,  his  neighbour's  health  : 
Beft  lives  he  then,  when  any  better  dies  ; 
lb  never  poor,  but  in  another's  wealth  : 

On  beft  men's  harms  and  griefs  he  feeds  his 
fill ;  ['^^'^^  = 

Elfe  his  own  maw  doth   eat  with  fpiteful 
111  muft  the  temper  be,  where  diet  is  fo  ill. 

LXVII. 

Each  eye  through  divers  optics  flily  leeK. 

Which  both  his  fight,  and  objes5l's  felf  bely; 
So  greateft  virtue  as  a  moat  appears, 

And  molehill  faults  to  mountains  multiply. 
When  needs  he   muft,  yet  faintly,  then   he 

praifes; 
Somewhat  the  deed,  much  more  the  mean-, 
he  raifes  : 
So  marreth  what  he  makes,   and  praifmg  moft, 
difpraifes. 

LXVIIT. 

Upon  his  ftileld  that  cruel  herd-groom  play'd. 

Fit  inftrument  of  Juno's  jealous  fpite; 
His  hundred  eyes  ftood  fixed  on  the  maid  ; 

He  pip'd,  flie  figh'd  :  his  word,  Her  day,  my 
night. 
His  miftile  weapon  was  a  lying  tongue. 
Which  he  far  off  like  fwifteft  lightning  flung: 
That  all  the  world  with  noife,  and  foul  blafphe- 
ming  rung. 

LXIX. 

Laft  of  this  rout  the  favage  Phonos  {y)_  went, 
Whom    his  dire  mother    nurs'd   with   human 
blood;  [l'^"'^; 

And  when  more  age  and  ftrength  more  fiercenels 
She  taught  him  in  a  dark  and  defert  wood 
^     W^ith  force  and  guile  poor  paffengers  to  flay, 
And  on  their  flefh  his  barking  ftomach  ftay. 
And  with  their  wretched  blood  his  fiery  thirft  al- 
lay. 

LXX. 

So  when  the  never  fettled  Scythian 

Removes  his  dwelling  in  an  empty  wain  : 

When  now  the  fun  hath  half  his  journey  ran, 

His  horfe  he  bloods,  and  pricks  a  trembling  vein , 

So  from  the  wound  quenches  his  thirfty  heat; 

Yet  worfe,  this  fiend  makes  his  own  flefla  his 

meat.  [^^t. 

Monfter !  the  lav'nous  bear  his  kind  will  never 

I.XXI. 

Ten  thoufand  furies  on  his  fteps  aviraited. 

Some  fear'dhisharden'd  foul  with  Stygianbrand: 
So've  with  black  terrors  his  faint  confcience  baited. 
That   wide    he   flar'd,  and  ftarched  hair   did 
ftand:  .    ,  ,.    , 

The  firft  born  man  ftill  in  his  mind  he  bore. 
Foully  array'd  in  guiltlefs  brother's  gore, 
Which  for  revenge  to  heav'n,  from  earth  did  loud- 
ly roar. 


LXXII. 

His  arms  ofTtnfivc  all,  to  fpill,  not  fpare ; 

Sword',  piftoh,  poifons,  inflruments  of  hell  ! 
A  ftiield  he  wore  (not  that  the  wretch  did  care 
To  lave  his  flefh,  oft  he  himfelf  would  quell) 
For  fliew,  not  ufe  :  on  it  a  viper  fwilling 
The  dam's  fpilt  gore ;  his  empty  bowels  fil- 
ling 
With  flefh  that  gave  him  life  :  his  word,  /  U-j:  by 
ailing. 

txxiii. 
And  laft,  his  brutifh  fons.  Aerates  fent, 

Whom  Caro  bore  both  in  one  birth  and  bed, 
Mcthos  (z)  the  firft,  whofe  "paunch  his  feet  out- 
went. 
As  if  it  ulhcr'd  his  unfettled  head  ; 

His  foul  quite  fowced  lay  in  grapy  blood. 
In  all  his  parts  the  idle  dropfy  ftood; 
Which  though  already  drown'd,  ftill  ihirfted  for 
the  flood. 

LXXIV. 

This  thing,  nor  man,  nor  beaft,  tuns  all  his  wealth 
In  driak  ;  his  days,   his  years,  in  liquor  drench- 
ing : 
So  quaffs  he  ficknefs  down,  by  quaffing  health ; 
Firing  his  cheeks  with  quenching;    ftrangely 
quenching 
His  eyes  with  firing;  dull  andfaint  they  roU'd: 
But,  nimble  lips,  known  things  and  hid  unfold; 
Belchings  oft  Cps,  large  fpits  point  the  long  tale  ke 
told. 

LXXV. 

His  atmour  green  might  feem  a  ffuitful  vine ; 
The  clufters  prifon'd  in  the  clofe  fet  leaves. 
Yet  oft  between  the  bloody  grape  did  fhine  ; 
And  peeping  forth,  his  jailor's  fpite  deceives  : 
Among  the  boughs  did  fwilling  Bacchus  ride. 
Whom  wild  grown  Moenad's  bore,  and  ev'ry 
ftride, 
Bacchi:,  lo  BaccLe,  loud  with  madding  voice  they 
cry'd. 

Lxxvr. 
On's  fliieJd,  the  goatlfli  fatyrs  dance  around, 

(Their  heads  much  lighter  than   their  nimble 
heels) 
Silenus  old,  in  wine  (as  ever)  drown'd, 

Clos'd  with  the  ring,  in  midft  (though  fitting) 
reels : 
Under  his  arm  a  bag-pipe  fwol'n  he  held, 
(Yet  wine-fwol'n  cheeks  the  windy  bag  out- 
fwell'd) 
So  loudly  pipes  :    his  word,  But  full^  no\  mirth  t 
yield. 

LXXVII. 

Infatiate  fink,  how  with  fo  general  ftain 

Thy  fpu'd  out  puddles,  court,  town,  fields  en- 
tice ! 
Ay  me  1  the  fhepherd's  felvcs  thee  entertain. 
And  to  thy  Curtian  gulf  do  facrificc  : 

All  drink  to  fpew,  and  fpew  again  to  drink. 
Sour  fwill-tub  fin,  of  all  the  reft  the  fink. 
How  can'ft  thou  thus  bewitch  with  thy  abhorred 
ftink  ? 


^}  M»rdir. 


(z)   Drur.ienneft, 
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Lxxviir, 
Theeyethouwrong'il  withvomit'sreekingftreams, 
The  ear  with   belching ;  touch  thou   drown'ft 
in  wine  ; 
Tlie  tafte  thou  furfeit ;  fmell  with  fpewing  ftreams 
Thou  woundeft:    foh  ;    thou  loathfome   putrid 
fwine ;  [flaketh  ; 

Still  thou  increafeft  thirft,  when  thirll   thou 
The  mind  and  will  thou    (wits  bane)  captive 
takeft  ; 
Senfclefs  thy  hoggidi  filth,  and  fcnfe  thou  fenfe- 
lefs  makeft. 

LXXIX, 

Thy  fellow  fins,  and  all  the  reft  of  vices 

With  feeming  good,  are  fairly  cloth'd  to  fight ; 
Their  feigned  fweet,  the  blear-ey'd  will  entices 
Coz'ning  the  dazzled  fenfe  with  borrow'd  light: 
Thee,  neither  true,  nor  yet  falfe  good  com- 
mends ; 
Profit,  nor  pleafure  on  thy  fleps  attends: 
Folly  begins  thy  fin,  which  ft;ill  with  madnefs  ends. 

LXXX. 

With  Methos,  Gluttony,  his  guttling  broth'r. 

Twin  pairallels,  drawn  from  the  felf-fame  line  ; 
So  foully  like  was  either  to  tlie  o;h'r, 

And  both  moll  like  a  nionftrous  paunched  fwine: 
His  life  was  either  a  continued  feaft, 
Whofe  furfeits  upon  furfeits  him  opprefs'd  ; 
Or  heavy  fleep,  that  helps  fo  great  a  load  digeft. 

LXXXi. 

Mean  time  his  foul,  weigh'd  down  with  muddy 
chains, 
Can  neither  work,  nor  move  in  captive  bands ; 
But  duU'd  in  vap'rous  fogs,  all  carelefs  reigns. 
Or  rather  ftrves  ftrorg  appetite's  commands  : 
That  when  he  now  was  gorg'd  with  cramm'd- 

down  ftore. 
And  piirter  wanting  room  had  flint  the  door, 
The  glutton  figh'd,  that  he  could  gorniandile  no 
more. 


LXXXII. 

His  crane-like  neck  was  long  unlac'd  ;  his  bread, 

This  gouty  limbs,  like  to  a  circle,  round, 
As  broad  as  long ;  and  for  his  fpear  in  rell 

Oft  with  his  fiaff  he  beats  the  yielding  ground ; 
Wherewith   his  hands  did   help   his  feet  to 

bear, 
Elfe  would  they  ill  fo  huge  a  burden  (leer  : 
Hii  clothes  were  all  of  leaves,  no  armour  could  he 
wear. 

LXXXIII. 

Only  a  target  light,  upon  his  arm 

He  carelefs  bore,  on  which  old  Gryll  was  drawn, 
Transform'd  into  a  hog  with  cunning  charm; 
In  head  and  paunch,  and  foul  itfelf  a  brawn  : 
Half  drown'd  within;  without,  yet  ftill  did 

hunt 
In  his  deep  trough  for  fwill,  as  he  was  wont ; 
Cas'd  all  in  loathfome  mire :  no  word  ;  Gryll  could 
but  grunt. 

LXXXIV. 

Him  ferv'd  fweet  feeming  lufts,  felf  pleafing  liet, 
But  bitter  death  flow'd  from  thofe  fweets  of  fin  : 
And  at  the  rear  of  thefe  in  fecret  guife 
Crept  Thievery  and  Detradlion,  near  akin : 
No  twins  more  like  :  they  fcem'd  almoll  the 

fame ; 
One  Hole   the  goods,    the  other  the   go6d 
name : 
The  latter  lives  in  fcorn,  the  former  dies  in  (hame. 

LXXXV. 

Their  boon  companions  in  their  jovial  fealling 
Were  new-fliap'd  oaths,    and  damning   perju- 
ries ; 
Their  cates,  fit  for  their  tafte,  profaneft  jelling; 
Sauc'd  with  the  fait  of  hell,  dire  hlafphemies. 
But  till  th'  ambitious  fun,  yet  flill  afpiring. 
Allays  his  flaming  gold  with  gentler  firing, 
We'll  reft  our  weary  long,  in  that  thick  grov« 
retiring. 


CANTO    VIII. 


The  fun  began  to  flack  his  beaded  bow, 

And  more  obliquely  dart  his  milder  ray  ; 
When  cooler  airs  gently  'gan  to  blow, 

And  fan  the  fcelds,  parch'd  with  the  fcorching 
day; 
The  (hedhisrds  to  their  wonted-feats  repair  ; 
Third,  refrefh'd  with  thisfoft  breathing  air. 
Thus  'gan  renew  his  talk,  and  broken  fong  repiar, 

II. 
What  v/afchful  care  muft  fence  that  weary  {late, 
Which  deadly  foes  begirt  with  cruel  fiege  ; 


And  fraileft  wall  of  glafs,  and  traitVons  gnt* 
Strive  which  fhould  firft  yield   up   their  woful 
liege  ? 
By  enemies  affail'd,  by  friends  betray'd; 
When  others  hurt,  himfelf  refiifes  aid  : 
By  weaknefs*  felf  his  Ilrcngch  is  foil'd  and  over* 
lay'd. 

III. 
How  comes  it  then,  that  in  fo  near  decay 

We  deadly  fleep  in  deep  Cscurity, 
When  every  hour  is  ready  to  betray 
Our  lives  to  i.ha;  fcill  watcK.ng  anenafi 
D  dij 
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Wake  then,  thy  foul,  that  deadly  flitmbereth  ; 
For  when  thy  foe  hath  feiz'd  thy  captive 
breath. 
Too  late  to  wifli  pall  life,  too  late  lO  wifti  for  death. 

IV. 

Caro  the  vanguard  witli  the  Dragon  led, 

Cofmos  (a)  chc  battle  guides,  with  loud  alarms; 
Cofinos  the  firft  fim  to  the  Dragon  red, 

Shij'.ing  in  feeming  gold,  and  glitt'ring  arms  : 
Well  might   he  feem  a  flrong  and  gentle 

Icnight, 
As  e'er  was  clad  in  fleel  and  armour  bright ; 
But  was  a  recreant  bafe,  a  foul,  falfe  cheating 
fpright. 

V. 

And  as  himfelf,  fuch  were  his  arms ;  appearing 
Bright  burnifh'd  gold,  indeed  bafe  alchymy. 
Dim  beetle  eyes,  and  greedy  wordlings  blearing; 
His  fhield  was  drefa-'d  in  night's  fad  livery, 
Where  man-like  apes  a  glow-worm  compafs 

round. 
Glad  that  in  wintry  night  they  fire  had  found : 
Bufy  they  pufF  and  blow  :  the  word,  Mijiake  tbi 
ground. 

VI. 

jVilftake  points  all  his  darts;  his  fun  fliines bright, 
(Miftaken)  light  appear,  fad  lightning  prove  : 
His  clouds  (miftook)  feem  lightnings,  lurn'd  to 
light ; 
His  love  true  hatred  is,  his  hatred  love; 
His  fliop,  a  pedlar's  pack  of  apilh  faflilon  ; 
His  honours,  pleafures,  joys,  are  all  vexation  : 
His  wage?,  glorious  care,  fweet  furfeits,  woa'd 
damnation. 

VII. 

His  lib'ral  favours,  complimental  arts ; 

His  high  advancements,  Alpine  flipp'r}'  flraits  ; 
His  fmiling  glances,  death's  moft  pleafmg  darts; 
And  (what  he  vaunts)  his  gifts  are  gilded  baits  : 
Indeed  he  nothing  is,  yet  all  appears. 
Haplefs  earth's  happy  fools,  that  know  no 
tears '. 
iVho  laihes  in  zx'OrlJly  jcys ,fiuims  in  a  tutrldofftars, 

via. 
Pure  Eflence !  who  haft  made  a  ftone  defcry 
'Twixt  nature's  hidj  and  check  that  metal's 
pride 
That  dares  afpire  eo  gold's  high  fov'reignty ; 
Ah,  leave  fome  touchftone  erring  eyes  to  guide, 
And  judge  diffemblance  1  fee  by  what  devices. 
Sin  with  fair  glofs  our  molc-ey'd  fight  en- 
tices, 
That  vices  virtues  feem  to  moft ;  and  virtues  vices. 

IX. 

Strip  thou  their  meretricious  feemlinefs, 

And  tlnfold  glitt'ring,  bare  to  ev'ry  fight, 
That  we  may  loath  their  inward  uglinefs ; 
Or  elfe  uncloud  tlic  foul,  whofe  fhady  light 
Adds  a  fair  luftre  to  falfe  earthly  blifs : 
Thine  and  their  beauty  differs  but  in  this ; 
Theirs  what  it  is  not,  feems ;  thine  feems  not  what 
it  is. 


(«)  Tht  IFeilJ,  or  Mdnmn: 


Next  to  the  captain,  coward  (i)  Dcilos  far'd 

Him  right  before  he  as  his  fhield  projedled, 
And  following  troops  to  back  him  as  his  guard ; 
Yet  both  his  ihield  and  guard  (faint  heart)  fuf- 
peffted  : 
And  fending  often  back  his  doubtful  eye. 
By  fearing,  taught  unthought  of  treachery  ; 
So  made  htm  enemies,  by  fearing  enmity. 

n. 
Still  did  he  look  for  fome  enfuing  crofs. 

Fearing  fuch  hap  as  never  man  befell : 
No  mean  he  knows,  but  dreads  each  little  lofs 
(With  tyranny  of  fear  diftraught)  as  hell. 
His  fenfe,  he  dare  not  truft  (nor  eyes,  nor 

ears); 
And  when  no  other  caufe  of  fright  appears, 
Himfelf  he  much  fufpeds,  and  fears  his  caufelefs 
fears. 

XII. 

Harnefr'd  with  maffy  fteel,  for  fence,  not  fight ; 

His  fword  unfeemiy  long  he  ready  drew  ; 
At  fudden  fliiiie  of  his  own  armour  bright, 
He  ftarted  oft,  and  ftar'd  with  ghaftly  hue  : 
He  ftirieks  at  ev'ry  danger  that  appears. 
Shaming  the  knightly  arms  he  goodly  bears  : 
His  word  :  Safer,  that  all,  than  be  that  nothing  fears. 
XIII.  [furc ; 

With  Kim  went  Doubt,  ftagg'ring  with  fteps  un- 

That  every  way,  and  neither  way  inclin'd; 
And  fond  Diftruft,  whom  nothing  could  fecure  :     i 
Sufpicion  lean,  as  if  he  never  din'd  : 

He  keeps  intelligence  by  thonfand  fpies; 
A^rgus  to  him  bequeath'd  his  hundred  eyes  t 
So  waking,  ftiil  he  flceps,  and  fleeping,  wakeful 
lies. 

XIV. 

Fond  Deilos  all ;  Tolmetes  f  c)  nothing  fears ; 

Jull  frights  he  laughs,  all  terrors counteth bafe; 
And  when  of  danger  or  fad  news  he  hears. 
He  meets  the  thund'ring  fortune  face  to  face  : 
Yet    oft   in  words  he  fpends  his  boift'rous 

threat ; 
That  his  hot  blood  driv'n  from  the  native  feaf , 
Leaves  his  faint  [d)  coward  heart  empty  of  litely 
heat. 

XV. 

Himfelf  (weak  help  !)  was  all  his  confidence  ; 

He  fcorns  low  ebbs,  but  fwims  in  higheft  rifes  : 
His  limbs  with  arms  or  Ihield  he  would  not  fence, 
Such  coward  falliion  (fool  I)  he  much  defpifes  : 
Ev'n  for  his  fingle  fword  the  world  feems 
fcant;  [daunt: 

For  hundred  worlds  his  conqu'ring  arm  could 
Much  would  he  boldly  do  ;  but  much  more  bold- 
ly vaunt. 

XVI. 
With  him  'went  felf-admiring  Arrogance; 

And  Brag;  his  deeds  without  an  helper  praif- 


(J))  Featfulncfs. 

(<.)  0-uer-bulJneJ's ,  ur  Jo'il-hardinefs. 
(d)  The  philojopher   nightly   calls  fuch    fi^xtviiix^, 
£.thii.  3.  cap.  7.  not  only  fool-hardy,  hut  faint -hardy. 
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Blind  Carelcfi-nefs  before  would  lead  the  dance  ; 
Fear   ftok   behind,    thofe    vaunts   iu    balance 
payfing,  [lence, 

Which  far  their  deeds  outweigh'd  ;  their  vio- 
'Fore  danger  fpent  with  lavilh  diffluence, 
Was  none,  or  weak,  in  time  of  greatefl  exigence. 

xvii. 
As  when  a  fiery  courfer  ready  bent. 

Puts  forth  himfelf  at  firft  with  fwiftcft  pace  ; 
Till  with  too  fudden  flafh  his  fpirits  fpent, 
Already  fails  now  in  the  middle  race  : 

His  hanging  crefl  far  from  his  wonted  pride. 
No  longer  now  obeys  his  angry  guide  ; 
Rivers  of  fweat  and  blood  flow  from  his  gored  Cult. 

XVIII. 

Thus  ran  the  rafh  Tolmetes,  never  viewing 

The  fearful  fiends  that  duly  him  attended; 
Dcflru6tion  clofe  his  ueps  in  poft  purfuing ; 
And  certain  ruins  heavy  weights  depended 
Over  his  curfed  head  ;  and  fmooth-fac'd  guile. 
That  with  him  oft  would  loofcly  play  and 
fmile ;  [wile. 

Till  in  his  fnare  he  locli'd  his  feet  with  treach'ious 

SIX. 

Next  march'd  Afotus  (if),  carelefs  fpending  fwain  ; 

Who  with  a  fork  v.-ent  fpfeading  all  around. 
Which  his  old  fire  with  fweating  toil  and  pain. 
Long  time  was  raking  from  his  racked  ground  : 
In  giving  he  obferv'd  nor  form  nor  matter, 
But  beft  reward  he  got  (/),  that  beft  could 
flatter.  , 

Thus  what  he  thought  to  give,  he  did  not  give, 
but  fcatter. 

XX. 

Before  array'd  in  fumptuous  bravery, 

Deck'd  court-like  in  the  choice,  and  nevvefl  guife ; 
But  all  behird  like  drudj^ing  flavery. 

With  ragged  patches,  rent,  and  bared  thighs, 
His  (hameful  parts,  that  fhun  the  hated  light. 
Were  naked  left ;  (ah,  foul  unhonefl  fight !) 
Yet  neither  could  he  fee,  nor  feci  his  wretched 
plight. 

XXI. 

His  fhield  prefents  to  life,  death's  lateft  rites, 

A  fad  black  hearfe  borne  up  with  fable  fwalns  ; 

Which  many  idle  grooms  with  hundred  lights 

(Tapers,    lamps,   torches)    ufher   through    the 

plains  [brow, 

To  endlefs  darknefs  ;  while  the  fun's  bright 

With  fiery  beams,  quenches  their  fn'joking  tow. 

And  waftes  their  idle  coll :  the  word,  Nat  need,  but 

Jhoiii. 

xsii. 
A  vagrant  rout  (a  Ihoal  of  tattling  daw^s) 

Strew   him  with   vain   fpent  pray'rs  and  Idle 
lays; 
And  flatt'ry  to  hi^  fin  clofe  curtains  draws, 
,    Clawing  his  itching  ear  with  tickling  praife. 
/      Behind  fond  pity  much  his  fdll  lamented. 
And  mife!  y  that  former  waftc  repented  : 
The  ufurer  for  his  goods,  jail  for  hia  bones  in- 
dented. 

(f)  Prodigality. 
(/)  AnJU  Eih,  4. 


His  fteward  was  his  kinfman,  vain  expence. 

Who  proudly  ftrove  in  matters  light,  to  fliew 
Heroic  mind  in  braggart  affluence  ; 

So  loft  his  treafure,  getting  nought  in  lieu. 
But  oftentation  of  a  foolifli  pride, 
While  women  fond,  and  boys  flood  gaping 
wide  ; 
But  wife  men  all  his  wafte,  and  needlefs  coll  deride. 

XXIV. 

Next  Pleonedles  (g)  went,  his  gold  admiring. 

His  fervants  drudge,  flave  to  his  bafeft  flave  ; 
Never  enough,  and  flill  too  much  defiring  ; 
His  gold  his  god,  yet  in  an  iron  grave 

Himfelf  proteds  his  god  from  noifome  ruft- 

ing ;  [hifting ; 

Much  fears  to  keep,  much  more  to  loofe  hi* 

Himfelf  and  golden  god,  and  every  god  miftrull- 

ing. 

XXV. 

Age  on  his  hairs  the  winter  fnow  had  fpread  ; 

'J'liatfilver  badge  his  near  end  plainly  proves  : 
Yet  as  to  earth  {h)  he  nearer  bows  his  head, 
£0  loves  it  more  ;  for  Like  his  ULeJiill lovis. 
Deep  from  the  ground  he  digs  his  fweeteft 

gain, 
And  deep  into  the  earth  digs  back  with  pain  : 
From  hell  his  gold  he  brings,  and  hoards  in  hell 
again. 

XXVI. 

His  clothes  all  patch'd  with  more  than  boneft 

thrift,  [ing.c 

And  clouted  Ihoes  were  nail'd  for  fear  of  wall- 

Fafling  he  prais'd,  but  fparing  was  his  drift ; 

And  when  he  eats,  his  food  is  worfe  than  fnfling  : 

Thusftarves  in  ftore,thus  dothin  plenty  pine; 

Thus  wallowing  on  his  god,  his  heap  of  mine. 

He  feeds  his  familh'd  foul  with  that  deceiving 

fhine. 

XXVII, 

O,  hungry  metal!  falfe  deceitful  ray. 

Well  laid'ft  thou  dark,  prefs'd  in  th'  earths  hid- 
den womb ; 
Yet  through  our  mother's  entrails  cutting  way. 
We  drag  thy  buried  corfe  fr»m  hellilh  tomb  ; 
1  he  merchant  from  his  wife  and  home  de- 
parts. 
Nor  at  the  fwelling  ocean  ever  flarts; 
While  death  and  life  a  wall  of  thin  planks  only 
parts. 

XXVIII. 

Who  was  it  firfl,  that  from  thy  decpeft  cell. 

With  fo  much  cofily  toil  and  painful  fweat, 
Durft  rob  thy  palace  bord'ring  next  to  hell .' 
Well  may'ft  thou  come  from  that  infernal  feat. 
Thou  all  the  world  with  hell-black  deeps  doft 
fill.  [ill ! 

Fond  men,  that  with  fuch  pain  do  woo  your 
Needlefs  to  fend  for  grief,  for  he  is  next  us  ftiil. 

xxix. 
Hi=!  arms  v/ere  light  and  cheap,  as  made  to  fave 
His  puife,  not  limbs  ;  the  money,  not  the  man  ; 


{g)  Covetou/nefs. 
(/')  drij}.  Etb. 


Pdlij 


A'i^ 
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Rather  he  dies,  than  fpends  :  his  helmet  hraye. 
An  old  brafs  pot ;  brcaf>-plate,  a  dripping;-pan  : 
His  fpear  a  fpit,  a  poc-!id  broad  his  ilileld, 
Whole  fmoky  plain  a  chalk'd  Imprefe  fill'd  ; 
A  bag  fiire  feal'd  :  his  word,  J\duei)  better  fav  d  than 
fpiWd. 

XXX. 

By  Pleanrcftes,  {hamelefs  Sparing  went, 

Who  whines  and  weeps  to  beg  a  longer  day  ; 
Ye*  wich  a  thuiid'ring  voice  claims  jardy  rent; 
Quick  to  receive,  but  hard  and  flovi?  to  pay  : 
His  cares  to  lelTen  coft  with  cunning  bafe ; 
But  when  he's  forc'd  beyond  his  bounded 
fpace, 
Loud  would   he   cry,   and   howl,    while  others 
laugh  apace. 

XXXI. 

Lon^  after  went  Pufillus(i),  weakeft  heart ; 

Able  to  ferve,  and  able  to  command, 
But  tliought  himfclf  unfit  for  ejthcj-  part; 
And  now  full  loth,  amidit  the  warlike  band. 
Was  hither  dr^iwn  by  force  from  quiet  cell  ; 
Lonenefsbis  heav'n,and  hus^nef=,  was  his  hell. 
A  -weak  djlrujlful  heart  is  -virtue's  aguijh  fpe'(. 

XXXII. 
His  goodly  arms,  eaten  with  fliameful  rufl, 

Bewray'd  their  mafler's  eafe,  and  want  of  ufing; 
"Such  was  his  mind,  taiiited  with  idle  mufl ; 
His  poodly  gifts  with  little  ufe  abufing  : 

Upon  his  fliield  was  dra^n  that  noble  fwain, 
That  loth  to  change  his  love  and  quiet  reign, 
Tor  glorious  war-like  deeds,  did  crafty  madncfs 
feign. 

XXX]  IT. 

Tinely  the  workman  fram'd  the  toiifome  plough 

Drawn  with  an  ox  and  afs,  unequal  pair  ; 

W  hile  he  with  bufy  hand  his  fait  did  fow, 

■    And  at  the  furrow's  end,  his  deareft  heir   [ftill 

Did  helplefs  lie  ;  and  Greek  lords  watching, 

Obferv'd  his  hand,  guided  with  careful  will : 

About  was  wrote,  Who  nothing  doth,  doth  nothing  ill. 

XXXI V. 
By  him  went  Tdlenefs,  his  loved  friend. 

And  Shame  with  both;  with  all,  ragg'd  Poverty : 
Behind  fure  Punifiiment  did  clofe  attend, 
Waiting  awhile  fit  opportunity; 

And  taking  'count  of  hours  mifpent  in  vain, 
And  graces  lent  without' returning  gain, 
Pour'd  on  his  guilty  corfe,  late  grief,  and  helplefs 
pain. 

XXXV. 

This  dull  cold  earth  with  ftanding  water  froze; 

At  eafe  he  lies  un  coin  pretence  for  eafe  ; 
His  fojl  like  Ahaz's  dial,  while  it  goes 
'  Not  forward,  pofteth  backward  ten  degreei! : 
In's  couch  he's  pliant  wax  for  fiends  tb  fcal ; 
He  nej/er  fweats,  but  in  hi?  bed,  or  meal  : 
He'd  rather  fieal  than  work,  and  beg  than  ftrive 
to  Heal. 

XXXVI, 

All  oppofite,  though  he  his  brother  were, 

•  '  WasChauhus(i),  thattoohigh  himfelf  efteem'd: 


(j)  Feeble-mitidediiejs, 
(i)  A)rngaj-:j. 


All  things  he  undertook,  nor  could  he  fear 

His  power  too  weak,  or  boafted  ftrkngth  mlf- 
deem'd  ; 
With   his  own   praife,  like  windj^  bladder 

blown  : 
His  eyes  too  little,  or  too  much  his  own  : 
For  (/)  known   to  all   men  weak,  was  to  himfclf 
unknown.  ' 

XXXVII. 
Fondly  himfelf  with  praifing  he  difprais'd 

Vaunting  his  deeds  and  worth  with  idle  breath  ; 
So  raz'd  himfelf,  what  he  hiaafelf  had  rais'd  : 
On's  Ihield  a  boy  threatens  high  Phcbus'  death. 
Aiming  his  arrow  at  his  pureft  light : 
But  foon  the  thin  reed,  Ijr'd  with  lightning 
bright, 
Fell  idly  on  the  ftrand :  his  word,  Tet  high,  and  right, 

xxxviii. 
Next  brave  Philotimus(<K)in  poft  did  ride: 

Like  rifing  ladders  was  his  climbing  mind  ; 
His  high-flnwn  tlioughts,  had  wings  of  courtly 
pride. 
Which  by  foul  rife  to  greataft  height  indin'd  ; 
His  heart  afpirirg  fwell'd  until  it  burft  : 
But  when  he  gam'd  the  top,vi'ith  fpite  accurft, 
Down  would  he  fling  the  fteps  by  which  he  ciam^ 
ber=d  firft. 

xxxtx. 
His  head's  a  {hop  furnifh'd  with  looms  of  flate  : 
His   brain   the  weaver,   thoughts  are    fhuttles 
hght,  _        , 

With  which,  in  fpite  of  heav'n,  he  weaves  his  fate; 
Honour  his  web :  thus  works  he  day  and  night, 
'fill  fates  cut  off  his  thread  ;  fo  heapeth  fins. 
And  plagues,  nor  once  enjoys  the  place  he 
wijis  ; 
But  where  his  old  race  ends,  there  his  new  race 
begins. 

XL. 

Ah,  filly  man,  who  dreani'ft  that  honour  (lands 

In  ruling  others,  not  thyfelf ! — thy  flaves 

Serve  thee,  and  thou  thy  flaves  : — in  iron  bands 

Thy  fervile  fpirit  preft:  with  wild  pafTions  ravts. 

Wouldft;  thou  live  honour'd,  clip  ambition's 

wing; 
To  reafon's  yoke,  thy  furious  pafTions  bring. 
Thrici  noble  is  the  man,  lube  af  himjtlfis  king. 

xn. 
Upon  his  fhield  was  fram'd  that  vent'rous  lad, 

That  durft  affay  the  fun's  bright  flaming  team  ; 
Spite  of  his  feeble  hands,  the  horfes  mad 

Fling  down  on   burning  earth    the    fcorching 
beam  ; 
So  made  the  flame  in  which  hi;rifelf  was  fir'd  j 
The  world  the  bonfire  was,  where  he  expir'd  : 
His  motto  written  th\X'i,7'et  hadiuhat  bed,'ftr''d. 

XLII. 

But  Atimus  (n),  a  carelefs,  idle  fwain. 

Though  glory  offer'd  him  her  fweet  embrace, 

And  fair  occafion,  with  little  pain, 

Reach'd  him  her  ivory  hand;  yet  (lozel  bafe  .•) 


ce 

i 


(/)  The  arrogant  are  motejiupid,  Ar'Ji.  Eth.  \, 
(ot)  Ambition .  • 

(«)  Bi'fcnrfs  of  mild. 
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Rather   his  way,  and  her  fair  felf  declin'd ; 
Well  did  he  theiiceprove  hisdegen'rousmind  : 
Bafe  were  his  refly  thoughts  ;  bafe  was  his  dung- 
hill kind. 

XLin. 
And  now  by  force  dragg'd  from  the  rnonkifh'cell, 
Where  teeth  he  only  us'd,  nor  hands,  nor  brains, 
But  in  fmopth  ftreams,  fwam  down  through  eafc 
to  hell ; 
Hiswork  to  eat,  drink,  fleep,  and  purge  his  reins. 
He  left  his  heart  behind  him  with  his  feaft  : 
His  target  with  a  flying  dart  was  drefs'd, 
Pofting  unto  his  mark  :  the  word,  I  move  to  tif, 

XLIV. 

Next  Colax  (/>),  all  his  words  with  fugar  fpices; 
His   fervile  tongue,   bafe    flave    to    greatnefs' 
name, 
Runs  nimble  defcant  on  the  plaineft  vices; 

He  lets  his  tongue  to  fin,  takes  rent  of  ihame  ; 
He    temp'ring '  lies,   porter    to    th'  ear    re- 

fides  ; 
Like  Indian  apple,  which  with  painted  fides. 
More  dangerous  within  his  lurking  poifon  hides. 

XLV. 

So  echo,  to  the  voice  her  voice  conforming, 

From  hollow  breafl  for  one  will  two  repay  ; 
So  like  the  rock  it  holds,  itfelf  transforming, 
Thatjubtil  fifh  hunts  for  her  headlefs  prey  : 
So  ciafty  fowlers  with  their  fair  deceits 
Allure  the  hungry  bird  ;  fo  fifher  waits 
To  bait  himfelf  with  fifli,  his  hook  and  filh  with 
baits. 

XI.VI. 

His  art  is  but  to  hide,  not  heal  a  fore  \ 

To  nourifh  pride,  to  ftranglc  confcience  ;. 
To  drain  the  rich,  his  own  dry  pits  to  ftore  ; 
To  fpoil  the  precious  foul,  to  pleafe  vile  fenfe  : 
A  carrion-crow  he  is,  a  gaping  grave. 
The  rich  coat's  moth,  the  court's  bane,  trench- 
er's flave, 
Sin's  and  hell's  winning  bawd,  the  devil's  faft'- 
ring  knave. 

XLVII. 

A  mifl  he  cafts  before  his  patron's  fight, 

That  blackeft  vices  never  once  appear  \ 
But  greater  than  it  is  feems  virtue's  light ; 
His  lord's  difpleafure  is  his  only  fear  : 
His  clawing  lies,  tickling  the  fenfes  frail 
To  death,  make  open  way  where  force  would 
fall. 
Lefs  hurts  the  lion's  patv,  than  foxes  foftejl  tail. 

xLvni. 
His  arms  with  hundred  tongues  were  po\yder'd 

gay, 

(The  mint  of  lies)  gilt,fil'd,  the  fenfe  to  pleafe  ; 
HLs  fword,  which  in  his  mouth  clofe  fheathed  lay. 
Sharper  than  death,  and  fram'd  to  kill  with 
eafe. 
Ah,  curfed  weapon,  life  with  pleafure  fpll- 

ling ! 
The  Sardoin  herb,  with  many  branches  filling 
His  fliield,  was  his  device  :  the  word,  J  pleafe  in 
killinfr. 


^)  Fhitiry. 


Bafe  flave  !  how  crawl'ft  thou  from  thy  dunghill 
neft. 
Where  thou  waft  hatch'd  by  (hame  and  beggary. 
And  percheft  in  the  learn'd  and  noble  breaft  ? 
Nobles  of  thee  their  courtfhip  learn  ;  of  thee 
Arts  learn  new  art  their  learning  to  adorn  : 
(Ah,  wretched  minds  !)  he  is  not  nobly  born. 
Nor  learn'd,  that  doth  not   thy  ignoble  learning 
fcorn. 

L. 
Clofe  to  him  Plcafing  went,  with  painted  face. 

And  Honour  by  forne  hidden  cunning  made  ; 
Not  Honour's  felf,  but  Honour's  femblance  bafe. 
For  foon  it  vanilh'd  like  an  empty  (hade  : 
Behind,  his  parents  duly  him  attend  ; 
With  them  he  forced  is  his  age  to  fpend  : 
Shame  his  beginning  was,  and  Ihame  muft  be  his 
end. 

LI. 

Next  foUow'd  Dyfcolus  (7)  a  froward  wight ; 

His  lips  all  fwol'n,  and  eye-brows  ever  bent ; 
With  footy  locks,  fwart  looks,  and  fcouling  tight; 
His  face  a  tell-tale  to  his  fowl  intent  : 

He  nothing  lik'd,  or  prais'd  ;  but  reprehend- 
ed 
What  every  one  befide  himfelf  commended. 
Humours  of  tongues  impofthum'd,  purg'd   with 
Ihame,  are  mended. 

LIT. 

His  mouth  a  pois'nous  quiver,  where  he  hides 

Sharp  venom'd  arrows,  which  his  bitter  tongue. 
With  fquibs,  carps,  jefts,  unto  their  obje A  guides ; 
Nor    fe?irs  he    gods    on    earth,   or  heav'n    t» 
wrong  ; 
Upon  his  fhield  was  fairly  drawn  to  fight, 
A  raging  dog,  foaming  out  wrath  and  fpite  : 
The  word  to  his  device,  Impartial  all  I  bite, 

LIII. 

Geloios  (0  next  enfu'd,  a  merry  Greek, 

Whofe  life  was  laughter  vain,  and  mirth   mif- 
plac'd ; 
His  fpeeches  broad,  to  Ihame  the  niodeft  check  ; 
Nae  car'd  he  whom,  or  when,  or  how  difgrac'd  ; 
Salt,  round  about  he  flung  upon  the  fand 
If  in  his  way  his  friend  or  father  ftand, 
His  father  and  his  friend  he  fpreads  with  carelefs 
hand. 

Liv. 
His  foul  jefts,   fteep'd  and  drown'd  in  laughter 
vain 
And  rotten  fpeech  (ah !)  was  not  mirth,  but 
madnefs : 
His  armour  crackling  thorns  all  flaming  ftain 
With  golden  fires  (emblem  of  foppifti  gladnefs): 
Upon  his  (hield  two  laughing.iools  you  fee, 
(In  number  he  the  third,  firft  m  degree) 
At  which   himfelf  would  laugh,   and  fleer;  hi» 
word,   li'^e  three. 

LV. 

And  after  Agrios  (/)  a  fullen  fwain  ; 

All  mirth  that  in  himfelf  and  others  hated ; 

{q)    Moroftty.  (r)  Mad  lavghter,  Ecchf.  il.  S* 

I        (/)   K"f'"'y^  or  ferity. 

I         •  D  d  iii] 
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Dull,  dead,  and  leaden,  was  his  cheerlefs  vein  ; 
His  weary  fenfe  he  never  recreated  ; 

Aud  now   he  maxch'd  as  if  he   fomewhat 

dream'd  : 
All  honeft  joy,  but  madnefs  he  efteem'd, 
Refrefhing's  idlenefs ;  but  fport,  he  folly  deem'd. 

LVX. 

Jn's  arms,  his  mind  the  workman  fit  exprefs'd, 
Which  all  with  quenched  Jamps,  but  fnioking 
yet 
And  foully  ftinking,  were  full  quaintly  drefs'd 
To  blind,  not  light  the  eyes,  to  choke,  not  heat: 
Upon  his  fliield  an  heap  of  fenny  mire. 
In  flags  and  turfs  (with  funs  yet  never  diier) 
Did  fmoth'ring  lie,  not  burn  :  hi»  word,  Smoke 
ivitbcut^re, 

-     LVIII. 

Lafl;  Impudence,  whofe  never  changing  face 

Knew  but  one  colour;  with  fome  brafs-brow'd 
lie. 

And  laughing  loud  flie  drowns  her  juft  difgrace  : 
About  her  all  the  fiends  in  armies  fly  : 


Her  feather'd  beaver  fidelong  cock'd.in  guife 
Of  roaring  boys ;  fet  look,  with  fixed  eyes 
Out- looks  all  fhame-fac'd  forms,  all  modcfty  de- 
fies. 

LVIII. 

And  as  her  thoughts,  fo  arms  all  black  as  hell. 

Her  brazen  fhield  two  fable  dogs  adorn, 
Who  each  at  ether  ftare,  and  fnarl,  and  fwel!  : 
Beneath  the  word  was  fet,  All  change  I fcarn. 
But  if  I  all  this  rout  in  foul  array 
Should  mufter  up,  and  place  in  battle  ray. 
Too  long  yourfclves  and  flocks  my  tedious  fong 
would  ftay. 

i.rx. 
The  aged  day  grows  dim,  and  homeward  calls : 

The  parting  fun  (man's  flate  defcribing  well) 
Falls  when  he  rifes,  rifes  when  he  falls  : 
bo  we  by  falling  rofe,  by  rifing  fell. 

The  fhady  cloud  of  night  'gins  fofrly  creep,. 
And  all  our  world  with  fable  ti'iiilure  fteep  : 
Home  now  ye  ihepherd-fwajns ;  home  now  my  lov- 
ed fheep. 


GANTO    IX, 


Th'i:  bridegroom  fun,  who  late  the  earth  had 
fpous'd. 
Leaves  his  Itar-chamber ;  early  in  the  eaft 
fie  (hook  his  fparkling  locks,  head  lively  rouz'd, 
'  While    morn    his   couch    with   blufliing   rofcs 
drefl ; 
His  fliines  the  earth  foon  latcht  to  gild  her 

flow'xs : 
Phofphor   his    gold-fleec'd   drove    folds  in 
their  bow'rs. 
Which  all  the  night  had  graz'd  aboyt  th'  Olympic 
towers. 
«  ,  ii- 

The  cheerful  lark,  mounting  from  early  bed, 

With  fweet  falutes  awakes  the  drowfy  light; 
'J'he  earth  fhe  left,  and  up  to  heav'n  is  fied; 

There  chants  her  Maker's  praifes  out  of  fi^ht. 
Earth  fcems  a  mole-hill,  men  but  ants  to  be; 
Teaching  proud  men,  that  foar  to  high  de- 
gree, 
fjThe  further   up  th.'y  climb,  the  lef?  they  feein 
and  Tec. 

III. 
5*116  fbcpherds  met,  and  Thomalin  began  ; 

Young  Thomaliri,  wbofc' notes  and  filver  firing 
Silence  the  rifipg  lark,  and  falling  fwan  : 
■    Coaic  Thirfil,  er.d  thy  by,  and  chetrly  fing ; 


Heard  how  the  larfcsgive  welcome  to  the  day, 
Temp'ring  their  fwecteft  notes  unto  thy  lay ; 
Up  then,  thou  loved  fwain;  why  doft  thou  longer 
ftay? 

V' 

Well  fett'ft  thou,  friend,  the  lark  before  mine  eyet, 

Much  eafier  to  hear  than  imitate ; 
Her  wiugs  lift  up  her  notes  to  lofty  3ties.; 
But  me  a  leaden  flcep,  and  earthly  fiate, 
Down  to  the  centre  ties  with  captive  firing; 
Well  might  I  follow  here  her  note  and  wing ; 
Singing  flie  lofty  mounts ;  ah  !  mounting  fliould 
I  iing. 

y. 
Oh,  thou  dread  king  of  that  heroic  band ! 

Which  by  thy  pow'r  beats  back  thefe  helliik 

fpritea, 

Fvefcuingthisftate  from  death  and  bafe  command. 

Tell  me,  dread  king!  what  are  ihofe  warlik 

knights? 

■yVhat  force  ?  what  arms  ?    where  lies  their 

ftrength's  increafc. 
That  though  fo  few  in  nomber,  nfver  ceafe 
To  keep  this  Ceged  town,  'gainft  numbers  n-urij. 
berlefs  \ 

yi. 
The  firft  commanders  in  this  holy  train. 
Leaders  to  all  the  reft,  an  accient  pair  \ 
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Long  fince  fure  link'd  in  wedlock's fweeteft  chain; 
His  name  Spirito,  fhe  Urania  (a)  fair  : 

Fair  had  flie  been,  and  full  of  heav'nly  gtace, 
And  he  in  youth  a  mighty  warrior  was. 
Both  now  more  fair,  and  ftrong,  which  prov'd 
their  heav'nly  race. 

VII. 

His  armsjwith  flaming  tongues  all  fparkled  bright, 
Bright  flaming  tongues,  in  divers  fe<ftions  part- 
ed; 
His  piercing  fword,  edg'd  with  their  fiery  light, 
'Twixt  bones  and  marrow,  foul  and  fpirit  dlf- 
parted. 
Upon  iiis  {hield  was  drawn  a  glorious  dove, 
'Gainll  whom  the  proudeft  eagle  dares  not 
move  ; 
jBlitt'ring  in    beams ;    his  word,    Covquring  by 
feact  and  lo^e. 

VII!. 

^ut  fhe,  Amazon-like,  in  azure  arms, 

Silver'd  with  liars,  and  gilt  with  fanny  rays; 
Per  mighty  fpoufe  in  fight,  and  fierce  alarms, 
Attends,  and  equals  in  thefe  bloody  frays  ; 
And  on  her  fhield  an  heav'nly  globe  (dif- 

playing        _  ,  _ 

The  conflellations,  lower  bodies  fwaying, 
Sway'd  by  the  higher)  fhe  bore:  her  word,  I ruli 
obeying. 

IS. 

About  them  fwarm'd  their  fruitful  progeny; 
An  heav'nly  offspring  of  an  heav'rjy  bed; 
Well  mought  you  in  their  looks  his  ftoutnefs  fee, 
With  her  fwee^  graces  lovely  tempered. 

fit  youths  they  feem'd    to  play  in   princes 
t.    -     hall, 
^,  ■  (But  ah  !  long  fince  they  thence  were  ba.- 

nifli'd  all) 
Dr  Ihine  in  glitt'ring  arms,  when  need  fierce  war 
doth  call. 

X. 

The  firft  m  order  (nor  in  worth  the  lafl) 

Is  Knowledge,  drawn  from  peace,  and  mufe's 
fpring. 
Where  fhaded  in  fair  Sinai's  groves,  his  tafle 
He  feafts  with  words,  and  works  of  heav'nly 
king; 
But  now  to  bloody  field  is  fully  bent : 
Yet  flill  he  feem'd  to  ftudy  as  he  went ; 
His  arms  cut  all  in  books ;  flrong  ihield  flight  pa- 
pers lent. 

XI. 

His  glitt'ring  armour  fhin'd  like  burning  day, 
Garnifh'd    with    golden    funs,     aiid    radiant 
flow'rs; 
Which  turn  their  bending  heads  to  Phoebus'  ray, 
And  when  he  fails,  ihut  up  their  leafy  bow'rs; 
Upon  his  Ihield  the  filver  moon  did  bend 
Her   horned  bow,   and  round   her  arrows 
fpend ; 
]His  word  in  filver  wrote,  /  b^rrczu  -wl/af  I  lend. 

XII. 

All  that  he  faw,  all  that  he  heard,  were  books, 
In  which  he  read,  and  learn'd  jjfc  Maker's  will; 


6?)  H:avt 


Moft  on  his  tvord,  but  much  on  heav'n  he  looks. 

And  thence  admires  with  praife  the  workman's 

Ikill.  [tion, 

Clofe   to  him  went  flill-mufing  Contempla- 

'I'hat  made  good  ufe  of  ills  by  meditation; 

So  to  him  ill  itfelf  was  good,  by  ftrange  mutation. 

XJII. 

And  Care,  who  never  from  his  fides  would  part. 
Of  Knowledge  oft  the  ways  and  means  inquir- 
ing. 
To  pradlice  what  he  learn'd  from  holy  art ; 
And  oft  with  tears,  and  oft  with  fighsdefiring 
Aid  from  that  Sovereign  guide,  whofe  ways 

fo  fleep. 
Though  fain  he  would,  yet  weak,  he  could 
not  keep ; 
But  when  he  could  not  go,  yet  forward  would  he 
creep. 

XIV. 

Next  Tapinu5,  (^)  whofe   fweet,  though  lowly 
grace. 
All  other  higher  than  himfelf  efleem'd; 
He  in  himfelf  priz'd  things  as  mean  and  bafe, 
Which  yet  in  ochers  great  and  glorious  feem'd  j 
All  ill  due  debt,  good  undeferv'd  he  thought; 
His   heart  a  low-roof 'd  houfe,  but  fweetly 
wrought. 
Where  God  himfelf  would  dwell,  though  he  it 
dearly  bought. 

XV. 

Honour  he  (huns,  yet  i»  the  way  unto  him; 

As   hell,   he    hates  advancement    won    with 
bribes ; 
But  public  place,and  charge  are  forc'd  to  woo  him; 
He  good  to  grace,  ill  10  dcfert  afcribes  : 
Him  (as  his  Lord)  con:eiits  a  lowly  room, 
Whofe  firft  houfe  was  the  blelTed  virgin's 
womb. 
The  next  a  cratch,  the  third  a  crofs,  the  fourth  a 
to.-nb. 

XVI. 

So  choiceft  drugs  in  meaneft  Ihrubs  are  found ; 

So  precious  gold  in  deepeft  centre  dwells ; 
So  fweeteft  vi'lets  trail  on  lowly  ground ; 
So  richeft  pearls  lie  clos'd  in  vileft  fhells  : 
So  loweft  dales  we  let  athigheft  rates; 
So  creeping  ftrawberrles  yield  dalntieft  cates. 
The  higheft  highly  loves  the  low,  the  lofty  hate$. 

XVII. 

Upon  his  fliield  was  drawn  that  Ihepherd  lad, 
Who  with   a  fling  threw  down  faint  Ifrael's 
fears ; 
And  in  his  hand  his  fpoils,  and  trophies  glad. 
The   monfter's  fword   and  head,   he  bravejy 
bears : 
Plain  in  his  lovely  face  you  might  behold 
A  blufhing  meeknefs  met  with  courage  bold  ; 
Little,  not  tittle  ivorth,  was  fairly  wrote  in  gold. 

XVIJI. 

With  him  his  kinfman  both  in  birth  and  name. 
Obedience,  taught  by  many  bitter  fhow'rs 

In  humble  bonds  his  paflions  proud  to  tamej, 
And  low  fubmit  unto  the  higher  pow'is; 

(/')  Ilmilify, 
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But  yet  no  fervllc  yoke  his  forehead  brands  ; 
For  ty'd  in  luch  an  holy  I'ervice  bands, 
In  this  obedience  rules,  and  ferving  thus  com- 
mands. 

XIX. 

By  them  went  Fido  (<r),  marlhal  of  the  field  ; 

Weak  was  his  mother  when  fhe  gave  him  day  ; 
And  he  at  firft  a  fick  and  weakly  child, 

As  e'er  with  tears  welcom'd  the  funny  ray  ; 
Yet  when  more  years  afford  more  growth 

and  might, 
A  champion  ftout  he  was,  and  puifTant  knight. 
As  ever  came  in  field,  or  flione  in  armour  bright. 

XX. 

So  may  we  fee  a  little  lionet. 

When  newly  whelpt,  a  weak  and  tender  thing, 
Defpis'd  by  ev'ry  beaft;  but  waxen  great. 

When   fuller  times,   full  flrength  and   courage 
bring ;  [dore, 

The  beafts  all  crbaching  low,  their  king  a- 
And  dare  not  fee  what  they  contemn'd  be- 
fore; 
The  trembling  foreft  quakes  at  his  affrighting 
roar. 

XXI. 

Mountains  he  flings  in  feas  with  mighty  hand  ; 

Stops  and  turns  back  the  fun's  impetuous  courfe; 
Nature  breaks  nature's  laws  at  his  command  ; 
No  force  of  hell  or  heav'n  withftands  his  force  ; 
Events  to  come  yet  many  ages  hence, 
He  prefent  makes,  by  wondrous  prefcience  ; 
Proving  the  fenfes  blind,  by  being  blind  to  fenfc. 

XXII. 

His  flcy-like  arms,  dy'd  all  in  blue  and  white. 

And  fet  with  golden  ftars  that  flamed  wide ; 
His  fliield  invlfible  to  mortal  fight. 
Yet  he  upon  it  eafily  defcry'd 

The  lively  femblance  of  his  dying  Lord, 
Whofe   bleeding  fide  with  wicked  ft  eel  vvas 
gor'd ; 
Which  to  his  fainting  fplrits  new  courage  would 
afford. 

XXIII. 

Strange  wa<  the  force  of  that  enchanted  fhield. 
Which  higheft   pow'rs  to  it  from  heav'n  im- 
part : 
For  who  cpuld  bear  it  well,  and  rightly  wield  ; 
It  fav'd   from  fword,  and  fpear,  and  poifon'd 
dart : 
Well  might  he  flip,  but  yet  not  wholly  fall ; 
No  final  lofs  his  courage  might  appal; 
Growing  more  found  by  wounds,  and  rifing  by 
his  fall. 

XXIV. 

So  fome  have  feign'd  that  Tellus'  giant  fon. 
Drew  many  new-born  lives  from  his  dead  mo- 
ther; 
Another  rofe  as  foon  as  one  was  done. 

And  twenty  loft,  yet  flill  remain'd  another  ; 
For  when  he  fell,  and  kifs'd  the  barren  heath, 
His  parent  ftraight  infpir'd  fucccffive  breath; 
And  though  herfelf  was  dead,  ye:  ranfom'd  him 
from  death. 

(0  Faltl,. 


With  him  his  nurfe,  went  careful  Acoe;  (,/) 
Whofe  hands  firft   from    his    mother's  womli 
did  take  him, 
And  ever  fince  have  fofter'd  tenderly  : 

She  never  migbt,  fhe  never  would  forfake  him  ; 
And  he  her  lov'd  again  with  mutual  band ; 
For  by  her  needful  help  he  oft  did  ftand. 
When  elfe  he  foon  would  fail,  and  fall  in  focmens 
hand. 

XXVI. 

with  both,  fweet  Meditation  ever  pac'd. 

His  nurfe's  daughter,  and  hisfofter  fifter; 
Dear  as  his  foul,  he  in  his  foul  her  plac'd. 

And  oft  embrac'd,  and  oft  by  ftealth  he  kifs'd 
her  ; 
For  ftie  had  taught  him  by  her  filent  talk 
To  tread   the  fafe,  and  dang'rous  ways  t9 
balk; 
And  brought  his  God  with  him,  him  wifh  his  Go^ 
to  walk. 

XXVII. 

Behind  him  Penitence  did  fadly  go, 

Whofe  cloudy  dropping  eyes  vvere  ever  raining; 
Her  fwelling  tears,  which,  e'vn  in  ebbing  flow, 
Furrow  her  cheek,  the  finful  puddles  draining : 
Much  feem'd  fhe  in  her  penfive  thought  mo- 
lefted,  '  [fefted^; 

And  much  the  mocking  world  her  foul  in- 
More  file  the  hateful  world,  and  moft  herfelf  de- 
tefted. 

XXVIII. 

she  was  the  objeft  of  lewd  men's  difgrace. 

The  fquint-ey'd  wrie-mouth'd  feoff  of  carnal 
hearts; 
Yet  fmiling  heav'n  delights  to  kifs  her  face, 
And  with  his  blood  God   bathes  her  painfu! 
fmarts : 
Affli(Sion's  iron  flail  her  foul  had  thrafti'd  ; 
Sharp    circumcifion's    knife    her    heart   ha4 
flafli'd  ; 
Yet  was  it  angels  wine,  which  in  her  eyes  was 
mafli'd. 

XXIX. 

With  her  a  troop  of  mournful  grooms  abiding 

Helpwith  their  fallen  blacks  their  miftrefs'  vvoe  ; 
Amendment  ftill  (but  his  own  faults)  chiding. 
And  Pennance  arm'd  with  fmarting  whips  did 
go: 
Then  fad  Remorfe  came  fighingall  the  way; 
Laft  SatisfaAion,  giving  all  away  : 
Much  furely  did  he  owe,  much  more  he  would  rp« 
pay. 

XS]f. 

NeXj  went  Elpinus,  (?)  clad  in  fk5'-like  blue; 
And    through   his  arms   few   ftars  did  feem  to 
peep. 
Which  there  the  workman's  hand  fo  finely  drew, 
That  rock'd  in  clouds  they  foftly  feem  td  fleep : 
His  rugged  fliield  was  like  a  rocky  mould, 
On  which  an  anchor  bit  with  fureft  hold, ' 
/  Lold  by  being  held,  was  written  round  in  gold. 

(^)  Hearing, 
CO    Hoi'e-. 
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XXXI. 

Nothing  fo  cheerful  was  his  thoughtful  face, 

As  was  his  broth'r  Fido's  : — fear  feem'd  dwell 
Clofe  by  his  heart;    his  colour  chang'd  apace, 
And  went,  and  came,  that  fure  all  was  not 
well: 
Therefore  a  comely  inaid  did  oft  fudain 
His  fainting  fteps,  and  fleeting  life  maintain  : 
Pollicita  {/)  (lie  hight,  which  ne'er  could  lie  or 
feign. 

XXXII. 

Next  to  Elpinus  march'd  his  brother  Love ; 

Nor  that  great  love  which  cloth'd  his  God- 
head bright 
With  rags  of  ilefh,  and  now  again  above 

Hath  drefs'd  his  fiefii  Lu  heav'n's  eternal  light : 
Much  leis  the  brat  of  that  falfe  Cyprian  dame, 
Begot  by  frorh,  and  fire,  in  bed  of  fhame. 
And  now  burns  idle  hearts  fwelt'ring   in  luftful 
flame, 

XXXIII. 

But  this  from  heav'n  brings  his  imm"rtal  race, 

And  nurs'd  by  gratitude,  whofe  careful  arms 
Lone:  held,  and  hold  him  ftill  in  kind  eaibrace  : 
But  train'd  to  daily  wars,  and  fierce  alarms, 
He  grew  to  wond'rous  ftrength  and  beauty 

rare : 
Next  that  God  Love,  from  whem   his  off- 
fprings  are.  [compare. 

No  match  in  earth  or  heay'n  may  with  this  love 

xxxiv. 
His  page,  who  from  his  fide  might  never  move, 
Remembrance,  on  him  wiiits;  in   books  recit- 
ing 
The  famous  paffions  of  that  higheft  love. 

His  burning  zeal  to  greater  flames  exciting  ; 
Deep  would    he    figh,  and  feem    epafiion'd 

f(ire, 
And  oft  with  tears  his  backward  heart  deplore, 
That  loving  all   he  could,  he  lov'd   that  love  no 
more. 

XXXV. 

Yet  fure  he  truly  lov'd,  and  honour'd  dear    [fpy'd 
That  glorio'.is  Name  ;    for   when,  or  wliere  he 
Wrong'd,  or  in  helliih  fpeech  blafphem'd  did  hear, 
Boldly  the  rafh  blafphemer  he  defy'd, 

And  forc'd  him  eat  the  words  he  foully  fpake: 
But  if  for  Him,  he  grief  or  death  did  take. 
That  grief  he  counted  joy,  and  death,  life  lor  his 
fake. 

XXXVI. 

His  glitt'ring  arms,  drefs'd  all  with  fiery  hearts 

Seem'd  burn  in  chafle  delire,  and  heav'nly  flame: 
And  on  his  fliieid  kind  Jonathan  imparts 

To  his  foul's  friend,  his  robes,  and  princely  name. 
And  kingly  throne,  which  mortals  fo  adore  : 
And  round  about  was  writ  in  golden  ore, 
M^ell  might  he gi-ve  him  all,  that  gave  his  life  before. 

xj:xvir. 
Thefe  led  the  vanguard ;  and  an  hundred  moe 

Fili'd  up  the  empty  ranks  with  order'd  train  : 
But  firft;  in  middlcward  did  jufiiy  go 

in  goodly  arms  a  frefli  and  lovjy  fwain, 

(/}   Promife, 
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Vaunting  himfelf  Love's  twin,  but  younger 

brother  : 
Well  mought  it  be.  for  e'en  their  very  mother. 
With  pleafing  error  oft  miftook  the  one  for  tli' 
other. 

xxxvni. 
As  when  fair  Paris  gave  that  golden  ball, 

A  thoufand  doubts  ran  in  his  ftagg'ring  breafl : 
All  Ijk'd  him  well,  i'ain  would  he  give  it  all  ? 
Each  better  feems,  and  ftill  the  laft  ftcms  beft  : 
Doubts  ever  new  his  reaching  hand  deferr'd  ; 
The  more  he  looks,  the  more  his  judgment 
err'd  : 
So  flie  firft  this,  then  that,  then  none,  then  both 
prtferr'd. 

xxxix. 
Like  them,  their  armour  feem'd  full  near  of  kia  : 

In  this  they  only  differ;  th'  elder  bent 
His  higher  foul  to  heav'n ;  the  younger  twin 
'Mong  mortals  here  his  love  and  kindnefs  fpent; 
Teaching  (ftrange  alchymy)   to  get  a  living' 
By  felling  hnd,  and  to  grow  rich  by  givin"-;' 
By  emptying,  filling  bags,  fo  heav'n  by  earth  at- 
chieving. 

XL. 

About  him  troop  the  poor  with  num'rous  trains 

Whom  he  with  tender  care,  and  large  expence 
With  kindeft  words,  and  luccour  entertains  • 
Ne  looks  for  thanks,  or  thinks  of  recompence: 
His  wardrobe  ferves  to  clothe  the  naked  fide 
And  fliameful  parts  of  bared  bodies  hide  ; 
If  other  clothes  he  lack'd,  his  own  he  would  divide, 

XLI. 

To  rogues,  his  gate  was  ftiut;  but  open  lay- 
Kindly  the  weary  traveller  inviting  ; 
Oft  therefore  angels  hid  in  moital  clay. 

And  God  himfelf  in  his  free  roofs  delighting. 
Lowly  fo  vifit  him  would  not  dildain, 
And  in  his  narrow  cabin  oft  remain  ; 
Whom  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  all  the  world  can- 
not contain. 

XLII. 

His  table  ftill  was  fijl'd  with  wholefome  meat, 

Net  to  provoke,  but  quiet  appetite  ; 
And  round  about  the  hungry  freely  eat, 

With  plenteous  cates  cheering  their  feeble  fprite: 
Their    earnefl:    vows    open    heav'n's    wide 

door  ; 
That  not  in  vain  fweet  plenty  evermore 
With  gracious  eye  looks  down  upon  hisblefl"edftore. 

XLIII. 

Behind  attend  him  in  an  uncouth  wife, 

A  troop  with  little  caps,  and  fliaved  head  ; 
Such  whifome  was  cnfranchis'd  bondmen's  guife, 
l«iew  freed  from  cruel  maftcrs  fervile  dread  : 
Ihefe    had   he   lately  bought    from    captive 

chain ; 
Hence  they  his  triumph  fing  with  joyful  ftrain. 
And  on   his   head  due  praifc,  and  thoufand  blcf- 
fings  rain. 

XL  IV.  , 

He  was  a  father  to  the  fatherlcfs. 

To  widows  he  fupply'd  an  hufoand's  care  ; 

Nor  would  he  heap  up  woe  to  their  diflnfs, 
Or  by  a  guardian'b  name  their  fiate  imp ii?; 
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But  rcfcuc  them  fromftrongoppreflbr's  might; 
Nor  doth  he  weigh  the  great  man's  heavy 
fpite. 
Who  fears  the  higbeji  Judge,  needs  fear  no  mortal  •wlgbt, 

XLV. 

Once  ev'ry  week  he  on  his  progrefs  went, 

The  fick  to  vifit,  and  thofe  meagre  fwain?. 
Which  all  their  weary  life  in  d;irknefs  fpent, 
Clogg'd   with   cold  iron,  prefs'd   with    heavy 
chains  :  [fpend  it, 

t         He  hoards  not  wealth  for  his  loofe  heir  to 
But  with  a  wjilling  hand  doth  well  expend  it. 
Qooi  then  ii  only  goid  xuhea  to  our  God  ive  lend  it. 
XtVI. 

And  when  the  dead  by  cruel  tyrant's  fpite, 

Lie  out  to  rav'nous  birds  and  beafls  expos'd. 
His  yearnful  heart  pitying  that  wretched  fight, 
In  feemly  graves  their  weary  flefh  enclos'd, 
And  ftrew'd  with  dainty  flow'rs  the  lowly 

hearfe ; 
Th«n  all  alone  the  laft  words  did  rehearfe, 
Bidding  them  foftly  fleep  in  his  fad  fighing  verfe. 

XLVII. 

So  once  that  royal  maid  {g)  fierce  Thebes  beguil'd, 
Though  wilful  Creon  proudly  did  forbid  her  ; 

Her  brother  from  his  home  and  tomb  exil'd, 
(While   willing  night  in   darknefs  fafely  hid 
her) 


■     ((t)   Antigone,  daughter  of  Oedipus,  contrary  to  the 
tdih  of  Creon,  buries  Folynicet. 


She  lowly  laid  in  earth's  all-covering  fhade  : 

Her  dainty  hands  (not  us'd  to  fuch  a  trade^ 

She  with  a  mattock  toils,  and  with  a  weary  fpade. 

XLVllI. 

Yet  feels  flie  neither  fweat,  nor  irkfomc  pain, 

Till  now  his  grave  was  fully  finifiied  ; 
Then  on  his  wounds  her  cloudy  eyes  'gin  rain, 
To  wafh  the  guilt  painted  in  bloody  red  : 
And  falling  down  upon  his  gored  fide, 
With  hundred  varied  'plaints  flie  often  cry'd, 
Ob,  had  1  died  for  thee,  or  zvith  thee  might  ha-ve  died  ! 
'  XLIX. 

Ay  me  I  my  ever  wrong'd,  and  banifli'd  brother, 

How  can  I  fitly  thy  hard  fate  deplore. 
Or  ia  my  breafl  fo  juft  complaining  fmother  ? 
To  thy  fad  chance  what  can  be  added  more  ? 
Exile  thy  home,  thy  home  a  tomb  thee  gave: 
Oh,  no  !  fuch  little  room  thou  muft  not  have. 
But  for  thy  banilh'd  bones,  I  (wretch)  muft  ileal 
a  grave. 

L. 

But  whither,  woful  maid,  have  thy  complaints 

With  fellow-pafTion  diawn  my  feeling  moan  ? 
But   thus  this  Love  deals  with  thofc   murder'd 
faints ; 
Weeps  with  the  fad,  and  fighs  with  thofe  that 
groan,  [pl*y 

But   now   in    that  beech  grove  we'll  fafely. 
And  in  thofe  Ihadows  mock  the  boiling  ray ; 
Which  yet  increafes   more  with  the  decrealihg 
day. 


CANTO     X. 


Xbe  Ihepherds  to  the  woody  mount  withdrew, 

Where  hillotk  feats,  fliades  yield  a  canopy  ; 
Whofe  tops  with  violets  dy'd  all  in  blue. 
Might  feem  to  make  a  little  azure  fky  ; 

And  that  round  hill,  which  their  weak  heads 

maintain'd, 
A  leflcr  Atlas  feem'd,  whofe  neck  fuftain'd 
The  weight  of  all  the  heav'ns,  which  fore  his 
fhoulders  pain'd. 
II. 
And  here  and  there  fweet  primrofe  fcattered, 
Spangling  the  blue,  fit  conftellations  make  : 
Some  broadly  flaming  their  fair  colours  fpread  ; 
Some  other  wink't,  as  yet  but  half  awake : 
Fit  were  they  plac'd,  and  fet  in  order  due  : 
Nature  feem'd  work  by  art,  fo  lively  true 
A  little  heav'n  on  earth  in  narrow  fpace  fhe  drew. 

III. 
]Jpon  this  earthly  heav'n  the  Ihepherds  play, 
'JThjS  time  beguiling,  and  the  parching  light ; 


Till  the  declining  fun,  and  elder  day 

Abate  their  flaming  heat,  and  youthful  might : 
The  fhecp  had  left  the  fhades,  to  mind  their 

meat; 
Then  all  returijing  to  their  former  feat, 
Thirfil  again  began  his  weary  fong  repeat. 

IV, 

Great  pow'r  of  love!  with  what  commanding  fire 

Doft  thou  inflame  the  world's  wide  regiment. 
And  kindly  heat  in  every  heart  infpire  ! 

Nothing  is  free  from  thy  fweet  government ; 
Fifti  burn  in  feas ;  beafts,  birds  thy  weapons 

prove ; 
By  thee  dead  elements  and  heav'ns  move  ; 
Which  void  of  fenfe  itfelf,,  yet  arc  not  void  of  love, 

V. 

But  thofe  twin  loves,  which  from  thy  feas  of  light, 
To  us  on  earth  derive  their  leffer  ftreams. 

Though  in   their  force  they  fliew  thy  wond'rous 
might, 
On  thee  refieding  back' their  glorious  beams  j 
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Yet  here  enconnter'd  with  fo  mighty  foe, 
Had  need  both  arm'd  and  furely  guarded  go: 
But  moft  thy  help  they  need ;  do  not  thy  help 
foreflow, 

VI. 

Next  to  the  younger  Love,  Irenus  (a")  went, 

Whofe  frofly  head  proclaim'd  his  winter  age  : 
His  fpring  in  many  battles  had  he  fpent  ; 

But  now  all  weapons  chang'd  for  counfel  fage. 
His  heavy  fword  (the  witnefs  of  his  might) 
Upon  a  loped  tree  lie  idly  pight ; 
There  hid  in  quiet  (heath,  fleepsit  in  endlefs  night. 

VII. 

Patience  his  ftiield  had  lent  to  ward  his  breaft, 

Whofe  golden  plain  three  olive  branches  drefs : 
The  word  in  letters  large  was  fair  exprtr,'d, 
Thrice  happy  author  of  ti  happy  peau. 

Rich  plenty  yields  him  pow'r,   pow'r  ftores 

his  will,  [fill  : 

Will  ends  in  Works,   good  works  his  treafures 

Earth's  flave,  (£)  hcav'n's  heir  he  is  — as   God, 

pays  good  for  ill. 

VIII. 

By  him  Andreos  (r)  pac'd,  of  middle  age. 

His  mind  as  far  from  raflinefs,  as  from  fears ; 
Hating  bafe  thoughts,  as  much  as  defp'rate  rage  : 
The  world's  loud  thund'rings  he  unfhaken  hears: 
Nor  will  he  death,  or  life,  or  feek  or  %, 
Ready  for  both. — He  is  as  cowardly 
That  longer  fears  to  live,  as  he  that  fears  to  die. 

IX. 

Worft  was  his  civil  war,  where  deadly  fought 
He  with  hir^felf,  till  pafiion  yields  or  dies  : 
All  heart  and   hand,  no  tongue ;  not  grim,  but 
flout : 
His  flame  had  counfel  in't;  his  fury,  cye&; 
His  rage  well-temper'd  is;  no  fear  can  daunt 
His  reafon  ;  but  cold  blood  is  valiant ; 
Well  may  he  ftrength  in  death ;  but  never  cou- 
rage want. 

X. 

But  like  a  mighty  rock,  whofe  unmov'd  fides 

The  hoftile  fea  afiaults  with  furious  wave. 
And  'gainfl  his  head  the  boifl'rous  north  wind 
rides ; 
Both  fight,   and  ftorm,  and  fwell,  and  roar, 
and  rave; 
Hoarfe  furges  drum,  loud  blafts  ther  trum- 
pets {train  : 
Th'  heroic  cliff  laughs  at  their  fruftrate  pain; 
Waves   fcatter'd.    drop   in   tears,   winds  broken, 
whining  plain, 

XI. 

Such  was  this  knight's  undaunted  conftancy ; 

No  mifchief  wakens  his  refolved  mind  ; 
None  fiercer  to  a  ftubborn  enemy ; 

But  to  the  yielding  none  more  fweetly  kind. 
His  fliield  an  even  ballaft  ihip  emhraves, 
Which  dances  light,  while  Neptune  wildly 
raves :  -  [wai/w. 

His  word  was  this,  I  fear  but  hsavn^  nor  luindsy  nor 

(ii)   Peace jMeiiifs. 
(i)    Matt.  V.  9.. 
(c)  ForiitHdi. 


And  next  Macrothumus,  (i)  whofe  quiet  face 

No  cloud  of  paffion  ever  fhadowed  ; 
Nor  could  hot  auger  reafon's  rule  difplace. 
Purpling  the  fcarlet  cheek  with  fiery  red  ; 
Nor  could  revenge,  clad  in  a  deadly  white, 
With  hidden  malice  eat  his  vexed  fprite  : 
For  ill,  he  good  repay 'd,  and  love  exchang'd  for 
fpite. 

XIII. 

Was  never  yet  a  more  niidaunted  fpirit ; 

Yet  moft  him  deem'd  a  bafe  and  tim'rous  fwain ; 
But  he  well  weighing  his  own  ftrength  and  merit. 
The  greateft  wrong  could  wifely  entertain. 
Nothing  refirted  his  commanding  fpear  ; 
Yielding  itfelf  to  him  a  winning  vvere  : 
And  though  he  dy'd,  yet  dead,   he  rofe   a   con- 
queror. 

xir. 
His  nat'ral  force  beyond  all  nature  ftretched ; 
Moft  ftrong  he  is,  becaufe  he  will  be  weak  ; 
And  happy  moft,  becaufe  he  can  be  wretched. 
Then  whole  and  found,  when  he  himfelf  doth 
break  ; 
Rejoicing  moft  when  moft  he  is  tormented  : 
In  greateft  difcontents  he  refts  contented  : 
By  conquering  himfelf,  all  conqueftshe  prevented. 

XV. 

His  rocky  arms  of  mafTy  adamant. 

Safely  could  back  rebut  the  hardeft  blade  ; 
His  Ikin  itfelf  could  any  weapon  daunt. 

Of  f uch  ftrange  mould  and  temper  was  he  made  t 
Upon  his  ftiield  a  palm-tree  ftill  increas'd. 
Though  many  weights  his  rifing  arms  de- 
prefs'd  : 
His  word  was,  R'lfing  mofl,  by  being  mojl  opprefi'd, 

XVI. 
Next  him  Androphilus,  (f)  whofe  fweeteft  mind 
'Twixt  mildnefs  temper'd,  and  low  courtefy, 
Could  leave  as  foon  to  be,  as  not  be  kind  : 

Churliih  dcfpite  ne'er  look'd  from  his  calm  eye, 
Much  lefs  commanded  in  liis  gentle  heart : 
Tobafer  men  fair  looks  he  would  impart;  [art. 
Nor  could  he  cloak  ill  thoughts  in  complimental 

XV.  11. 
His  enemies  knew  not  how  to  difcommend  him  j 

All  others  dearly  lov'd;  fell  ranc'rous  fpite. 
And  vile  detradlion  fain  would  reprehend  him ;:  • 
And  oft  in  vain  his  name  they  clofely  bite, 
As  popular,  and  flatterer  accufing  : 
But  he  fuch  flavifti  ofiice  much  refufing', 
Can  eas'ly  quit  his  name  from  their  falfe  tongues 
abufing. 

XVIII. 

His  arms  were  fram'd  into  a  glitt'ring  night, 

Whofe  fable  gown  with  ftars  all  fpangled  wide. 
Affords  the  weary  traveller  cheerful  light, 
And  to  his  home  his  erring  footfteps  guide ; 
Upon  his  ancient  fiiield  the  workmen  fine 
Had  drawn  the  fun,  whofe  eye  did  ne'er  rc- 
pinu 
To  Ioo'k  on  good  and  ill :  his  word,  To  all  I  pine. 

(0   Long-fuffei-ing. 

((J;    GiiitUnsfs,  or  caurtefy. 
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^air  virtue,  where  ftay'ft  thou  in  poor  exile. 
Leaving  the  court  from  whence  thou  took'H 
thy  name  ? 
While  in  thy  place  is  ftept  difdaining  vile, 
And  flattery,  bafe  fon  of  need  and  iliame; 
And  with  them  Inrly  fcorn,  and  hateful  pride; 
Whole  artilicial  face  falle  colours  dy'd, 
Which  more  difplay  her  ftame,  than  lothfome 
foulnefs  hide. 

XX. 

Late,  thc,re  thou  livedft  with  a  gentle  fwain, 

(As  gehtlc  fwain  as  ever  lived  there) 
Who  lodg'd  thee  in  his  heart  and  all  thy  train. 
Where  hundred  other  graces  quartered  were  : 
But  he,  alas!   untimely  dead  and  gone, 
Leaves  us  to  rue  his  death,  and  thee  to  moan, 
That  few  were  ever  fuch  ;  and  now  thofe  few  are 
none. 

XXI. 

By  him  the  ftout  Encrates  (/)  boldly  virent, 

Affailed  oft  by  mighty  enemies. 
Which  all  on  him  alone  their  fpite  mifpent ; 
i'or  he  whole  armies  fingle  bold  defies ; 

With  him  nor  might,  nor  cunning  flights 

prevail ; 
All  force  on  him  they  try,  all  forces  fail; 
Yet  ftiU  afiail  him  frelh,  yet  vainly  ftill  alTail. 

XXII. 

His  body  full  of  vigour,  full  of  health  ; 

His  table  feeds  not  luft,  but  ftrength  and  need  : 
Full  ftor'd  with  plenty,  not  by  heaping  wealth, 
But  topping  rank  defires,  which  vain  exceed  : 
On's  Ihield  an  hand  from  heav'n  an  orchard 
dreffing,  [Crig  "> 

Pruning  faperflumis  boughs  the  trees  oppref- 
So  adding  fruit :  his  word.  By  tejf.    'ng  increafmg. 

XXllI. 

His  fettled  mind  was  written  in  his  face : 

For  on  his  forehead  cheerful  gravity 
Falfe  joys  and  apifh  vanities  doth  chace : 
And  watchful  care  did  wake  in  either  eye. 

His  heritancs  he  would  not  lavifli  fell, 
.    Nor  yet  his  treafure  hide  by  neighbouring 
hell  :  [well. 

But  well  he  ever  fpent,   what  he   had   gotten 

XXIV. 

A  lovely  pair  of  twins  clos'd  either  fide  : 

Not  thofe  in  heav'n,  the  flow'ry  Geminies, 
Are  half  fo  lovely  bright ;  the  one  his  bride, 
Agneia  {k')  chafte,  was  join'd  in  Hymen's  ties. 
And  love,  as  pure  as  heav'n's  conjunilion  : 
Thus  flie  was  his,  and  he  her  flefh  and  bone  : 
So  were  they  two  in  fight ;  in  truth  entirely  one. 

XXV. 

Upon  her  arched  brow,  unarmed  love 
Triumphing  fat  in  peaceful  vidory ; 
And  in  her  eyes  thoufand  chafle  graces  move, 
Checking  vain  thoughts  with  awful  majefty  : 
Ten  thoufand  moc  her  fairer  bi  eaft  contains; 
Where  quiet  meekncfs  every  ill  reftrains. 
Arid  humbly  fubject  fpirit  by  willing  fervice  reigns. 


(»")    Temperance. 

\f)   Qhcjtitj  in  tkc  married. 


Her  flcy-likc  arms  glittcr'd  in  golden  beams, 
And   brightly  feem'd  to   flame  with  buriiing 
hearts  : 
The  fcalding  ray  with  his  rcflcdf!  dreams 

fire  to  their  flames,  but  heav'nly  fire  imparts  : 
Upon  her  fhield  a  pair  of  turtles  fhone  ; 
A  loving  pair,  ftill  coupled,  ne'er  alone  : 
Her  word,  Though  one  -when    tivo,yet  either  (■wo,  or 
none. 

XXVII. 

With  her,  her  fitter  went,  a  warlike  maid, 

Parthenia   (/),  all  in  fteel,  and  gilded  arms; 
In  needle's  ftead,  a  mighty  fpear  fhe  fvvay'd. 
With  winch  in  bloody  fields,  and  fierce  alarms, 
The  boldeft;  champion  fiie  down  would  bear, 
And  like  a  thunderbolt  wide  paflage  tear. 
Flinging   all  to  the  earth  with   her    enchanted 
fpear. 

^      xxviii. 
Her  goodly  armour  feem'd  a  garden  green. 

Where  thoufand  fpotlefs  lilies  frefhly  blew; 
And  on  her  ihield  the  'lone  bird  might  be  feen, 
I'h'  -Arabian  bird,   fhining  in  colours  new  : 
Itfelf  unto  itfelf  was  only  mate  ; 
Ever  the  fame,  but  new  in  newer  date  : 
And    underneath    was   writ,  Such   is  chajie  ftngU 
fate. 

XXIX- 

Thus  hid  in  arras,  {lie  feem' J  a  goodly  knight, 

And  fit  fur  any  warlike  exercife  ; 
But  when  fiie  lift;  lay  down  her  armour  bright, 
And  back  refume  her  peaceful  maiden's  guife  : 
The  faireft.  maid  (lie  was,  that  ever  yet 
Prifon'd  her  locks  within  a  golden  net. 
Or  let  them  waving  hang,  with  rofes  fair  befet. 

XXX. 

Choice  nymph  I  the  crown  of  chafte  Diana's  train, 

I'hou  beauty's  lily,  fet  in  heav'nly  earth  ; 
Thy  fair's  unpattcrn'd,  all  perfeiSlion  ftain  :  -A 

Sure  heav'n  with  curious  pencil  at  thy  birth       -i 
In  thy  rare  face  her  own  full  piiSture  drew  ; 
It  is  a  ftrong  verfe  here  to  write,  but  true. 
Hyperboles  in  others,  are  but  half  thy  due. 

XXXI. 

Upon  her  forehead  love  his  trophies  fit«, 

A  thoufand  fpoils  in  filverarch  dil'playing; 
And  in  the  midft  himfelf  full  proudly  fits, 
Himfelf  in  awful  majefty  arraying  : 

Upon  her  brows  lies  his  bent  ebon  bow, 
And    ready    ftiafts ;    deadly   thofe    weapans 
fliew  : 
Yet  fweet  that  death  apptar'd,  lovely  that  deadly 
blow. 

XXXII. 

And  at  the  foot  of  this  celeftial  frame. 

Two  radiant  ftars,  than  ftars  yet  better  being, 
Endu'd  vvith  living  fire,  and  feeing  flame  ; 

Yet  with  heav'n's  I^ars  in  this  too  near  agreeing: 
They  timely  warmth,  themfelves  not  warm, 

infpirc; 
Thefe  kindle  thoufiind  hearts  with  hot  defire, 
And  burning  all  they  fee,  feel  in  themfelves  no  fire. 


(/)    Chajllty  in  the  Jingle. 
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XXXlIt. 

Ye  matchlefs  ftars  (yet  each  the  others  match) 
Heav'n's  richeft  diamonds,  fet  in  amel  white, 
From  whofe  bright  fpheres  all  grace  the  graces 
catch. 
And  will  not  move  but  by  your  loadftarsbright ; 
How  have  you  ftol'n,  and  ftor'd  your  armoury 
With  love's  and  death's  ftrong  Ihafts,    and 
from  your  flcy 
Pour  down  thick  fhow'rs  of  darts  to  force  whole 
armies  fly  ? 

XXXIV. 

Above  thofe  funs,  two  rainbows  high  afpirey 

Not  in  light  (hews,  but  fadder  liveries  dreft; 
fair  Iris  feem'd  to  mourn  in  fable  'tire  ; 

Yet  thus  more  fwect  the  greedy  eye  they  feaft  ; 

And  but  that  wondrous  face  it  well  allow'd. 

Wondrous  it  feem'd,  that  two  fair  rainbows 

fhew'd 

Above  their  fparkling  funs,  without  or  rain  or 

cloud. 

XXXV. 
A  bed  of  lilies  flow'r  upon  her  cheek, 

And  in  the  midft  was  fet  a  circling  rofe  ; 
Whofe  fweet  afpeiSt  would  force  Narciffus  feek 
New  liveries,  and  frelher  colours  choofe 
To  deck  his  beaut' ous  head  in  fnowy  'tire  ; 
But  all  in  vain  :  for  who  can  hope  t'  afpire 
To  fuih  a   fair,  which  none  attain,  but  all  ad- 
mire ? 

XXXVI. 

Her  ruby  lips  lock  up  from  gazing  fight 

A  troop  of  pearls,  which  march  in  goodly  row  : 

But  when  ftie  deigns  thofe  precious  bones  undight, 

Soon  heav'nly  notes  from  thofe  divifions  flow, 

And  with  rare  mufic  charm  the  ravifh'd  ears. 

Daunting  bold  thoughts,  but  cheering  modell 

fears  : 

The  fpheres  fo  only  fing,  fo  only  charm  the  fpheres. 

XXXVII. 

Her  dainty  breafl;s,  like  to  an  April  rofe 

From  green  filk  fillets  yet  no:  all  unbound. 
Began  their  little  rifing  heads  difclofe. 

And  fairly  fpread  their  filver  circlets  round  : 
From  thofe  two  bulwarks  love  doth  fafely 

fight; 
Which  fwelling  eafily,  may  feem  to  fight 
To  be  enwombed  both  of  pleafure  and  delight. 

XXXVIII. 

Yet  all  thefe  fl:ars  which  deck  this  beaut'ous  iky. 
By  force  of  th'  inward  fun  both  fiiine  and  move  : 

Thron'd  in  her  heart  fits  love's  high  majefty  ; 
In  highcU  majefly  the  highell  love. 


4ft 

As  when  a  taper  fliincs  in  gbfly  frame, 
'Ihe   fparkling   cryftal   burns    in    glitt'ring 
flame,  [dame. 

So  does  that  brighteft  love  brighten  this  lovely 

XXXIX. 

Thus,  and  much  fairer,  fair  Parthenia 

Glift'ring  in  arms  herfelf  prefeilts  toifight  ; 
As  when  th'  Amazon  queen,  Hippolyta, 
With  Thefeus  enter'd  lifts  in  fingle  fight. 
With  equal  arms  her  mighty  foe  oppofing; 
Till  now  her  bared  head  her  face  difclofing, 
Conquer'd  the  conqueror,  &nd  wcm  the  fight  by 
lofing. 

XL. 

A  thoufand  knights  woo'd  her  with  bufy  pain, 

To  thoufands  flie  her  virgin-grant  deny'd  ; 

Although  her  dear-fought  love  to  entertain. 

They  all  their  wit,  and  all  their  ftrength  ap- 

ply'd :  [fway'd. 

Yet  in  her    heart,    love    clofe    his    fceptrc 

That  to  an  Heavenly  Spoufe  her  thoughts 

betray'd,  [maid. 

Where  Ihe  a  maiden  wife  might  live,  and  wifely 

XLI. 

Upon  her  fteps  a  virgin  page  attended. 

Fair  Erythre,  («),  whofe  often  blufhing  face 
Sweetly  her  in-burn  ftiame-fac'd  thoughts  com- 
mended ; 
The  face's  change  prov'd  th'  heart's  unchanged 
grace. 
Which  file  a  flirine  to  purity  devotes  : 
So  when  clear  ivory,  vermeil  fitly  blots. 
By  ftains  it  fairer  grows,  and  lovelier  by  its  fpot». 

XLIU 

Her  golden  hair,  her  filver  forehead  high. 
Her  teeth  of  folid,  eyes  of  liquid  pearl ; 
But  neck  and  breaft  no  man  might  bare  defcry. 
So  fweetly  modeft  was  this  bafliful  girl : 

But  that  fwegt  paradife,  ah  1   could  we  fee. 
On  thefe  white  mountlets  daintier  apples  be. 
Than  thofe  we  bought  fo  dear  on  Eden's  tempting^ 
tree. 

XLIII. 

Thefe  noble  knights  this  threaten'd  fort  defend ; 

Thefe,  and  a  thoufand  moe  heroic  fwains. 
That  to  this  'ftrefled  ftate  their  fervice  lend, 
To  free  from  force,  and  favefrora  captive  chains. 
But  now  too  late  the  battle  to  recite  ; 
For  Hefperus  heav'n's  tapers  'gins  to  light. 
And  warns  each  ftar  to  wait  upon  their  miftjefs 
night. 


(w)   Madefy. 
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CANTO     XL 


The  early  morn  lets  oiit  the  peeping  day, 

And  ftrevv'd  liis  paths  with  golden  marigolds  : 
The  moon  grows  wan,  and  ftars  flie  all  away, 
Whom  Lncifer  locks  up  in  wonted  folds 

Till  light  is  quench'd,  and  heav'n  in  feas 

hath  flung 
The  headlong  day : — to  th'  hill   the  fliep- 
herds  throng, 
And  Thirfil  now  began  to  end  his  taflc  and  fong. 

II. 
Who  now,  alas !  (hall  teach  my  humble  vein, 

That  never  yet  durft  peep  from  covert  glade, 
But  foftly  learnt  for  fear  to  figh  and  plain, 
And  vent  her  griefs  to  filent  myrtle's  Ihade  ? 
Who  now  Ihall  teach  to  change  my  oaten  quill 
For  trumpet  'larms,  or  humble  verfes  fill 
With  graceful  majefty,  and  lofty  rifing  Ikill  ? 

III. 
Ah,  thou  dread  fpirit !  fhed  thy  holy  fire, 
Thy  holy  flame  into  my  frozen  heart; 
Teach  thou  my  creeping  meafures  to  afpire, 
And  fwell  in  bigger  notes,  and  higher  art : 
Teach  my  low  mufc  thy  fierce  alarms  to  ring, 
And  raife  my  foft  ftrain  to'high  thundering  : 
Tune  thou  my  lofty  fong  ;  thy  battles  mull  1  fing. 

IV. 

Such  as  thou  vvert  within  the  facred  breaft 

Of  that  thrice  famous  poet,  fliepherd,  king ; 
And  taught'ft  his  heart  to  frame  his  cantos  befl 
Of  all  that  e'er  thy  glorious  works  did  fing  : 
Or  as  thofe  holy  filhers,  once  amongs 
Thou  flamedft  bright  with  fparkling  parted 
tongues ; 
Apd  brought'ft  down   heav'n  to  earth  in  thefc 
all-conqu'ring  fungs. 

Thefe  mighty  heroes,  fill'd  witbjufteft  rage 

To  be  in  narrow  walls  fo  clofely  pent, 

Glitt'ring  in  arms,  and  goodly  equipage. 

Stood  at  the  caftle's  gate,  now  ready  bent 

To  fally  out,  and  meet  the  enemy  : 

A  hot  difdain  fparblcd  in  every  eye, 

Breathing  out  hateful  war,  and  deadly  enmity. 

VI. 

Thither  repairs  the  careful  intejjedt 

With  his  fair  fpoufe  Vol#tta,  heav'nly  fair  : 

^With  both,  their  daughter  ;  whofe  divine  afpe<ft, 
Thpugh  now  fad  damps  of  forrow  much  im- 
pair, 


Yet  through  thofc  clouds  did  fiilnc  fo  glo- 
rious bright. 

That  every  eye  did  homage  to  the  fight, 
Yielding  their  captive  hearts  to  that  commanding 
light. 

VII. 

But  who  may  hope  to  paint  fuch  majefty, 

Or  flradow  well  fuch  beauty,  fuch  a  face; 
Such  beaut'ous  face,  unfeen  to  mortal  eye  ? 

Whofe  pow'iful  looks,  and  more  than  mortal 

grace  [throne. 

Love's  felf  hath  lov'd,  leaving  his  heav'nly 

With  amorous  fighs,  and  many  a  lovely  moan 

(Whom  all  the  world  would  woo)  woo'd  her  his 

only  one. 

VIII. 

Far  be  that  boldnefs  from  thy  humble  fwaln. 

Faired  E&eA^,  to  defcribe  thy  beauty, 
And  with  unable  fkill  thy  glory  ftain, 

Which  ever  he  admires  with  humble  duty  ; 

But  who  to  view  fuch  blaze  of  beauty  longs, 

Go  he  to  Sinai,  th'  holy  groves  amongs  ;• 

Where  that  wife  fhepherd  chants  her  in  his  fong 

of  fongs. 

IX. 

The  Tfland's  King;  with  fober  countenance 

Aggrates  the  knights  who  thus  his  right  de-** 
fended ; 
And  w'ith  grave  fpeecli,  and  comely  amenance, 
Himfelf,  his   flatCj  his  fpoufe,   to  them   com- 
mended ; 
His  lovely  child,  that  by  him  penfive  fi:and.s 
He  lafl  delivers  to  their  valiant  hands ; 
And  her  to  thank  the  knights,  her  champions,  Uo 
commands. 

X. 

The  God-like  maid  awhile  all  filent  flood, 

And  down  to  th'  earth  let  fall  her  humble  eyes; 
While  modefl:  thoughts  fliot  up  the  flaming  blood. 
Which  fir'd  her  fcarlet  cheek  with  rofy  dyes  ; 
But  foon  to  quench  th6  heat,  that   lorldly 

reigns. 
From  her  fair  eye  a  fliow'r  of  cryftal  rains, 
Which  with  his  filver  Ilreams,  o'er-runs  the  beau' 
t'ous  plains. 

•    XI. 
As  when  the  fun  in  midft  of  fummer'i  heat 

Draws  up  thin  vapours  with  his  potent  ny, 
Forcing  dull  waters  from  their  native  feat ; 

At  length  dim  clouds  ftiad6w  the  burning  day: 
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Till  coldcft  air,  r^on. melted  into  fliow'rs, 
I       Upon  the  earth  his  welcome  anger  pours, 
And  heav'n's,  clear  forehead   now  wipes  off  her 
former  low'rs. 

XII. 

Ai  length,  a  little  lifting  up  her  eyes, 

A  renting  figh  way  for  her  forrow  brake, 
Which  from  her  heart  in  her  fase  to  rife  ; 

And  firfl  in  th'  eye,  ihen  in  the  lip  thu';  fpake ; 

Ah,  gentle  knights,  how  many  a  fimple  maid. 

With  jufteft  grief,  and  wrong  fo  ill  appay'd. 

Give  due  reward  for  fuch  your  pains,  and  friendly 

aid  ? 

XIII. 

But  if  my  princely  fpoufe  do  not  delay 

His  timely  prefence  in  my  greateft  need, 
He  will  for  me  your  friendly  love  repay, 
And  well  requite  this  your  fo  gentle  deed  ; 
Then  let  no  fear  your  mighty  hearts  affail  : 
His  word's  himfelf;  himfelf  he  cannot  fail.    , 
Long  may  h?  flay,  yet  fare  he  comes,  and  mull 
prevail. 

XIV- 

By  this  the  long-fhut  gate  was  open  laid  ; 

Soon  out  they  rufh  in  order  well  arrang'd: . 
And  faft'ning  in  their  eyes  that  heav'nly  masd, 
How  oft  for  fear  her  faired  colour  chang'd ! 
Her  looks,  her  worth,  her  goodly  grace,  and 

ftate, 
Comparing  with  her  prefent  wretched  fate. 
Pity  whets  juft  revenge,  and  love's  fire  kindles 
hate. 

XV. 

Xong  at  the  gate  the  thoughtful  intelledl 

Jjtay'd  with  his  fearful   queen,   and   daughter 
fair  ; 
But  when  the  knights  were  paft  their  dim  afpe<51:, 
They  fiillowtlTem  with  vows,and  many  a  pray'r. 
At  lall  they  climb  up  tp  the  caflle's  height; 
From  which  they  view'd  the  deeds  of  ev'ry 
knight. 
And  mark'd  the  doubtful  end  of  this  intefline 
fight. 

xvr. 
As  when  a  youth  bound  for  the  Belgic  war. 

Takes  leave  of  friends  upon  the  Ken'ifh  fhore  ; 
Now  arc  they  parted,  and  he  fail'd  fo  far 

They  fee  not  now,  and  now  are  feen  no  more  : 
Yet  far  off  viewing  the  white  trembling  fails. 
The  tender  mother  foon  plucks  of  her  vails, 
And  Ihaking  them  aloft,  unto  her  fon  fhe  hails. 

XVII. 

Mean  time  thefe  champions  marsh  in  fit  array, 

1  ill  both  the  armies  now  were  come  in  fight  : 
Awhile  each  other  boldly  viewing  ftay, 

With  Ihort  delays  whetting  fierce  rage  and  fpite. 
Sound  now  ye  trumpets,  found  alarums  loud; 
Hark  how  their  clamours  whet  their  anger 
proud ; 
See,  yonder  are  they  met  in  midft  of  dufty  cloud ! 

XVIII. 

So  oft  the  fouth  with  civil  enmity 

Muflers  his  watry  forces  'gainft  the  weft  ; 

The  rolling  clouds  come  tumbling  up  the  fky 
Jn  dark  folds  wrapping  up  their  angry  gucft : 
Vox.  IV. 


At  length  the  flame  breaks  from  th'  impris'- 

ning  cold 
With  horrid  noife  tearing  the  limber  mold  : 
While  dovvn   in  liquid  tears  the  broken  vapours 

roll'd. 

XIX. 

Firft  did  that  Warlike  maid  herfelf  advance  ; 

And  riding  from'  amidft  her  company, 
About  her  helmet  wav'd  her  mighty  lance, 
Daring  to  fight  the  proudeft  enemy  : 
Porncius,foon  his  ready  fpear  addreft, 
And  kicking  with  his  heel  his  hafty  beafl, 
Bent   his  Oiarp-headed  lance  againft  her  dainty 
breaft. 

XX. 

Ib  vain  the  broken  ftaff  fought  entrance  there, 

Where  Love  himfelf  oft  entrance  fought  in  vain; 
But  much  unlike  the  martial  virgin's  fpear. 
Which  low  difmounts  her  foe  on  dufly  plain. 
Broaching  with  bloody  point  his  breaft  be- 
fore ;  [gore,' 
Down  from  the  wound  trickled  the  bubbling 
And  bid  pale  death  come  in  at  that  red  gaping 
door. 

XXI. 

There  lies  he  cover'd  now  in  lowly  diift. 

And  foully  wallowing  in  clutter'd  blood, 
Breathing  together  out  his  life  and  luft. 

Which  from  his  breaft  fwam  in  the  fteaming 
flood: 
Ib  maids  his  joy,  now  by  a  maid  defy'd 
His  life  he  loft,  and  all  his  former  pride  : 
With    women  would  he  live,  now  by  a  woman' 
died. 

xxii!. 
Afelges,  ftruck  with  fuch  a  heavy  fight, 

Grcrdy  to  'venge  his  brother's  fad  decay, 
Spurr'd  forth  his  flying  Seed  with  fell  defpight, 
And  met  the  Virgin  in  the  middle  way  ; 

His  fpear  againft  her  head  he  fiercely  threw. 
Which  to  that  face  performing  homage  due, 
Kifling    her   helmet,  thence  in   thoufand  fhivers 
flew. 

XXIII. 

The  wanton  boy  had  dreamt,  that  lateft  night,' 

That  he  had  learnt  the  liquid  air  difpart. 
And  fwim  along  the  heav'ns  with  pinions  light;  _ 
Now  that  fair   Maid  taught  him  this  nimble' 
art ; 
For  from  his  faddle  far  away  fhe  fent, 
Flying  aloflg  the  empty  element 
That  hardly  yet  he  knew   whither  his  courfe  waj 
bent. 

xxiv. 
The  reft  that  faw  with  fear  the  ill  fucccfs 

Of  fingle  fight,  durft  not  like  fortune  try  ; 
But  round  belet  her  with  their  num'rous  prefs  : 
Before,  befide,  behind,  they  on  her  fly. 
And  every  part  with  coward  odds  affail ; 
But  flie  redoubling  ftrokes  as  thick  as  hail. 
Drove  far  their  flying  troops,   and  threfh'd  witb 
iron  flail. 

XXV. 

As  when  a  gentle  greyhound  fet  around 
With  little  curs,  which  dare  his  way  moleft, 
£e 
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Snapping  behind  ;  foon  as  the  angry  hound 
'l"urnin^  his  courfe,  liath  caught  the  buficft, 
And    {halting  in  his   fangs  hath    well  nigh 

flain; 
The  reft,  fear'd  with  his  crying  run  amain, 
And  flandiiig  all  aloof,  whme,  howl,  and  baik  in 
vain. 

XXVI. 

The  fubtil  Dragon,  that  fiom  far  did  view 

The    walle   and  Ipoil  made    by   this   Maideil 
Knight, 
Fell  to  his  wonted  guile ;   for  well  he  knew 

All  force  was  vain  againli;  fuch  wondrous  might; 

A    crafty    Iwain    well    taught^  to    cunning 

harais,  [charms, 

Call'd  Falfc  Delight,  he  changVi  with  hellifh 

That  true  deiigtit  he  feem'd,  the  feif  fame  fliape 

and  arms. 

XXVI  I. 

The  watchfuH'ft  fight,  no  difference  could  defcry; 

The  fame  his  face,  his  v  -ice,  his  gait  the  fame  ; 

Thereto  hi>  words  he  feign'd  ;  and  coming  nigh 

The  maid,  that  Setce  purfuesher  martial  game, 

He  whets  her  wrath  with  many  a  guileful 

word, 
Till  Ihe  lefs  careful  did  fit  time  afford  ; 
Then  up  with  both  his  hands  he  lifts  his  baleful 
fword. 

jixviir. 
Yon  pow'rful  heav'ns !  aad  Thou  their  Governor  ! 
Witli  what  eyes  can  you  view  this  doleful  fight : 
How  can  you  fee  your  fairefi;  conqueror 
iio  nigh  her  end  by  fa  uniiiiinly  fiiglit  ? 

The  dreadful  w  apaii  throagh  the  air  doth 

glide  ; 
Butfure  you  turn'd  the  ham; ful  edge  afide  : 
Elfe  muil  fhe  there  have  fall'n,  and  by  that  traitor 
died. 

XXIX. 

Yet  in  her  fide  deep  was  the  woimd  impighc ; 
Her  flowing  life  the  fhining  armour  ilains  : 
!From    that  wide  Ipring   long   rivers  took  their 
flight, 
With  purple  flreams  drov/nlrig  the  ulver  plains  : 
Her  CiiOerfiil  colour  now  grows  wan  and  pale. 
Which  oft  Ihc  {i;rive>  with  courage  to  recall. 
And  roufe  her  fainting  head,  wiiich  down  as  oft 
would  fall. 

xsx. 
All  10  a  lily  prefs'd  wit!i  heavy  rain,  [brinks  ; 

Which  fills   her  cup   with   fhow'rs   up   to  the 
The  weary  ftalk  no  longer  can  fuftain 

The  head,  but  low  beriCarh  the  burden  finks  : 
Or  as  a  virgin  role  her  leavf  s  difplays, 
Whom   too  hot  fcorching  beams  quite  dif- 
arrays ;  [cays. 

Down  fiags  her  double  ruff,  and  all  her  fwect  de- 

XXXI. 

Th'  undaunted  Maid,  feeling  her  feet  deny 

.  Their  wonted  duty,  to  a  tree  retir'd  ; 
Whom  all  the  rout  purfue  with  deadly  cry. 
As  when  a  hunted  flag,  now  well  nigh  tir'd, 
Shor'd  by  an  ca'c,  'gins  with  his  head  to  play; 
The  ftarfjl  l;;/;i>  'Is  dc\re  not  his  horns  alfay. 
But  running  iound  about,  with  yelping  voicca  bay. 


And  now  perceiving  all  her  flrength  was  fpent, 

Lifting  to'lifl'ning  heaven  her  trembhng  eyes  J 
Thus  whifp'ring  foft,  her  foul  to  heav'n  (he  fent; 
Thou  chaftcft  Love  !  that  rul'ft  the  wand'ring 
flcies. 
More  pure  than  purefthearvensbythee  mov'd; 
If  thine  own  love  in  me  thou  fore  haft  prov'd  ; 
If  ever  thou,myfclf,  my  vows,  my  love  haft  iov'd. 

XXXIil. 

Let  not  this  temple  of  thy  fpotlefs  love 

Be  with  foul  hand,  and  beaftly  rage  defil'd  : 
But  when  my  fpirit  Ihall  his  camp  remove, 
And  to  his  home  return,  too  long  exil'd  ; 
Do  thou  protecfl  it  from  the  rav'nous  fpoii 
Of  ranc'rous  enemies,  that  hourly  toil 
Thy  humble  votary  with  loathfome  fport  to  foiL 

xxxiv. 
With  this  few  drops  fell  from  her  fainting  eyes. 

To  dew  the  fading  rofes  of  her  cheek  ; 
That  much  high  love  feem'd  paffion'd  with  tho(e 
cries ; 
Much  more  thofe  flreams  his  heart  and  patience 
break  : 
Straight  he   the    charge  gives  to  a  wlngei 

fwain. 
Quickly  to  fiep  down  to  that  bloody  plain, 
And  aid  her  weary  arms,  and  rightful  caulc  main- 
tain. 

XXXV. 

Soon  {loops  the  fpeedy  herald  through  the  air, 
-Where  chafte  Agneia  and  Encrates  fought: 
See.  fee  !  he  cries,  where  your  Parthenia  fair. 
The  flow'r  of  all  your  army,  hemm'd  about 
With  thot:fand  enemies  now  fainting  ftands. 
Ready  to  fall  into  their  murd'ring  hands  : 
Hie  ye,  oh,  hie  ye  faft  !    the  higheft  love   com- 
mands. 

xsxvi. 
They  caftiTig  round  about  their  angry  eye, 

rhev/ounded  virgin  almoft  finking  fpy'd; 
They  prick  tl  sir  fieeds,  which  Itraight  like  light- 
ning fly  : 
Their  brother  Continence  runs  by  their  fide  : 
Fair  Continence,  that  truly  long  before. 
As  his  heart's  liege,  this  lady  did  adore  : 
And  now  his  faithful  love  kindled  his  hate  the 
more. 

XSXVII. 

Encrates  and  his  fpoufe  with  flafhing  fword 

AiTail  the  fcatter'd  troops,  that  headlong  fly; 
While  Continence  a  precious  liquor  pour'd 
Into  the  wound,  and  fuppled  tenderly  : 
Then  binding  up  the  gaping  orifice, 
Reviv'd  the  fpirits,  that  now  fhe  'gan  to  rife, 
And  with  new  life  confront  her  heanlefs  enemies. 

xxsvm. 
So  have  I  often  feen  a  purple  flow'r. 

Fainting  through  heat,  hang  down  her  droop- 
ing head. 
But  foon  refrefhed  with  a  welcome  fhow'r, 
Begins  again  her  lively  beauties  fpread. 

And  with  new  pride  her  filken  leaves  difplay ; 
And  while  the  fun  doth  now  more  gently  play, 
Lay  out  her  fwelling  bofom  to  the  Imiling  day. 


THE    PUR 
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Now  rufli  they  all  into  the  flying;  trains. 

Blood  fires  their  blood,  and  flaughtcr  kindles 
fight: 
The  wretched  vulgar  on  the  purple  plains 
Fall  down  as  thick,  as  when  a  ruftic  wight 
From  laden  oaks  the  plent'ous  acorns  pours ; 
Or  when  the  blubb'ring  air  that  fadly  towers, 
And  melts  his  fullen  brow,  and  weeps  fvvect  April 
fhow'rs. 

XL. 

The  greedy  dragon  that  aloof  did  fpy 
.    So  ill  fuccefs  of  this  renewed  fray  ; 
More  vex'd  with  lofsof  certain  vicflory, 
Depriv'd  of  fo  afiur'd  and  wiflied  prey, 
Gnalhed  his  iron  teeth  for  grief  and  fpite: 
The  burning  fparks  leap  from  his  flaming 
fight, 
And  forth  his  fmoking  jaws  lleams  out  a  fnioul- 
d'ring  night. 

XLt. 

Straight  thither  fends  he  in  a  frelh  funply. 

The  fweilingband  that  drunken  Methos  led  ; 
And  all  the  rout  his  brother  Gluttony 
Commands,  in  lawlefs  bands  difordered : 

So  now  they  bold  reftore  their  broken  fight, 
And  fiercely  turn  again  from  fharheful  flight  : 
While  both  with  former  lofs  fharpjn  their  raging 
fpite. 

XLII. 

FreJhly  thefe  £nights  afTault  thefe  freih'er  bands, 

And  with  new  battle  all  their  flrength  renew  : 
Down  fell  Geloios  by  Encrate's  hands; 
Agneia,  Mcechus,  and  Anagnus  flew  ; 
And  fpying  Methos  fenc'd  in  's  iron  vine, 
Pierc'd   his  fwoln  paunch  : — there  lies  the 
grunting  fwine, 
And  fpues  his  liquid  foul  out  in  his  purple  wine. 

XLIII. 

As  when  a  greedy  lion,  long  unfed, 

Breaks  in  at  length  into  the  harmlefs  folds; 
(So  hungry  rage  commands)  with  fearful  dread 
He  drags  the  filly  hearts :  nothing  controuls 
The  viftory  proud ;   he  fpoils,  devours,  and 

tears; 
In  'ain  the  keeper  calls  his  fhepherd  peers : 
Mean  while  the  Ample  flwck  gaze  on  with  filent 
fears, 

xi.iv. 
Such  was  the  flaughter  thefe  three  champions  made ; 

But  moft  Encrates,  -v^hofe  unconquer'd  hands 
Sent  thoufand  foes  down  to  th'  infernal  fliade. 
With  ufelefs  limbs  ftrewing  the  bloody  fands  : 
Oft  were  they  fuccour'd  frefli  with  new  fup- 

plies, 
But  fell  as  oft :  the  Dragon  grown  more  wife 
By  former  lofs,  began  another  way  devife. 

XLV. 

Soon  to  their  aid  the  Cyprian  band  he  fent : 
for  eafy  flsirmifli  clad  in  armour  light ; 
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Their  golden  bows  in  hand  ftooc!  ready  berit, 
And  painted  quivers  fuinilh'd  well  for  fight. 
Stuck  full  of  fhafts,  wliofe  heads  foul  poifon 

ftains  ; 
Which  clipp'd  in  Phlegethbn  byhelHfh  fvra-Jns, 
Bring  thoufand  painful  deaths,  and  thoufand  dead- 
ly pains. 

XLVI. 

Thereto  of  fubftancc  (Irange,  fo  thin,  and  flight. 

And  wroujrht  by  fubtil  hand  fe  cunningly. 
That  hardly  were  difcern'd  by  weaker  fight ; 
Sooner  the  heart  did  feel,  than  eye  could  fee  : 
Farcffthcy  flood, and  flung  their  dartsaroufid 
Plaining  whole  clouds  of  arrowsonthe  ground; 
So  fafely,  others  hurt,  and  never  wounded  wousd. 

xLvn. 
Much  were  the  knights  encumber'd  with   thefe 
foes; 
For  well  they  faw,  and  fc!t  their  enemies  : 
But  when   they  back  would  turn   the  borrow'J 
blows. 
The  light-foot  troop,  away  more  fwiftly  flies 
Than  do  their  winged  arrows  through  the 

wind  : 
And  in  their  courfe  oft  would  they  turn  be- 
hind, 
And  with  their  glancing  darts  their  hot  purfuers 
blind. 

XT.vin. 
As  when  by  Ruffian  Volgha's  fro2:en  banks, 
The    falfe-back  Tartars,   fear,   with    cuilning 
feign. 
And  polling  fart:  away  in  flying  ranks, 

Oft  backv.'ard  turn,  and  from  their  bows  down 

rain 

Whole  ftorms  of  darts;  fo  do  they  flying  fight; 

And  what  by  force  they  lofe,  they  win  by  flight  5 

flight. 

Conquer'd  by  ftanding  out,  and  conquerors  by 

XLIX. 

Such  was  the  craft  of  this  falfe  Cyprian  crew : 

Yet  oft  they  feem'd  to  flack  their  fearful  pace, 
And  yield  themfelves  to  foes  that  fart:  pUrfue  ! 
So  would  they  deeper  wound  in  nearer  fpace  : 
In  fuch  a  fight,  he  wins  that  fafceft  fl.ies. 
Fly,  fly,  chafle  knights,  fuch  fubtil  enemies: 
The  vanquifli'd  cannot  live,  and  conqu'ror  furel/ 
dies. 

L. 

The  knights  optirefs'd  with  wounds,   and  travel 
part, 
Began  retire,  and  now  were  near  to  fainting  : 
V/ith  tiiat  a  winged  port  him  fpeeded  fail, 

The  general  With  thefe  heavy  news  acqualnt«- 
ing  :  [tire. 

He  foon  refrefh'd  their   hearts  that  'gan  to 
Bat,  let  our  weary  mufe  awhile  refpire; 
Shade  we  our  fcotthed  heads  from  Phoebus'  parch- 
ing fire. 

Eeij 
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CANTO     XII. 


The  fiiepherds  guarded  from  the  fparlding  heat 

Of  blazing  air,  upon  the  flow'ry  banks, 
(Where  various  flow'rs  damafk  the  fragrant  feat, 
And  all  the  grove  perfume)  in  wonted  ranks 
Securely  fit  them  down,  and  fweetly  play  : 
At  length,  thus  Thirfil  ends  his  broken  lay, 
Left  that  the  ftealing  night  his  later  fong  might 
ftay. 

11. 
Thrice,  oh,  thrice  happy,  fhepherd's  life  and  ftate  ! 

When  courts  are  happinefs,  unhappy  pawns ! 
His  cottage  low,  and  fafely  humble  gate 

Shuts  out  proud  fortune,  with  her  fcorns  and 
fawns  : 
No  feared  treafon  breaks  his  quiet  fleep  : 
Singing  all  day,  his  flocks  he  learns  to  keep  ; 
illmfelf  as  innocent  as  are  his  fimple  fheep. 

III. 
Ho  Serian    worms  he   knows,  that   with   their 
thread 
Draw  out  their  filken  lives : — nor  filken  pride  : 
His  lamb's  warm  fleece  well  fits  his  little  need, 
Not  in  that  proud  Sidonian  tindlure  dy'd  : 
No  empty  hopes,  no  courtly  fears  him  fright ; 
Nor  begging  wants  his  middle  fortune  bite  ; 
But  fweet  content  exiles  both  mifery  and  fpite. 

IV. 

Inftead  of  mufic,  and  bafe  flattering  tongues. 

Which  wait  to  firft-falute  my  lord's  uprife ; 
The  cheerful  lark  wakes  him  with  early  fongs, 
And  birds  fweet  whiftling  notes  unlock  his  eyes 

In  country  plays  is  all  the  ftrife  he  ufes ; 

Or  fing,  or  dance  unto  the  rural  mufes; 
And  but  in  mufic's  fports,  all  difference  refufes. 

V. 

His  certain  life,  that  never  can  deceive  him. 

Is  full  of  thoufand  fweets,  and  rich  content : 
The   fmooth-leav'd  beeches  in   the   field  receive 
him 
With  cooleft  fliades,  till  noon-tides  rage  is  fpent  : 
His  life  is  neither  toft  in  boift'ri'us  feas 
Of  troublous  world,  nor  loft  in  ftothfiil  eafe  : 
? leas'd  and  full  bleft  he  lives,  when  he  his  God 
can  pleafe. 

VI. 

His  bed  of  wool  yields  fafe  and  quiet  fleeps. 

While  by  his  fide  his  faithful  fpoufe  hath  place  : 

His  little  fon  into  his  bofom  creeps 
The  lively  pidure  of  hib  father's  face  : 


Never  his  humble  houfe  or  ftate  torment  him  j 
Lefs  he  could  like,  if  lefs  his  God  had  fent 
him ; 
And  when  he  dies,  green  turfs,  with  grafly  tomb 
content  him. 

vit. 
The  world's  great  Light   his   lowly  ftate   hath 
blefs'd. 
And  left  his  heav'n  to  be  a  fliepherd  bafe  : 
Thoufand  fweet  fongs  he  to  his  pipe  addrefs'd  ; 
Swift  rivers  ftood,  beafts,  trees,  ftones,  ran  a- 
pace; 
And  ferpents  flew,  to  hear  his  fofteft  ftrains  : 
He  fed  his  flock,  where  rolling  Jordan  reigns  ; 
There  took  our  rags,  gave  us  his  robes,  and  bore 
our  pains. 

vm. 

Then  thou  high  Light!  whom  ftiepherds  low  adore. 

Teach  me,  oh,  do  thou  teach  thy  humble  fwaia , 

To  raife  my  creeping  fong  from  earthly  floor  ! 

Fill  thou  my  empty  breaft  with  lofty  ftrain  ; 

That  finging  of  thy  wars  and  dreadful  fight. 

My  notes  may  thunder   out  thy  conqu'ring 

might  ;  [flight. 

And  'twixt  the  golden  ftars  cut  out  her  tow'ring 

IX. 

The  Mighty  General  moved  with  the  news 

Of  thofe  four  famous  knights  fo  near  decay. 
With  hafty  fpeed  the  conqu'ring  foe  purfues ; 
At  laft  he  fpies  where  they  were  led  away, 
Forc'd  to  obey  the  vigor's  proud  commands  : 
Soon  did  he  ru(b  into  the  middle  bands, 
And   cut  the  flavifli  cords  from  their  captivti' 
hands. 

X. 

And  for  the  knights  were  faint,  he  quickly  fent 
To  Penitence,  whom  Phoebus  taught  his  art  ; 
Which  file  had  eak'd  with  long  experiment  • 
For  many  a  foul,  and  many  a  wounded  heart 
Had  fhe  reftor'd,  and  brought  to  life  again  : 
The   broken  fpirit,   with  grief  and  horror 
flain. 

That  of«  reviv'd^  yet  died  as  oft  with  fmartirig 
pain. 

XI. 

For  Cae.  in  fev'ral  baths  their  wounds  did  fteep ; 

The  firft  of  rue  which  purg'd  the  foul  infedtion. 
And  cur'd  the  deepeft  wound,  by  wounding  deepr 

Then  would  fhe  make  another  ftrange  confec-< 
tion,  _  5 
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j^nd  mix  it  with  Nepenthe  fovereign; 
Wherewith  (he  quickly  fwag'd  the  rankling 
pain  :  [finful  ftain. 

Thus  Ihe   the  knights  recur'd,  and  walh'd   from 

XII. 

Mean  time  the  fight  now  fiercer  grows  than  ever  : 

(For  all  his  troops  the  Dragon  hither  drew) 
The  two  Twin-Loves  whom  no  place  mought  dif- 
fever ; 
And  Knowledge  with  his  train  begins  anew 
To  ftrike  frefh  fummons  up,  and  hot  alarms  : 
In  midft  great  Fido,  clad  in  fun-like  arms, 
With   his  unmatched  force   repairs    all   former 
harms. 

XIII. 

So  when  the  fun  fliines  in  bright  Taurus'  head. 

Returning  tempefts  all  with  winter  fill ; 
And  ftill  fucceflive  ftorms  frefli  muftered. 
The  timely  year  in  his  firft  fpringings  kill : 
And  oft  it  breathes  a  while,  then  llraight 

again 
Doubly  pours  out  his  fpitc  in  fmoking  rain  : 
The  country's  vows    and    hopes   fwim    on    the 
drowned  plain. 

siv. 
The   Lovely   Twins   ride    'gainfl    the    Cyprian 
bands,  [flight ; 

Chafing   their   troops,    now   with  no   feigned 
■Their  broken  fliafts  lie  fcattered  on  the  fands, 

Themfelves   for  fear   quite  vanifli'd   out  of 

fight : 
Againfl  thefe  conquerors  Hypocrify, 
And  Cofmo's  hated  bands,  with  E^^hros  fly, 
And  all  that  rout  do  march,  and  bold  the  Twins 
defy. 

XV. 

Elpinus,  mighty  enemies  aflail ; 

But  Doubt  of  all  the  other  mofl  infefted  ; 
That  oft  his  fainting  courage  'gan  to  fail. 

More  by  his  craft  than  odds  of  force  molefted  : 
For  oft  the   treachour  chang'd  his  weapon 

light. 
And  fudden  altr'd  his  firft  kind  of  fight; 
And  oft  himfclf  and  fliape  transform'd  with  cun- 
ning flight. 

XVI. 

So  that  great  river,  with  Alcides  driving 
In  CEneus'  court  for  the  JEtoVian  maid, 
To  divers  fhapes  his  fluent  limbs  contriving, 
from  manly  form  in  ferpent's  frame  he  fl;ay'd, 
Sweeping   with    fpeckled    breaft  the    dufty 

land; 
Then  like  a  bull  with  hornsdid  armed  fl;and : 
His  hanging  dewlap  trail'd  along  the  golden  fand. 

xvii. 
Such  fliapes  and  changing  fafliions  much  difmay'd 
him. 
That  oft  he  ftagger'd  with  unwonted  fright ; 
And  but  his  brother  Fido  oft  did  aid  him. 
There  had  he  fell  in  unacqainted  fight  : 

But    he  would   ftill    his  wavering  ftrength 

maintain,  [plain ; 

And  chace  that  monfter  through  the  fandy 

Which  from  him  fled  apace,    but  oft  return'd 

again. 


Yet  him  more  ftrong  and  cunning  foes  withftand. 
Whom  he  with  greater  Ikilland  ftrength  defy'd ; 
Foul  Ignorance,  with  all  her  owl-ey'd  band  ; 
Oft- halting  Fear,  Diftruft  ne'er  fatisfy'd, 
And  fond  fufpedt,  and  thoufand  other  foes  ; 
Whom  far  he  drives  with  his  unequal  blows. 
And  with  his  flaming  fword  their  fainting  army 
mows. 

XIX. 

As  when  blood-guilty  earth  for  vengeance  cries, 
(If  greateft  things  with  lefs  we  may  compare) 
The  Mighty  Thunderer  through  the  air  flies, 
While  fnatching    whirlwinds  open  ways  pre- 
pare : 
Dark   clouds  fpread  out  their  fable  curtains 
o'er  him  ;  [him  : 

And  angels  on  their  flaming  wings  up  bore 
Mean  time  the  guilty  heav'ns  for  fear  fly  faft  be- 
fore him. 

XX. 

There  while  he  on  the  wind's  proud  pinions  rides, 
Down  with  his  fire  fome  lofty  mount  he  throws. 
And  fills  the  low  vale  with  his  ruined  fides; 
Or   on    feme    church   his  three-fork'd    dart   be- 
ftows  ; 
(Which  yet  his  facred  worftiip  foul  miftakes) 
Down  falls  the  fpire,the  body  fearful  quakes  ; 
Nor  fure  to  fall,  or  ftand,  with  doubtful  tremb- 
ling fhakes. 

XXI. 

With  Fido,  Knowledge  went,  who  order'd  right 

His  mighty  bands;  fo  now  his  fcatter'd  troops 
Make  head  again,  filling  their  broken  fight : 
While   with  new   change  the  Dragon's  army 
droiips. 
And  from  thefoUowingviiflor'sheadlongrun  r 
Yet  ftill  the  Dragon  fruftrates  what  is  done  ; 
And  eas'ly  makes  them  lofe  what  they  fo  hardly 
won. 

XXII. 

Out  of  his  gorge  a  hellifli  fmoke  he  drew 

That  all  the  field  with  foggy  mift  enwraps: 
As  when  Tiphjeus  from  his  paunch  doth  fpcw 
Black  fmothering  flames,  roll'd  in  loud  thunder 
claps; 
The  pitchy  vapours  choke  the  ftiining  ray, 
And  bring  dull  night  upon  the  fmiling  day : 
The  wavering  jEtna  ftiakes  and  fain  would  run 
away. 

XXIII. 

Yet  could  his  bat-ey'd  legions  eas'ly  fee 

In  tliis  dark  chaos  :  they  the  feed  of  night  : 

But  thefe  not  fo,  who  night  and  darknefs  flee  ; 

For  they  the  fons  of  day,  and  joy  in  light  : 

But  Knowledge  foon  began  a  way  devife, 

To  bring  again  the  day,  and  clear  their  eyes; 

So  open'd  Fido's  fliield,  and  golden  vail  unties. 

XXIV. 

Of  one  pure  diamond,  celeftial  fair, 

That  heav'nly    ftiield  by  cunning  hand    was 
made  ; 
Whofe  light  divine,  fpread  through  the  mifty  air. 
To  brighteft   murn    would  turn   the  jvcftira 
ihade 
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And  lightfome  day  beget  before  his  time  ; 
Fram'd  in  heaven,  without  all  earthly  crime, 
Pipp'd  in  the  fiery  fun,  which  burnt  the  bafer 
flime. 

XXV. 

As  when  from  fenny  moors  the  lumpifti  clouds 
With  rifing  fteains  damp  the   bright  morning's 
face ; 
At  length  the  piercing  fun  his  team  unfhrouds, 
And  with  his  arrows  the  idle  foj^jdoth  chace: 
The  broken  milt  lies  mcltird  all  in  tears  : 
So   this  bright  fliield   the  lUnking  daiknefs 
tears,  [fears. 

And  giving  back  the  day,  diflblves  their  former 

XXVI. 

Which  when  afar,  the  fiery  Dragon  fpics 

His  flighrs  deluded  with  fo  little  pain  ; 

To  his  laft  refugf.  nt>\v  at  length  he  flies  : 

JLong  time  his   pois'nous    gorge  he  feeni'd  to 

ftrain ;  [fpew 

At  ler.gth,  with   loathly  fight,   he  up  doth 

From  llinking  paunch  a  mott  deformed  crew; 

That  heaven    itfell  did  fly  from   their  moil  ugly 

view. 

xxvn. 
The  fird:  that  crept  from  iiis  detefted  maw, 

Was  Hamarti;;  (a)  futd  deformed  wight; 
I^Iore  foul,  deform'd,  the  fun  yet  never  faw  ; 
Therefore  fhc  hati^s  the  all-betraying  light  : 
A  woman  fecm'd  (he  in  her  upper  part  : 
To  which  Ihe  could  fuch  lying  glofs  impart.- 
That  ihoufands  flie  had  flain  witli  her  deceiving 
art. 

xxvui. 
The  reft  (though  hid)  in  ferpent's  form  array'd, 

With  iron  fcales,  like  to  a  plaited  mail  : 
Over  her  back  her  knotty  tail  difphy'd, 
Along  the  empty  air  did  lofty  fail ; 

The  end  was  pointed  with  a  double  fling, 
Which  with  fuch  dreaded  might  Ihe  wont  to 
fling. 
That  nought  could  help  the  v/ound,  but  blood  of 
heav'nly  King. 

XXIX. 

Of  that  firfl  woman,  her  the  Dragon  got, 

(  The  foultftbaftard  of  fo  fair  a  mother) 
Whom    Vi'hen   (lie  fav/  fo   fill'd  with  monftrous 
fpot, 
She  caft  her  hidden  (hame  and  birth  to  fmother ; 
But  flic  well  nigh  her  mother's felf  had  flain ; 
And  all  that  dare  her  kindly  ejitertain  : 
So  fome  parts  of  her  dam,  more  of  her  fire  re- 
main. 

XXX. 

Her  viperous  locks  hung  loofe  about  her  ears  : 

Yet  with  a  monftrous  fnake  ihe  them  reftrains. 
Which  like  a  border  on  her  head  ihe  wears  : 
About  her  neck  hang  down  long  adder  chains. 
In  thoufand    knots,    and  wreaths    infolded 

round , 
Which  in  her  anger  lightly  fhe  unboimd, 
And  darling    far    away  would  lure  and  deadly 
wound. 


(«)  Sia. 


Yet  fair  and  lovely  feems  to  fools  dim  eyes; 
But  hell  more  lovely,  Pluto's  felf  more  fair 
Appears,  when  her  true  form  true  light  defcries; 
Her   loathiome  face,  blancht  Ikin,  and  fnaky 
hair; 
Her  fhapelefs  ihape,  dead  life,  her  carrioa 

fmell  ;        • 
The  devil's  dung,  the  child,  and  dam  of  hell; 
Is  chaffer  fit  for  fools,  their  precious  fouls  to  fell. 

xxxii. 
The  fecond  in  this  rank  was  black  Defpair, 

Bred  in  the  da.-'k  womb  of  eternal  Night : 
His  looks  fafl  nail'd  to  Sin  ;  longfooty  hair 

Fill'd   up   his  lank  cheeks  with  wide   flaring 
fright  : 
His  leaden  eyes,  retir'd  into  his  head  ; 
Light,  hcav'n,    and  earth,   himfclf,   and    all 
things  fled  : 
A  breathing  corpfe  he  feem'd,  wrapt  up  in  living 
lead. 

XXXHI. 

His  body  all  was  fr»m'd  of  earthly  pafle. 

And  heavy  mould  ;  yet  earth  could  not  content 
hi  in  : 
Heav'n  fafl  he  flies, and  heav'n  fled  him  as  fafl; 
Though  kin  to  hell,  yet  hell  did  much  torment 
him ; 
His  very  foul  was  nought  but  ghaftly  fright ; 
With  him   went   many    a  fiend,    and  ugly 
fprite,  [fpite. 

Armed  with  ropes  and  knives,  all  inflrumcnts  of 

IXXIV. 

Inftead  of  feathers  on  his  dangling  crefl 

A  lucklefs  raven  fpread  her  blackefl  wings; 
And  to  her  croaking  throat  gave  never  refl. 
But  deathful  verfes  and  fad  dirges  fings  ; 

His  hellifh  arms  were  all  with  fiends  embofl» 

Who  damned  fouls  with    endlefs   torments 

roaft,  [ghoft. 

And  thoufand  ways  devife  to  vex  the  tortur'd 

XXXV. 

Two  weapons,  fharp  as  death  he  ever  bore, 

Stridl  Judgment,  which  from   far  he  deadly- 
darts  ; 
Sin  at  his  fide,  a  two-edg'd  fword  he  wore, 
With  which  he  foon  appals  the  ftoutefl  hearts  ; 
Upon  his  fhield  Alccfto  with  a  wreath 
Of  fnaky  whips  the  damn'd  fi  uls  tortureth  : 
And  round  about  was    wrote,  Rczuard  of  Jm  is 
death. 

XXXVl. 

The  lafl  two  brethren  were  far  different, 

(.)nly  in  common  name  of  death  agreeing; 

I'he  fii  fl  arm'd  with  a  fcythe  Hill  mowing  went  ; 

\'et  whom,  and  when  he  murder'd, never  feeing; 

Born   deaf,  and  blind ;  nothing  might  flop 

his  way  :  [fl*y» 

No  pray'rs,  no  vows  his  keencft  fcythe  could 

Nor  beauty's  felf,  his  fpite,  nor  virtue's  felf  allay, 

xxxvij. 
No  flate,  no  age,  no  fex  may  hope  to  move   him  ; 
Downfalls  tht  young,  and  old,  the  boy  and  maid: 
Nor  bcj;gar  can  er.treat,  nor  king  reprove  him; 
All  art  his  fiaves  in's  cloth  ci  flclh  anay'di 
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The  bride  he  foatches  from  the  bridegroom's 

arms, 
And  horror  brings  in  midft  of  loves  alarms : 
Too  well  we  know  his  pow'r  by  long  expcrienc'd 

harms. 

XXXVIll 

A  dead  man's  flcull  fupplied  hi'  helmet's  place. 

A  bone  his  club,  his  armour  ftieets  of  lead  . 
Some  more,  fome  lefs,  fear  his  all  frighting  face  ; 
But  moft,  who  flcep  in  downy  pleal'ure's  bed  : 
But  who  in  life  have  daily  learn 'd  Ui  die. 
And  dead  to  this,  live  to  a  life  more  high ; 
Sweetly  in  death  theyfleep,andflumb'ring<juittlie. 

xxxix 
The  fecond  far  more  ft  ul  in  every  part, 

Burnt   with   blue  fire,    and  bubbling  fulphur 

ftreams ;  [fmart 

Which    creeping   round   about    him    fiU'd    with 

His  curfed  limbs,  that  direly  he  blafphemes  ; 

Moft  ftrangeitfeemsj^hat  burning  thusforever, 

No  reft,  no  time,  no  place  theic  flames  may 

fever  :  [never 

Yet  death  iij  thoufand  deaths  without  death  dieth 

XL. 

Soon  as  thefe  hellifh  monfters  came  in  fight. 
The  fun  his  eye  in  jetty  vapours  drown'd, 
Scar'd  at  fuch  hell-hounds  view ;   heaven's  'ma- 
zed light 
Sets  in  an  early  evening;  earth  aftound, 

Bids  dogs  with  howls  give  warning  :  at  which 

found 
The  fearful  air  ftarts,  feas  break  their  bound, 
And  frighted  fled  away;  no  fands  might  them 
impoiind. 

XLI. 

The  palfied  tronp  firft  like  afps  fhaken  fare. 

Till  now  their  heart  congeal'd  in  icy  blood, 
Candied  the  ghaftly  face  — locks  ftand  and  itare: 
Ihus  charm'd,  in  ranks  of  ftone  they  marflial'd 
ftood  : 
Their  ufclefs  fwords  fell  idly  on  the  plain, 
And  now  the  triumph  founds  in  lofty  ftrain  ; 
So  conquering  Dragon   binds  the    knights   with 
flavifh  chain. 

XTII. 

As  when  proud  Phineus  in  his  brother's  feaft 
FiU'd  all  with  tumult  and  inteftine  broil ; 
Wife  Perfeus  with  fuch  multitudes  opprefs'd, 
Before  him  bore  the  fnaky  Gorgons  fpoil  : 
The  vulgar  rude  flood  all  in  marble  chang'd, 
And  in  vain  ranks,  in  rocky  order  rang'd  ; 
Were  now  more  quiet  guefts,  froin  former  rage 
eftrang'd. 

XLllI. 

The  fair  Ecle<fla,  who  with  grief  had  ftood. 

Viewing  th'  oft  changes  of  this  doubtful  fight. 
Saw  now  the  field  fwim  in  her  champion's  blood, 
And  fromher  heart,  rent  with  deep  paflio'.Tjfigh'd'; 
Limning  true  forrow  in  fad  filcnt  art. 
Light  grief  Jloats  on  the  tongue  ;  but  heaijy  fmart 
Sinis  doivn,  and  deeply  lies  in  centre  of  the  heart, 

XLIV. 
What  Dxdal  art  fuch  griefs  can  truly  fhew, 
■    B'Oke  heait,  dcej.  fighs,  thick  fobs,  and  burning 
prayers, 


Baprifing  ever  limb  in  weeping  dew  ? 
Whofe  fwoln  eyes,  pickled  up  in  briny  tears, 

Cryftallme  rocks ;  coral,  the  lid  appears  ; 

Compafs'd  about  with  tides  of  grief  and  fears: 
Where  grief  (tores  fear  with  fighs,  and  fear  ftort?5 
grief  with  tears 

XLV. 

At  length  fad  forrow,  mounted  on  the  wings 

Of  loudbreath'd  fighs,  hisleaden  weight  appears; 
And  vents  itfelf  in  Ibl'tell  whifperings, 

FoUow'd  with  deadly  groans,  ufher'd  by  tears  : 

While  her  fair  hands,  and  watry  fhining  eyes 

Were  upward  bene  upon  the  mourning  Ikies, 

Which  feem'ci   with  cloudy   brow  her   grief  to 

fympathize. 

XI-VI. 

Long  while  the  filent  patrion,  wanting  vent. 
Made  flowing  tears,  her  words,  and  eyes,  her 
tongue ; 
Till  faith,  experienc*,  hope,  afliftance  lent 

To  ftiut  both  flood-gates  up  with  patience  ftrong : 
The   ftreams  well  ebb'd,  new    hopes   fome 

comforts  borrow 
From  finneft  truth  ;  then  glimps'd  the  hope- 
ful morrow  :  [forrovv. 
So  fpring  fome  dawns  of  joy,  fo  fets  thfi  night  of 

XLVII. 

Ah  deareft  Lord !  my  heart's  fole  Sovereign, 

Whofitt'il  high  mounted  on  thyburning  throne; 
Hark  from  thy  heav'ns,  where  thou   doft  fafely 
reign, 
Cloth'd  with  the  golden  fun,  and  filver  moon  : 
Caft  down  awhile  thy  fweet  and  gracious  eye. 
And  low  avail  that  flaming  Majefty, 
Deigning  thy  gentle  fight  on  our  fad  mifery. 

XLVlII 

To  thee,  dear  Lord  '.  1  lift  this  watry  eye, 

Thiseye  wihchthou  fooftin  love(A)hafl  prais'dj 

This  eye  with  which  thou  (/)  wounded  oft  wculdfb 

die ;  [rais'd  : 

To  thee,  dear  Lord ':  thefe  fuppliant  hands  are 

Thefe  to  be  lilies  thou  haft  often  told  me ; 

Which  if  but  once  again  may  ever  hold  thee, 

Willnever  let  thee  loofe;  will  nevermore  unfold  thee, 

XLIX. 

Seeft  how  thy  foes  defpiteful  trophies  rear. 
Too  confident  in  thy  prolong'd  delays; 
Come  then,  oh  quickly  come,  my  deareft  dear! 
When  Ihall  I  lee  thee  crown'd  with  coriqu'ring 
bays,  [clay  ? 

And  all  thy  foes  trod  drown  and  fpread  as 
When  ihall  I  fee  thy  face,  and  glory's  ray .' 
Too  long  thou   ftay'ft  my  love ;  come  love,  no 
longer  ftay. 

h. 
Haft  thou  forgot  thy  former  word  and  love, 

Or  lockt  thy  fwtetnefs  up  in  fierce  difdain  ? 
In  vain  didft  thou  thofe  thoufand  mifchiefs  prove  ? 
Are  all  thofe  griefs,thybirth,  life, death,  in  vain? 
Oh  !  no  ;— of  ill  thou  only  doft  repent  thee, 
And  in  thy  dainty  mercies  moft  content  thee  : 
Then  why,  with  ftay  fo  long,  fo  long  doft  thoij 
torment  me  ? 


(h)    Car.t.  i.  J^. 


E  e 


(»■)   Cant.  iv.  9, 
iiij 
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J'.evivjng  cordial  of  my  dyin^  fprite, 

The  bed  elixir  for  foul's  drooping  pain  ; 
Ah  !   now  unfhade  thy  face,  uncioud  thy  fight  • 
-     See,  ev'ry  way's  a  trap,  each  path's  a  train  : 
Hell's  troops  my  fole  beleaguer  ;  b6w  thine 

cars ; 
And  hear  rny  cries  pierce  through  my  groans 
and  fears  : 
Sweet   Spoufe  !  fee  not  my  fine,  but  through  my 
plaints  and  tears. 

LII. 

Let  frailty,  favour ;  forrow,  fuccour  move  ; 

Anchor  my  life  in  thy  calm  ftreams  of  blood  : 
Be  thou  my  rock,  though  I  poor  changeling  rove, 
Toft  up  and  down  in  waves  of  worldly  flood  : 
Whilft  I  in  vale  of  tears  at  anchor  ride, 
Where  winds  of  earthly  thoughts  my  fails 
mifguide; 
Harbour  mj  fleftily  bark  fafe  in  thy  wounded  fide. 

■    LIU. 

Take,  take  my  contrite  heart,  thy  facrifice,  [woes: 

Wafh'd  in  her  eyes  that  fvfims  and    finks  in 

See,  fee,  as  feas  with  winds  high  working  rife. 

So  ftotm,  fo  rage,  fo  gape  thy  boafting  foes! 

Dear    Spoufe :   unlefs   thy    right  han  '  even 

fleers;  [fears; 

Oh  :    if  thou  anchor   not   thefe  thrcat'ning 

Thy  ark  will  fail  as  deep  in  blood,  as  now  in  tears. 

LIV. 

With  that  a  thund'ring  noife  fecm'd  fhakethefky. 
As  when  with  iron  wheels  through  flony  plain 
A  thoufand  chariots  to  the  battle  f!y  ; 

Or  when  with  boift'rousrage  the  fvvellingmain, 

Puft  up  by  mighty  winds,  does  hoarfely  roar ; 

And   beating  with  his  waves  the  trembling 

ftore,  [part  door. 

His  fandy  girdle  fcorns,  and  breaks  earth's  rarn- 

LV. 

And  ftraight  an  angel  (i)  full  of  heav'nly  might, 

(Three  fev'ralcrowns  circled  his  royal  head) 
From  northern  coaft  heaving  his  blaziig  light. 
Through  all  the  earth  his  glorious   beams  dif- 
pread,  ■ 

Andopen  lays  the  Beaft'sand  Dragon'sftame  ; 
For  to  this  end,  th'  Almighty  did  him  frame. 
And  therefore  from  fupplanting  gave  his  ominoiis 
name.     '  ■      ■  ■     . 

LVI. 

A  filver  trumpet  oft  he  loudly  blew, 

■  t'rightingtheguiltyearth  with  thund'ring  knell; 
And  oft  prociaim'd,as  through  the  world  he  flew, 

Babel,  great  Babel  lies  as  low  as  hell  : 
Let  every  angel  loud  his  trumpet  found, 
Herheav'n  exaltedt'ow'rsrndutlaredrown'd: 
Babel,  proud  Babel's  fall'n,  and  lies  as  low   as 
ground, 

LVII, 

■:  broken  heav'ns  difpaft  with  fearful  noife, 
■\nd  frorii  the  breach  outflioots  a  fiidden  light  : 
#t:     ghtflinllingtrumpetswitji  loud  foundingvoice 

■  <jive  echoing  fummons  to  new  bloody  fight ; 

(f  )    Our  late  moft  learned  foveretgn  in  his  Remun- 
<J>:,^r,c:  and  Cvmplaini  an  the  Apocolyife.  -  '■ 


Well  knew  the  dragon  that  all-quellirg  hlaj> 
And  fonn  percciv'd  that  day  niuft  bchislall  • 
Which  ftrnok  his   frighten'd  heart,  and    all  h»s 
troops  aghaft. 

LVIII. 

Yet  full  of  malice,  and  of  flubborn  pride,  [oft. 

Though  oft  had  flrove,  and  had  been  foil'd  as 
Boldly  his  death  and  certain  fate  dtfy'd  : 
Aiid  mounted  on  his  flaggy  fails  aloft. 

With  boundlefs  ipite  he  long'd  to  try  again 
A  fccond  lofs,  and  new  death  ;— glad  and  fain 
To  Ihew  his  pois'nous  hate,  though  ever  fliew'd 
in  vain. 

LIX. 

So  up  he  arofe  iipen  his  flretched  fails 

l-earlefs  expetfting  his  approaching  death  ; 
So  up  he  arofe,  that  th'  air  Harts  and  fails. 
And  over-preffed,  finks  his  load  beneath: 
So  up  he  arofe,  as  does  a  thunder-cloud. 
Which  all  the  earth  with  fliadows  black  doth 
fhrcjud  : 
?o  up  he  arofe,  and  through  the  weary  air  row'd. 

LX. 

Now  his  Almighty  Foe  far  off  he  fpies ; 

Whofe  fun-like  arms  daz'd  the  eclipfed  day, 
Confounding  with  their  beams  lefs  glitt'ring  fkies, 
Firing  the  air  with  more  than  heav'nly  ray  ; 
Like  thoufand  funs  in  one  : — fuch  is  their 

light, 
A  fubjed  only  for  immortal  fprite  ; 
Which  never  can  be  feen,  but  by  immortal  fight, 

LXI. 

His  threat'ning  eyes  fhine  like  that  dreadful  flame. 
With  which  the  Thunderer  armshis  angry  hand  : 
Himfelt  had  fairly  wrote  his  wondrous  name. 
Which  neither  earth  nor  iieav'u   could  under- 
■        ftand  ; 
A  hundred  crowns,  like  tow'rs,  befet^around 
His  conq'ring  head  :    well   may  they  there 
abound. 
When  all  his  limbs,  and  troops,  with  gold  are  richly 
crown'd. 

LXII. 

His  armour  all  was  dy'd  in  purple  blood  ; 

(In  purple  blood  of  thoufand  rebel  kings) 

In  vain  their  fiubborn  pow'rs  his  arm  withflood  : 

Their  proud  necks  chain'd,  he  now  in  triumph 

brings,  [fwords  : 

And  breaks  theirfpear?,and  cracks  their  traitor 

Upon  whofe  arms  and  thigh  in  golden  words 

Was  fairly  writ.  Tit  King  </ kings,  i/«J  Lord  of 

LORDS. 

LXTIJ. 

His  fnow-white  fteed  was  born  of  heav'nly  kind, 

Begot  by  Boreas  on  the  Thracian  hills ; 
More  ftnjng  and  fpeedy  than  his  parent  wind  : 
And  (which  his  foes  with  fear  and  horror  fills) 
Out  from  his  mouth  a  two-edg'd  fword  he 
darts :  [parts, 

Whofe  fliarpefl:  fteel  the  bone  and  marrow 
And  with  his  kceneft  point  unbreafi.s  the  nakeci 
hearts. 

LXIV. 

The  Dragon,  wounded  widi  this  flaming  brand. 
They  take,  and  in  ilrong  boadsand  fetters  tic  3 
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Short  was  the  fight,  nor  could  he  long  withftand 
Him,  whofe  appearance  is  his  vidlory. 

So  now  he's  bound  in  adamantine  chain  : 
He  ftorms,  he  roars,  he  yells  for  high  dildain  : 

His  net  is  broke,  the  fo<,vl  go  free,  the  fowler  ta'cn. 

LXV. 

Thence  by  a  mighty  fwain  he  foon  was  led 

Unto  a  thoufand  thoufand  torturings  : 
His  tail,  whofe  folds  were  wont  the  liars  to  (hed. 
Now  flretch'd  at  length,  clofe  tohis  belly  clings : 
Soon  us  the  pit  he  fees,  he  back  retires. 
And  battle  new,  but  all  in  vain,  refpires  : 
So  there  he  deeply  lies,  flaming  in  icy  fires. 

LXVI. 

As  when  Alcidcs  from  forc'd  hell  had  drawn 

The  three-head  dog,  and  mafter'd  all  his  pride; 
Bafely  the  fiend  did  on  his  vi  'tor  fawn. 

With  ferpent  tail  clapping  his  hollow  fide  : 
At  length  arriv'd  upon  the  brink  of  light, 
He  ihuts  the  day  out  of  his  dullard  fight, 
And  fwelling  all  in  vain,  renews  unhappy  fight. 

LXVII. 

Soon  at  this  Cght  the  knights  revive  again. 

As  frefh  as  when  the  flow'rs  from  winter  tomb 

(When  now  the  fun  brings  back  his  nearer  wain) 

Peep  out  again  from  their  frefh  mother's  womb: 

The  primrcfe  lighted  new,  her  flame  difplays. 

And  frights  the  neighbour  hedge  with  fiery 

rays :  [plays. 

And  all  the  world  renew  their  mirth  and  fportive 

LXVIll. 

The  prince,  who  faw  his  long  imprifonment 

Now  end  in  never-ending  liberty  ; 
To  meet  the  Vidtor  from  his  caltle  went, 
And  falling  down,  clafping  his  royal  knee, 
Pours  out  deferved  thanks  in  grateful  piaife  : 
But  him  the  heav'nly  Saviour  foon  doth  raife, 
Aad^bids  him  fpend  in  joy, his  never-fpendingdays. 

LXIX. 

The  fair  Eclefta,  that  with  widow'd  brow 

Her  abfent  Lord  long  mourn'd  in  fad  array, 
Now  filken  (/)  cloth'd  like  frozen  fnow, 

Whufe  filver  fpanglets  fparkle  'gainlt  the  day  : 

This   fhining   robe    her    Lord   himfelf  had 

wrought,  [fought. 

While  he    her  love  with  hundred  prefents 

And  it  wich  many  a  wound,  and  many  a  torment 

boughc 1 

LXX. 

And  thusarray'd,  her  heav'nly  beauties  fliin'd 

(Drawingtheirbeamsfromthismofl:  glorious  face) 
X-ike  to  a  precious  jafper  (ot),  pure  refin'd, 
'    Which  with  a  cryflal  mis'd,   much  mends  his 
grace  : 
The  golden  liars  a  garland  fair  did  frame 
To  crown  her  locks;  the  fun  lay  hid  forfhame, 
And  yielded  all  his  beams  to  her  more  glorious 
£amc. 

LXXX. 

Ah !  who  that  fl^me  can  tell  ?  Ah  I  who  can  fee  ? 

Eneugh  is  me  with  fiicnce  to  admire  ; 
While  bolder  joy,  and  humble  majefly 

In  cither  cheek  had  kindled  graceful  fire  : 


(0  Re-u.  xix.  8. 


{m)  Rev.  xxi.  1 1. 


Long  filent  flood  fhe,  while  her  former  fears 
And  griefs  ran  all  away  in  fliding  tears- 
That  like  a  watry  fun  her  glajifome  face  appears. 

LXXIl. 

At  length  when  jnys  had  left  her  clofer  heart. 

To  leat  themfelves  upon  her  thankful  tongue  : 
Firft  in  her  eyes  they  fudden  flalhes  dart, 

Then  forth  i'  th'  mufic  of  her  voice  they  throncr- 
My  hope,  my  love,  my  joy,  my  Hfe,  my  blifs 
(Whom  to  enjoy  is  heav'n,  but  hell  to  niifs) 

What  are  the  world's  falfe  joys,  what  heav'ns  true 
joys  to  this  ? 

LXXTII. 

Ah,  deareft  Lord  1  does  my  rapt  foul  behold  thee? 

Am  I  awake  ?  and  fure  I  do  not  dream  ? 
Do  thefe  thrice  bleffed  arms  again  infold  thee  ? 
Too  much  delight  makes  true  things  feigned 
feem. 
Thee,  thee  I  fee  ;  thou,  thou  thus  folded  art  : 
For  deep  thy  (lamp  is  printed  on  my  heart 
And  thoufand  ne'er-felt  joys  flrcam  in  each  melt- 
ing part. 

LXXlV. 

Thus  with  glad  forrow  did  (he  fweetly  'plain  her 
Upon  his  neck  a  welcome  load  depending  • 

While  he,  with  equal  joy  did  entertain  her, 

Herfelf,  her  champions,  highly  all  commend- 

So  all  in  triumph  to  his  palace  went  • 
Whofe  work  in    narrow  words  may  not  be 
pent  :  [tent. 

For  boundlefs  thought  is  lefs  than  is  that  glorious 

I,  XXV. 
There  fwcet  delights,  which  know  nor  end,  nor 
meafure  ; 
No  chance  is  there,  nor  eating  times  fucceedinw: 
No  waftcful  fpending  can  impair  their  treafure  ;" 
Pleafure  full  grown,  yet  ev'r  frefhly  breeding  ; 
Fulnefs  of  fweets  excludes  not  more  receiv- 
ing : 
The  foul  flill  big  of  joy,  yet  flill  conceiving; 
Beyond  flow  tongues  report,  beyond  quick  thoughts 
perceiving. 

Lxyvi. 
There  are  they  gone  ;  there  will  they  ever  bide  ; 
Swimming  in  waves  of  joys,  and  heav'nly  loves: 
He  ftill  a  bridegroom,  fhe  a  gladfome  bride  ; 
Their  hearts  m  love,  like  fpheres  flill  conftant 
moving ; 
No  change,  no  grief,  no  age  can  them  befall ; 
Their  bridal  bed  is  in  that  heavenly  hall, 
Where  all  days  are  but  one,  and  only  one  is  all. 

LXXVII. 

And  as  in  his  ftate  they  thus  in  triumph  ride. 

The  boys  and  dam^ls  their  juft  praifes  chant ; 
The  boys  the  bridegroom  fing,  the  maids  the  bride. 
While  all  the  hills  glad  Hymens  loudly  vaunt  : 
Heav'ns  winged  fhoals,  greeting   this  p-lori- 

ous  fpring. 
Attune  their  higher  notes,  and  Hymens  fingi 
Each  thought  to  pafs,  and  each  did  pafs  thought's 
loftiefl  wing. 

LXXVlII. 

Upon  his  lightning  brow  love  proudly  fitting 
flames  out  io  pow'r,  flii.-.es  ou:  in  majellyj 
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There  all  his  lofty  fpoils  and  trophies  fitting; 
Difplays  the  marks  of  higheft  Deity  : 

There  full  of  ftrength  in  lordly  arms  he  (lands, 
And  every  heart,  and  every  foul  commands  : 
No  heart,  no  foul,  his  flrength  and  lordly  force 
withftands. 

LXXIX. 

Upon  her  forehead  thoufand  cheerful  graces, 

Seated  on  thrones  of  fpotlefs  ivory  ; 
There  gentle  love  his  armed  hand  unbraces ; 
His  bow  unbent  difclaims  all  tyranny ; 

There  by  his  play  a  thoufand  fouls  beguiles, 
Perfuading  more  by  fimple  modeft  fmiles, 
Than  ever  he  could  force  by  arms,  or  crafty  wiles. 

LXXX 

Upon  her  cheek  doth  beauty's  felf  implant 

The  frefheft  garden  of  her  choicefl  flow'rs  ; 
On  which,  if  Envy  might  but  glance  afcaiit, 
Her  eyes  woulJ  fwell,  and  burfl,  and  melt  in 
fhow'rs  ; 
Thrice  fairer  both  than  ever  faireft  ey'd; 
Heav'n  never  fuch  a  bridegroom  yet  defcry'd ; 
Nor  ever  earth  fo  fair,  fo  undefil'd  a  bride. 

LXXXI. 

Full  of  his  Father  {hine^  his  glrious  face, 

Ah  far  the  fun  furpafling  in  his  light. 
As  doth  the  fun  the  earth,  with  flamii;g  blaze  : 
Sweet  influence  dreams tromhisquick'iiingfight: 
His  beams  from  nought   did  all   this  ^//  dif- 

pla)  ; 
And  when  to  lefs  than  nought  they  fell  away, 
He  foon  rellor'd  again  by  his  new  orient  ray. 

LXXXU 

All  heav'n  fhine«  forth  in  her  fweet  face's  frame  : 

Her  feeing  ftars  (which  we  mifcall  bright  eyes) 

More  bright  than  is  the  morning's  brightcft  flame, 

More  fruitful  than  the  May-time  Geminies : 

Thefe.  back  reflore  the  timely  fummer's  fire; 

Thofe,  fpringing  thoughts  in  winter  hearts 

infpire, 

Infpiriting  dead  fouls,  and  quick'ning  warm  defire. 

LXXXIII. 

Thefe  two  fair  funs  in  heav'nly  fpheres  are  plac'd, 

Where  in  the  centre,  joy  triumphing  fits : 
Thus  in  all  high  perfedticns  fully  grac'd. 
Her  mid-day  blifs  no  future  night  admits  : 
But  in  the  mirrors  of  her  Spoufe's  eyes 
Her  faireft  felf  ihe  dreffes  ;  there  where  lies 
All  fweets,  a  glorious  beauty  to  emparadife. 

LXXXIV. 

His  locks  like  raven's  plumes,  or  fhinining  jet, 
Falld  wn  in  curls  along  his  ivory  neck; 

Within  their  circlets  hundred  graces  fet,      [deck  : 
And  with  love -knots   their  comely   hangings  [ 


His  mighty  (boulders,  like  that  giant  fwain. 

All  heav'n  and  earth,  and  all  in  both  fuftainJ 

Yet  knows  no  wearinefs,  nor  feels  oppreffing  pain* 

LXXXV. 

Her  amber  hair  like  to  the  funny  ray. 

With  gold  enamels  fair  the  filver  white  ; 
There  heav'nly  loves  their  pretty  fportings  play. 
Firing  their  darts  in  that  wide  flaming  light : 
Her  dainty  neck,fpread  with  thai  filver  mold. 
Where  double  beauty  doth  itfelf  unfold. 
In  th'  own  fair  (ilver  (hines,  and  fairer  borrow'd 
gold. 

LXXXVI. 

His  bread  a  rock  of  pureft  alabafter, 

Where  loves  felf-failing,  (hipwrcck'd  often  Ct> 
teth. 
Her's  a  twin-rock,  unknown,  but  to  th'  (hip-mafter ; 
Which  harbours  him  alone,  all  other  I'plitteth. 
Where  better  could  her  love  than  here  have 
nefted  ?  [feafted  ? 

Or  he  his  thoughts  than  here  more  fweetly 
Then  both  their  love  and  thoughts  in  each  are 
ever  refted. 

LXXXVII. 

Run  now  you  (hepherd  fwains;  ah!  run  you  thi- 
ther, [way  : 
Where  this  fair  bridegroom  leads  the  blefTei. 
And  hafte  you  lovely  maids,  hafle  you  together 
With  this  fweet  bride,  while  yet  the  funfliine 
day 
Guides  your  blind  fteps ;  while  yet  loud  fuin- 

mons  call, 
That  every  wood  and  hill  refounds  withal. 
Come  Hymen,  Hymen  come,  dreft  in  thygoldes 
pall. 

Lxxxvni. 
The  founding  echo  back  the  mufic  flung. 

While  heav'nly  fphere'  unto  the  voices  play'd. 
But  fee  1   the  day  is  ended  with  my  fong. 

And  fporting  bathes  with  that  fair  ocean  maid  t 

Stoop  now  thy  wing,  my  mufe,  now  (toop 

thee  low  :  [now  ; 

Hence. may'ft  thou  freely  play,  and  refl  thee 

While  here  1  hang  my  pipe  upon  the  willow  bough. 

LXXXIX. 

So  up  they  rofe,  while  all  the  fhepherds  throng 

With  their  loud  pipes  a  country  triumph  blew. 
And  led  their  Thirfil  home  with  joyful  fong  . 
Mean    time   the   lovely  nymphs  with  garlands 
new,  [bound. 

His   locks  in   bay  and    honour'd    palm-tree 
With  lilies  fet,  and  hyacinths  around  ; 
And  lord  of  all  the  year,  and  their  May-fportings 
crown'd. 
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ECLOGUE    I. 


AMYN'TAS. 


JXt  was  the  time  faithful  Hakyone, 

I     Once  more  enjoying  nevv-liv'd  Ceyx'  bed, 

I  Had  left  her  young  birds  to  the  wavering  fea. 

i     Bidding  him  calm  his  proud  white- curled  head, 

jAnd  change  his  mountains  to  a  champian  lea ; 

Iff  The  time  when  genrle  flora's  lover  reigns, 

[Soft  creeping  all  along  green  Neptune's  fmoothcft 

I  plains. 

I  II. 

When  haplefs  Thelgon  (a  poor  fifher  fwain) 

Came  from  his  boat  to  tell  the  rocks  his  'plain- 
ing : 
In  rocks  he  iound,  and  the  high-fwelling  main  : 

More  fenl'e,  more  pity  far,  more  love  remain- 
ing. 
Than  in  the  great  Amynta's  fierce  difdain  : 
1     Was  not  his  peer  for  fong  'niong  all  the  lads 
jWhofe  fhrilJing  pipe,  or  voice,  the  fea-born  maid- 
i  en  glads. 

j  III. 

[About  his  head  a  rocky  canopy, 
I     And  craggy  hangings,  round  a  (badow  threw, 
[Rebutting  Phoebus'  parching  fervency ; 

Into  his  bofom  Zephyr  foftly  flew  ; 
jHard  by  his  feet  the  fea  came  waving  by  ; 
!     I'lie  while  to  feas  and  rocks  (poor  fwain  I)    he 

L       .  ^3"&; 

[The  while  the  feas  and  rocks  ans'ring  loud  echoes 
I  rang. 

'  IV. 

You  goodly  nymphs,  that  in  your  marble  cell 
In  fpending  never  fpend  your  fportfnl  days, 
,pr,  when  you  lift,  in  pearled  boats  of  fliell 
|kGlide  on  the  dancing  wave,  that  leaping  plays 
wout  the  wanton  flciff ;  and  you  that  dwell 

In  Neptune's  court,  the  ocean's  plenteousthrong, 
Deign  you  to  gently  hear  fad  Ihelgon's  plaining 
fong. 

V. 

When  the  raw  blclTom  of  my  yoiith  was  yet 
In  my  firft  cluluhood's  jjrccii  inclofure  bound, 


Of  Aquadune  I  learnt  to  fold  my  net, 

And  fprcad  the  fail,  and  beat  the  river  round» 

And  withy  labyrinths  in  flraits  to  fet. 

And    guide  my  boat  where   Thame  and  Ifi$ 
heir 

By  lowly  Eaton  Aides,  and  Windfor  proudly  fair. 

VI. 

There,  while  our  thin  nets  dangling  in  the  wind 
Hung  on  our  oars  tops,  I  learnt  to  fing 

Among  my  peers,  apt  words  to  fitly  bind 

In  num'rous  verfe  :  witnefs  thou  cryllal  fpring 

Where  all  the  lads  were  pebbles  wont  to  find  ; 
And  you  thick  hafles,  that  on  fhamis'  brink 

Did  oft  with  dallying  boughs  hiifilver  waters  drink. 

VII. 

But  when  my  tender  youth  'gan  feirly  blow, 
1  chang'd  large  Thames  for  Chamus'  narrower 
feas; 
There,  as  my  years,  fo  fkill  with  years  did  grow; 

And  now  my  pipe  the  better  fort  did  pleafe  ; 
So  that  with  Limn  us,  and  with  Belgio, 

1  durft  to  challenge  all  my  fifher  peers, 
That  by  learn 'd  Chamus'   banks  did  fpend  theic 
youthful  years. 

VIII. 

And  Janus'  felf,  that  oft  with  me  compar'd ; 

With  his  oft  loffes  rais'd  my  viftory ; 
That  afterward  in  fong  he  never  dar'd 

Provoke  my  conqu'ring  pipe  ;  but  envioufly 
Deprave  the  fongs,  which  firft  his  fongs  had  niarrMj 

And  clofely  bite  when  now  he  duril  not  bark. 
Hating  all  others'  light,  becaufe  himfelf  was  dark. 

IX. 

And  whether  nature,  join'd  with  art,  had  wrought 
me, 
Or  I  too  much  believ'd  the  filher's  praife  ; 
Or  whether  Phoebus'  felf,  or  mufes,  taught  me, 
Too  much  inclin'd  to  verfe,  and  mufic  plays ; 
So  far  credulity  and  youth  had  brought  me, 

I  fang  fad  Telethufa's  fruftrate  plaint, 
And  ruiHc  Daphnis'  wrong,  and  mag-ic's  vain  rc- 
ilraint. 


444 


THE    WORKS    OF    P.    FLETCHER. 


And  then  appeas'd  young  Myrtilus,  repining 

At  general  contempt  of  fhepberd's  life  ; 
And  raifcd  my  rhyme,  to  (ing  of  Richard's  climb- 
ing ; 
And  taught  our  Chame  to  end  the  old-bred 
ft  rife, 
Mythicus'  claim  to  Nicias  refigning  : 

The  while   his  goodly  nymphs  with  fong  de- 
lighted. 
My  notes  with  choicefl   flowers,   and    garlands 
fweet,  requited. 

XI. 

From  thence  a  fhepherd  great,  pleas'd  with  my 
fong, 
Drew  me  to  Bafiliffa's  courtly  place ; 
Fair  BafilifTa,  faireft  maid  amon<T  [grace. 

The  nymphs  that  white-cliff  Albion's  forefts 
Her  errand  drove  my  flender  bark  along 

The  feas  which  wafh  the    fruitful    German's 
land, 
And  fwelling  Rhine,  whofe  wines  run  fwiftly  o'er 
.the  faad. 

XII. 

But  after  bolden'd  with  my  firft  fuccefs, 
I  durfl  effay  the  new-found  paths,  that  led 

To  flavilh  Mofcow's  dullard  fiuggifhnefs ; 
Whofe  flothful  fun  all  winter  keeps  his  bed, 

But  never  fleeps  in  fummer's  wakefulnefs  : 
Yet  all  for  nought :  another  took  the  gain  : 

Faitour,  that  reapt  the  pleafure  of  another's  pain  1 

Xlll. 

And  travelling  along  the  northern  plains. 

At  her  command  I  pafs'd  the  bounding  Tweed, 

And  liv'd  a  while  with  Caledonian  fwains  : 
My  life  with  fair  Amyntas  there  I  led  : 

Amyntas  fair,  whom  flill  my  fore  heart  plains. 
Yet  feem'd  he  then  to  love  as  he  was  lov'd  ; 

3ut  (ah !)  I  fear,  true  love  his  high  heart  never 
prov'd. 

XIV, 

And   now  he   haunts  th*  infamous  woods   and 
downs 
And  on  Napean  nymphs  doth  wholly  doat : 
,What  cares  be  for  poor  Thelgon'splaintful  founds? 

Thelgon,  poor  mafter  of  a  poorer  boat. 
Janus  is  crept  from  his  wont  prifon  bounds. 
And  fits  the  porter  to  his  ear  and  mind : 
What  hope  Amyntas'  love  a  fifher  fwain  fhould 
find  ? 

XV. 

Yet  once  he  faid,  (which  I,  then  fool,  believ'd), 
(The  woods  of  it,  and  Damon,  vvitnefs  be  ;) 

When  in  fair  Albion's  fields  he  firfl  arriv'd, 
"  M'hen  1  forget  true  Thelgon's  love  to  me, 

"  The  love  which  ne'er  my  certain  hope  deceiv'd  ; 
"  The  wavering  fea  Ihall  fland,  and  rocks  re- 
move :" 

He  faid,  and  I  believ'd  ;  fo  credulous  is  love. 

XVI, 

You  fteady  rocks,  Vifhy  yet  do  you  ftand  fllU  .' 
You  fleeting  waves,  why  do  you  never  (land? 

Amyntas  hath  forgot  his  Thelgon's  quill ; 
His  promife  and  his  love  are  writ  in  fand  : 

But  rocks  arc  firia  though  Neptune  rage  his  fill ; 


When  thou,  Amyntas,  like  the  fire-dtalse  nq^^ 
geft; 
The  fea  keeps  on  his  courfc,  when  like  the  win^ 
thou  changeft.  ; 

XVII. 

Yet  as  I  fwiftly  fall'd  the  other  day. 

The  fettled  lock  feem'd  from  his  feat  remove,    i 

And   flariding  waves  feem'd  doubtful   of   theifl 

way.  1 

And  by  their  ftop  tliey  wavering  reprove  : 

Sure  either  this  thou  didlt  but  mocking  lay, 

Or  elfc  the  rock  and  fea  had  heard  my  plain- i 

ing;  I 

But  thou    (ay    me  !)   art   only   conftant  in  dif-j 

daining.  ' 

XVIII.  1 

Ah  !  would  thou  knew'ft  how  much  it  better  werel 
To  'bide  among  the  fimple  fifher  fwains  ;  I 

No  (bricking  owl,  no  night-crow  lodgeth  here ;     i 
Nor  is  our  fimple  pleafure  mixt  with  pains  : 

Our  fports  begin  with  the  beginning  year  ; 
In  calms,  to  pull  the  leaping  fi(h  to  land; 

In  roughs,  to  fing  and  dance  along  the  goldea 
fand. 

XIX. 

I  have  a  pipe,  which  once  thou  lovedft  well, 

(Was  never  pipe  that  gave  a  better  found), 
Which  oft  to  hear,  fair  Thetis  from  her  cell, 
Thetis,  the  Queen  of  feas,  attended  round 
With   hundred  nymphs,  and  many  powers  thai: 
dwell 
In  th'  ocean's  rocky  walls,  came  up  to  hear, 
And  gave  me  gifts,  which  (till  for  thee  lie  hoarded 
here. 

XX. 

Hare,  wij-h  fweet  bays,  the  lovely  myrtles  grow. 
Where  th'  ocean's  fair-check'd  maidens  oft  re- 
pair ; 
Here  to  my  pipe  they  dancen  on  a  row; 

No  other  fwain  may  come  to  note  their  fair  ; 
Yet  my  Amyntas  there  with  me  fnall  go. 

Proteus  hinifelf  pipes  to  his  flock  hereby. 
Whom  thou  (halt  hear,  ne'er  feen  by  any  jealou; 
eye. 

XXI. 

But  ah  !  both  me  and  (hepherds  he  difdain?, 

While  I  fit  piping  to  the  gadding  winds; 

Better  that  to  the  boiS'rous  fea  complains  ; 

Sooner  fierce  waves  are  niov'd,  than  his  hard 
mind. 
I'll  to  fome  rock  far  from  our  common  mains, 

And  in  his  bofom  learn  forget  my  fmart. 
And  blot  Amyntas'  name  from  Thelgon's  wretch- 
ed heart. 

XXII. 

So  up  he  rofe,  and  launch'd  into  the  deep. 

Dividing  with  his  oar  the  (urging'  main, 
Which,  dropping,  feem'd  with  tears  his  cafe 
weep  ; 

The  whiflling  winds  joln'd  with  the  feas  ti 
plain. 
And  o'er  his  boat  in  whines  lamenting  creep. 
Nought  feared  he  fierce  ocean's  watry  ire. 
Who   in  his  heart  of  grief  and  love  felt  equa) 
fire 
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ECLOGUE     II. 


"THIRSII. 


DORUS.  MYRTILUS.  THOMALIN.  THIRSIL. 


Mtrtil,  wliy  idly  fit  we  on  the  fliore  ? 
Since  ftormy  winds  and  waves  intelline  fpite 

Impatient  rage  of  fail  or  bending  oar  ; 
Sit  we,  and  fing,  while  winds  and  waters  fight ; 
And  carol  loud  of  love,  and  love's  delight. 
II. 
Myrtilut. 
Dorus,  ah,  rather  flormy  feas  require, 
With  fadder  notes,  the  tempeft's  rage  deplore  : 

In  calms  let's  fing  of  love  and  lover's  fire. 
Tell  me  how  Thirfil  late  our  feasforefwore. 
When   forc'd   he  left  our   Chame,   and  defert 
Ihore. 

III. 
Dorut. 
Now,  as  thou  art  a  lad,  repeat  that  lay ; 
Ik/Iyrtil,  his  fongs  more  pleafe  my  ravifh'd  car, 
Than  rumbUng  btooks  that  with  the  pebbles 
play. 
Than  murm'ring  feas  broke  on  the  banks  to  hear. 
Or  winds  on  rocks  their  whiftling  voices  tear. 

IV. 

Myrtiliis. 
See'ft  thou  that  rock,  which  hanging  o'er  the 
main 
Looks  proudly  down  ?  there  as  1  under  lay, 

Thiifil,  with  Thomalin,  I  heard  complain  ; 
Thomalin  (who  now  goes  fighing  all  the  day). 
Who  thus  'gan  tempt  his  friend  with  Chamifh 
boys  to  ftay. 

V. 

Thomalin. 

Thirfil,  what  wicked  chance,  or  lucklefs  flar. 

From  Chamus'  ftreams   removes    thy   boat   and 

mind  ?  [far  ; 

t      Far  hence  thy  boat  is  bound,  thy  mind  more 

■More  fweet  or  fruitful  ftreams  where  canft  thou 

■  find  ? 

Where  fifher-lads,  or  nymphs,  more  fair  or  kind  ? 
The  mufes  felves  fit  with  the  Aiding  Chame  : 
Chame  and  the  mufes  felves  do  love  thy  name. 
Where  thou  art  lov'd  fo  dear,  fo  much  to  hate  is 
fliame. 


VI. 
Tbirftl. 
The  mufes  me  forfake,  not  I  the  mufes; 
Thomalin,  thou  know'fl  how  I   them  honour'^ 
ever  : 
Not  I  my  Chame,  but  me  proud  Chame  refufc* : 
His  froward  fpites  my  ftrong  afFedlion  fever ; 
Elfe  from  his  banks  could  I  have  parted  never  : 
But  like  his  fwans,  when  now  their  fate  is  nigh. 
Where  finging  fweet  they  liv'd,  there  dead  they 

lie; 
So  would  I  gladly  live,  fo  would  I  gladly  die. 

VII. 

His  ftubborn  hands  my  net  hath  broken  quite  % 
My  fifli  (the  guerdon  of  my  toil  and  pain) 

He  caufelefs  feiz'd,  and,  with  ungrateful  fpite, 
Beflow'd  upon  a  lefs  deferving  fwain  : 
'J"he  coft  and  labour  mine,  his  all  the  gain. 
My  boat  lies  broke,  my  oars  are  ciack'd  and  gone: 
Nought  has  he  left  me,  but  my  pipe  alone, 
Which,  with  his  fadder  notes,  may  help  his  mafler'a 
moan. 

VIII. 
Themalin, 
Ungrateful  Chame !  how  oft  hath  Thirfil  crown'<l 
With  fongs  and  garlands  thy  obfcurer  head  ! 
That  now  thy  name  through  Albion  loud  doth 
found. 
Ah,  foolifh  Chame  \  who  now  in  Thirfil's  ftead 
Shall   chaunt  thy   praife,  fince    Phelgon's   lately 

dead  ? 
He  whom  thou  lov'ft  can  neither  fing  nor  play. 
His  dufty  pipe,  fcorn'd,  broke,  is  ca[l  away  : 
Ah,  foolifh  Chame  !  who  now  fliall  grace  thy  ho- 
liday I 

rhhfd. 

Too  fond  my  former  hopes  !  I  fiill  erpefted 
With  my  defert  his  love  fhould  grow  tiic  .pore  : 

111  can  he  love,  who  Thel.-on's  love  rejeded  ; 
Thelgori,wbo  more  hath  grac'^  u.  ^racelefs  ftiore, 
1  haii  any  fwain  that  ever  fang  before. 
Yet  Gripus  he  prefcr'd,  when  Fhelgon  ii.rove 
I  wifti  no  other  curj'c  !.c  ever  prove  ;  j^love. 

Who  Thelgon  caufelefs  hates,  ftill  may  he  Gripua 
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X. 

Thomalin. 
Thirfil,  but  that  fo  long  I  know  thee  well, 
1  now  fliould  think  thou  fpeak'ft  of  hate  or  fpite  : 
Can  fuch  a  wrong  with  Chame,  or  mules  dwell, 
That  Thelgon's  worth  and  love  with  hate  they 
quite  ? 

rurf.i. 

Thomalin,  judge  thou ;  and   thou   that  judgeft 

right, 
Great  king  of  feas,  that  grafp'ft  the  ocean,  hear. 
If  ever  thou  thy  Thelgon  loved'ft  dear  : 
Though  thou  forbear  a  while,  yet  long  thou  canft 

not  bear. 

XI. 

When  Thelgon  here  had  fpcnt  his  'prentice 
years, 
Soon  had'he  learu'd  to  fing  as  fweet  a  note 

As  ever  ftrook  the  churlifli  Chamus'  ears  : 
To  him  the  river  gives  a  cnflly  boat. 
That  on  his  waters  he  might  fafely  float : 
The  fong's  reward,  which  oft  unto  his  fliore 
He  fweetly  tuned  :  then  arm'd  with  fail  and  oar, 
Dsarly  the  gift  he  loved,  but  lov'd  the  giver  more. 

X!I. 

Scarce  of  the  boat  he  yet  was  full  poffcfl, 
When,  with  a  mind  more  changing  than  his  wave, 

Ae;ain  Iiequeath'd  it  to  a  wand'ring  gueit, 
Who'ni  then  he  only  faw ;  to  him  he  gave 
The  fails  and  oars  :  in  vain  poor  Thelgon  llrave, 
The  boat  is  under  fail,  no  boot  to  plain  : 
Then  banilh'd  him,  the  more  to  eke  his  pain, 
As  if  himfelf  were  wrong'd,  and  did  net  wrong 
the  fwain. 

XIII. 

From  thence  he  furrow'd  many  a  churlifh  fea  ; 
The  viny  Rhene,  and  Volgha's  felf  did  pafs, 

Who  flsds  doth  fuffcr  on  his  wat'ry  lea. 
And  horfcs  trampling  on  his  icy  face  : 
Where  Phoebus,  prifon'd  in  the  frozen  glafs, 
All  winter  cannot  move  his  quenched  ligiit, 
Mor,  in  the  heat,  will  drench  his  chariot  bright : 
Thereby  the  tedious  year  is  all  one  day  and  night. 

XIV. 

Yet  little  tVank,  and  lefs  reward,  he  got ; 
He  never  learn'd  to  foothe  the  itching  ear  : 

One  clay    (as   chanc'd)  he  fpied  that  painted 
boat 
Which  once  was  his  :  though  his  of  right  it  were. 
He  bought  It  now  again,  and  bought  it  dear. 
But  Chame  to  Gripus  gave  it  once  again, 
Gripus,  the  bafeft  and  mod  dung-hill  (wain. 
That  ever  drew  a  net,  or  filh'd  in  fruitful  main. 

XV. 

Go  now,  ye  fllher-boys,  go  learn  to  play. 
To  play  and  fmg  along  your  Chamus'  fliore : 

Go  watch  and  toil,  go  fpend  the  night  and  day, 
While  winds  and  waves,  while  fcornis  and  tem- 

pells  roar ; 
And  for  your  trade  confume  your  life  and  ftora  : 
LiO  your  reward  ;  thus  will  your  Chamus  ufe  you  : 
Why   Ihould  you  plain  that  lozel  Iwains  refule 

you  ? 
Clj^mus  good  Rfhers  hates,  the  mufei'  fclvcsabuf-- 
ycu. 


XVI. 

7homalin, 

Ah,  Thelgon  1  pooreft,  but  the  worthieft  fwairf 
That  ever  gric'd  unworthy  poverty  ! 

However  here  thou  liv'ft  in  joylefs  pain, 
Prefl  down  with  grief  and  patient  mifery  ; 
Yet  Ihalt  thou  live  when  thy  proud  enemy 
Shall  rot,  with  fcorn  and  bafe  contempt  oppreft. 
Sure  now  in  joy  thou  fafc  and  glad  doft  reft, 
Smil'fl  at  thofe  eager  foes,  which  here  thee  fo 
molcfl:. 

XVII. 
rhir/tl. 
Thomalin,  mourn  not  for  him;  he's  fweetly 

fleeping 
In  Neptune's  court,  whom  here  he  fought  to  pleafe; 

While  humming  rivers,  by  his  cabin  creeping, 
Rock  foft  his  flurab'ring  thoughts  in  quiet  eafc : 
Mourn  for  thyfelf,  here  winds  do  never  ceafe  ; 
Our  dying  life  will  better  fit  thy  crying  : 
He  foftly  fleeps,  and  bleft  is  quiet  lying. 
Who  ever  living  dies,  he  better  lives  by  dying", 
xvni. 
Thovialin. 
Can  ThirCl  then  our  Chame  abandon  ever  ? 
And  never  will  our  fifhers  fee  again  ? 

Thirftl.  [vour 

Who  'gainft  a  raging  ttream  doth  vain  endea^ 
To  drive  his  boat,  gets  labour  for  his  pain  : 
When  fates  command  to  go,  to  lag  is  vain. 
As  late  upon  the  fliore  I  clianc'd  to  play, 
I  heard  a  voice,  like  thunder,  loudly  fay,  , 

"  Thirfil,  why  idly  liv'ft  ■"  Thirfil,  away,  away  l*?^ 

XJX. 

Thou  god  of  feas,  thy  voice  I  gladly  hear; 
Thy  voice  (thy  voice  1  know)  I  glad  obey  : 

Only,  do  thou  my  wand'ring  wherry  fleer; 
And  when  it  errs  (as  it  will  eas'ly  ftray). 
Upon  the  rock  with  hopeful  anchor  ftay  : 
Then  will  I  fwim  where's  either  fea  or  fhore. 
Where  never  fwain  or  boat  was  feen  afore  : 
My  trunk  fhall  be  my  boat,  mine  arm  Ihall  be  mj 
oar. 

XX. 

Thomalin,  methinks  I  hear  thy  fpcaking  eye 
Woo  me  my  porting  journey  to  delay  : 

But  let  thy  love  yield  to  necelTity  : 
With  thee,  my  friend,  too  gladly  would  I  ftay 
And  live,  and  die:  were  Thomalin  away 
(Though  now  I  half  unwilling  leave  his  ftreatn)f 
However  Chame  doth  Thirfil  lightly  deem. 
Yet  would  thy  Thirfil  lefs  proud  Chamus*  fcorn^ 
efteenl. 

XXI. 

'thojnaltrt.  ^ 

Who  now  with  Thomalin  fhall  fit  and  fing  ?  . 
Who  left  to  play  in  lovely  Myrtil's  Ihade  ?  J 

Or  tune  fweet  ditties  to  fo  fweet  a  ftring  ?        I 
Who  now  thofe  wounds  fliall  fwage  in  covert^ 

glad, 
Sweet-bitter  wounds  which  cruel  love  hath  made? 
You  fifher-boys,  and  fea-maids'  dainty  crew, 
F.-ircwell !  for  Thomalin  will  feek  a  new 
And  more  refreflful  ftream  :  ungrateful  Chame, 
adieu  1 


PISCATORY   ECLOGUES. 


44/ 


XXII. 

Tbirfil. 

Thomalin,  forfake  not  thou  the  fiflier-fwains, 
Which  hold  thy  (lay  and  love  at  deareft  rate  : 

Here  may'ft  thou  live  among   their   fportful 
trains, 
Till  better  times  afford  thee  better  ftate  : 
Then  may'ft  thou  follow  well  thy  guiding  fate, 
So  live  thou  here  wirh  peace  and  quiet  bleft  ; 
So  let  thy  love  afford  thee  eafe  and  reft  ; 
So   let   thy  fweeteft  foe    re-eure   thy   wounded 
breaft. 

XXIII. 

But  thou,  proud  Chame,which  thus  haft  wrought 

nie  fpite, 
Some  greater  river  drown  thy  hated  name ! 

Let  never  myrtle  on  thy  banks  delight ; 
But  willows  pale,  the  badge  of  fpite  and  blame. 
Crown    thy  ungrateful    Ihores  with    fcorn    and 

fhame  ! 
Let  dirt  and  mud  thy  lazy  waters  feize  ; 
Thy  weeds  ftill  grow,  thy  waters  ftill  decreafe  : 
Nor  let  thy  wretched  love  to  Gripus  ever  ceafe  I 


Farewell,  ye  ftreams,  which  once  I  loved  dear  ; 
Farewell,  ye  boys,  which  on  your  Chame  do  float ; 

Mufes,  farewell ;   if  there  be  mufes  here  ; 
Farewell,  my  nets  ;  farewell,  my  little  boat : 
Come,  fadder  pipe  ;  farewell   my  merry  note  : 
My  Thomalin,  with  thee  all  fweetnefs  dwell ; 
Think  of  thy  ihirfil,  Thirfil  loves  thee  well. 
Thomalin,  my  deareft  dear,  my  Thomalin,  farewell* 

XXV. 

Dorus. 
Ah,  haplefs  boy,  the  fifher's  joy  and  pride  I 
Ah,  wo  is  us,  we  cann^'t  help  thy  wo  ! 

Our  pity  vain  :   ill  may  that  fwain  betide 
Whofe  undeferved  fpite  hath  wrong'd  thee  fo, 
Thirfil,  with  thee  our  joy  and  wilhesgo. 
xxvi. 
Myrtilus. 
Dorus,  fome  greater  power  prevent''  thy  curfe  ; 
So  vile,  fo  bafely  lives  that  hateful  fwain  ; 

So  bafe,  fo  vile,  that  none  can  wifti  him  worle. 
But  rhirlil  much  a  better  ftate  doth  gain  ; 
For  never  will  he  find  fo  thanklefs  main. 


ECLOGUE    III. 


MYRTILUS, 


A  nsHEK-LAS  (no  hi^er  dares  he  look), 
Myrtil  fat  down  by  filver  Mcdway's  fliore  : 
His  dangling  nets,  hung  on  the  trembling  oar. 
Had  leave  to  play,  lb  had  his  idle  honk. 
While  madding  winds  the  madder  ocean  fhook. 
Of  Chamus  had  he  learn'd  to  pipe  and  fing, 
And  frame  low  ditties  to  his  humble  ftring. 
II. 

There,  as  his  boat  late  in  the  river  ftray'd, 
A  friendly  fiflier  brought  the  by  to  view 
Celia  the  fair,  whofe  lovely  beauties  drew 
His  heart  from  him  into  thai  heav'nly  maid  : 
There  all  his  wand'ring  thoughts,  there  now  they 

ftaid 
All  other  fair,  all  other  love  defies, 
In  Celia  he  lives,  for  Celia  dies, 
ni. 

Nor  durft  the  coward  woo  his  high  defiring, 
(For  low  he  was,  lower  himfelf  accounts  ; 
And  flie  the  higheft  height  in  worth  furmounts;) 
But  fits  alone  m  hell,  his  heaven  admiring; 
And  thinks  wi:h  fighs  to  fan,  but  blows  his  firing. 
Nor  does  he  ftrive  to  cure  hi»  painful  wound ; 
For  till  this  ficknefs  never  was  he  found. 


His  blubber'd  face  was  temper'd  to  the  day  j 
All  fad  he  look'd,  that  fure  all  was  not  well ; 
Deep  in  his  heart  was  hid  an  heavenly  hell : 
Thick  clouds  upon  his  wat'ry  eye-brows  lay. 
Which  melting  Ihower,  and  ftiow'ring  never  ftay  3 
So  fitting  down  upon  the  fandy  plain. 
Thus  'gan  he  vent  his  grief  and  hidden  pain. 

V. 

"  You  fea-born  maids,  that  in  the  ocean  reign, 
(If  in  your  courts  is  known  love's  matchlefs  pow'r^ 
Kindling  his  fire  in  your  cold  wat'ry  bow'r  ;) 
Learn,  by  ynur  own   to  pity  others  pain. 
Tryphon,  thou  know'ft  a  thoufand  herbs  in  vain, 
But  know'ft  not  one  to  cure  a  love  fick  heart ; 
See  heie  a  wound,  that  far  outgoes  thy  art. 

VI. 

Your  ftately  feas  (perhaps  with  love's  fire)  glow, 
And  over-feeth  their  banks  with  fpringing  tide ; 
Muft'ring  their  white-pium'd  waves  with  lordly 

pride 
They  foon  retire,  and  lay  their  curl'd  heads  low  ; 
So  finking  in  themfelves  they  iiackward  go  : 
B  i  in  my  breaft  fuL  feasof  grief  remain. 
Which  ever  flow,  and  never  Qoh  again. 
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How  well,  fair  Thetis,  in  thy  glafs  I  fee, 
As  in  a  cryftal,  all  my  raging  pains  I 
Late  thy  green  fields  flept  in  their  even  plains, 
While  fmiling  heav'nsfpread  round  a  canopy  : 
Now  loll  with  blalls  and  civil  tnmity, 
While  whiflling   winds  blow  trumpets  to    their 

fight, 
And  roaring  waves,  as  drums,  whet  on  their  fpite. 
vin. 

Such  cruel  florms  my  refllefs  heart  command  : 
Late  thoufand  joys  fecurely  lodged  there, 
Ne  fear'd  I  then  to  care,  ne  car'd  to  fear  : 
But  puU'd  theprifon'd  filhes  to  the  land; 
Or  (fpite  of  winds)  pip'd  on  the  golden  fand  J 
But  fince  love  fway'd  my  breaft,  thefe  feas  alarms 
Are  but  dead  picSlures  of  my  raging  harms. 

IX. 

Love  ftirs  defire ;  defire,  like  ftormy  wind, 
Blows  up  high-fwel!ing  waves  of  hope  and  fear  : 
Hope  on  his  top  my  trembling  heart  doth  bear 
Up  to  my  heaven,  but  ftraight  my  lofty  mind. 
By  fear  funk  in  defpair,  deep  drown'd  I  find. 
But,  ah  !  jour  tempefts  cannot  laft  for  ever  ; 
But,  ah  1  my  ftorms  (I  fear)  will  leave  me  nevef. 

X. 

Haplefs  and  fond  !  too  fond,  mOre  haplefs  fwain. 
Who  loveft  where  th'  art  fcorn'd,  fcorn'ft  where 

th'  art  lov  d  : 
Or  learn  to  hate  where  thou  haft  hatred  prov'd  ; 
Or  learn  to  love  where  thou  art  lov'd  again  : 
Ah,  ceafe  to  love,  or  ceafe  to  woo  thy  pain  ! 
Thy  love  thus  fcorn'd  is  hell ;  do  not  fo  earn  it ; 
At  leaft,  learn  by  forgetting  to  unlearn  it. 

XI. 

Ah,  fond  and  haplefs  fwain  !  but  much  more 

fond. 
How  canft  unlearn,  by  learning  to  forget  it ; 
When  thought  of  what  thou  Ihould'fl  unlearn  does 

whet  it ; 
And  furer  ties  thy  mind  in  captive  bond  ? 
Canft  thou  unlearn  a  ditty  thou  haft  con'd  ? 
Canft  thou  forget  a  fong  by  oft  repeating  ? 
Thus  much  more  wilt  thou  learn  by  thy  forgetting. 

XII. 

Haplefs  and   fond  '.    moft  fond,   more   haplefs 

fwain  I 
Seeing  thy  rooted  love  will  leave  thee  never, 
(_She  hates   thy  love),   love    thou   her  hate  for 

ever  : 
In  vain  thou  hop'ft  ;  hope  yet,  though  ftill  in  vain  : 
Joy  in  thy  grief,  and  triumph  in  thy  pain ; 
And  though  reward  exceedeth  thy  afpiring, 
Live  in  her  love,  and  die  in  her  admiring, 
xm. 
Fair,  cruel  maid  !  moft  cruel,  fairer  ever. 
How  hath  foul  rigour  ftoln  into  thy  heart .' 
And,  on  a  comic  ftage,  hath  learn'd  thee  art 
To  play  a  tyrant  tragical  deceiver? 
To  promife  mercy,  but  perform  it  never  ? 
To   look  more  Iweet,  malk'd  in  thy  looks  dif- 

guife, 
Than  Mercy's  felf  can  look  with  Pity's  eyes  ? 


Who  taught  thy  honied  tongue  the  cunnia"* 
flight 
To  melt  the  ravifh'd  ear  with  mufic's  ftrains  ? 
And  charm  the  fenfe  with  thoufand  pleafing  pains  ? 
And  yet,  like  thunder  roll'd  in  flames  and  night. 
To  break  the  rived  heart  with  fear  and  fright  i 
How  rules  therein  thy  breaft  fo  quiet  ftate, 
bpite  leagu'd  with  mercy,  love  with  lovelefs  hate  ? 

XV. 

Ah,  no,  fair  Cclia  !  m  thy  fun-like  eye 
Heaven  fweetly  fmiles  ;  thofe  ftars,  foft  loving  fire. 
And  living  heat,  not  burning  flames,  infpire  :    ■ 
Love's  felf  enthron'd  in  thy  brow's  ivery, 
And  every  grace  in  heaven's  livery. 
My  wants,  not  thine,  me  in  defpairing  drown  : 
When  hell  prefumes,  no  mar'l  if  heavens  frown. 

XVI,     ^ 

Thofe    graceful   tunes,    iffuing  {torn   glorious" 
fpheres, 
Ravifli  the  ear  and  foul  with  ftrange  delight, 
And  with  fweet  nedar  fill  the  thirfty  fprite  ; 
Thy  honied  tongue,  charming  the  melted  ears, 
Stills  ftormy  hearts,  and  quiets  frights  and  fears  : 
My  daring  heart  provokes  thee  ;  and  no  wonder. 
When  earth  fo  high  afpires,  if  heaven  thunder. 

XVII. 

See,  fee,  fair  Celia,  feas  are  calmly  laid, 
And  end  their  boift'rous  threats  in  quiet  peace  r 
The  waves  their  drums,  the  winds  their  trumpets' 

ceafe : 
But  my  fick  love  (ah  love  but  ill  appay'd). 
Never  can  hope  his  ftorms  may  be  allay'd ; 
But  giving  to  his  rage  no  end  or  leifure. 
Still  reftlefs  refts  :  love  knows  no  mean  nor  mea- 

fure. 

XVIII. 

Fond  boy,  {he  juftly  fcorns  thy  proud  defire. 
While  thou  with  finging  wouldft  forget  thy  pain  r 
Go  ftrivc  to  empty  the  ftill-flowing  main  : 
Go  fuel  feek  to  quench  thy  growing  fire  : 
Ah,  foolifh  boy  !  fcorn  is  thy  mufic'shire. 
Drown  then  thefe  flames  in  feas  :  but  ah  !  I  fear 
To  fire  the  main,  and  to  want  water  there. 

XIX. 

There  firft  thy  heaven  I  faw,  there  felt  my  hell-' 
The  fmooth  calm  feas  rais'd  ftorms  of  fierce  de- 
fires  ; 
There  cooling  waters  kindled  burning  fires. 
Nor  can  the  ocean  quench  them^  in  thy  cell. 
Full  ftor'd  of  plcafures,  all  my  pleafures  fell. 
Die  then,  fond  lad  :  ah,  well  my  death  may  pleafe 

thee  I 
But  love,  thy  leve,  not  life,  not  death,  muft  eafc' . 
me." 

XX. 

So  down  he  fwooning  finks,  nor  can  remove, 
Till  fiftier-boys  (fond  fiftier-boys)  revive  him. 
And  back  again  his  life  and  loving  give  him ; 
But  he  fuch  woful  gift  doth  much  reprove  : 
Hopelefs  his  life  ;  for  hopelefs  is  his  love. 
Go,  then,  moft  loving,  but  moft  doleful  fwain ; 
Well  may  I  pity  ;  flie  muft  cure  thy  pain. 
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ECLOGUE     IV. 


CHROMIS. 


THELGON.    CHROMIS. 


Thelgen. 
L-HROMis,  my  joy,  why  drop  thy  rainy  eyes? 
Ainl  fullen  clouds  hang  on  thy  heavy  brow  ? 
Seems  that  thy  net  is  rent,  and  idle  lies; 

Thy  merry  pipe  hangs  b  -^^ken  on  a  bough  : 

But  late  thy  time  in  hundred  joys  thou  fpent'ft  ; 

Now  time  fpends  thee, while  thou  in  vain  lament'ft. 

II. 

Chromis, 

Thelgon,  my  pipe  is  whole,  and  nets  are  new ; 

But  nets  and  pipe  contemn'd  and  idle  lie  : 
My  little  reed,  that  late  fo  merry  blew. 

Tunes  lad  notes  to  his  maflers  mifery. 
Time  is  my  foe,  and  hates  my  rugged  rhymes, 
And  1  as  much  hate  both  that  hate  and  times. 
111. 
Thelaon. 
What  is  it  then  that  caufeth  thy  unrefi.  ? 

Or  wicked  charms,  or  love's  new-kindled  fire  ? 
Ah  !  much  I  fear,  love  eats  thy  tender  breaft  ; 

Too  well  I  know  his  never-quenched  ire, 
Since  I  Amyntas  lov'd,  who  me  difdains  ; 
And  loves  in  me  nought  but  my  grief  and  pains. 

IV. 

Chromit. 
No  lack  of  love  did  ever  breed  my  fmart ; 

I  only  learn'd  to  pity  others  pain, 
And  ward  my  breafi  from  his  deceiving  art : 

But  one  I  love,  and  he  loves  me  again  : 
In  love  this  only  is  my  greatefl  fore, 
Hg  loves  fo  much,  and  I  can  love  no  more. 

V. 

But  when  the  fiflier's  trade  once  highly  priz'd, 
And  juftly  honour'd  in  thofe  better  times, 

By  every  lozel-groom  I  fee  defpis'd ; 
No  marvel  if  I  hate  my  jocund  rhymes. 

And  hang  my  pipe  upon  a  willow  bough  : 

Might  I  grieve  ever,  if  I  grieve  not  now  ? 

VI. 

7helgon. 

Ah,  foolifh  boy  !   why  lliouldft  thou  fo  lament 
To  be  like  him  whom  thou  doft  like  fo  well  ? 

The  prince  of  filhers  thoufand  tortures  rent. 

To  heaven,  lad,  thou  artbound  ;  the  way  by  hell. 

Wouldfl  thou  ador'd,  andgreat,  and  merry  be, 

■%'hen  he  was  raock'd,  debafed,and  dead  for  thee? 
Yet,  lY 


Men's  fcorns  Ihonld  rather  joy  than  forrow  Wove! 
For  then  thou  higheft  art  when  thobi  art  down. 
Their  ftorms   of  hate  fhould  more  blow  up  my 
love  ; 
Their  laughters  my  applaufe,  their  mocks  my 
crown. 
Sorrow  for  him,  and  fliame  let  me  betide, 
Who  for  me,  wretch,  in  Ihame  and  lorrow  diei. 
vni. 
Chromh. 
Thelgon,  'tis  not  myfelf  for  whom  I  plain  ; 

My  private  lofs  full  eafy  could  I  bear. 
If  private  lofs  might  help  the  public  gain  ; 

But  who  can  blame  my  grief,  or  chide  my  fear. 
Since  now  the  fi&er'o  trade  and  honour'd  name 
Is  made  the  common  badge  of  fcorn  and  Ihame  ? 

IX. 

Little  know  they  the  fiflier's  toilfome  pain, 

Whofe  labour  with  his  age,  flill  growing,  fpends 
not ; 

His  care  and  watchings  (oft  mifpent  in  vain) 
The  early  morn  begins,  dark  evening  ends  not. 

Too  foolifli  men,  that  think  all  labour  ilands 

In  travel  of  the  feet  and  tired  hands  ! 

X. 

Ah,  wretched  fiftiers  !  born  to  hate  and  ftrife  ; 

To  others  good,  but  to  your  rape  and  fpoil. 
This  is  the  briefell  fum  of  fither's  life, 

To  fweat,  to  freeze,  to  v/atch,  to  faft,  to  toil  ; 
Hated  to  love,  to  live  defpis'd,  forlorn; 
A  forrow  to  himfelf,  all  others'  fcorn. 

XI. 

xLelrron, 

Too  well  I  know  the  fiflier's  thanklefs  pain  ; 

Yet  bear  it  cheerfully,  nor  dare  repine  : 
To  grudge  at  lofs  is  fond,  (too  fond  and  vain) 

When  higheft  caufes  juftly  It  aflSgn. 
Who  bites  the  fl:one,  and  yet  the  dog  condemns,. 
Much  worfe  is  than  the  beaft  he  fo  contemns. 

XII. 

Chromis,  how  many  fifliers  dofl:  thou  know, 
That  rule  their  boats,  and  ufe  their  nets  aright  J 

That  neither  wind,  nor  time,  nor  tide  foreflow  ? 
Such  fomehave been;  but  ah!  by  tempefts'fpite. 

Their  boats  are  loft; ;  while  we  may  fit  and  moan. 

That  few  were  fuch,  and  now  thofc  few  are  none. 
'Si 
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xiii. 
Chromif. 
Ah,  cruel  fpitc,  and  fpiteful  cruelty, 

That  thus  hath  robb'd  our  joy  and  defcrt  fliorc  ) 
No  more  our  feas  ftiall  hear  your  melody; 

Your  fongs  and  thrilling  pipes  fliall  found  no 
more  : 
Silent  our  fhores,  our  feas  are  vacant  quite. 
Ah,  fpiteful  cruelty,  and  cruel  fpite  ! 

XIV. 

Tielgon. 
Inftead  of  thefe,  a  crew  of  idle  groom*, 

Idle  and  bold,  that  never  faw  the  feas, 
Fearlefs  fucceed,  and  fill  their  empty  rooms : 

Some  lazy  live,  bathing  is  wealth  and  eale  : 
Their   floating  boats  with  waves   have  leave  to 

play, 
Their  rufty  hooks  all  year  heep  holiday. 

XV. 

Here  ftray  their  Ikiffs,  themfelves  are  never  here  ; 
Ne'er  faw  their  boats  :   ill  mought  they  fiftiers 
be: 
Meantime  fome  wanton  boy  the  boat  doth  fleer, 
(Poor  boat  the  while  !)  that  cares  as  much  as 
he: 
^\'■ho  in  a  brook  a  wherry  cannot  rov/. 
Now  backs  the  feas,  before  the  feas  he  know. 

XVI. 
Chromh. 
Ah,  foolifii  lads  !  that  think  with  waves  to  play, 
And  rule  rough  feas,  which  never  knew  com- 
mand 1 
Firfl.  in  fome  river  thy  new  Ikill  effay. 

Till  time  and  pradt'icc  reach  thy  weukly  hand  : 
A  thin,  thin  plank  keeps  in, thy  vital  breath  : 
Death  ready  waits.  Fond  boys,  to  play  with  death '. 

XVII. 
tbe'gon. 
Some,  ftretching  in  their  boats,  fupinely  fleep, 

Seafons  in  vain  recall'd,  and  winds  negledling  : 
Others  their  hooks  and  baits  in  poifon  Iteep, 

Neptune  himfclf  with  deathful  drugs  infcdling  : 
The  fifh  their  life  and  death  together  drink, 
And  dead  pollute  the  feas  with  venom'd  fdnk. 

xviii. 
Some  teach  to  work,  but  have  no  hands  to  row  : 
Some  will  be  eyes,  but  have  no  light  to  fee  : 
Some  will  be  guides,  but  have  no  feet  to  go  : 
Some  deaf,  yet  ears ;  fome  dumb,  yet  tongues 
will  be:  P'l; 

Dumb,  deaf,  lame,  blind  and  maim'd;  yet  fifners 
fit  for  no  ufe,  but  itore  an  hofpital. 

xix. 
Some  greater,  fcorning  now  their  narrow  boat, 
In  mifthtv  hulks   an^  fhips   (like  courts)   do 
dwell; 
Slaving  the  flciffs  that  in  their  feas  do  float ; 

Their  Clken  fails  with  winds  do  proudly  fvvell : 
Their  narrow  bottoms  ftretch  they  large  and  wide. 
And  make  full  room  for  luxury  and  pride. 

XX. 

'Self  did  I  fee  a  fwain  not  long  ago,    ^ 

Whore  loidly  fliip  kept  all  the  reft  m  awe  : 

About  him  thoufand  boats  do  waiting  row  ; 
His  iro\vn&  are  death,  his  word  is  firmcll;  law ; 
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While  all  the  fiflier  boys  their  bonnets  veil, 
And  far  adore  iheir  lord  with  llrucken  fail. 

XXI. 
His  ear  is  fhut  to  firaple  fiflier-fwain  ; 

For  Gemma's  felf  (a  fea-nymph  great  and  high) 
Upon  his  boat  attended  long  in  vain  : 

What  hope  poor  fi(her-boy  may  come  him  nigh  ? 
His  fpcech  to  litr  and  p refcnce  he  denied. 
Had  Neptune  come,  Neptune  he  had  defied. 

XXII. 

Where  Tiber's  fwelling  waves  his  banks  o'erflow, 

There  princely  filhers  dwell  in  courtly  halls : 
The  trade  they  fcorn,  thrtr  hands  forget  to  rov/; 

Their  trade,  tj  plot  their  rifing,  others  falls  j 
Into  their  feas  to  draw  the  Icffer  brooks. 
And  filh  fur  fleeplcs  high,  .•iih  golden  hooks, 
xxui. 
Chro/i.is, 
TheliTon,  how  canft  thou  well  that  fifher  blame, 

Who  in  his  art  fo  higlily  doth  excell. 
That  with  himfelf  i-an  raife  the  fifher's  name  ? 

Well  may  he  t'  n  e,  that  fpends  his  art  fo  well. 
Ah,  little  needs  their  honour  to  deprefs  : 
Little  it  is ;  yet  moll  would  have  it  lefs. 

XXIV. 

TMgon. 
Ala?,  poor  boy  !  thy  fhallow-fwimming  fight 

Can  never  dive  into  their  deepeft  art, 
Thofe  filken  flievvs  fo  dim  thy  dazzled  fight. 
Couldfl  thou  unmafk  their  pomp,  unbrcaft  their 
heart. 
How  would'il  thou  laugh  at  this  rich  beggary  ! 
And  learn  to  hate  futh  happy  mifery  I 

XXV. 
Panting  ambition  fpurs  their  tired  breaft  ; 

Hope  chaiu'J  to  dou'jt,  fear  link'd  to  pride  and 
threat, 
(Too  ill  yok'd  pairs)  give  them  no  time  to  reft; 

Tyrants  to  lelfer  boats,  flaves  to  the  great. 
That  man  I  rather  pity  than  ad'.'re, 
Who,  fear'd  by  others  much,  fears  others  more. 

XXVI. 

Rioft  curfed  town,  where  but  one  tyrant  reigns ! 

(Though  Icfs  his  fingle  rage  on  many  fpent;) 
But  much  more  mifery  that  foul  remains, 

When  many  tyrants  in  one  heart  are  pent  : 
When  thus  thou  ferv'ft,  the  comfort  thou  canft 

have 
From  greatnefo  is,  thou  art  a  greater  flave. 

XXVIT. 
C/jromis. 
Ah,  wretched  fwains,  that  live  in  filhers  trade; 
With  inward  gfitfs   and   outward  wants   dif- 
trefs'd ; 
While  every  day  doth  more  your  forrow  lade; 

By  others  fcorn'd,  and  by  yourfelves  opprefa'dl 
The  great  the  greater  ferve,  the  leffer  thefe  :  j 
And  all  their  art  is  how  to  rife  and  pleafe.  1 

XXVIII.  ^1 

Tlie/gon. 
Thofe  fiftier-fwains,  from  whom  our  trade  doth 
flow. 

That  by  the  King  of  Seas  their  IklU  were  taught. 
As  they  their  boats  on  Jordan  wave  did  row, 
And,  catching  fi.Ti,  were  by  a  fiHier  caught; 


PISCATORY   ECLOGUES. 


kit 


(Ah,  bkffed  chance  !)  much  better  was  the  trade, 
That  being  fifaers,  thus  were  fifties  made. 

XXIX. 

Thofe  happy  fwains,  in  outward  fhew  unbleft, 
Wifre  Ic.ourg'd,  were  fcorn'd ;  yet  was  this  lofs 
their  gain  : 

By  la'id,  by  fea,  in  life,  in  death  diftreft  ; 
l-iut  now  with  King  of  jcas  I'ecurcly  reign  : 

For  that  ihort  woe  in  this  bale  earthly  dwelling, 

Enjoying  joy  all  excellence  excelling. 

XXX. 

Then  do  not  thou,  my  boy,  caft  down  thy  mind, 
But  feek  to  pleafe,  with  all  thy  bufy  care, 


The  King  of  Seas;  fo  flialt  thou  furely  find 

Reft,  quiet,  joy,  in  all  this  troublous  fare. 
Let  not  thy  net,  thy  hook,  thy  finging  ceafe : 
And    pray    thefe    tempefts   may  be   turn'd    te 
peace. 

XXXI. 

Oh,  Prince  of  waters  I   Sovereign  of  feasf 

Whom  ftorms  and  calms,  whom  winds  and 
waves  obey  ; 

If  ever  that  great  ilfhcr  did  thee  pleafe, 

Chide  thou  the  winds,  and  furious  waves  allay  ; 

So,  on  rhy  fhores  the  fifher  boys  (hall  fing 

Sweet  fongs  of  peace  to  our  fweet  peace's  Kin?. 


ECLOGUE     V. 


NICJEA. 


DAMON,   ALGON,    N  I  C  jE  a: 


XuE  well-known  fifher-boy,  that  late  his  name. 
And  place,   and    (ah,   for  pity  !)   mirth   had 
chaiig'd; 
Which  from  the  mufes'  fpring  and  churliOi  Chame 
Was  fled,  (his  glory  late,  but  now  his  fhame  ; 
For  he  with  fpite  the  geatle  boy  eftrang'd  :) 
Now 'long  the  Trent  with  hisnew  fellows  rang'd  : 
There  Damon  (friendly  Damon  .')  met  the  boy, 
Where  lordly  Trent  kiffes  the  Darwin  coy, 
Bathing  his  liquid  flrcams  in  lovers'  melting  joy. 
II. 
Da77ion. 
Alg:on,  what  lucklefs  flar  thy  mirth  hath  blafled  ? 

My  joy  in  thee,  and  thou  in  forrow  drown'd. 
The  year,  with  winter  ftorms  all  rent  and  wafted, 
Hfith  now  frcfh  youth  and  gentler  feafons  tafted  : 
The  warmer  fun  his  bride  hath  newly  gown'd. 
With  fiery  arms  clipping  the  wantf:n  ground. 
And  'gets  an  heaven  on  earth  :  ihat  primrofe  there. 
Which  'mongft  thofe  vi'lets  flieds  his  golden  hair. 
Seems  the  fun's  little  fon,  fix'd  in  his  azure  fphere. 

111. 
Seeft  how  the  dancing  lambs  on  flow'ry  banks 

Forget  their  food,  to  mind  their  fweeter  play  ? 
Seeft  how  they  fkip,  and,  in  their  wanton  pranks. 
Bound  o'er  the  hillocks  fet  in  fportful  ranks  ? 
They  fkip,  they  vault,  full  little  caren  they 
To  make  their  milky  mothers  bleating  ftay. 
Seeft  how  the  falmons  (water's  colder  nation) 
Lately  arriv'd  from  their  fea-navigation. 
How  joy  leaps  in  their  heart,  Ihew  by  their  leap- 
ing fafhion. 


What  witch  enchants  thy  mind  with  fudden  mad- 
nefs  [plaining. 

When  all  things  fmile,  thou  only  fitt'ft  com* 
A'.gon. 
Damon,  I,  only  I,  have  caufs  of  fadnefs : 
The  more  my  woe,  to  weep  in  common  gladnefs  : 
When  all  eyes  ftiine,  mine  only  muft  be  raining; 
No  winter  now,  but  in  my  breaft,  remaining  : 
Yet  feels  this  breaft  a  fummer's  burning  fever  : 
And  yet  (alas  1)  my  winter  thaweth  never  : 
And  yet  (alas;)   this  fire  eats  and  confumcs  me 
ever. 

V. 

Damon, 
Within  our  Darwin,  in  her  rocky  cell, 

A  nymph  there  lives,  which  thoufand  boys  hath 
harm'd ; 
All  as  file  gliding  rides  in  boats  of  fhell, 
Darting  her  eyes,  (where  fpite  and  beauty  dwell  : 
Ay  me,  that  fpite  with  beauty  ftiould  be  arm'd  1) 
Her  witching  eye  the  boy  and  boat  hath  charm'd. 
No  fooner  drinks  he  down  that  pois'nous  eye, 
But  mourns  and  pines  :  (ah  piteous  cruelty  1) 
With  her  he  longs  to  live ;  for  her  he  longs  te 
die. 

VI. 

Aigon. 
Damon,  what  Tryphon  taught  thine  eye  the  art 
By  thefe  few  figns  to  fcarch  fo  foon,  fo  well, 
A  wound  deep  hid,  deep  in  my  fefter'd  heart, 
Pierc'd  by  her  eve,  Love's  and  Death's  pleafiag 
dart  i 

F  f ;  j 
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Ah,  flic  it  U,  an  earthly  heav'n  and  hell. 

Who  thus  hath  charni'd  my  heart  with  fuj^'rd 

fpcll.  [eafe 

fafe  thou  n>y  wound  :  but,  ah  I  what   hand  can 

Or  give  a  med'cine  that  fuch  wound  may  pleafe  ; 

When  fhe,  my  fole  phyfician,  is  my  foul's  difeafe  ? 

VII. 

Damon. 
!Poor  boy !  the  wounds  which  fpite  and  love  im- 
parti 
There  is  no  ward  to  fence,  no  herb  to  eafe. 
Heaven's  circling  folds,  lie  open  tn  his  dart : 
Hell's  Lethe's  fclf  cools  not  his  burning  fmart  : 
The  fifncs  cold  tiame  with  this  (Irong  difeafe, 
And  want  their  water  in  'he  midft  of  feas  ; 
AH  are  his  flaves,  hell,  earth,  and  heaven  above. 
Strive  not  i'  th'  net,  in  vain  thy  force  to  prove. 
Give,  voo,  figh,  weep,  and  pray  :  Love's  only 
cur'd  by  love. 

VIII. 

If  for  thy  love  no  other  cure  there  be, 

Love,  thou  art   curelefs :  gifts,  pray'rs,  vows, 

arid  art,  [thee  : 

She  fLorns  both   you  and  me  :  nay,  Love,  even 

Thou  figh'fl  her  prifoner,  while  (ht  laughs  as  free. 

Whatever  charms  might  move  a  gentle  heart, 

I  oft  have  tried,  and  fhew'd  the  earnful  fmart 

Which  eat^  my  breaft  :  fhe  laughs  at  all  my  pain  : 

Art,  pray'rs,   vows,  gifts,  love,  grief,   ftie    does 

difdain  : 
ferief,  love,  gifts,  vows,  pray'rs,  art,  ye  all  are 
fpent  in  vain. 

IK. 

Damon. 
Algon,  oft  haft  thou  fifh'd,  but  fped  not  ftraight ; 
With  hook  and  net   thou   beat'il    the    water 
round  : 
Oftimes  the  nlace  thou  changcft,  oft  the  bait ; 
And,  catching  nothing,  fti'l  and  flill  doft  wait  : 
Learn  by  thy   trade  to  cure  thee :    time   hath 

found 
In  delp'rate  cures  a  falve  for  ev'ry  wound. 
The  fifli,  long  playing  with  the  baited  hook, 
At  lafl  is  caught :  thus  many  a  nymph  is  cook  ; 
Mocking  the  flrokes  of  love,  is  with  her  ftriking 
Itrook. 

X. 

Algon, 
The  marble's  felf  is  pierc'd  with  drops  of  rain  : 

Fires  foften  Heel,  and  hardefl  metals  try  : 
But  Ihe  more  hard  than  both  .  fuch  her  difdain, 
That  feas  of  tears,  ^tnas  of  love  are  vain. 

In  her  ftrange  heart  (weep  I,burn,pineiOr  die ;) 
.    Still  reigns  a  cold,  coy,  carelefs  apathy. 
The  rock  that  bears  her  name,  breeds  that  hard 

,  flone 
With  goats  blood  only  foft'ned;  flie  with  none  : 
More   precious    fhe,   and,  ah!  more  hard  than 
diamond. 

XI. 

That  rock  t  think  her  mother  i  thence  fhe  took 
Her  name  and  nature.   Damon,  Damon,  fee  '. 
See  v;here  fne  comes,  arm'd  with  aline  and  hoi'k  : 
l>u  hie-,  peihcifs  thou  think'ft  in  that  Iv/eet  look 


The  white  is  beauty's  native  tapefVry? 

'Tis  cryftal,fnend,  yc'd  in  the  frozen  fea» 
The  red  is  rubies;  thefe  two,join'd  in  one, 
Mike  up  that  beauteous  frame ;  the  difference  none 
But  this,  fhe  is  a  precious,  living,  fpeaking  ilone. 

XII. 
Damon. 
No  gem  fo  coftly  but  with  cnft  is  bought : 

The  hardeft  fionc  i-  cut  and  fram'd  by  art : 
A  diamond  hid  in  rocks  is  found,  if  fought : 
Be  fhe  a  diamond,  a  diamond's  wrought. 

rhy  fear  congeals,  thy  fainting  fleels  her  heart* 
I'll  be  thy  captain,  boy,  and  take  thy  part : 
Alcides*  felf  would  never  combat  two. 
Take  courage,  Algon  ;  I  will  teach  thee  woo. 
Cold  bt  ggarp  freeze  our  gifts :  thy  faint  fuit  breeds 
her  no. 

ZIII. 

Speak  to  her  boy. 

Algon. 
Love  is  more  deaf  than  bliftd. 
Damon, 
She  muft  be  woo'd. 

Al^an. 

Love's  tongue  is  in  the  eycfc 
Damon. 
Speech  is  love's  dart. 

Algon. 
Silence  befl  fpeaks  the  mind. 
Damon. 
Her  eye  invites. 

Algon. 
Thence  love  and  death  1  find, 
Damon.  t 

Her  fmiles  fpeak  peace. 

Algon. 
Storms  breed  in  fmiling  fkies» 
Damon. 
Who  filent  loves  ? 

Algon. 
Whom  fpeeth  all  hope  denies. 
Damon. 
Why  fhould'fl  thou  fear  ? 

Algon.  ) 

To  Love,  Fear's  near  a-kin. 
Damon. 
Well,  if  my  cunning  fail  not,  by  a  gin. 
Spite  of  her  fcoru,  thy  fear,  I'll  make  thee  woo 
and  win. 

XIV. 

What,  ho  I  thou  fairefl  maid,  turn  back  thine  oar^  ^ 
And  gently  deign  to  help  a  fiflier's  fmart. 
Nicaa. 

Are  thy  lines  broke  ?  or  are  thy  trammels  tore  ? 

If  thou  defir'ft  my  help,  unhide  the  fore. 
Damon. 
Ah,  gentlefl  nymph  1  oft  have  I  heard,  thy  art 
Can  fcv'reign  herbs  to  ev'ry  grief  impart  : 

So  may'fl  thou  live  the  fifher's  fong  and  joy. 

As  thou  wilt  deign  to  cure  this  fickly  boy. 

Unworthy  they  of  art,  who  of  their  art  are  coy ! 

XV. 

His  inward  grief  in  outward  change  appears; 
His  checks  with  fudden   fires   brij^ht-flaminj 
glowi 
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\Vhich,  quench'd,  end  all  in  aflies:  Storms   of 
tears  [clears ; 

Becloud    his    eyes,    which    foon   forc'd    finiling 
Thick  tides  of  paflions  ever  ebb  and  flow; 
And  as  his  flefli  ft  ill  wafles,  his  griefs  ftill  grow. 
Nlctta 
Damon,  the  wounds  deep- rankling  in  the  mind 
What  herbs  could  ever  cure  ?  what  art  could  find  ? 
Blind  are  mme  eyes  to  fee  wounds  in  the  foul 
moll  blind. 

XVI. 
Atgon, 
Hard  maid!   'tis  worfc   to  mock  than  make  a 
w  lund  :  [fee  | 

Why  fhould'ft:  thou  then  (fair-cruel  I)  fcorn  to 
What  thou  by  feeing  ma.:'ft  ?  my  forrow's  ground 
Was  in  thy  eye,  may  by  thine  eye  be  found  : 
Hi)W  can  thine  eye  niofl  fharp  in  wounding  be, 
Tn  feeing  dull  ?  thefe  two  are  one  in  thee, 
To  fee  and  wound  by  fight :  thine  eye  the  dart. 
Fair-cruel  maid,  thou  well  haft;  learnt  the  art, 
With  the  fame  eye  to  fee,  to  wound,  to  cure  my 
heart. 

XVII. 

Nicaa. 
What  cures  thy  wounded  heart  ? 
Algcn. 
Thy  heart  fo  wounded. 
JSfictsa 
Is't  love  to  wound  thy  love  ? 
Algon, 
Love's  wounds  are  pleaflng. 

Why  plain'fl;  thou  then  ? 

Algon, 
Becaufe  thou  art  unwounded. 
Thy   wound   my   cure  :    on   this  my   plaint  is 
grounded. 

Nicaa. 
Cures  arc  difeafes,  when  the  wounds  are  eafing  ■ 
Why  WDtild'fl  thou  have  me  pleafe  thee  by 
difpleafing  i 

Algon, 
Scorn'd  love  is  death ;  love's  mutual  wounds  de- 
lighting : 
Happy  thy  love,  my  love  to  thine  uniting. 
Love  paying  debts  grows  rich  ;  rc<juited  in  re- 
quiting. 


XVIII. 

Damon. 
What  lives  alone  Nicea  ?  ftars  moft  chafte 

Have  their  conjun<5lions,  fpheres  their  mix'd 
embraces, 
And  mutual  folds.  Nothing  can  fingle  laft  : 
But  die  in  living,  in  incrcafing  wafte. 
Nicea. 
Their  joining  perfedts  them,  but  us  defaces. 

Algon. 
That's  perfedt  which  obtains  his  end  :   your 
graces 
Receive  their  end  in  love.     She  that's  alone 
Dies  as  fhe  lives  ;  no  number  is  in  o-ne  : 
Thus  while  fhe's  but  herfelf,  file's  not  herfelf,  fhe'* 
none. 

SIX. 

Niciea. 
Why  blam'ft  thou  then,  n>y  ftony  hard  confeftion. 
Which  nothing  loves  ?  thou  fingle  nothing  art. 
Algon. 
Love  perfe6ls  what  it  loves ;  thus  thy  afre>Sl:ion, 
Married  to  mine,  makes  mine  and  thy  perfe<5lion. 
Nicaa 
Well,  then,  to  pafs  our  Tryphon  in  his  art. 
And  in  a  moment  cure  a  wounded  heart  ; 
If  faireft  Darwin,  whom  I  ferve,  approve 
Thy  fuit,  and  thou  wilt  not  thy  heart  remove, 
I'll  join  my  heart  to  thine,  and  anfwer  thee  ia 
love. 

XX. 

The  fun  is  fet ;  adieu. 

Algon. 

'Tis  fet  to  me  ; 
Thy  parting  is  my  ev'n  thy  prefence  light. 
Nicta. 
Farewell. 

Algon. 
Thou  giv'fl  thy  wifii ;  it  is  in  thee  ; 
Unlefs  thou  wilt,  haplefs  1  cannot  be. 
Damon. 
Come,  Algon,  cheerly  home ;  the  thievifli  night 
Steals  on  the  world,  and  robs  our  eyes  of  fight. 
The  filver  ftreams  grow  black  :  home  let  us  coaftj 
There  of  love's  conqueft  may  we  fafely  boaft; 
Sooncft  in  love  he  wins,  that  oft  in   love  hath 
loft. 

Ff  iij 
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ECLOGUE    VI. 


'i HO  MA  LIN. 


THIRSIL.  THOMALIN. 


A  FISHER  BO-?,  that  never  knew  his  peer 

In  dainty  fongs,  the  gentle  Thomalin, 
With  folded  arms,  deep  fighs,  and  heavy  cheer. 

Where  hundred  nymphs,  and  hundred  niufts  in. 
Sunk  down  by  Chamus'  brinies;  with  him  his  dear 

Dear  Thirfil  lay;  ofttinies  would  he  begin 
To  cure  his  grief,  and  better  way  advife  ; 
But  Hill  his  words,  v.hen  his  fad  friend  he  fpies, 
Forfook  his  filent  tongue,  to  fpeak  in  watry  eyes. 

II. 
Under  a  fprouting  vine  they  carelefs  lie, 

Whofe  tender  leaves  bit  with  the  eaftern  blaft, 
But  now  were  born,  and  now  began  to  die ; 

The  latter,  warned  by  the  former's  halle, 
Thinly  for  fear  falute  the  envious  flcy  : 

Thus  as  they  fat,  Thirfil,  embracing  fafb 
His  loved  friend,  feeling  his  panting  heart 
To  give  no  reft  to  his  increafmg  fmart,     [impart. 
At  length  thus  fpake,  while  fighs  words  to  his  griefs 
III. 
i:hirfil. 
Thomalin,  T  fee  thy  Thirfil  thou  negledlcfl:, 

Some  greater  love  holds  down  thy  heart  in  fear 
Thy  Thirfil's  love  and  counftl  thou  rejedleft  ; 

Thy  foul  was  wont  to  lodge  within  my  ear  : 
But  now  that  port  no  longer  thou  refpcdteft ; 

Yet  hath  it  Hill  been  fafely  harbour 'd  there, 
My  ear  is  not  acquainted  with  my  tongue, 
1'hat  either  tongue  or  ear  fhould  do  thte  wrong  : 
Why  then  fliould'fl  thou  conceal  thy  hidden  grief 
fo  long  ? 

IV. 

Thomalin. 
Thirfil,  it  is  thy  love  that  makes  me  hide      [ear  : 

My   fmother'd  grief  from  thy  known   faithful 
May  ftill  my  Thirfil  fafe  and  merry  bide  ; 

Enough  is  me  my  hidden  grit  f  to  bear  : 
Tor  while  thy  breaft  in  hav'n  cloth  fafely  ride, 

My  greater  half  with  thee  rides  fafely  there. 

riArfd. 

So  thou  art  well;  but  (iill  my  better  part, 

MyThomalin,  finks  laden  with  his  fmart  :[he3rt. 
TbusthGumyiingcrcur'll,andwound'ilmyb!eeding 


How  oft  hath  Thomalin  to  Thirfil  vow'd. 

That  as  his  heart  fo  he  his  love  efteemed  .' 
Where  are  thofe  oaths  ?    where   is  that   heart  he- 
flow'd  [deem'd. 

Which  hides  it  from  that  breaft  which  dear  it 
And  to  that  heart  room  in  his  heart  allo\A'd  f 
That  love  was;  never  love,  bu-  or>ly  feem'd. 
Tell  me,  my  Thomalin,  what  envious  thief 
Thus  robs  thy  joy;  tell  me,  my  liefeft  lief: 
Thou  little  lov'fl  me,  friend,  if  more  thou   lov'fl 
thy  grief. 

VI. 

Thomalin. 
ThirCl,  my  joyous  fpring  is  blafled  quite. 

And  winter  {torm^  prevent  the  fummcr's  ray; 
All  as  tliis  vine,  whofe  green  the  eaftern  fpite 

Hath  dy'd  to  black,  his  catching  arms  decay. 
And  letting  go  their  holc4  for  want  of  might, 

Mar'l  winter  comes  i'o  foon,  in  fini  of  May, 

Tbirfd. 

Yet  fee,  the  leaves  do  frefhly  bud  again; 
Thou  drooping  flill  dy'll  in  this  heavy  drain; 
Nor  can  I  fee  or  end  or  caufe  of  all  thy  pain, 
vii. 
Thomalin. 
No  marvel,  Thirfil,  if  thou  dofl:  net  know 
-    This  grief  which  in  my  heartliesdeeply  drown'd: 
My  heart  itfelf,  though  well  it  feels  this  wo. 

Knows  not  the  wo  it  feels :  theworfc  my  wound, 
Which,  though  I  rankling  find,  I  cannot  fliew. 

Thoufand  fond  paSions  in  my  breaft  abound  ; 
Fear  leagu'd  to  joy,  hope,  and  defpair,  together. 
Sighs  bound  to  i'miles,  my  heart,  though  prone  to 
either,  [neither. 

While  both  it  would  obey,  'twixt  both,  obeyeth 

VIII. 

Oft  blufhing  flames  leap  up  into  my  face. 

My  guiltlefs  cheek  fuch  purple  flafh  admires  : 

Oft  flealing  tears  flip  from  mine  eyes  apace, 
As  if  they  meant  to  quench  thofe  caufelefs  fires. 

My  good  I  hate,  my  hurt  I  glad  embrace: 

My  heart  though  griev'd,   his  grief  as  joy  de*. 
■fiiss : 
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1  burn,  yet  know  no  fnel  to  my  firing; 
My  wifhcs  know  no  want,  yet  ftill  defiring  : 
Hope  knows  noc  what  to  hope,  yet  Hill  in   hope 
afpiriiig. 

TX. 

Too  true  my  fears :  alas  no  wicked  fprite, 

No  writhel'd  witch,   with    fpells   of  pow'rful 
cliarms, 

Or  hellifh  herbs  digg'd  in  as  hellifli  night, 

Gives  to  thy  heart  thefe  oft  and  fierce  alarms  : 

But  love,  too  hateful  love,  with  pleafing  fpitc, 
And  fpitcful  pleafure,  thus  hath  bred  thy  harms; 

And  feeks  thy  mirth  with  pleafance  to  deftroy. 

*Tis  love,  my  Thomalin,  my  liefefl  boy; 

' Tis  love  robs  me  of  thee,  and  thee  of  all  thy  joy. 

X. 

Thomaliii. 
Thirfil,  I  ken  not  what  is  hate  or  love. 

Thee  v.'ell  I  love,  and  thou  lov'ft  me  as  well ; 
Yet  joy,  no  tormert,  in  this  paiTion  prove  ; 

But  often  have  I  heard  the  fiCicrs  tell, 
He's  not  inferior  to  the  mighty  Jove  ;  [hell ; 

Jove  heav'n  rules,  love,  Jove,  heav'n,  earth,  and 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  if  thou  doit  better  know  ; 
Men  fay,  he  goes  arm'd  with  Iiis  fhafts  and  bow  : 
Two  darts,  one  fwift  as  fire,  as  lead  the  other  flow. 

XI. 

rurfj. 

Ah,  heedlefs  boy  !  Love  if  not  fuch  a  lad 

As  he  is  fancied  by  the  idle  fwain  ; 
With  bow  and  fhafts  and  purple  feathers  clad  ; 

Such  as  Diana  (with  her  buflcin'd  train 
Of  armed  nymphs,  along  the  forefls  glade 

With  golden  quivers,)  in  Theffalian  plain, 
In  level  race  outUrips  the  jumping  deer, 
With  nimble  feet;   or  with  a  mighty  fpear 
Flings  down  a  briflled  boar,  or  elfe  a  fqualid.bear. 

i'li. 
Love's  fooner  felt  than  feen  :  his  fubftance  thin 

Betwixt  thofe  fnowy  mounts  in  ambLfh  lies: 
Oft  in  the  eyes  he  fpreads  his  fubtle  gin  ; 

He  therefore  fooneft  wins  that  fafleil  flies. 
Fly  thence,  my  dear,  fly  faft,  my  Thonialin  : 

Who  him  encounters  once,  for  ever  dies  : 
But  if  he  lurk  between  the  ruddy  lips. 
Unhappy  foul  that  thence  his  nectar  fips. 
While  down  into  his  heart  the  fugar'd  poifon  flips! 

XIII. 

Oft  in  a  voice  he  creeps  down  through  the  ear ; 

Oft  from  a  blufliing  cheek  he  lights  his  fire  : 
Oft  flirouds  his  gi  Iden  flame  in  hkcfl  hair  : 

Oft  in  a  foft  fmooth  flcin  uoth  clofc  retire  : 
Oft  in  a  fmile,  oft  in  a  fllent  tear  : 

And  if  all  fail,  yet  virtue's  fclf  he'll  hire: 
•  Himfelf's  a  dart,  when  nothing  eU'e  can  move. 
f    Who  then  the  captive  foul,  can  well  reprove, 
1     When  love  and  virtue's  felf  become  the  darts  of 
\  love. 

XIV. 
Thomalin. 
Sure  love  it  is  which  breeds  this  burning  fever  : 

For  late  (yet  all  too  foon),  on  Venus'  day, 
I  dianc'd,  (oh  curfed  chance  ;  yet  blefl"ed  ever  !) 
^8  careief*  on  the  filent  fliores  I  flray, 


Five  nymphs  to  fee,  five  fairer  faw  I  never, 

Upon  the  golden  fand  to  dance  and  play  : 
The  Eeft  among,  yet  far  above  the  reft. 
Sweet  Melite,  by  whom  my  wounded  breaft. 
Though  rankling  ftill  in  grief,  yet  joys  in  his  un- 
reft. 

XV. 

There,  to  their  fportings  while  I  pipe  and  fing, 

Out  from  her  eyes  I  felt  a  fiery  beam, 
And  pleafing  heat  (fuch  as  in  firft  of  fpring 

From  Sol,  inn'd  in  the  Bull,  do  kindly  flream). 
To  warm  my  hqart,  and  with  a  gentle  fting 

Blow  up  defire ;  yet  little  did  I  dream 
Such  bitter  fruits  from  fuch  fweet  roots  could 

grow. 
Or  from  fo  gentle  eye  fuch  fplte  could  flow  ; 
For  who  could  fire  expedl  hid  in  an  hill  of  fnow 

XVI. 
But  when  thofe  lips  (thofe  melting  lips)  I  prefl, 

I  lofl  my  heait,  which  fure  flie  ftole  away  ; 
For  with  a  blufli  fhe  foon  her  guilt  confefl. 

And  fighs,  which  fweeteft  breath  didfoft  convey, 
Betray'd  hertheft.:  from  thence  my  flaming  breafl. 

Like  thund'ringvEtna  burns  both  night  andday: 
All  day  ibe  prefeiit  is,  and,  in  the  night, 
My  wakeful  fancy  paints  her  full  to. fight : 
Abfence  her  prefence  makes,  darknefs  preicnts  her 
light. 

XVII. 

71/irflL 

Thomalin,  too  well  thofe  bitter  fweets  I  know, 

Since  fair  Nicjea  bred  my  pleafing  fmart  : 
But  befer  times  did  better  ii  afon  fliev/,  [art 

And  cur'd  thofe  burning  wound*  with  heav'nly 
Thofe  ftorms  of  loofer  fire  are  laid  fail  low; 

And  higher  love  fafe  anchors  in  my  heart  : 
So  now  a  quiet  calm  does  fafely  reign. 

And  if  my  friend  think  not  my  counfcl  vain, 

Perhaps  my  art  majeure,  or  much  affuage  thy  pain. 

sviii. 

themaUn. 

Thirfil,  although  this  witching  grief  doth  pleafe 

My  captive  heart,  and  love  doth  more  deteft 
The  cure  and  curer  than  the  fweet  difeafe  ; 

Yet  if  my  Thirfil  doth  the  cure  reqneft,    [eafe, 
This  fiorm,  which   rocks  my  heart  in  flumb'ring 

Spite  of  itfelf  fhall  yield  to  thy  beheft, 

Ih'irjil.  [ing 

Then  hark  how  Tryphcn's  felf  did  falve  my  pain- 
While  in  a  rock  I  fat,  of  love  complaining; 
My  wounds  with   herbs,  my   grief  with   counfel 
fage  reflraining. 

XIX. 

But  tell  me  firft,  why  fliould  thy  partial  mind 
More  Melite  than  all  the  reft  appro\'e  ? 
Thomalin. 
Thirfil,  her  beauty  all  the  reft  did  blind, 

That  file  alone  feem'd  worthy  of  my  love. 
Delight  upon  her  face,  and  fweetnefs  fliin'd  : 

Her  eyes  do  fpark  as  ftars,  as  ftars  do  move  : 

Like  thofe  twin  fires  which  on  our  mafts  appear? 

And  promife  calms.     Ah!    that  thofe  flames  fo 

clear,  [fear. 

To  nie  alcr.e  ibould  raife  fuch  ftorn^s  of  hope  and 

f  f  iiij 
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rhirftl. 
If  that  which  to  thy  mind  doth  worthieft  feem, 

By  thy  well-temper'd  foul  is  moft  affefted; 
Can'ft  thou  a  face  worthy  thy  love  eftcem  ? 

What  in  thy  foul  than  love  is  more  refpedled  ? 
Thofe  eyes. which  in  their  fphere  thou,  fond,  doil 
deem. 

Like  living  (lars,  with  fome  difeafe  infecSed, 
Are  dull  as  leaden  drofs  :  thofe  beauteous  rays, 
f!o  like  a  rofc  when  ihe  her  bread  difplays, 
Are  Ijke  a  rofe  indeed  ;  as  fweet,  as  foon  decays. 

XXI. 

Art   thou  in  love  with  words  ?    her  words  are 
wind. 
As  fleet  as  is  their  matter,  fleeteft  air. 
Her  beauty  moves  ;  can  colours  move  tby  mind  ? 
Colours  in  fcorned  weeds  more  fweet  and  fair. 
Some  pleafing  quality  thy  thoughts  doth  bind  ? 

Love  then  thyfelf.     Peihaps  her  gslden  hair  ? 
Falfe  metal,  which  to  filver  foon  defcends  1 
Is't  pleafure  then  which  fo  thy  fancy  bends  ? 
Poor  pleafure,  that  in  pain  begins,  in  forrow  ends  ! 

XXII. 
What  1  is't  her  company  fo  much  contents  thee  ? 

How  would  fhe  prefent  flir  up  ftormy  weather, 
When  thus  in  abfencc  prefent  fhe  torments  thee  ? 
Jjov'ft  thou  not  one,  but  all  thefe  join'd  toge- 
ther ? 
All's  but  a  woman.     Is't  her  love  that  rents  thee  ? 
Light  winds,  light  air  ;    her  love  more  light 
than  either. 
If  then  <Jue  worth  t.iy  true  affeSion  moves. 
Here  is  no  worth.     Who  fome  old  hag  approves, 
And  fcorns  a   beauteous   fpoufc,  he  rather  doats 
than  loves. 

XXIII. 

Then  let  thy  love  mount  from  thefe  bafer  things. 
And  to  the  higheft  love  and  worth  afpire  : 

Xiove's  born  of  fire,  fitted  with  mounting  wings, 
That,  at  his  highefl.he  might  wind  him  higher  ; 


Bafe  love,  that  to  bafe  earth  fo  bafely  clings  ! 

Look,  as  the  beams  of  that  celeftialfire 
Put  out  thefe  earthly  flames  with  purer  ray ; 
So  fliall  that  love  this  bafer  heat  allr-y, 
And  quench  thefe  coala  of  earth  with  his  more 
heavenly  day. 

XXIV. 

Raifethen  thyproftrate  love withtow'ring thought; 

And  clog  it  not  in  chains,  and  prifon  here  : 
The  god  of  fifliers  dear  thy  love  hath  bought; 

Moft   dear  he  loves :    for  fhamc,  love  thou  as  ' 
dear. 
Next,  love  thou  there,  where  beft  thy  love  is  fought ; 

Myfelf,  or  elfe  fome  other  fitting  peer. 
Ah,  might  thy  love  with  nie  for  ever  dwell  ! 
Why  Ihould'ft  thou  hate  thy  heaven  and  love  thy 

hell? 
She  fliall  not  more  deferve,  nor  cannot  love  fo  well. 

XXV. 

Thus  Tryphon  once  did  wean  my  fond  afFeftion ; 

Then  fits  a  falve  unto  th'  infefled  place, 
(A  falve  of  fovereign  and  flrange  confeftion), 

Nepenthe,  mix'd  with  rue  and  herb-de-grace  ; 
So  did  he  quickly  lieal  this  flrong  infeflion, 

And  to  myfelf  reflor'd  myfelf  apace. 
Yet  did  he  not  my  love  extinguish  quite  : 
I  love  with  fweeter  love,  and  more  delight : 
But  moft  I  love  that  love,  which  to  my  love  has 
right, 

XXVI. 

thomalin. 
Thrice  happy  thou  that  could'ft!  my  weaker  mini 
Can  never  learn  to  climb  fo  lofty  flight. 
Toirfd. 
If  from  this  love  thy  will  thou  canft  unbind. 

To  will  is  here  to  can  :  will  gives  thee  might  : 
'Tis  done  if  once  thou  wilt ;  'tis  done,  I  find. 

Now  let  us  honie  :  for  fee,  the  creeping  night 
Steals  from  thofe  further  waves  upon  the  land. 
To  morrow  fhall  wt  feaft;   then  hand  in  hand, 
1  Free  will  Vire  fing,  and  dance  along  the  golden  fand- 
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THE  PRIZE. 


THIRSIL.  DAPHNIS.  THOMALIN. 


Aurora  from  old  Tithon's  frofty  bed 

(Cold,  wintry,  wither'd  Tithon)  early  creeps, 
Her  cheek  with  grief  was  pale,  with  anger  red, 
Out  of  her  window  clofe  fhe  blufhing  peeps  ; 
Her  weeping  eyes  in  pearled  dew  flic  fleeps  ; 

Cafting  what  fportlefs  nights  fhe  ever  led; 

She  dying  lives,  to  think  he's  living  dead. 

Curft  be,  and  curfcd  is,  that  wretched  fire       [fire. 

That  yokes  green  youth  with  age,  want  with  de- 

Who  ties  the  fun  to  fnow,  or  marries  froft  to  fire. 

II. 

The  morn  faluting,  up  1  quickly  rife, 
And  to  the  green  I  poft  ;  for,  on  this  day, 

Shepherd  and  fiflier-boys  had  fet  a  prize, 
Upon  the  ftiore  to  meet  in  gentle  fray, 
Which  of  the  two  fhould  fing  the  choiceft  lay. 

Daphnis,  the  flicpherd-lad,  whom  Mira's  eyes 

Had   kill'd ;  yet  with  fuch  wound   he  gladly 
dies : 
Thomalin,  the  fifher,  in  whofe  heart  did  reign 
Stella,  whofe  love  his  life,  and  whofe  difdain 
Seems   worfe   than    angry    Ikies,   or  never-quiet 
main. 

III. 

There  foon  I  view  the  merry  fhepherd-fwains 
March  three  by-three,  clad  all  in  youthful  green  ; 

And,  while  the  fad  recorder  fweetly  plains, 
Three  lovely  nymphs  (each  feveral  row  between. 
More   lovely   nymphs  could  no  where  elfe  be 
feen, 

Whofg  face's  fnow  their  fnowy  garments  flains) 

With  fweeter  voices  fit  their  pleafin^  drains. 
Their  flooks  flock  round  about ;  the  horned  rams 
'And  ewes  go  filent  by,  while  wanton  lambs, 
JDancing  along  the  plains,  forget  their  milky  dams. 

IV. 

Scarce  were  the  fhepherds  fet,  but  flraight  in 
fight 
The  fiflier-boys  came  driving  up  the  flream ; 
Themfelves  in  blue ;  and  twenty  fea-nymphs 
bright. 
In  curious  robes,  that  well  the  waves  might  feem ; 
Ail  darl;  below,  the  top  like  frothy  treani : 


Their  boats  and  malls  with  flow'rs  and  garland^ 

dight ;  [white : 

And  round  the  fwans  guard  them,  with  armies 

Their  fkiffs  by  couples  dance  to  fweeteft  founds, 

■Which    running    cornets   breathe   to   full   plaiu 

grounds. 
That  flrikes  the  river's  face,  and  thence  more 
fweet  rebounds. 

V. 

And    now   the   nymphs  and  fwains  had  took 
their  place ; 
Firfl,  thofe  two  boys;  Thomalin  the  fifher's  pride; 
Daphnis  the   fhepherds :    Nymphs  their  right 
hand  grace; 
And  choiceft  fwains  fliut  up  the  other  fide : 
So  fit  they  down,  in  order  fit  apply'd  : 

Thirfil  betwixt  them  both,  in  middle  fpace  ; 
Thirfil  their  judge,  who  now's  a  fhepherd  bafe. 
But  late  a  fifher-fwain ;  till  envious  Chame 
Had  rent  his  nets,  and  funk  his  boat  with  fhame  ; 
So  robb'd  the  boys  of  him,  and  him  of  all  his 
game. 

VI. 

So,  as  they  fit,  thus  Thirfil  'gins  the  lay  ; 

TbirJJl. 

You  lovely  boys,  the  woods'  and  ocean's  pride, 
Since  I  am  judge  of  this  fweet  peaceful  fray, 
Firft  tell  us,  where  and  when  your  loves  you  fpy'd : 
And  when  in  long  difcourfe  you  well  are  try'd. 
Then  in  fliort  verfe,  by  turns,  we'll  gently  play  s 
In  love  begin,  in  love  we'll  end  the  day. 
Daphnis,  thou  firft  ;  to  me  you  both  are  dear  : 
Ah!  if  1  might,  I  would  not  judge,  but  hear  : 
Nought  have  I  of  a  judge  but  an  impartial  ear, 
vii. 
Daphnis. 
Phoebus,  if,  as  thy  words,  thy  oaths  are  true. 

Give  me  that  verfe  which  to  the  honour'd  ba^ 
(That  verfe  which  by  thy  promife  now  is  due). 
To  honour'd  Daphne,  in  a  fweet  tun'd  lay, 
(Daphne  thy  chang'd,  thy  love  unchanged  aye;) 
Thou  fangeft  late,  when  fhe,  now  better  ftaid. 
More  humane  when  a  tree  than  when  a  maid. 
Bending  her  hejd,thy  love  with  gcnUe  fign  repaiiL 
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What  tongue,  what  thought,  can  paint  my  love's 
perfeflion  ? 
So  fweet  hath  nature  pourtray'd  ev'ry  part, 
That  art  will  prove  that  artift's  imperfedlion, 
Who,  when  no  eye  dare  view,  dares  limn  her 

face  : 
Phoebus,  in  vain  I  call  thy  help  to  blaZe 
More  light  than  thine  ;  a  light  that  never  fell : 
Thou  tell'll  what's  done  in  heaven,  in  earth,  and 

bell : 
Her  worth   thou   may'fl   admire ;  there  are  no 
words  to  tell. 

IX. 

She  is  like  thee,  or  thou  art  like  her  rather : 
Such  as  her  hair,  thy  beams;  thy  fingle  light. 

As  her  twin-funs :  that  creature  then,  I  gather, 
Twice  heavenly  is,  where  two   funs   fliine  fo 

bright : 
So  thou,  as  {be,  confound'ft  the  gazing  fight  : 

Thy  abfence  is  my  night  :  her  abfence,  hell. 

Since  then,  in  all,  thyfelf  Ihe  doth  excel,       [tell  ? 

What  is  beyond  thyfelf,  how  can'ft  thou  hope  to 

X. 

Firft  her  I  faw,  when  tir'd  with  hunting  toil, 
In  fiiady  grove,  fpent  with  the  weary  chace  ; 

Her  naked  breaft  lay  open  to  the  fpoil ; 
The  cryftal  humour  trickling  down  apace, 
Like  ropes  of  pearl,  her  neck  and  breaft  inlace  ; 

The  air  (my  rival  air)  did  cooly  glide 

Through  ev'ry  part ;  fuch  when  my  love  I  fpy'd. 

So  foon  I  faw  my  love,  fo  foon  I  lov'd  and  dy'd. 

XI. 

Her  face  two  colours  paint :  the  firft  a  flame  ; 

(Yet  fhe  all  cold) ;  a  flame  in  rofy  dye. 
Which  fweetly  blufiies  like  the  morning's  Ihame  : 

The  fecond  fnow ;  fuch  as  on  Alps  doth  lie  ; 

And  fafely  there  the  fun  doth  bold  defy. 
Yet  this  cold  fnow  can  kindle  hot  defirc. 
Thou  miracle,  mar'l  not  if  I  admire 
How  flame  fhould  coldly  freeze,  and  fnow  fliould 
burn  as  fire. 

XII. 

Her  flender  wafte,  her  hand,  that  dainty  breaft. 

Her  cheek,  her  forehead,  eye,  and  flaming  hair  ; 

And  thofe  hid  beauties,  which  muft  fure  be  beft. 

In  vain  to  fpeak,  when  words  will  more  impair : 

Of  all  the  fairs,  fhe  is  the  fairell  fair. 

Gcafc  then,  vain  words  ;  well  may  you  fliow  af- 

fedlion. 
But  not  her  worth:  themindher  fweet  perfedion 
Admires ;  how  fliould  it  then  give  the  lame  tongue 
diredion  ? 

xiii. 
Thomalin. 
Unlefs  thy  words  be  fleeting  as  thy  wave, 
Proteun,  that  long  into  my  breaft  infpire 
With  which  the  feas,  when  loud  they  roar  and 
rave. 
Thou  Ibftly  charm'ft  ;  and  winds  inteftine  ire. 
When  'gainft  heav'n,  earth,  and  fcas,  they  did 
confpire, 
Thou  quiet  iaid'ft  :   Pfoteus,  thy  fong  to  hear, 
Seas  liil'ning  fland,  and  winds  to  whiftle  fear  ; 
The  lively  dolphins  dance,  and  brifly  feals  give  ?ar. 


Stella,  my  ftarlike  love,  my  lovely  flar  : 

Her  hair  a  lovely  brown,  her  forehead  hip-li. 

And  lovely  fair  ;  fuch  her  cheeks  rofes  are  ; 
Lovely  her  lip,  moft  lovely  is  her  eye  : 
And  as  in  each  of  thefe  all  love  doth  lie. 

So  tlioufand  loves  within  her  mind  retiring. 

Kindle  ten  thoufand  loves  with  gentle  firing,  [ing. 

Ah,  let  me  love  my  love,  not  live  in  Jove's  admir- 

XV. 

At  Proteus'  feaft,  where  many  a  goodly  boy, 

And  many  a  lovely  lafs,  did  lately  meet; 
There  firft  I  found,  there  firft  I  loft  my  joy  : 

Her  face  mine  eye,  her  voice  mine  ear  did  greet; 

While  ear  and  eye  ftrove  whicli  Ihould  be  moft 
fweet, 
That  face,  er  voice  :  but  when  my  lips  at  laft 
Saluted  hers,  thofe  fenfes  ftrove  as  faft. 
Which  moft  thofe  lips  did  pleafe ;  the  eye,  ear, 
touch,  or  tafte. 

xvt. 
The  eye  fwears,  never  fairer  lip  was  eyed  ; 

The  ear,  with  thofe  fweet  relifties  delighted, 
Thinks  them  the  fpheres ;  the  tafte,  that  neare^ 
try'd 

Their  relifti  fweet,  the  foul  to  feaft  invited  ; 

The  touch,  with  preffure  foft  more  clofe  united, 
Wifli'd  ever  there  to  dwell ;  and  never  cloyed. 
While  thus  their  joy  too  greedy  they  enjoyed, 
Enjoy'd  not  half  their  joy,  by  being  overjoyed. 

XVII. 

Her  hair  all  dark,  more  clear  the  white  doth  {how, 
And,  with  its  night,  her  face's  morn  commends : 

Her  eye-brow  black,  like  to  an  ebon  bow. 

Which  fporting  love  upon  her  forehead  bends, 
And  thence  his  never-miffing  arrow  fends. 

But  moft  I  wonder  how  that  jetty  ray. 

Which  thofe  two  blackeft  funs  do  fair  difplay. 

Should  {hine  fo  bright,  and  night  fhould  make  f» 
fweet  a  day. 

xvin. 

So  is  my  love  an  heav'n  ;  her  hair  a  night ; 
Her  fhining  forehead  Dian's  filver  light ; 

Her  eyes  the  ftars,  their  influence  delight; 

Her  voice  the  fpheres ;  her  cheek  Aurora  bright ; 
Her   breaft  the  globes,  where  heaven's  paths 
milky-white 

P..uns  'twixt  thofe  hills;  her  hand,  Arion's  touch, 

As  much  delights  tlie  eye,  the  ear  as  much. 

Such  is  my  love;  that  but  my  love  was  never  fuch. 
xi\. 

rbirftl. 

The  .earth  her  robe,  the  fea  her  fwelling  tide, 
The    tries  their  leaves,  the  moon  her  divers 
face ;  [pride, 

The    ftars   their    courfes,  flow'rs  their  fpringing^ 
Days  change  thc-ir  length,  the  fun  his  daily  race.. 

Be  conftant  when  you  love;  love  loves  not  ranging:  j 

Change  when  you  fing;  mufes  delight  in  changing.  \ 

XX. 
Daphiiis, 
Pan  loves  the  pine-tree,  Jove  the  oak  approves, 

High  poplars  Alcides'  temples  crown  ; 
Phoebus,  though  in  a  tree,  ftill  Daphne  loves. 
And  Jiyacinths,  t'nough  living  now  in  ground  : 


!  PISCATORY 

Ijhepherds,  If  you  yourfelves  would  vielors  fee. 
bird  then  this  head  with  Phoebus'  flow'r  and  tree. 

1  XXI 

[  Thomalin. 

lAkinou?  pears,  Pomona  at  pleshore  ; 

!     BarchiiR  tb.e  vine,  the  olive  Pallas  chofe  ; 

jVcnu-  loves  my  I  tk'«,  myrtle?   ovc  the  fhore  ; 

i    Venus  Adonis  loves,  who  I'rcflily  blows, 

lYet  brearhes  no  more  ;  weave,  lads,  with  myrtles 

1  rofes, 

JA»d  bay  and  hyacinth  the  garland  lofes. 

I  XXII 

Duphn'is. 

MIra,  thine  eyes  are  thofc  twin  heavenly  powers 
Which    to   the   widow'd  earth   new  oftspring 
bring ; 
No  marvel,  ;hen.  if  ftill  thy  face  fo  flowers, 
And  cheeks  with   beauteous   bloflonis   freflily 
fprings 
So  is  t!  y  face  a  nevtr-fading  May; 
Sq  is  thine  eye  a  never- falling  day. 

XXIII. 

TLomalin  ■ 
Stella,  thine  eve-,  are  thofc  twin-brothers  fair, 

Which  tempclts  flake   and  proinife  quiet  feas ; 
No  marvel,  then,  if  thy  brown  fhady  hair, 

Like  night,  poitend  fweet  ruft  and  gentle  eafe  : 
'Thu-  is  thine  eye  an  ever-calming  light ; 
(Thus  is  thy  hair  a  lover  %  ne'er-fpent  night. 

|l  XXiV. 

I  Daphjvs 

Iffleepy  poppies  yield  to  lilies  white; 
j      If  black  t  ■  fnowy  lambs  ■  if  right  to  day  ; 

If  weflern  fliade    tn  fair  Aurora's  light; 
I      Srelld  mult  yield  to  Mira's  ihininfr  ray. 
!  In  day  we  Ip.  rt,  in  day  we  fiiepherdt.  toy ; 
I  The  night  for  wolves ;  the  hght  the  fhepherd's  joy. 

XXV. 

I  Thorn  all  r. . 

I  Who  white-thorn  equals  with  the  violet  ? 

j       Whatworknian  rell  compareswith  painful  light? 

I  Who  wears  the  glaring  glafs,  and  fcorns  the  jet  ? 

I      Day  yield  to  her  that  is  both  day  and  night. 

J  In  nij<ht  the  fifliers  thrive,  tie  workmen  play; 

j  Love  loves  the  night ;  night's  lovers  holiday. 

XXVI. 

Daphnis 
I  Fly  thou  the  feas,  fly  'ii.r  the  dang'rous  fliore  : 

Mira,  if  rhee  the  kmg  of  feas  fliould  fpy, 
1  He'll  think  Medufa  fweeter  than  before, 
i       With  fairer  hair,  and  doubly  fairer  eye, 
Is  chang'd  again  ;  and  with  thee  ebbing  low, 
In  his  deep  courts  again  will  never  flow. 
XXVII. 

Thomalln. 

Stella,  avoid  both  Phcebus'  ear  and  eye  : 
His  muflc  he  will  fcorn,  if  thee  he  hear  : 
hee,  Daphne,  if  thy  face  by  chance  he  fpy. 
Daphne,  now  fairer  chang'd,  he'll  ralhly  fwear  ; 
And,  viewing  thee,  wiil  later  rife  and  fall; 
Or,  viewing  thee,  will  never  rife  at  all. 
xxviii. 
Daphnis. 
Phcebus  and  Pan  both  flrive  my  love  to  gain. 
And  feek  by  gifts  to  win  my  carekfs  heart  \ 


ECLOGUES.  <j> 

Pan  vows  with  lambs  to  fill  the  fruitful  plain; 

Apollo  off'ers  (kill  and  pleafing  art : 
But,  Stella,  if  thou  grant  my  fuit,  a  kifs; 
Phoebus  and  Pan  their  fuit,  my  love,  fliall  nlifs., 

XXIX. 
Thomdlin. 
Proteus  himfelf,  md  Glaucus,  feek  unto  me, 

Ant!  twenty  gifts  to  pleafe  my  mind  devifc : 
Proteuswithfongs,  Glaucus  with  fi(h  doth  woome; 
Both  drive  to  win  me,  but  I  them  both  defpife; 
For  if  my  love  my  love  will  entertain, 
Proteus  himfelf,  and  Glaucus,  feek  in  vain. 

XXX. 

Daphnis. 
Two  twin,  two  fpotted  lambs  (my  fong's  reward). 

With  them  a  cup  I  got,  where  Jove  afi'um'd 
New  fhapes,  to  mock  his  wife'-  too  jealous  guard; 

Full  of  Jove's  fires  it  burns  dill  unconfum'd: 
But,  Mira,  if  then  gently  deign  to  (hine, 
Thine  be  the  cup,  the  fpotted  iambs  be  thine. 

XXXI. 

Thomalin. 
A  pair  of  fwans  are  mine,  and  all  their  train  ; 

With  them  a  cup,  -vhich  Phetis'  felf  beftow'd. 
As  flie  of  love  did  hear  me  fadly  plain  ; 

A  pearled  cup,  where  neilar  oft  hath  flow'd  : 
But  if  my  love  will  love  the  gift  and  giver. 
Thine  be  the  cup,  thine  be  the  fwans  for  ever. 

XXXII. 
Daphnis. 
Thrice  happy   fwains  !    thrice    happy  fliepherd's 
fate ! 

Thomalin, 
Ah.  bleffed  life  !  ah  bleffed  filher'.s  flate !         [you- 
Your  pipes  afl"uage  your  love,  your  nets  maintain 

Daphnis. 
Your  lambkins  clothe  you  warm ;  your  flocks  fuf- 

tain  you. 
You  fear  no  linrmy  feas,  nor  tempefl:3  roaring. 

Thomalin. 
You  fit  not,  rots  or  burning  ftars  deploring  : 
In  calms,  you  fifli ;  in  roughs,  ufe  fongs  and  dances, 

Da:hnis. 
More  do  you  fear  your  love's  fweet-bitter  glances, 
I  Than  certain  fate,  or  fortune  ever  changing. 
Thomalin. 
Ah  !  that  the  life  in  feas  fo  fafely  ranging. 
Should  with  love's  weeping   eye   be  funk  and 
drown'd ! 

Daphnis. 
The  flicpherd's  life  Phoebu-,  a  fliepherd,  crown'd  ; 
His  fnowy  flocks  by  ftacely  Peneus  leading. 

Thomalin. 
What  herb  was  that,  on  which  old  Glaucus  feeding 
Grows  never  old,  but  now  the  gods  augmenteth  I 

Daphnis. 
Delia  herfelf  her  rigour  hard  relenteth  : 
To  play  with  fliepherd'sboy  flie's  not  afhamed. 

Thomalin. 
Venus,  of  frothy  feas  thou  firfj  was  framed;     [ed. 
The  waves  thy  cradle  :  now  Love's  Queen  art  nam- 

XXXIII. 

Daphnis.  [thee? 

Thou  gentle  boy,  v/hat   prize  may  well  reward 
So  fleaUar  gift  a,6  tju6  sot  hftlf  requites  thsc 
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May  profp'rous  ftars,  and  quiet  feas  regard  thee  ; 
But  mod  that  pleafmg  ftar  that  moft  delights  thee : 
May  Proteus  ftill,  and  Glauciis,  deareft  hold  thee  ; 
But  moft  her  influence,  all  fafe  enfold  thee  : 
May  Ibe  with  gentle  beams  from  her  fair  fphere 
behold  thee. 

xxxiv. 
Thomalin.  \\^?,  i 

As  Tvhiftling  winds  'gainft  rocks  their  voices  tear- 
As  rirers  through  the  vallit  s  foftly  gliding ; 
As  haven  after  cruel  tempefts  fearing, 

Such,  faireft  boy,  fuch  is  thy  verfe:-  Aiding  : 

Thine  be  the  prize  :  may  Pan  and  Phoebus  grace 

thee ;  [thee  ; 

Mofl,  when  thou  moft  admir'ft,  may  fhe  embrace 

And  flaming  in  thy  love,  with  fnowy  arms  enlace 

thee. 

XXXV. 
Tbirfil. 

Vou  lovely  boys,  full  well  your  art  you  guided  ; 

That  with  your   ftriving  fongs  your  ftrife  is 
ended : 
§0  you  yourfelves  the  caufe  have  well  decided; 

And  by  no  judge  can  your  award  be  mended. 

Then  fmce  the  prize,  for  only  one  intended, 
iJou  both  refufe.  we  juftly  may  referve  it, 
And  as  your  offering  in  love's  temple  ferve  it ; 
|ijice  none  of  both  deferve,  when  both  fo  well  de- 
lerve  it. 


XXXVT. 

Vet,  for  fuch  fongs  ftiould  ever  be  rewarded ; 

Daphnit,  take  thou  this  hook  >  f  ivory  cleareft 
Given  me  by  Pan,  when  Pan  my  verfe  regarded* 
This  fears  the  wolf,  when  moft  the  wolf  thou 

feareft. 
But  thou,  my  Thomalin,  my  love,  my  deareft, 
Take  thou  this  pipe,  which  oft  proud  ftorms  re- 

ftrained  : 
Which,  fpite  of  Chamus' fpite,  I  ftill  retained: 
Was  never  little   pipe   more  foft,  more  fwcetly 
plained 

XXXVII. 

And  you,  fair  troop,  if  Thirfil  you  difdain  not, 
Vouchfafe  with  me  to  take  fome  fhort  refec- 
ion ; 

Excefs,  or  daints,  my  lowly  roof  maintain  not ; 
Pears,  apples,  plums  ;  no  fugared  made  confec- 
tion. 
So  up  they  r  fe,  and  by  love'?  fweet  diredion, 

Sea-nympts  with  ftiepherd's  fort  :  fea-boys  com- 
plain not. 

That  wood-nymphs  with  like  love  them  entertain 
net. 

And  all  the  day  tn  fongs  and  dances  lending, 

Too  fwift  it  runs,  3:  d  fpends  too  faft  in  fpending. 

With  day  their  fports  began,  with  day  they  tako 
their  ending. 


'-^^-f 
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An  Hymn  at  th:  Marriage  of  my  moji  dtar  Coupns, 
Mr.  W  and  M.  R. 

Chamus,  that  with  thy  yellow -fanded  ftream 

Slid'ft  foftly  d^.wn  where  thcvufand  mules  dwell, 

Gracing  their  bow'rs,  but  thou  more  grac'd  by 

them  ; 

Hark  Chamus,  from  thy  low  built  greeny  cell ; 

Hark,  how  our  Kentifh  woods  with  Hymen 

ring,  [fing, 

While  all  the  nymphs;  and  all  the  fhepherds 

Hymen,  oh    Hymen,   here  thy  fafFron  garment 

bring. 

With  him  a  flioal  of  goodly  fhepherd  fwalns ; 

Yet  he  more  goodly  then  the  goocilieft  fwain  : 
XVith  her  a  troop  of  faireft  wood-nymphs  trains  ; 
Yet  ihe  more  fair  than  faireft  of  the  train  : 
And  all  in  coarfe  their  voice  attempering, 
While   the  woods  back  their  bounding  echo 

fling, 
Hymen, come  holy  Hymen ;  Hymen  loud  they  fing. 

His  high  built  forehead  almoft  maiden  fair, 

Hath  made  an  hundred  nymphs  her  chance  en- 
vying: 
Her  more  then  filver  Ikin,  and  golden  hair, 
Caufe  of  a  thoufand  fhepherds  forced  dying. 
Where  better  could  her  love  then  here  have 

nefted  : 
Or  he  his  thoughts  more  daintily  have  feafted. 
Hymen,  come  Hymen ;  here  thy  faffron  coat  is 
refted. 

His  looks  refembling  humble  majefty. 

Rightly  i;is  faireft  mothers  grace  befi'teth  : 
In  her  face  blufhing,  fearful  modefty, 

The  queens  of  chaftity  and  beauty,  fitteth  : 
I  There  chccrfulntfs  all  fadnefs  far  exileth  : 

I         Here  love  with  bow  unbe  t  all  gently  fmileth. 
'Hymen  come.  Hymen  come ;  no  fpot  thy  gar- 
ment 'fileth. 

Juove'sbow  in  his  bent  eye-brows  bended  lies, 
And  in  his  eyes  a  thoufand  darts  of  lovhig  : 

Her  fhining  ftars,  which  (iools)  we  oft  call  eyes. 
As  quicli  as  heav'n  itfeli'  in  Ipcedy  amoving ; 


And  this  iri  both  the  only  difference  being, 
Other   ftars   blind,  thefe  ftars  endued  v^ith 
feeing. 
Hymen,  come  Hymen ;  all  is  for  thy  rites  agreeing. 

His  breaft  a  Ihelf  i.f  pureft  alabafter, 

Where  Love's  felf  failing  often  fhipwreckt  fit- 

teth: 

Hers  a  twin  rock,  unknown  but  to  th'  fliipmafter ; 

Which  though  him  fafe  receives,  all  other  fplft- 

teth  :  fbeaten. 

Both  Love's  high-way,  yet  by  Love's  felf  un- 

Moft  like  the  milky  path  which  croffes  heaven. 

Hymen, come  Hymen ;  all  their  marriage  joys  are 

even. 

And  yet  all  thefe  but  as  gilt  covers  be  ; 

Within,  a  book  more  fair  we  written  find  : 
For  nature',  framing  th'  '\lls  epitome, 
Set  in  the  face  the  index  of  the  mind. 

Their  bodies  are  but  temples,  built  for  ftate^ 
To  fhrine  the  graces  in  their  filver  plate  : 
Come  Hymen,  Hymen  come,  thefe  temples  con- 
fecrate. 

Hymen,  the  tier  of  hearts  already  tied  ; 

Hymen,  the  end  of  lovers  never  ending  ; 
Hymen,  the  caiife  of  joys,  joys  never  tried; 
Joys  never  to  be  fpent,  yet  ever  fpcndmg  : 
Hymen,    that   low'ft   with    men   the  defcrt 

fands  ; 
Come,  bring  with  thee,  come  bring  thy  fa- 
cred  bands : 
Hymen,  come  Hymen,  th'  hearts  arc  join'd,  join 
thou  the  hands. 

Warrant  of  lovers   the  true  feal  of  loving, 

Sign'd  with  the  face  of  joy;  the  holy  knot. 
That  binds  two  hearts,  and  hold*  from  flippery 
moving ; 
A  gainful  lofs,  a  ftain  without  a  bl<.'t; 

That  mak'ft  one  foul  as  two.  and  two  as  one; 

Yoke  lightning  burdens  ;  k.ve'f  foundati  jH  : 

Hymen,come  Hymen,  now  untie  the  maiden  zone* 

Thou  that  mad'ft  man  a  brief  of  all  thou  mad'ft,- 
A  littls  liviii<j  vyorld,  and  mad'il  him  twain 
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i)ividing  him  whom  firft  thou  one  creat'ft, 
And  by  this  bond  niad'll  one  of  two  again. 
Bidding  her  cleave  to  him,  and  him  to  her, 
And  leave  their  parents,   when   no   j^arents 
were :  [here 

Hymen,  fend    Hymen   from   thy  facred   bofom 

See  where  he  goes,  how  all  the  troop  he  cheereth, 

Clad  with  a  faifron  coat,  m's  hand  a  light ; 
In  all  his  brow  not  one  fad  cloud  appeareth  : 
His  coat  all  pure,  his  torch  all  burning  bright. 
Now  chant  we  Hymen,  fhepherds ;  Hymen 

fmg  : 
See  where  he  goes,  as  frelh  as  is  the  fpring. 
Hymen,  oh  Hymen,  Hymen,  all  the  valleys  dng. 

Oh  happy  pair,  where  nothing  wants  to  either, 

Both  having  to  content,  and  be  contented; 
Fortune  and  nature  being  fpare  to  neither  ! 
Ne'er  may  this  bond  of  holy  love  be  rented, 
But  like  two  parallels,  run  a  level  race. 
In  juft  proportion,  and  in  even  fpace. 
Hymen,  thus  Hymen  will  their  fpotlefs  marriage 
grace. 

Live  each  of  other  firmly  lov'd,  and  loving; 

As  far  from  hate,  as  felf-ill,  jealoufy  : 
Moving  like  heav'n  ftill  in  the  felf  fame  moving  ; 
In  motion  ne'er  forgetting  conftanc)"-. 

Be  all  your  days  as  this  ;  no  caule  to  plain  : 
Free  from  faticty,  or  (but  lovers)  pain. 
^ymen,fo  Hymen  flill  their  prefent  joys  maintain. 


aTff  my  leloved  Couftn,  W.  R,  Efquire. 
CaJend,      Januar. 

Cousin,  day  birds  are  filenc't,  and  thofe  fowl 
Yet  only  fing,  which  hate  warm  Phoebus  light ; 

Th'  unlucky  parrot,  and  death-boding  owl. 

Which  ulh'ring  into  heav'n  tlieir  miftrefs  night, 

Hollow  their  mates,  triumphing  o'er  the  quick 
fpent  night. 

The  wronged  Philomel  hath  left  to  plain 
Tereus  conftraint  and  cruel  ravifhment : 

Seems  the  poor  bird  hath  loft  her  tongue  again. 
Progne  long  fince  is  gone  to  banifhment ; 

And  the  loud  tuned  thrufh   leaves  all  her  merri- 
ment. 

All  fo  my  frozen  mufe,  hid  in  my  bread. 

To  come  into  the  open  air  refufes; 
And  dragg'd  at  length  from  hence,  doth  oft  pro- 
tefi, 

This  is  no  time  for  Phoebus  loving  mufes ; 
When  the  far  diflant  fun  our  frozen  coaft  difufes. 

Then  till  the  fun,  which  yet  in  fiihes  halks, 
Orwatry  urn,  impounds  his  fainting  head, 

'Twixt  Taurus  horns  his  warmer  beam  unmaiks. 
And  fooner  rifes,  latter  goes  to  bed  ;  [fled  : 

Calling  ba;:k  all  the  flowers,  now  to  their  mother 


Til]  Philomel  refumcs  her  tongue  again, 

And  Pr-ijrne  fu.^ce  rcturn<  from  iong  exiling  J 

Fill  the  IhriU  ijiackbid  >:hun.s  his  niL-ny  vein; 
And  the  day-birds  the  long  h\r'dfun  beguiling 

Renew  their  mirth,  and  the  years  plealant  Imil-' 


ing: 


Here  mufl:  I  (lay,  in  fuUen  fl  udy  pent,  ['"g ; ' 

Among  our  Camiiridge  fens  my  tmie  mlfjiend- 

But  then  revifit  our  long  l.ng'd  f't  Kent 

Till  then  live  happy,  the  tmie  ever  mending: 

Happy  the  firft  o'  th'  year,  thrice  happy  be  the . 
ending.  : 


TO  MASTER  W.  C. 

Willy,  my  dear,  that  lare  byHaddam  fifing, 
By  little  Haddam,  in  whofe  private  fliades. 
Unto  thy  fancy  thoufan,;  pleafures  fitting, 
With  dainty  nymphs,  in  th'.fe  retired  glades 
Didft  fpend  thy  time;  (time  that  too   quickly! 
fades). 
Ah !  much  I  fear  that  thofe  fo  pleafing  toys 
Have  too  much  luU'd  thy  fenfe  and  mind  in  flum-  ■ 
b'ring  joys. 

Now  art  thou  come  to  nearer  Maddingly, 

Which  with  frefli  fport  and  pleafure  doth  en- 
thral! thee ; 
There  new  delights  withdraw  thy  car,  thy  eye ; 
Too  much  I  fear  left  fome  ill  chance  befall  thee  : 
Hark  how  the  Cambridge  mufes  thence  recall 
thee ; 
Willy  our  dear,  Wjlly  his  time  abufes : 
But  fure  thou  haft  forgot  our  Chame  and  Cam- 
bridge  mufes. 

Return  nov/,  Willy ;  now  at  length  return  thee : 

Here  thou  and  I,  under  the  fprouting  vine. 
By  yellow  Chame,  where  no  hot  ray  fiiall  burn 
thee. 
Will  fit  and  fing  among  the  mufes  nine ; 
And,  fafely  coveted  from  the  fcalding  (hine, 
We'll  read  that  Mantuan  fhepherd's  fweet  com- 
pl  ining,  [daining. 

Whom  fair  Alexis  griev'd  with   his  unjuft  dif- 

And,  when  we  lift,  to  lower  notes  defcend  ; 
Hear  Thirfil's  moan   and  Fufca's  cruelty  : 

He  cares  not  now  his  ragged  flock  to  tend ; 
Fufca  his  care,  but  carelefs  enemy  : 
Hope  oft  he  fees  fhine  in  her  humble  eye. 

But  foon  her  angry  words  of  hope  deprives  him: 

So  often  dies  with  love,  but  love  as  oft  revives 
him.  i 


To  my  ever  hmoured  Coufm,  W.  R.  Efquire. 

Strange  power  of  home,  with  how  ftrong-twift- 

ed  arms,  [me 

And  Gordian-twincd  knot,  doH  thou  enchain 
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Never  might  fair  Callfto's  doubled  charms, 
Nor  powerful  Circe's  whifp'ring  fo  detain  me. 
Though  all  her  art  fhe  fpent  to  entertain  me ; 

Their  prefencs  could  not  force  a  weak  defire  ; 

But,  oh:   thy  powerful  abfence  breeds  Hill- grow- 
ing fire. 

B7  night  thou  try'fl  with  {Irong  imagination 
To  force  my  fenfe  'gainlt  reafon  to  belie  it ; 

Methinks  I  fee  the  fail-imprinted  faihion 
Of  every  place,  and  now  I  fully  eye  it ; 
And  though  with  fear,  yet  cannot  well  deny  it, 

Till  the  morn  bell  awakes  me  ;  then  for  fpite  ^ 

I  {hut  mine  eyes  again,  and  wilh  back  fuch  a  night. 

But  in  the  day  my  never-flack'd  defire 
Will  caft  to  prove  by  welcome  forgery. 

That  for  my  ibfence  1  am  much  tue  nigher; 
Seeking  to  pleafc  vvith  foothing  flattery. 
Love's  wing  is  thought ;  and  thought  will  foon- 
efl  file 

Where  it  finds  want ;  then  as  our  love  is  dearer, 

Abfence  yields  prefence,  diHance  makes  us  nearer. 

Ah  !  might  I  in  fome  humble  Kentiih  dale 
For  ever  eas'ly  fpend  my  flow-pac'd  hours  : 

Much  (hou  d  I  fcorn  fair  Eton's  pleaCant  vale. 
Or  Windfor,  Tempe'*  felf,  and  proudell  towers  : 
There  would  I  fit  Jafe  from  the  ftormy  fliowers, 

And  laugh  the  Mtlublous  winds  and  angry  iky  ; 
■Piping  (ah  !)  might  I  live,  and  piping  might  1  die. 

And  would  my  lucky  fortune  fo  much  grace  mc, 
As  in  low  Cranebrookorhigh  Brenchly's-hill, 

Or  in  fome  cabin  near  thy  dwelling  place  me, 
There  would  I  gladly  fport  and  fing  my  fill. 
And  teach  my  tender  mufe  to  raife  her  quill ; 

And  that  high  Mantuan  fhepherd's  felf  to  dare  ; 

If  ought  with  that  high  Mantuan  fliepherd  mought 
compare. 

There  would  1  chant  either  thy  Gemma's  praife, 
■    Or  clfe  my  Fufca;  fdireft  Ihepherdefs :  ^ 

Or  when  me  lift  my  llcnder  pipe  to  raife, 
Sing  of  Eliza's  fixed  mournfulnefs, 
And  much  bewail  fuch  woful  heavinefs; 
Whiia  fae  a  dear-lov'd  hart  (ah  lucklcfs  !1  flew, 
Whofe  fall  flie  all  too  late,  too  foon,  too  much, 
did  rue. 

But  feeing  now  I  am  not  as  T  would. 

But  here,  among  th'  unhonour'd  willow's  (hade, 
The  muddy  Chaine  doth  mt  enforced  hold; 
Here  I  forfwear  my  merry  piping  trade  : 
My  little  pipe,  of  feven  reeds  ymade, 
^  (Ah  pleafing  pipe  '.)  I'll  hang  upon  this  bough: 
Thou  Chame,  and  Chamifh  nymphs,  bear  wit- 
nefs  of  my  vow. 


To  E.  C.  in  Cambridge,  my  Sin  by  th:  Uii'ivtrfity. 

When  firft  my  mind  call'd  itfelf  in  to  think, 
There  fell  a  ftrife  not  ealy  for  to  end  \ 


Which  name  Ihould  firft  crown  the  white  paper* 
brink. 
An  awing  father,  or  an  equal  friend : 
Fortune  gives  choice  of  either  to  my  mind ; 

Buth  bonds  to  tie  the  foul,  it  never  move ; 

That  of  commanding,  this  of  eafy  love. 

The  lines  of  love,  which  from  a  father's  heart 
Are  drawn  down  to  the  fon  ;  and  from  the  foa 

Afcend  to  th'  father,  drawn  from  every  part. 
Each  other  cut,  and  from  the  firft  tranfition 
Still  further  wander  with  more  wide  partition; 

But  friends,  like  parallels,  run  a  level  race, 

In  juft  proportion,  and  moft  even  fpace. 

Then  fince  a  double  choice,  double  affciSion 
Hath  plac't  itfelf  in  my  twice  loving  brcafl; 

No  title  then  can   .dd  to  this  perfetflion, 
Nor  better  that,  which  is  already  beft  : 
So  naming  one,  I  muft  imply  the  reft. 

The  fame  a  father,  and  a  friend  ;  or  rather, 

Both  one ;  a  father  friend,  and  a  friend  father. 

No  marvel  then  the  difference  of  the  place 
Makes  in  my  mind  at  all  no  difference  : 

For  love  is  not  produc'd  or  penn'd  in  fpacc, 
Having  i'  th'  foul  his  only  refidence. 
Love's  fire  is  thought;  and  thought  is  never 
thence, 

Where  it  feels  want :  then  where  a  love  is  dear. 

The  mind  in  fartheft  diftance  is  moft  near. 

Me  Kent  holds  faft  with  thoufand  fweet  embraces; 

(There  mought  I  die  with  thee,  there  with  thee 
live .') 
All  in  the  fhades,  the  nymphs  and  naked  graces 

Frefh  joys  and  ftill  fuccceding  pleafures  give  ; 

So  much  we  fport,  we  have  no  time  to  grieve  : 
Here  do  we  fit,  and  laugh  white-headed  caring; 
And  know  no  forrow  fimple  pleafures  marring. 

A  crown  of  wood-nymphs  fpread  i'  th'  grafly 

plain 

Sit  round  about,  no  niggards  of  their  faces ; 
Nor  do  they  cloud  their  fair  with  black  difdain  ; 

All  to  myfelf  will  they  impart  their  graces  ; 

Ah  !  not  fuch  joys  find  1  in  other  places  : 
To  them  I  often  pipe,  and  often  fing, 
Sweet^notes  to  fweeter  voices  tempering. 

And  now  but  late  I  fang  the  Hymen  toys 
Of  two  fair  lovers   (fairer  were  there  never) 

That  in  one  bed  coupled  their  fpoufal  joys; 
Fortune  and  nature  being  fcant  to  neither : 
What  other  dare  not  wifh,  was  full  in  either. 

Thrice  happy  bed,  thrice  happy  lovers  firing, 

Where  prefent  bleffings  have  out-ftript  defiring ! 

And  when  me  lift  to  fadder  tunes  apply  me, 
Pafilia's  dirge,  and  Eupathus  complaining; 

And  often  while  my  pipe  lies  idle  by  me, 

ReadFufca's  deep  difdain, and  Thirfil's  plaining; 
Yet  in  that  face  is  no  room  for  difdaining  ; 

Where  cheerful  kindnefs  fmiles  in  cither  eye, 

Aad  beauty  {till  kilfes  humility. 


4^4 


THE    WORKS    OF    1*.    FLETCHER. 


Then  do  not  marvel  Kentifli  ftrong  delights. 
Stealing  the  time,  do  here  fo  long  detain  me  : 

Not  powerful  Circe  with  }>er  Hecate  rites, 
Nor  pleafmg  I^otos  thus  could  entertain  me, 
As  Kciitifli   powerful    pleafures  here    enchain 
me. 

Meantime,  the  nymphs  that  in  our  Brenchly  ufc, 

Kindly  falute  your  bufy  Cambridge  mufe. 


To  my  beloved  Thenot,  in  anfwer  of  his  Verfi. 

Thenot  my  dear,  how  can  a  lofty  hill 

To  lowly  Ihepherds  thoughts  be  rightly  fitting? 
An  humble  dale  well  fits  with  humble  quill : 
There  may  1  fafely  fing,  ail  fearleis  finting, 
^y  Fufca's  eyes,  my  Fufca's  beauty  dittying  ; 
My  loved  lonenefs,  and  hid  mufe  enjoying  : 
Yet  Ihould'll  thou  come,  and  fee  our  fimple 
toying,  [joying- 

Well  would  fair  Thenot  like  cur  fweet  retired 

But  if  my  Thenot  love  my  humble  vein, 

(Too  lowly  vein)  ne'er  let  him  Colin  call  me  ; 
He,  while  he  was,  was  (ah  i)  the  choiceft  fv/ain, 
That  ever  grac'd  a  reed  :  what  e'er  befall  me, 
Or  Myrtil,  (fo  'for  Ful'ca  fair  did  thrall  me, 
Moft  was  1  known)  or  now  poor  Thirfil 

name  me, 
Thirfil,  for  fo  my  Fufca  pleafes  frame  me  : 
But  never  mounting    Colin;  Colin's  high  ftyle 
will  fliame  me. 

Two  fliepherds  I  adore  with  humble  love ; 

Th*  high-tow'ring  fwain,  that  by  flow  Mincius 
waves 
His  well  grown  wings  at  firft  did  lowly  prove, 

Where  Corydon'siick  love  full  fweetly  raves; 
But  after  fung  bold  Turnus  daring  braves  : 

And  next  our  nearer  Colin's  fweeteft  flrain  ; 

Moft,  where  he  moft  his  Rofalind  doth  plain. 
Well  may  I  after  look,  but  follow  all  in  vain. 

Why  then  fpeaks  Thenot  of  the  honour's!  bay  ? 

Apollo's  felf,  though  fain,  could  not  obtain  her; 
She  at  his  melting  fungs  would  fcorn  to  ftuy. 

Though  all  his  art  he  fpenc  to  entertain  her  : 
Wild  beaftshe  tam'd,  yet  never  could  detain  her. 

Thenfit  we  here  within  this  willow  glade  : 

Here  for  my  Thenot  I  a  garland  made 
With  purple  violets,  and  lovely  myrtle  Ihade. 


Upon  the  PiEiurc  of  Achmat  the  Turlijh  tyrant. 

Such  Achmat  is,  the  Turks  great  emperor, 
Third  fun  to  Mahomet,  whofe  youthly  fpring 

But  now  with  bioffom'd  cheeks  begins  to  flow'r; 
Out  of  his  face  you  well  may  read  a  king  : 

Which  who  will  throughly  view,  will  eas'ly  find 

A  perfccSi  index  to  his  haughty  mind. 

Within  his  breaft,  as  in  a  palace,  lie 

Wakeful  ambition  leagu'd  \vitb  hafty  pride ; 
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Refts  hate,  in  which  his  father  living  dy'd  J 
Deep  in  his  heart  fuch  Turkilh  virtue  lies, 
And  thus  looks  through  the  window  of  his  eyes, 

His  pleafure  (far  from  pleafure)  is  to  fee 

His  navy  fpread  her  wings  unto  the  wind  ; 
Inftead  of  gold,  arms  fill  his  treafury, 

Which  ( numberlcfs)  fill  nut  his  greedy  m.ind. 
The  fad  Hungarian  fears  his  triea  might; 
And  waning  Perfia  trembles  at  his  fight. 

His  greener  youth,  moft  with  the  heathen  fpent, 

Gives  Chriftian  princes  jufteft  caufe  to  fear 
His  riper  age,  whofe  childhood  thus  is  bent.    ' 
A  thoufand  trophies  will  he  fliortly  rear, 

Uniefs  that  God,  who   gave  him  firft  thl» 

rage, 
Bind  his  proud  head  in  humble  vafialage. 


TO  MR.  JO.  TOMKINS. 

Thomalin,  my  lief,  thy  mufic  ftrains  to  hear. 
More  raps  my  foul  than  when  the  fwelling 
winds 
On  craggy  rocks  their  whiftling  voices  tear ; 

Or  when  the  fea,  if  ftopt  his  courfe  he  finds, 
With  broken  murmurs  thinks  weak  ftiores  to  fear. 
Scorning  fuch  fandy  cords  his  proud  head  binds : 
More  than  where  rivers  in  the  fummer's  ray. 
Through  covert  glades  cutting  their  fhady  way. 
Run  tumbling  down  ^the   lawns,  and  with  the 
pebbles  play. 

Thy  ftrains  to  hear,  old  Chamus  from  his  cell 
Comes  guarded  with  an  hundred  nymphs  a- 
round  ; 
An  hundred  nymphs,  that  in  his  rivers  dwell. 
About  him  flock,  with  water-lilies  crown'd. 
For  thee  the  mufes  leave  their  Clver  well. 

And  marvel  where  thou  all  their  art  haft  found : 
There  fitting,  they  admire  thy  dainty  ftrains, 
And  while  thy  fadder  accent  fweetly  plains. 
Feel  thoufand  fugar'd  joys  creep  in  their  melting 
veins. 

How  oft  have  I,  the  mufes  bow'r  frequenting, 
Mifs'd  them  at  home,  and  found  them  all  with 
thee ! 
Whether  thou  fing'ft  fad  Eupathus'  lamenting, 

Or  tuneft  notes  to  facred  harmony, 
The  ravifli'd  foul  with  thy  fweet  notes  confenting, 

Scorning  the  earth,  in  heav'nly  extafy 
Tranfcends  the  ftars,  and  with  the  angels'  train 
Thofe  courts  furveys;  and  now  come  back  agaio. 
Finds  yet  another  heaven  in  thy  delightful  ftiain 

Ah  I  could'ft  thou  hefe  thy  humble  mind  content. 
Lowly  with  me  to  live  in  country  cell, 

And  learn  fufpeft  the  court's  proud  blandiftiment. 
Here  mightwefafe.heremightwe  fweetlydwell. 

Livi;  Pallas  in  her  tow'rs  and  marble  tent ; 
Butj  ah  \  ihe  country  bow'rs  pltafe  nie  as  well : 
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Tfiere  with  my  Thomalin  I  fafe  would  fing, 
And  frame  fweet  ditries  to  thy  fweeter  firing; 
There  would  we  laugh  at  fpite,  and  fortune's  thun- 
dering. 

No  flattery,  hare,  or  envy,  lodgeth  there  ; 

There  no  fufpiaion  wall'd  in  proved  fteel, 
Yet  fearful  of  the  arms  herfelf  dotji  wear : 

Pride  is  not  there ;  no  tyrant  there  we  feel ; 
No  clamorous  laws  fhall  deaf  thy  mufic  ear  ; 

They  know  no  change,  nor  wanton  fortune's 

wheel : 

Thoufand  frefh  fports  grow  in  thofe  dainty  places; 

Light  fawns  and  nymphs   dance  in  the   woody 

fpaces,  [Graces. 

And  little  Love  himfelf  plays  with  the  naked 

But  feeing  fate  tny  happy  wifh  refufes, 

Let  me  alone  enjoy  my  low  eftate. 
Of  all  the  gifts  that  fair  Parnaffus  ufes. 

Only  fcorn'd  poverty  and  fortune's  hate 
Common  I  find  to  me,  and  to  the  mufes  ; 

But  with  the  mufes  welcome  poorcft  fate. 
Safe  in  my  humble  cottage  will  I  reft; 
And  lifting  up  from  my  untainted  bread 
A  quiet  fpirit  to  heaven,  fecurely  live  and  blell. 

To  thee  I  here  bequeath  the  courtly  joys, 
Seeing  to  court  my  Thomalin  is  bent  : 

Take  from  thy  Thirfil  thefe  his  idle  toys  ; 
Here  I  will  end  my  loofer  merriment : 

And  when  thou  fing'ft  thf  m  to  the  wanton  bays, 
Among  the  courtly  laffes  blandifhment. 

Think  of  thy  Thirfil's  love  that  never  fpends; 

And  foftly  fay,  his  love  ftill  better  mends  : 

Ah !    too  unlike  the   love   of  court,  or   courtly 
friends ! 

Go,  litrle  pipe ;  for  ever  I  mud  leave  thee. 
My  little,  little  pipe,  but  fweeteft  ever  : 

Go,  go,  for  I  have  vow'd  to  fee  thee  never: 
Never,  ah  1  never  muft  I  more  receive  thee  : 

But  he  in  better  love  will  ftill  perfever ; 

Go,  little  pipe,  for  I  muft  have  a  new. 

Farewell,  ye  Norfolk  maids,  and  Ida  crew  ; 

Thirfil  will  play  no  more ;  for  ever  now  adieu  ! 


TO  THOMALIN. 

Thomalin,    fmce  Thiihi  nothing   has  to  leave 

thee. 
And  leave  thee  muft  ;  pardon  me  (gentle  friend  :) 
If  nothing  but  my  love  I  only  give  thee; 
Yet  fee  how  great  this  nothing  i*,  1  fend 

For  though  this  love  of  thine  [  fweeteft  prove, 
"  .  Nothing's  more  fweet  than  is  this  fweeteft  love. 

The  foldier  nothing  like  his  prey  efteems ; 

Nothing  tofs'd  failors  equal  with  the  Ihore  : 

Nothing  before  his  health  the  fick  man  deem< ; 

The  pilgrim  hugs  his  country  ;  nothing  more  : 
The  mifer  hoarding  up  his  golden  wares, 
This  nothing  with  Idhp  •  ecious  wealth  son'^pares. 
Vol.  IV, 


Our  thoughts  ambition  only  nothing  enils ; 
Nothing  fills  up  the  golden-dropGed  mind  : 
The  prodigal,  that  allfo  lavifti  fpends. 
Yet  nothing  cannot;   nothing  ftays  behind  : 
The  king,  that  with  his  life  a  kingdom  buys. 
Than  life  or  crown  doth  nothing  higher  prize. 

Who  all  enjoys,  yet  nothing  now  dellres  ; 
Nothing  is  greater  than  the  higheft  Jove  : 
Who  dwells  in  heav'n,   (then)  notliing  more  re- 
quires; [love: 
Love,  more  than  honey  ;  nothing  more  fweet  than 

Nothing  is  only  better  than  the  heft; 

Nothing  is  fure  :  nothing  is  ever  bleft. 

I  love  my  health,  my  life,  my  books,  my  friendt. 
Thee,  (deareft  Thomalin)  nothing  above  thee  : 
For  when  my  books,  friends,  health,  life,  fainting 

ends, 
When  thy  love  fails,  yet  nothing  ftill  will  love  me  : 
When  heav'n,  and  air,  the  earth,  and  floating 

mains 
Are  gone,  yet  nothing  ftill  untouch'd  remains. 

Since  then  to  other  ftreams  I  muft  betake  me, 
Andfpiteful  Cham  of  all  has  quite  bereft  me; 
Since  mufes  felves  (falfe  mufes)  will  forfaka  me, 
And  but  this  nothing, nothing  elfe  is  left  me; 
Take  thou  my  love,  and  keep  it  ftill  in  ftore  : 
That  givvin,  nothing  now  remaineth  more. 


Aga'tnji  a  Rich  Alan  defpifng  Poverty,  ^ 

If  well  thou  view'ft  us  with  no  fquinted  eye, 
No  partial  judgment,  thou  wilt  quickly  rate 
Thy  wealth  no  richer  than  n:y  poverty ; 
My  want  no  poorer  than  thy  ri^  eftate  : 

Our  ends  and  births  alike  ;  in  this,  as  I; 

Poor  thou  wert  born,  and  poor  again  iliaJt  die. 

My  little  fills  my  little-wifhing  mind  ; 
rhou  having  more  than  much,  yet  feekeft  more  : 
'VVho  fceks,  ftill  wifties  whit  he  feeks  to  rind ; 
Who  wifiies,  wants;   and  who  fo  wants,  is  poor  s 

Then  this  muft  follow  of  neceflity  ; 

Poor  are  thy  riches,  rich  my  poverty. 

Though  ftill  thou  gett'ft,  yet  is  thy  want  riot  fpent, 
But  as  thy  wealth,  fo  grows  thy  wealthy  itch  : 
But  with  my  little  I  have  much  content ; 
Content  hath  all ;  and  v/ho  hath  all,  is  rich  : 
Then  this  in  reafon  thou  muft  needs  confefs, 
If  I  have  little,  yet  that  thou  haft  lefs. 

Whatever  man  poftefies,  God  hath  lent. 

And  to  his  audit  liable  is  ever. 

To  reckon,  how,  and  where,  and  when  he  fpent : 

Then  thus  thou  bragg'ft,  thou  art  a  great  receiver  : 

Little  my  debt,  when  little  is  my  ftore  ;  [more. 

The  ixijre  thou  haft,  thy  debt  llili  grows  the 

But  feeing  God  himfelf  defcended  down 
T'  enrich  the  poor  by  his  rich  poverty  j 
Cg 
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His  meat,  his  Iioufe,  his  grave,  were  not  his  own, 
Yet  all  is  his  from  all  eternity  : 

Let  me  be  like  my  head,  whom  I  adore  ; 

3e  thou  great,  wealthy,  I  ftill  bafe  kud  poor. 


CONTEMNENTI. 

CoNTTNTAL  burning,  yet  no  fire  or  fuel, 
Chill  icy  frofts  in  midft  of  fummei's  frying, 
A  hell  moft  pleafing,  and  a  heav'n  mod  cruel, 
A  death  ftill  living,  and  a  life  flill  dying. 

And  whatfoever  pains  poor  hearts  can  prove, 
I  feel,  and  utter,  in  one  word,  I  Love. 

Two  fires,  of  love  and  grief,  each  upon  either. 
And  both  upon  one  poor  heart  ever  feeding  : 
Chill  cold  defpair,  moft:  cold,  yet  cooling  neither, 
In  midlt  of  fires  his  icy  frofls  is  breeding  : 
So  fires  and  frofls,  to  make  a  perfect  hell, 
Meet  in  one  breafl,  in  one  houfe  friendly  dwell. 

Tir'd  in  this  toilfome  way  (my  deep  afFedlion) 
1  ever  forward  run,  and  never  eafe  me  : 
I  dare  not  fwerve,  her  eye  is  my  direiftion  : 
A  heavy  grief,  and  weighty  love  opprefs  me.  [me  ; 
DeGre  and  hope,  two  fpurs,  that  forth  compell'd 
But  awful  fear,  a  bridle,  ftill  withheld  me. 

Twice  have  I  plung'd,  and  flung,  and  ftrove  to  call 
This  double  burden  from  my  weary  heart : 
Fad  though  I  run,  and  flop,  they  fit  as  fafl : 
Her  looks  my  bait,  which  ihe  doth  feld'  impart- 

Thus  fainting,  ftill  fome  inn  I  wilh  and  crave  ; 

Either  her  maiden  bofom,  or  my  grave. 


A    VOW. 

By  hope  and  fear,  by  grief  and  joy  oppreft, 
With  deadly  hate,  more  deadly  love  infeded; 
Without,  within,  in  body,  feul,  dillreft; 
Little  by  all,  leaft  by  myfclf  re^^efted,  [ed ; 

But  moft,  rmjft  there,  where  moft  I  lov'd,  negledl- 

Hated,  and  hating  life,  to  death  f  call ; 

Who  fcorns  to  take  what  is  refus'd  by  all. 

Whither,  ah,  whither  then  wilt  thou  betake  thee, 
Defpifed  wretch,  of  friends,  of  all  forlorn,    [thee  .' 
Since  hope,  and  love,  and  life,  and  death  forfake 
Poor  foul,  thy  own  tormenter,  others  fcorn! 
Whither,  poor  foul,  ah,  whither  wilt  thou  turn  ? 

What  inn,  what  hoft  (fcorn'd  wretch)  wilt  thou 
now  choofe  thee  ?  [fufe  thee. 

The  common  hoft,  and  inn,  death,  grave,  re- 

To  thee,  great  Love,  to  thee  I  proftrate  fall, 
That  right'ft  in  love  the  heart  infalfelovefwerved  : 
On  thee,  true  Love,  on  thee  I  weeping  call; 
J,  who  am  fcorn'd,  where  with  all  truth  I  ferved, 
C.T  tl.ee,  fa  wrong'd, where  thou  haft  fodeferved: 
Difdain'd,  where  moft  I  lov'd,  to  thee  I  plain  me, 
V,  110  truIyJovcftthofejWho  (fools)  difdain  thee. 


Thou  never-erring  way,  in  thee  direA  me  ;  [me: 
rhou  death  of  death,  oh,  in  thy  death  engrave 
Thou  hated  love, with  thy  firm  love  refpe6l  me; 
Thou  freeft  fervant,  from  this  yoke  unftave  me  : 
Glorious  falvation,  for  thy  glory  fave  me. 

So  neither  love,  nor  hate,  fcorn,  death,  (hall 
move  me ;  [thee. 

But  with  thy  love,  great  Love,  I  ftill  (hall  love 


On  Womens  Lighttiefs, 

Who  fows  the  fand  ?  or  ploughs  the  eafy  ftiore  ? 
Or  ftrives  in  nets  to  prifon  in  the  wind  .' 
Yet  F,  (fond  I)  more  fond,  and  fenfelefs  more, 
Thought  in  fure  love  a  woman's  thoughts  to  bind. 

Fond,  too  fond  thoughts,  that  thought  in  love 
to  tie 

One  more  inconftant  than  inconftancy  ! 

Look  as  it  is  with  fome  true  April  day, 

Whofe  various  weather  ftores   the   world  with 

flowers ; 
The  fun  his  glorious  beams  doth  fair  difplay, 
Then  rains,  and  fhines  again,  andftraightit  lowrs. 

And  twenty  changes  in  one  hour  doth  prove; 

So,  and  more  changing  is  a  woman's  love. 

Or  as  the  hairs  which  deck  their  wanton  heads. 
Which  loofely  fly,  and  play  with  every  winJ, 
And  with  eachblafttnrn  round  theirgolden  threads; 
Such  as  their  hair,  fuch  is  their  loofer  mind  : 

The  difference  this,  their  hair  is  often  bound  ; 

Bat  never  bonds  a  woman  might  embound. 

Falfe  is  their  flattering  colour,  falfe  and  fading ; 
Faife  is  their  flattering  tongue;  falfe  every  part, 
Their  hair  is  forg'd,  their  filver  foreheads  fhading ; 
Falfe  are  thair  eyes,  but  falfeft  is  their  heart : 

Then  this  in  confequence  muft  needs  enfuc; 

All  muft  be  falfe,  when  every  part's  untrue. 

Fond  then  my  thoughts,  which  thought  a  thing 

fo  vain  1 
Fond  hopes,  that  anchor  on  fo  falfe  a  ground  ! 
Fond  love,  to  love  what  could  not  love  again  I 
Fond  heart,  thus  fir'd   with  love,  in   hope  thus 
drown'd  ! 
Fond  thoughts,  fond  heart,  fond  hope  ;  but  fond- 
eft  1,  ^ 
To  grafp  the  wind,  ail>-  love  inconftancy  '. 


A  Reply  upon  the  Fair  M.  S. 

A  DAINTY  maid,  that  draws  her  double  name 
From  bitter  fwectnefs,  (with  fweet  bitternefs) 
Did  late  my  fkill  and  faulty  verfcs  blame. 
And  to  her  loving  friend  did  plain  confefs, 
That  1  my  former  credit  foul  did  (hame, 
And  might  no  more  a  poet's  name  profefs  : 
Th3  caufe  that  with  my  verfe  (he  was  oflended, 
For  womens  levity  I  di&ommended. 


POETICAL    MISCELLANIES. 


46? 


Too  true  you  faid,  that  poet  I  was  never, 
And  I  confefs  it  (fair)  if  that  content  ye, 
That  when  I  play'd  the  poet  lefs  than  ever; 
Not,  for  of  fuch  a  verfe  1  noVv  repent  rrie, 
(Poets  to  feign,  and  make  fine  lies  endeavour) 
But  I  the  truth,  truth  (ah  1)  too  certain  fent  ye  : 

Then  that  I  am  no  poet  I  deny  not ; 

For  when  thtir  lightnefs  I  condemn,  I  lie  not. 

But  if  my  verfe  had  lied  againft  my  mind, 
And  praifed  that  which  truth  cannot  approve, 
And  falfcly  faid,  they  were  as  fair  as  kind. 
As  true  as  fweet,  their  faith  could  never  move, 
But  fure  is  link'd  where  conftant  love  they  find, 
That  with  fweet  braving  they  vie  truth  and  love; 

If  thus  I  write,  it  cannot  be  deny'd 

But  I  a  poet  were,  fo  foul  I  lied. 

But  give  me  leave  to  write  as  I  have  found  : 
Like  ruddy  apples  at  tlieir  outfides  bright, 
Whofefkin  is  fair,  the  core  or  heart  unfound; 
Whofe  cherry-check  the  eye  doth  much  delight, 
But  inward  rottennefs  the  tafle  doth  wound  : 
Ah  ;  were  the  tafte  fo  good  as  is  the  fight, 

To  pluck  fuch  apples  (loft  with  felf  fame  price) 
Would  back  reftore  us  part  of  paradife. 

But  truth  hath  faid  it,  (truth  who  dare  deny  ?) 
Men  feldom  are,  more  feldom  women  fure  : 
But  if  (fair  fweet)  thy  truth  and  conftancy 
To  better  faith  thy  thoughts  and  mind  procure. 
If  thy  firm  truth  could  give  firm  truth  the  liei 
If  thy  firil  love  will  firft  and  laft  endure  ;      [thee. 
Thou  more  than  woman  art,  if  time  fo  proves 
And  he  more  than  a  man,  that  loved  loves  theci 


^n  Apology  for  the  Premifcs  to  the  Lady  Culpepper. 

Who  with  a  bridle  ftrivcs  to  curb  the  waves  ? 

Or  in  a  cyprefs  cheft  locks  flaming  fires  ? 

So  when  love  anger'd  in  thy  bofom  raves. 

And  grief  with  love  a  double  flame  infpires, 
By  filence  thou  may 'ft;  add,  but  never  lefs  it  : 
The  way  is  by  exprefling  to  reprefs  it. 

Who  then  will  blame  affcAion  not  refpedled. 
To  vent  in  grief  the  grief  that  fo  torments  him  ? 
Paflion  will  fpeak  in  paflion,  if  neglected  : 
Love  that  fo  foon  will  chide,  as  foon  repents  him  ; 
And  therefore  boyifti  love's  too  like  a  boy, 
With  a  toy  pleas'd,  difpleafed  with  a  toy. 

Have  you  riot  feeh,  when  you  have  chid  or  fought, 
That  lively  pidlure  of  your  lovely  beauty. 
Your  pretty  child,  at  firft  to  lowr  or  pout. 
But  foon  again  reclaim'd  to  love  and  duty  ; 
Forgets  the  rod,  and  all  her  anger  ends, 
Plays  on  your  lap,  or  on  your  neck  depends  : 

Too  like  that  pretty  child  is  childifti  love, 
1'hat  when  in  anger  he  is  wrong'd,  or  beat. 
Will  rave  and  chide,  and  every  paflion  prove, 
Bat  foon  to  fmiles  and  fawns  turns  all  his  heat, 
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And  prays,  and  fwears  he  never  more  will  do  it  ; 
Such  one  is  love  :  alas,  that  women  know  it ! 

But  if  fo  juft  excufe  will  not  content  ye, 
But  ftill  you  blame  the  words  of  angry  love, 
Here  I  recant,  and  c '  chofe  words  repent  me  ; 
In  fign  hereof  I  offer  now  to  prove, 

That  changing  womens  love  is  conftant  ever, 
And  men,  though  ever  firm,  are  conftant  never* 

For  Khen  that  to  one  fair  their  paffions  bind, 
M'.ift  ever  change,  as  do  thofc  changing  fairs; 
So  as  fhe  alters,  alters  ftill  their  mind. 
And  with  their  fading  loves  their  love  impairs  r 
Therefore,  ftill  moving,  as  the  fair  they  loved, 
Moft  do  they  move,  by  being  moft  unmoved. 

But  women,  when  their  lovers  change  their  graces. 
What  firft  in  them  they  lov'd,  love  nov^in  others, 
Affefting  ftill  the  fame  in  divers  places ; 
So  never  change  their  love, but  cliange  their  lovers : 
Therefore  their  mind  is  firm  and  conftant  prov'd, 
Seeing  they  ever  love  what  firft  they  lov'd. 

Their  love  tied  to  fome  virtue,  cannot  ftray. 
Shifting  the  outfide  oft,  the  infide  never  : 
But  men  (when  now  their  loves  diffblv'd  to  clay 
Indeed  are  nothing)  ftill  in  love  perfever  : 

How  then  can  fuch  fond  men  be  conftant  made, 
That  nothing  love,  or  but  (a  nothing)  fliade  ? 

What  fool  commends  a  ftone  for  never  moving  ? 

Or  blames  the  fpeedy  heav'ns  for  ever  ranging  ? 

Ccaft;  then,  fond  men,  to  blaze  your  conftant 
loving ; 

Love's  fiery, winged, light,  and  therefore  changing': 
Fond  man,  that  thinks  fuch  fire  and  air  to  fetter  l 
All  change;  men  for  the  worfe,  women  fof  better. 


Anagr 


T»  my  only  chofen  Valentine  and  Wife. 

fMayftrefs  Elizabeth  Vincent     7 
\  Is  my  breaft's  chafte  Valentine^  > 


Think  not  (fair  love)  that  chance  my  hand  direcS- 
ed  [hands 

To  make  my  choice  my  chance  ;  blind  chance  and 
Could  never  fe£  what  moft  my  mind  afle>5led  ; 
But  heav'n  (that  ever  with  chaifte  true  loveftands) 
Lent  eyes  to  fee  what  moft  my  heart  refpe(5ted  :' 
Then  do  not  thou  refift  what  heav'n  commands; 

But  yield  thee  his,  who  muft  be  ever  thine  : 
.  My  heart  thy  altar  is,  my  brcaft  thy  ftirine ; 
Thy  name  for  ever  is,  My  breaft's  chafte  Valentice. 


A  Tratfldtion  nfBaethius.the  Third  Book  andlafiFerfu 

Happv  man,  whofe  perfeA  fight 
Views  the  overflowing  light ! 
Happy  man,  that  canft  unbind 
Th'  earth-bars  pounding  up  the  mind! 

cgij     ■    • 


4^^ 

Once  hib  wife'*  quick  fate  lamenting 
Orpheus  fat,  hi*  hair  all  renting,  ' 

While  the  fpeedy  woods  came  running, 
And  rivers  flood  to  hear  his  cunning  ; 
And  the  lion  with  the  hart 
Join'd  fide  to  fide  to  hear  his  art : , 
Hares  ran  with  the  dogs  along, 
Not  from  dogs,  but  to  his  fong. 
But  when  all  his  verfes  turning 
Only  fann'd  his  poor  heart's  burning, 
And  his  grief  came  but  the  fafter, 
(His  verfe  all  eafmg,  but  his  mafter) 
Of  the  higher  powers  complaining, 
Down  he  went  to  hell  difdaining  : 
There  his  filver  luteftrings  hitting. 
And  his  potent  verfes  fitting. 
All  the  fweets  that  e'er  he  took 
From  his  facred  mother's  brook. 
What  his  double  forrow  gives  him. 
And  love,  that  doubly  double  grieves  him, 
There  he  fpends  to  move  deaf  hell, 
Charming  devils  with  his  fpell, 
And  with  fwcetefc  aficing  leave 
Does  the  lords  of  ghofts  deceive. 
'Ihe  dog,  whofe  never  quiet  yell 
Affrights  fad  fouls  in  night  that  dwell, 
Pricks  up  now  his  thrice  two  ears; 
To  howl,  or  bark,  or  whine  he  fears : 
Struck  with  dumb  wonder  at  thofe  fongB, 
He  wifti'd  more  ears,  and  fewer  tongues. 
Charon  amaz'd  his  oar  foreflows. 
While  the  boat  the  fculler  rows. 
Tantal  might  have  eaten  now 
The  fruit  as  dill  as  is  the  bough  j 
But  he  (fool !")  no  hunger  fearing, 
Starv'd  his  tafte,  to  feed  his  hearing, 
Ixion,  though  his  wheel  flood  ftill. 
Still  was  rapt  with  mufic's  Ikill. 
At  length  the  judge  of  fouls  with  pity 
Yields,  as  conquer'd  with  his  ditty  ; 
Let's  give  back  his  fpoufe's  hearfe, 
Purchas'd  with  fo  pleafing  verfe : 
Yet  this  law  fhall  bind  our  gift. 
He  turn  not,  till  ha's  Tartar  left. 
Who  to  laws  can  lovers  draw  ? 
Love  in  love  it  only  law  : 
Now  almoft  he  left  the  night, 
When  he  firfl;  tnrn'd  back  his  fight ; 
And  at  onccj  while  her  he  ey'd. 
His  love  h&  faw,  and  loft,  and  dy'd. 
So,  who  ftrives  out  of  the  night 
To  bring  his  foul  to  joy  in  light, 
Yet  again  turns  back  his  eye 
To  view  left  hell's  deformity  ; 
Though  he  feems  enlighten'd  more, 
Yet  is  blacker  than  afore. 
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A  'tranflat'ion  of  Baetbius,  Book  Second,  Verft  Stvinth. 

Who  only  honour  feeks  with  prone  affcflicn, 
And  thinks  that  glory  is  his  createft  blifs;    [tion, 
Firft  let  him  view  the  heav'n's  wide-ftretched  fee- 
Then  in  fonte  map  the  earth's  fliort  nan  owiiel* : 


Well  may  he  blufli  to  fee  his  naifie  not  able 
To  fill  one  quarter  of  fo  brief  a  table. 

Why  then  fhould  high-grown  minds  fo  much  re- 
joice 
To  draw  their  ftubborn  necks  from  man's  fubjec- 
tion :  [voice 

For  though  loud  fame  ftrctch  high  her  prattling 
To  blaze  abroad  their  virtue's  great  perfection  ; 
Though  goodly  titles  of  their  houfe  adorn  them 
With  ancient  heraldry,  yet  death  doth  fcora 

them : 
The  high  and  bafe  lie  in  the  felf  fame  grave  ; 
No  difference  there  between  a  king  and  flavc. 

Where  now  are  true  Fabricius'  bones  remaining : 
Who  knows  where  Brutus,  or  rough  Cato  lives ! 
Only  a  weak  report,  their  names  fuftaining. 
In  records  old  a  flender  knowledge  gives: 

Yet  when  wc  read  the  deeds  of  men  inhumed, 
Can  we  by  that  know  them  longfince  confUracd? 

Now  therefore  lie  you  buried  and  forgotten; 
Nor  can  report  fruftrate  encroaching  death  : 
Or  if  you  think  when  you  are  dead  and  rotten. 
You  live  again  by  fame,  and  vulgar  breath ; 

When  with  time's  fliadows  this  falfe  glory  wanes, 
You  die  again  ;  but  this  your  glory  gains. 


Upon  my  Brother  Mr.  G.  F.  his  Book  intUuhd 
'  Chrifi^s  FiSiory  and  Triumph, 

Fond  lads,  that  fpend  fo  fafi:  vour  pofling  time, 
(Too  porting  time,  that  fpends  your  time  as  fall) 
To  chant  light  toys,  or  frame  fome  wanton  rhyme , 
Where  idle  boys  may  glut  their  luftful  tafte  ; 
Or  elfe  with  praife  to  clothe  fome  flefhly  flime 
With  virgin  rofes,  and  fair  lilies  chafte  : 

While  itching  bloods,  and  youthful  cares  adore 
it ;  [abhor  it. 

But  wifer  men,  and  once  yourfelves  will  mod 

But  thou,  (moft  near,  moft  dear)  in  this  of  thine 
Haft  prov'd  the  mufes  not  to  Venus  bound  ; 
Such  as  thy  matter,  fuch  thy  mufe,  divine  : 
Or  thou  fuch  grace  with  mercy's  felf  haft  found. 
That  ftie  herfelf  deigns  in  thy  leaves  to  (bine ; 
Or  ftol'n  fromheav'n,  thou  brought'ft  this  verfe 

to  ground. 
Which  frights  the  numbed  foul  with  fearful 

thunder. 
And  foon  with  honeyed  dews  thaws  it  'twixt  joy 

and  wonder. 

Then  do  not  thou  malicious  tongues  efteem  ; 
(The  glafi?,  through  which  an  envious  eye  doth 

gaze. 
Can  eas'Iy  make  i  mole-hill  mountain  feem) 
His  praife  difpraifes;  his  difpraifes  praife; 
Enough,  if  beft  men  beft  thy  labours  deem, 
And  to  the  higheft  pitch  thy  merit  raife  ; 
While  all  the  mufes  to  thy  fong  decree 
Victorious  triumph,  triumphant  vidory. 


Upon  the  Blfdop  of  Ex*n,  Dr,  Hall,  his  Meditatiortf. 
Most  wretched  foul,  that  here  caroufing  pleafure, 
Hath  all  his  heav'n  on  earth  ;  and  ne'er  diftreffed 
Enjoys  thef-  fond  delights  without  all  meafura, 
And  freely  living  thus,  is  thus  deceafed  1 
Ah  grcateft  curfe,  fo  to  be  ever  bleffed  1 
For  where  to  live  is  heav'n,  'tis  hell  to  die. 
Ah  wretch,  that  here  begins  hell's  mifery ! 

Moll  bleffed  foul,  that  lifted  up  with  wings 
Of  faith  and  love,  leaves  thia  bafe  habitation, 
Andfcorning  fluggifh  earth,  to  heav'n  up  fprings; 
On  earth,  yet  liili  in  heav'n  by  meditation  ; 
With  the  foul's  eye  forefeeing  th' heavenly  ftation  : 
Then  *gins  his  life,  when  he's  of  life  bereaven. 
Ah  blelTcd  foul,  that  here  begins  his  heaven  ! 
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Yet  fyllabled  in  flefti-fpell'd  cl\ara(fter. 
That  fo  to  fenfes  rhou  might'ft  fubjedl  be; 

Since  thou  in  bread  art  ftampt,  in  print  art  read, 
Let  not  thy  print-ftanip'd  word  to  me  be  dead. 


Upon  the  Contimpletions  cftheBiJhop  of  Excejler,glven^ 
to  the  Lady  E.  W.  at   Neiv-Tears  tide. 

This  little  world's  two  little  fla^s  are  eyes, 
And  he  that  all  eyes  framed,  frani'd  all  others 
Downward  to  fall,  but  thele  to  climb  the  Ikies, 
There  to  acquaint  them  with  their  flarry  brothers ; 
Planets  fix'd  in  the  head  (their  fphere  of  fenfc) 
Yet  wand'ring  {fill  through  heav'n's  circumfe- 
rence, 
The  intelled  being  their  intelligence. 

Dull  theij-that  heavy  foul,  which  ever  bent 
On  earth  and  earthly  toys,  his  heav'n  negledls  ; 
Content  with  that  which  cannot  give  content  : 
What  thy  foot  fcorning  kicks,  thy  foul  refpeds. 
Fond  foul  1  thy  eye  will  up  to  heav'n  eretft  thee  ; 
Thou  it  diredl'ft,  and  inuft  it  now  direft  thee  ] 
Dull,  heavy  foul  1  thy  fcholar  muft  corredl  thee. 

Thrice  happy  foul,  that  gyided  by  thine  eyes, 
Art  mounted  up  unto  that  Harry  nation  ; 
And  leaving  there  thy  fenfe,  entereft  the  flcies, 
Enfhriu'd  and  fainted  there  by  contemplation  ? 

Heav'n  thou  en^oy'ft  on  earth,  aLJ  now  be- 
reaven 

Of  life,  a  new  life  to  thy  foul  is  given. 

Thrice  happy  foul,  that  haft  a  double  heaven  : 

That  facred  hand,  which  to  this  year  hath  brought 
you, 

Perfed  your  years,  and  with  your  years,  his  graces; 

And  when  hisjwill  unto  his  will  hath  wrought  you, 

Condu(5t  your  foul  unto  thofe  happy  places, 
Where  thoufand  joys,  and  plealures  ever  new. 
And  bleffmgs  thicker  than  the  morning  dcvv 

.    With  endlefs  fweets  rain  on  that  hcav'nly  crew. 


Thfe  Aflepiads  of  Mr.  H.  S.  Tranjlated  and  Enlarged. 

Nc  verbum  mihi  fit  mortua  Litera, 
Nee  Chrifti  Meritum  Gratia  vanida; 
Scd  verbum  fatuo  fola  fcientia, 
Et  Chriftus  mifero  fola  redemptio. 

Uni.etter'd  word,  which  never  ear  could  hear  ; 
Unwritten  woid,  which  never  eye  could  fie. 


Thou  all-contriving,  all-deferving  fpirit. 
Made  flefli  to  die,  that  fo  thou  might'ft  be  mine, 
That  thou  in  u«,  and  we  in  thee  might  merit, 
We  thine,  thou  ours;  thou  human,  we  divine  ; 
Let  not  my  dead  life's  merit,  my  dead  heart 
Forfeit  fo  dear  a  putchas'd  death's  defert. 

Thou  fun  of  \yifdom.  knowledge  infinite. 
Made  folly  to  the  wife,  night  to  profane  ; 
Be  I  thy  moon,  oh  let  thy  facred  light 
Increafe  to  th'  full,  and  never,  never  wane : 
Wife  felly  in  me  fet,  fond  wlfdom  rife, 
Make  me  renounce  my  wifdom,  to  be  wife. 

Thou  life  eternal,  purefl  bleffednefs, 
Made  mortal,  wretched,  fui  itfelf  for  me  ; 
Show  me  my  death,  my  lin,  my  wretchednefs, 
That  I  may  flourilh,  fiuiie,  and  live  in  thee  : 
So  1  with  praife  ftiall  fing  thy  life,  death's  ftory, 
O  thou  my  merit,  life,  my  wifdom,  glory. 


C:rfs'.rt  of  ile  Royal  Prophets  Pfalms   Metaphrafd, 

PSALM  XLII. 
IVbich  agrees  ivith  the  tune  of  Like  the  Hermit  Poor, 

Look  as  an  hart  with  fweat  and  blood  imbrued, 
Chas'd  and  embofs'd,  thirfts  in  the  foil  to  be  ; 
So  my  poor  foul  wiih  eager  foes  purfued,     [thee  : 
Looks,  longs,  O  Lord,  pines,  pants,  and  faints  for 
When,  O  my  God,  when  fhall  I  come  in  place 
To  fee  thy  light,  and  view  thy  glorious  face'^ 

I  dine  and  fup  with  fighs,  with  groans  and  tears, 
While  all  thy  foes  mine  ears  with  taunting  load  ; 
Who  now  thy  cries,  who  now  thy  prayer  hears  i 
Where  is,  fay  they,  where  is  thy  boafted  God  .' 
My  molten  heart  deep  plutig'd  in  fad  dcfpairs 
Runsforthto  thee  in  ftfcams  of  tearsand  prayers. 

With  grief  I  think  on  thofe  fweet  ntfw  paft  days, 
When,  to  thy  houfe  my  troops  with  joy  \  led  : 
We  fang,  we  danc'd,  wc  chanted  facred  lay&; 
No  men  fo  hade  to  wine,  no  bride  to  bed. 

Why  droopTt,  my  foul  ?  why  faipt'it  thou  in, 
my  breaft  ? 

Walt  ftill  with  praife  ;  his  prsfence  is  thy  reft. 

My  famifti'd  foul  driv'n  from  thy  fweetcft  word, 
(From  Hermon  hil),  and  Jordan's  fv^elling  brook) 
To  thee  laments,  fighs  deep  to  thee,  O  Lord  ! 
To  thee  fends  back  her  hungry  longing  look  : 

Floods  of  thy  wrath  breed  floods  of  grief  and 
fears ;  [tears. 

And  floods  of  grief  breed  floods  of  plaints  and 

His  early  light  with  morn  thefe  clouds  {hall  clear^^. 
I'hefe  dreary  clouds,  and  ftorms  of  fad  defpairs  i 
C  g  ii^^ 
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Sure  am  I  in  tfie  night  his  fongs  to  hear, 
Sweet  fongs  of  joy,  as  well  as  be  my  prayers. 
I'll  fay,  my  God,  why  flight'fl  thou  my  diflrefs, 
While  all  my  foes  my  weary  foul  pppreis. 

My  cruel  foes  both  thee  and  me  upbraid ; 
'l"hey  cut  my  heart,  they  varnt  that  bitter  word, 
Where  is  thy  trufl  ?  where  is  thy  h"pe  ?  theyiaid  ; 
Where  is  thy  God  ?  w  here  is  thy  boafted  Lord  ? 

Why  droop'fl,  my  foul ;  why  faint'ft  thou  in  my 
breaft  ? 

Wait  flill  with  praife  ;  his  prefence  is  thy  reft. 


PSALM  LXIIL 

tVhtcb  may  he  fang  as  the  Widozv,  or  Mack  IVidoxv. 

O  xoRD,  before  the  morning 
Gives  heaven  warning 
To  let  out  the  day, 
My  wakeful  eyes 
Look  for  thy  rife, 
And  vrait  to  let  in  thy  joyful  ray. 
jLank  hunger  here  peoples  the  defert  cells, 

Here  thirft  fills  up  the  empty  wells  : 
How  longs  my  flefh  for  that  bread  without  leaven  ! 

How  thirfts  my  foul  for  that  wirie  of  heaven  \ 
Such  (oh  !)  to  tafte  thy  ravifhing  grace ! 
Such  in  thy  houfe  to  vicvir  thy  glorious  face  1 

Thy  love,  thy  light,  thy  faces 
Eright-fhining  graces, 
(Wbofe  unchanged  ray 
Knows,  nor  morn's  dawn 
Uor  evening's  wane) 
How  far  furmovint  they  life's  wipter  day  ! 
My  heart  to  thy  glory  tunes  all  his  firings; 

My  tongue  thy  praifes  cheerly  fings  : 
And  till  I  flumber,  and  death  (hall  undrefs  mc, 

Thus  will  I  fing,  thus  will  I  blefs  thee. 
Fill  me  with  love,  oh,  fill  me  with  praife ! 
So'  fhall  I  veut  due  thanks  in  joyful  lays. 

When  night  all  eyes  hath  quenched. 
And  thoughts  lie  drenched 
In  filence  and  reft  ; 
Then  will  I  all 
Thy  vtays  r^cal, 
And  look  on  thy  light  in  darknefs  beft. 
^Yhen  my  poor  foul  wounded  had  loft  the  field, 

Thou  f\aftmy  fort,  ttiou  waft  my  ftiield. 
Safe  in  thy  trenches  I  boldly  will  vaunt  me. 
There  will  I  fing,  there  will  I  chant  thee  ; 
There  I'll  triumph  in  thy  banner  of  grace, 
My  conqu'ring  arms  ftiall  be  thy  arms  embrace. 

My  foes  from  deeps  afcending. 
In  rage  tranfcending^, 
Affaulting  me  lore 
Into  their  hell. 
Are  headlong  fell ; 
There  ftiall  they  lie,  there  howl,  and  roar  : 
^here  let  defcrv'd  torments  their  fpirits  tear  ; 
feci  they  worll  ills,  and  worfe  yet  fear  : 


But  with  hisfpoufe  thine  anointed  in  pleafure 
Shall  reign,  and  joy  paft  time  or  meafure  : 
There  new  delights,  new  pleafures  ftili  fpring  : 
Hafte  there,  oh,  hafte,  my  foul,  to  dance  and  fing. 


PSALM  CXXVII.— ro  the  tune  of  that  Pfalm. 

If  God  build  not  the  houfe,  and  lay 

The  ground-work  fure  ;  whoever  build, 

It  cannot  ftand  one  flormy  day  : 

If  Gt.d  be  iiot  the  city's  ftiield  ; 
If  he  be  not  their  bars  and  wall. 
In  vain  is  watch-tower,  men,  and  all. 

Though  then  thou  wak'ft  when  others  reft  | 
Though  rifing  thou  prevent'ft  the  fun  ; 
Though  with  lean  care  thou  daily  feaft. 
Thy  labour's  loft,  and  thou  undone  : 
But  God  his  child  will  feed  and  keep. 
And  draw  the  curtains'  to  his  fleep. 

Though  th'  haft  a  wife  fit,  young,  an^  fair, 
An  heritage  heirs  to  advance ; 
Yet  canft  thou  not  command  an  heir ; 
For  heirs  are  God's  inheritance  : 

He  gives  the  feed,  the  bud,  the  bloom; 

He  gives  the  harveft  to  the  womb. 

And  look  as  arrows,  by  ftrong  arm 
In  a  ftrong  bow  drawn  to  the  head. 
Where  they  are  meant,  will  fureiy  harm, 
And  if  they  hit,  wound  deep  and  dead  ; 

Children  of  youth  are  even  fo  ; 

As  harmful,  deadly,  to  a  foe. 

That  man  (hall  live  in  blifs  and  peace. 
Who  fills  his  quiver  with  fuch  fliot  : 
Whofe  garners  fwell  with  fuch  increafe, 
Terror  and  fl^ame,  and  affail  him  not ; 
And  though  his  foes  deep  hatred  bear^ 
Thus  arm'd,  he  ftiall  not  need  to  fear. 


FSALM  CXXXv^II. 

To  be  fling  as.  See  tie  Buildh'g, 

WpF.RE  Ferah's  flowers 
Perfume  proud  Babel's  bowers. 

And  paint  her  wall ; 
There  we  lay'd  afteeping. 
Our  eyes  in  enulefs  weeping. 

For  Sion's  fall. 
Our  feafts  and  fongs  we  laid  afide, 

On  forlorn  willows 

(By  Piiah's  billows). 
We  hung  our  har[is,and  mirth  and  joy  defy'J, 
That  Sion'^  ruins  faould  build  foul  Babel's  pridj 

Our  conqu'rous  vaunting 
With  bitter  feoffs  and  taunting, 

Thus  proudly  jeft  ; 
Take  down  your  harps,  and  ftring  them. 
Recai  your  fongs,  and  fing  them. 

For  SIoq'-s  fcait. 


Were  our  harps  well  tun'd  in  every  firing, 

Our  heart-ftrings  broken, 

Throats  drown'd,  and  foaken 
With  tears  and  fighs,  how  can  we  praife  and  Gng 
The  King  of  Heaven  under  an  heathen  king. 


POETICAL   MISCELLANIES.  p. 

So  finners  driv'n  to  hell  by  fierce  defpair, 
Shall  fry  in  ice,  and  freeze  in  hellifh  lire  : 
For  he,  v^hofe  flaming  eyes  all  adlions  turn, 
bees  both ;  to  light  the  one,  the  other  burn. 


In  all  my  mourning, 
Jerufalem,  thy  burning 

If  I  forget ; 
Forget  thy  running, 
My  hand,  and  all  thy  cunning 

To  th'  harp  to  fet. 
Let  thy  mouth,  my  tongue,  be  ftiil  thy  grave; 

Lie  there  allecping. 

For  Sion  weeping : 
Oh  1  let  mine  eyes  in  tears  thy  office  have; 
Nor  rife,  nor  fet,  but  in  their  briny  wave. 

Proud  Edom's  raging, 

Their  hate  with  blood  affuaging, 

And  vengeful  fword, 
Tl»eir  curfed  joying 
In  Sion's  walls  deflroying, 

Remember,  Lord ; 
Forget  not.  Lord,  their  fpightful  cry, 

Fire  and  deface  it, 

Defiroy  and  rafe  it ; 
Oh,  let  the  name  of  Sion  ever  die  ! 
Thus  did  they  roar,  and  us  and  thee  defy. 

So  ftiall  thy  towers. 

And  all  thy  princely  bowers. 

Proud  Babel,  fall  : 
Him  ever  bjcffed, 
"Who  th'  oppreffor  hath  opprcfled, 

Shall  all  men  call : 
Thrice  bleft,  that  turns  thy  mirth  to  groans ; 

That  burns  to  aflies 

Thy  towers,  and  daflies 
Thy  brats  'gainft  rocks,  to  wafh  thy  bloody  ftones 
With  thine  own  blood,  and  pave  thee  with  thy 
bones. 


PSALM    L 

Blessed,  who  walk'ft  not  in  the  wordling's  way ; 

Blcfl'ed,  who  with  foul  ftnners  wilt  not  Hand  : 

Bleffed,  who  with  proud  mockers  dar'ft  not  ftay  ; 

iioT  fit  thee  down  amongft  that  fcornful  band. 
Thrice  bleffed  man,  who  in  that  heavenly  light 
Walk'ft,  ftand'ft,  and  fiti'ft,  rejoicing  day  and 
night. 

Look  as  a  thirfty  palm  full  Jordan  drinks, 
( Whofe  leaf  and  fruit  ftill  live,  when  winter  dies) 
With  conqu'ringbranchescrowns  the  rivers  brinks; 
And  fummer's  fires,  and  winter's  frofls  defies : 
All  to  the  foul,  whom  that  clear  light  revives, 
Still  fprings,  buds,  grows,  and  dying  time  fur- 
vives. 

But  as  the  duft  of  chaff,  caft  in  the  air, 

Sinks  ia  the  dirt,  ani  turns  to  dung  and  mire ; 


PSALM  CXXX. 

FiloM  the  deeps  of  grief  and  fear, 
O  Lord  !  to  thee  my  foul  repairs : 
From  thy  heaven  bow  down  thine  car; 
Let  thy  mercy  meet  my  prayers. 
Oh '.  if  thou  mark'ft 

What's  done  amifs. 
What  foul  fo  pure. 
Can  fee  thy  blifs  ? 

But  with  thee  fweet  mercy  (lands, 
Sealing  pardons,  working  fear: 
Wait  my  foul,  wait  on  his  hands  ; 
Wait  mine  eye,  oh,  wait  mine  ear : 
If  he  his  eye 

Or  tongue  affords, 
Watch  all  his  looks, 
Catch  all  his  words. 

As  a  watchman  waits  for  day, 
And  looks  for  light,  and  looks  again  ; 
When  the  night  grows  old  and  gray. 
To  be  reliev'd  he  calls  amain  : 
So  look,  fo  wait. 

So  long  mine  eyes, 
To  fee  my  Lord, 
My  fun,  arife. 

Wait  ye  faints,  wah  on  our  Lord ; 
For  from  his  tongue  fwect  mercy  flows : 
Wait  on  his  cr ofs,  wait  on  his  word ; 
Upon  that  tree  redemption  grows : 
He  will  redeem 

His  Ifrael 
From  fin  and  wrath, 
From  death  and  helL 


AN    HYMN. 

Wake,  O  my  foul !  awake,  and  raife 
Up  every  part  to  fing  his  praife. 
Who  from  his  fphere  of  glory  fell. 
To  raife  thee  up  from  death  and  hell : 
See  how  his  foul,  vext  for  thy  fin. 
Weeps  blood  without,  feels  hell  withifi  : 

See  where  he  hangs  : 
Hark  how  he  cries  : 

Oh,  bitter  pangs  1 
Now,  now,  he  dits. 

Wake,  O  mine  eyes  1  awake,  and  view 
Thofe  two  twin  lights,  whence  heavens  drew 
Their  glorious  beams,  whofe  gracious  fight 
Fills  you  with  joy,  with  life,  and  light ; 
0  S  iiij 
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Fee  how  with  clouds  of  forrow  drovin'd, 
1'hcy  walh  with  tears  thy  finful  wound  : 
See  how  with  ftreams 

Of  fpit  th'  are  drench'd  ; 
See  how  their  heams 

With  death  are  qtiench'd. 

^A'ake,  O  mine  ear!  awake,  and  bear 
That  powerful  voice,  which  ftills  thy  fear. 
And  brings  from  heaven  thofe  joyful  news, 
Which  heaven  commands,  which  hell  fubducs; 
Hark  how  his  cars  (heav'n's  mercy-feat) 
Foul  llanders  with  reproaches  beat : 

Hark  how  the  knocks 
Our  ears  refound  ; 

Hark  how  their  mocks 
His  hearing  wound. 

Wake,  O  my  heart !  tune  every  firing : 
"Wake,  O  my  tongue  I  awake,  and  ling  : 
Think  not  a  thought  in  all  thy  lays, 
Speak  not  a  word  but  of  his  praife  : 
Tell  how  his  fweeteft  tongue  they  drown'd 
With  gall ;  think  how  his  heart  they  wound  : 
That  bloody  fpout 

Gajrg'd  for  thy  fin, 
His  life  lets  out, 

Thy  death  lets  in. 


AN  HYMN. 

Prop,  drop,  flow  tears. 

And  bathe  thofe  beauteous  feet. 
Which  brought  from  heav'n 

The  news  and  Prince  of  Peace  : 
Ceafe  not,  wet  eyes, 

His  mercies  to  entreat ; 
To  cry  for  venge'knce 

Sin  doth  never  ceafe  : 
In  your  deep  floods 

Drown  all  my  faults  and  fears i 
^or  let  his  eye 

See  fin,  but  through  my  tears. 


On  tny  Friend'' s  FiflurSi  -who  died  In  Travel- 

Though  now  to  heav'n  thy  travels  are  confin'd, 
Thy  wealth,  friends,  life,  and  country,  all  are  loft  ; 
Yet  in  this  pidure  we  thee  living  find ; 


P.  TLETCHER. 

And  thou  with  Icffer  travel,  leffer  coft, 
Hall  found  new  life,  friends,  wealth,  arid  better 
coaft : 

So  by  thy  death  thou  liv'ft,  by  lofs  thou  gain'ft ; 

And  in  thy  abfence  prefent  (lill  remain'ft. 


JJ^on  Dr.  Pla\yfir. 

Who  lives  with  death,  by  death  in  death  is  lying; 
But  he  who  living  dies,  beft  lives  by  dying  : 
Who  life  to  truth,  who  death  to  error  gives. 
In  life  may  die,  by  death  more  furely  lives. 

My  foul  in  heaven  breathes,  in  fchools  my  fame: 
Then  on  my  tomb  write  nothing  but  my  name. 


Upon  my  Brother  s  Bock,  called.  The  Grounds ^  Labour ^ 
and  Reward  of  Faith. 

This  lamp  fill'd  up,  and  fir'dby  thatbleft  fpirit, 
Spent  his  laft  oil  in  this  pure  heav'iily  flame  ; 
Laying  the  grounds,  walls,  roof  of  faith :  this  frame 
With  life  he  ends ;  and  now  doth  there  inherit 
What  here  he  built,  crown'd  with  his  laurel  merit : 
Whofe  palms  and  triumphs  once  he  loudly  rang, 
There  now  enjoys  what  here  he  fweetly  fang. 

This  is  his  monument,  on  which  he  drew 

His  fpirit's image,  that  can  never  die; 

But  breathes  in  thefe  live  words,  and  fpeaks  to  th' 

eye; 
In  thefc  his  winding- Ihcets  he  dead  doth  fliow 
To  buried  fouls  the  way  to  live  anew. 

And  inhisgrave  more  powerfully  now  preacheth, 
Who  will  not  learn, when  that  a  dead  man  teach- 
eth? 


Upon  Mr.  Perkins,  bis  printed  Sermons. 

Perkins  (our  wonder)  living,  though  long  dead. 
In  this  white  paper,  as  a  winding-fhcet; 
And  in  this  vellum  lies  enveloped  : 
Yet  ftill  he  lives,  guiding  the  erring  feet, 
Speakiiig  now  to  our  eyes,  though  buried.  ' 

If  once  fo  well,  much  better  now  he  teacheth. 
Who  will  not  hear,  when  a  live-dead  nian 
preacheth. 


ELIZA; 

OR  AN  ELEGY  UPON  THE  UNRIPE  DECEASE  OF 

SIR  ANTONY  IRBY. 

Compofed  at  the  Req^uejl  {and  for  a  Monument')  of  hh  furviving  Lady, 


ANAGRAMA. 

Antonius  Irbeus 

An  virtus  obiens! 

Efto  mei  mortifque  memo^t 

Funus  virtuti  foenus. 


To  the  Right  Worthy  Knight, 

SIR  ANTONY  IRBY, 


Sir, 
T  AM  altogether  (I  think)  unknown  to  you,  (as  having  never  feen  you  Once  your  infancy^  neither 
do  1  now  defire  to  be  known  by  this  trifle.  But  \  cannot  rule  thefc  few  lines  compofed  prefently 
after  your  father's  deceafe  ;  they  are  broken  from  me,  and  will  fee  more  light  then  they  deferve, 
I  wifli  there  were  any  thing  in  them  worthy  of  your  vacant  hours :  Such  as  they  are,  yours  they 
«re  by  inheritance.  As  an  urn  therefore  of  your  father's  aflies  (I  befcech  you)  receive  them,  for 
his  fake,  and  from  him,  who  defires  in  fonie  better  employment  to  be 

Your  fervant, 

P.  F, 


I. 
Look  as  a  flag,  pierc'd  with  a  fatal  bow, 
(As  by  a  wood  he  walks  fecurely  feeding) 
In  coverts  thick  conceals  his  deadly  blow. 
And  feeling  death  fwim  in  his  endlefs  bleedingj 
(His  heavy  head  his  fainting  ftrength  exceeding) 
Bids  woods  adieu,  fo  finks  into  his  grave  ; 
Green  brakes  and  prinuofc  fwect  his  fcemly  hearfe 
embrave ; 


So  lay  a  gentle  knight  now  full  of  death. 
With  cloudy  eyes  his  lateft  hour  expelling ; 
And  by  his  fide,  fucking  his  fleeting  breath, 
His  weeping  fpoufe  Eliza,   life  negleaing. 

And  all  her  beauteous  fairs  with  grief  infeft- 
ing: 

Her  cheek  as  pale  as  his;  'twere  hard  to  fcan. 
If  death  or  forrow's  face  did  look  more  pale  or  wan. 
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Clofc  by,  her'fifter,  fair  Alicia,  fits ; 
Faireft  Alicia,  to  whofefweefeft  graces 
His  tears  and  fighs  a  fellow  paflion  fits  : 
Upon  her  eye  this  throne)  love  forrow  places; 
There  comfort  fadnefs,  beauty  grief  embraces  : 
Pity  might  feeni  a  while  that  face  to  borrow. 
And  thither  now  was  come  to  comfort  death  and 
forrow. 

IV. 

At  length  loud  grief  thus  with  a  cheerfull  fhriek 
(His  trumpet)  founds  a  battle,  joy  defying  ; 
Spreading  his  colours  in  Eliza's  cheek, 
And  from  her  eyes  (his  watch-tower)  far  efpying 
With  hope,  delight,  and  joy,  and  comfort  flying, 
Thus  with  her  tongue  their  coward  flight  pur- 
fues. 
While  fighs,  flirieks,  tears  give  chafe  with  never 
fainting  creus  : 

V. 

Thou  traitour  joy,  that  in  profperity 
So  loudly  vaunt'fl;  whither  ah,  whither  flieft  ? 
And  thou  that  bragg'fl  never  from  life  to  fly, 
Falfe  hope,  ah,  whither  now  fo  fpeedy  hieft  ? 
In  vain  thy  winged  feet  fo  faft  thou  plieft  : 
Hope,  thou  art  dead,  and  joy  in  hope  relying. 
Bleeds  in  his  hopelefs  wounds,  and  in  his  death 
lies  dying. 

VI. 

But  then  Alicia  (in  whofe  cheerful  eye 
Comfort  with  grief,  hope  with  compallion  lived) 
Renews  the  fight;  if  joy  and  comfort  die. 
The  fault  is  yours :    fo  much  (too   much)   you 
grieved, 

That  hope  could  never  hope  to  be  relieved. 

If  all  your  hopes  to  one  poor  hope  you  bind. 
No  marvel  if  one  fled,  not  one  remains  behind. 

VII. 

Fond  hopes  on  life,  fo  weak  a  thread,  depending  I 
Weak,  as  the  thread  fuch  knots  fo  weakly  tying; 
But  heau'nly  joys  are  circular  ne'er  ending. 
Sure  as  the  rock  on  which  they  grow  ;  and  lying 

In  heav'n,  increafe  by  lofs,  live  heft  by  dying. 

Then  let  your  hope  on  thofe  fure  joys  depend. 
Which  live  and  grow  by  death,  and  wafte  not 
when  they  fpend. 

VIII. 

Thenfhe;  great  Lord,  thy  judgments  righteous 

be, 
To  make  good  ill,  when  to  our  ill  we  ufe  it : 
Good  leads  us  to  the  greateft  good,  to  thee  ; 
But  we  to  other  ends  moft;  fond  abufe  it ; 
A  common  fault,  yet  cannot  that  excufe  it : 
We  love  thy  gifts,  and  take  them  gladly  ever  : 
We  love  them  (ah,  tod  much)  more  than  we  love 
the  giver,. 

IX. 

So  falling  low  upon  her  humbled  knees. 
And  all  her  heart  within  her  eye  expre^ing  ; 
'Tis  true,  great  mercy,  only  miferies 
T'Cach  us  ourfelves  :  and  thee,  oh  if  confefling 
Our  faults  to  thee  be  all  our  faults  releafing, 
But  in  thine  ear,  I  never  fought  t«  hide  them; 
4,h !  thou  haft  heard  thciu  oft,  as  oft  as  thou  hail 
cj  'd  theoj. 


I  know  the  heart  knows  more  than  tongue  can 

tell; 
But  thou  perceiv'ft  the  heart  his  foulnefs  telling ; 
Yet  knows  the  heart  not  half,  fo  wide  an  hell. 
Such  feas  of  fin  in  fuch  fcant  banks  are  fwelling  ; 
Who  fees  all  faults  within  his  bofom  dwelling ; 
Many  my  tenants  are,  and  I  not  know  them. 
Mofl  dangerous  the  wounds  thou  feel'ft,  and  canft 
not  fliow  them. 

XI. 

Some  hidden  fault,  my  Father,  and  my  God, 
Some  fault  I  know  not  yet,  nor  yet  amended. 
Hath  forc't  thee  frown,  and  ufe  thy  fmarting  rod; 
Some  grievous  fault  thee  grievoufly  offended  : 

But  let  thy  wrath,  (ah  ;)  let  it  now  be  ended. 

Father,  this  childifli  plea  (if  once  1  know  it) 
Let  flay  thy  threat'ning  hand,  I  never  more  will 
do  it. 

xn. 
If  to  my  heart  thou  fhow  this  hidden  fore, 
Spare  me  ;  no  more,  no  more  I  will  ofi"end  thee, 
I  dare  not  fay  I  will,  I  would  no  more  : 
Say  thou  I  fhall,  and  foon  I  will  amend  me. 

Then  fmooth  thy  brow,  and  now  fome  comfort 
lend  me ; 

Oh  let  thy  fofteft  mercies  reft  contented  : 
Though  late,  I  moft  repent,  that  I  fo  late  repented. 

XIII. 

Lay  down  thy  rod,  and  ftay  thy  fmarting  hand; 

Thefe  raining  eyes  into  thy  bottle  gather  : 

Oh  fee  thy  bleeding  Son  betwixt  us  ftand ; 

Remember  me  a  child,  thyfelf  a  father : 
Or  if  thi  u  mayft  not  ftay,  oh  punifti  rather 
The  part  offending,  this  rebellious  heart. 

Why  pardon'ft  thou  the  worfe,  and  plagu'ft  my 
better  part  ? 

XIV. 

Was't  not  thy  hand,  that  tied  the  facred  knot  ? 
Was't  not  thy  hand,  that  to  my  baud  did  give  him? 
Haft  thou  not  made  us  one?  command'ft  thou  not. 
None  loofe  what  thou  haft  bound  ?  if  then  thou 
reave  him, 
How  without  me  by  halves  doft  thou  receive 
him  !  [hind  ? 

Tak'ft  thou  the  head,  and  leav'ft  the  heart  be-  - 
Ay  me  !  in  me  alone  canft  thou  fuch  monfter  find  i 

XV. 

Oh  why  doft.  thou  fo  flrong  me  weak  aflail  i  .    , 
Woman  of  all  thy  creatures  is  the  wcakeft. 
And  in  her  greateft  ftrength  did  weakly  fail ; 
Thou  who  the  weak  and  bruifed  never  breakeft, 

Who  never  triumph  in  the  yielding  feekeft ; 

Pity  my  weak  eftate,  and  leave  me  never  : 
I  ever  yet  was  weak  and  now  more  weak  than 
ever. 

XVI. 

With  that  her  fainting  fpoufe  lifts  up  his  head, 
And  with  fome  joy  his  inward  griefs  refraining. 
Thus  with  a  feeble  voice,  yet  cheerful,  faid ; 
Spend  not  in  tears  this  little  time  remaining ; 
Thy  grief  doth  add  to  mine,  not  eafe  my  paining: 
My  death  is  life ;  fuch  is  the  fcourge  of  God  : 
Ah,  if  his  rods  be  fuch,  who  would  not  kifs  his 
rod? 


ELIZA. 


A7S 


My  dear,  (once  all  my  joy,  now  all  my  care) 

I'o  theie  my  words  (thefe  my  lait  words)  apply 

thee! 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  thefe  my  laft  greetings  are  : 
Show  me  thy  face,  I  never  more  fhall  eye  thee. 
Ah  would  our  boys,  our  leffer  felves,  were  by 

thee  1 
Thofe  my  live  picflures  to  the  world  I  give  : 
So  fingle  only  die,  in  them  twice-two  I  live. 

XVIII. 

You  little  fouls,  your  fweetefl  times  enjoy, 
And  foftly  fpend  among  your  mother's  kilTes; 
And  with  your  pretty  fports  and  hurtlefs  joy 
Supply  your  weeping  mother's  grievous  miffes  : 
Ah,  while  you  may,  enjoy  your  little  bliffes, 
While  yet  you  nothing  know  :  when  back  you 
view, 
>^wect  will  this  knowledge  feem,  wben  yet  you 
nothing  knew. 

XIX. 

For  when  to  riper  times  your  years  arrive. 

Ho  more  (ah  then  no  more)  may  you  go  play 

you  : 
Launch'd  in  the  deep  far  from  the  wilhe<l  hive, 
Change  of  worlds  tempefts  through  blind  feas  will 

fvvay  you. 
Till  to  th&Iong-long'd  haven  they  convey  you  : 
'Through  many  a  wave   this 'brittle   life  muft 

pafs, 
And  cut  the  churlifh  feas,  fhipt  in  a  bark  of  glafs. 

XX. 

How  many  fhips  in  quickfands  fwallow'd  been  1 
What  gaping  waves,  whales,  monfters  therf  cx- 

pe<9:  you ! 
How  many  rocks,  much  fooner  felt  than  feen  I 
Yet  let  no  fear,  no  coward  fright  affcd:  you  : 
ije  liolds  the  flern,  and  he  will  fafe  diredl  you, 
Who  to  my  fails  thus  long  fo  gently  blew. 
That  now  I   touch  the  fliore,  before  the  feas  I 
knew. 

XXI. 

I  touch  the  fljore,  and  fee  my  reft  preparing. 
Oh  bleffed  God !   how  infinite  a  blcfling 
\i  in  this  thought,  that  through  this  troubled  faring. 
Through  all  the  faults  this  guilty  age  deprefling 

I  guiltlefs  pad:,  no  helplefs  man  oppreffing  ; 

And  coming  now  to  thee,  life  to  the  Ikies 
Unbribed  hands,  cleans'ct  heart,  and  never  tainted 
eyes  1 

XXII. 

Ijife,lifel  how  many  Sylla's  dofl:  thou  hide    [en! 
lo  tby  calm  (heams,  which  fooner  kill  than  threat- 
Gold,  honour,  greatne.-s,  and  their  daughter,  pride ! 
More  quiet  lives,  and  lefs  with  tempelts  beaten, 
Whofc  middle  ftate  content  doth  richly  fweeten: 
He  know!,  not  flrifrt,  or  brabling  lawyers  brawh; 
pift  love  and  wiih  live  pkas'd  withip   his  private 
walls. 

XXIII. 

The  king  he  never  fees,  nor  feaxs,  nor  prays ; 
■  Nqr  fits  court  promife  and  falfe  hopes  lamentinor : 
Within  that  houfc  he  fpends  and  ends  his  days, 
"VVhere  day  he  viewed  firft  ;  his  hearts  contenting, 
Jiis  wife,  and  babes;  nor  fits  new  joys  invent- 
ing : 


Unfpotted  there,  and  quiet  he  remains; 
And  'mong  his  duteous  fons  moft  lov'd  and  fear-^ 
lefs  reigns. 

XXIV. 

Thou  God  of  Peace,  with  what  a  gentle  tide 
Through  this  world's  raging  tempeil    haft  thou 

brought  me  ? 
Thou,  thou  my  open  foul  didft  fafely  hide, 
When  thoufand  crafty  foes  fo  nearly  fought  mc; 

Elfe  had  the  endlefs  pit  too  quickly  caught  me; 

That  endlefs  pit,  where  it  is  eafier  never 
To  fall,  than  being  fall'n  to  ceafe  from  falling  ever* 

XXV. 
I  never  knew  or  want  or  luxury, 
Much  lefs  their  followers ;  or  cares  tormenting. 
Or  ranging  lull,  or  bafe-bred  flattery  : 
1  lov'd,  and  was  belov'd  with  like  confenting  : 

My  hate  was  hers,  her  joy  my  fole  contenting: 

Thus  long  I  liv'd,  and  yet  have  never  prov'd 
Whether  I  lov'd  her  more,   or  more  by  her  was 
lov'd. 

XXVI. 

Four  babes  (the  fifth  with  thee  I  foon  fhall  find) 

With  equal  grace  in  foul  and  body  fram'd : 

And  left  thefe  goods  might  fwell  my  bladder'd 

mind, 

(Which  laft  I  name,  but  (bould  not  laft  be  nam'd) 

A  ftf  knefs  long  my  ftubborn  heart  hath  tam'd. 

And  taught  me  pleafing  goods  are  not  the  beft  { 

But  moft  unbleft  he  lives,  that  lives  here  ever  bleft. 

XXVII. 

Ah  life,  once  virtue's  fpring,  now  fink  of  evil '. 

Thou  change  of  pleafing  pain,  and  painful  pleafure; 

Thou  brittle  painted  bubble,  fhop  o'  th'  devil; 

How  doft  thou  bribe  us  with  falfe  guilued  treafure, 

'I'hat  in  thy  joys  we  find  no  mean  or  meafure  I 

How  doft  thou  witch!  I  know  thou  doft  deceive 

me :  [thee. 

I  know  I  ftiould,  I  muft,  and  yet  I  would  not  leavQ 

XXVIII. 

Ah,  death '.  once  greateft  ill,  now  only  blefting. 
Untroubled  fleep,  Ihort  travel,  ever  refting, 
All  fickiicfs  cure,  thou  end  of  all  diftreffing. 
Thou  one  meal's  faft,  ufher  to  endlefs  feaftiag ; 
Though  hopelefs  griefs  cry  out  thy  aid  requeil- 

Though  thou  art  fvveeten'd  by  a  life  moft  hateful, 
Ho'.v  is't,  that  when  thou  com'ft,  thy  coming  is 
ungrateful  ? 

XXIX. 

Frail  fledi,  why  would'ft  thou  keep  a  hated  gueft^ 
4i.nd  him  refufe  whom  thou  haft  oft  invited? 
Life  thy  tormenter,  death  thy  lleep  and  reft. 
And  thou,  (poor  foul!)  why  athis  fight  art  frighted. 
Who  clears  thine  eye?,  and  makes  thee  eagle.. 

fighted  ? 
Mount  now  my  foul,  and  feat  thee  in  thy  throne: 
Thou  fnalt  be  one  with  him,  by  whom  thou  firft 
waft  one, 

XXX. 

Why  fhould'ft  thou  love  this  ftar,  this  borrow'J 

light. 
And  not  that  fun,  at  which  thou  oft  haft  gucfied. 
But  guefs'd  in  vain  .'  which  dares  thy  piercing  fight- 
Which  never  was,  which  cannot  be  exprefied? 
Why  lov'ft  thy  lo3(d,and  joy'ft  to  Ije  oppreffed^ 
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Seefl.  thou  thofe  joys  ?  thofe  thoufand  thoufand 

graces  ?  [embi  aces. 

Mount  now  my  foul,  and  leap  to  thofe  outftrctch'd 

XXXI. 

Dear  country,  I  muft  leave  tjiee  ;  and  in  thee 
JJo  benefit,  whiclimoftdoth  pierce  and  grieve  me: 
Vet  had  not  hafty  death  prevented  me, 
I  would  repay  my  life,  and  fomewhat  give  thee  : 
My  fons  for  that  I  leave ;  and  fo  I  leave  thee  : 
Ihus  Heav'n  commands;  the  lord  outrides  the 
page, 
And  is  ariiv'd  before  :  death  hath  prevented  age. 

XXXTI. 

My  deareft  Betty,  my  more  loved  heart, 
I  leave  thee  now;  with  thee  all  earthly  joying  : 
Heav'n  knows,  with  thee  alone  I  fadly  part : 
All  other  earthly  fweets  have  had  their  cloying ; 
Yet  never  full  of  thy  fwcet  loves  enjoying, 
Thy  conftant  loves,   next  heav'n  I  did  refer 
them  : 
Had  not  much  grace  prevail'd,  'fore  heav'n  I  fliould 
prefer  them. 

XXXIII. 

I  leave  them,  now  the  trumpet  calls  away; 

In  vain  thine  eyes  beg  ior  fome  times  reprieving; 

"Vet  in  my  children  here  immortal  fiay  : 

Jn  one  I  die,  in  many  ones  am  living  :  [ing : 

In  them,  and  for  them  flay  thy  too  much  griev- 
Look  but  on  them,  in  them  thou  Hill  wilt  fee 

Marry'd  wi-^'  thee  again  thy  twice-tvyb  Antony. 

XXXIV. 

And  when  with  little  hands  they  firoke  thy  face, 
As  in  thy  lap  they  fit  (ah  carelefs)  playing, 
And  ftammering  aflc  a  kifs,  give  them  a  brace ; 
The  laft  from  me  :  and  then  a  little  flaying. 

And  in  their  face  fome  part  of  me  furvcying, 
.  In  them  give  me  a  third,  and  with  a  tear 
§how  thy  dear  love  to  him,  who  lov'd  thee  ever 
dear. 

XXXV. 

And  now  our  fr.lHng  houfe  leans  all  on  thee; 
This  little  nation  to  thy  care  commend  them  : 
In  thee  it  lies  that  hence  they  want  not  me  ; 
"Themfelvesyetcannot.thou  themoredefend  them; 
And  when  green  age  permits,  to  goodnefs  bend 

them  : 
A  mother  were  you  once,  now  both  you  are  : 
Then  with  this  double  Ilyle  double  your  love  and 
care. 

xxxvx. 
Turn  their  unweary  fteps  into  the  way  : 
What  firft  the  veffel  drinks,  it  long  retaineth ;      % 
No  bars  will  hold,  when  they  have  us'd  to  ftray  : 
And  when  for  me  one  alks,  and  weeping  plaineth, 
Foiiit  thou  to  heav'n,  and  fay,  he  there  remain- 

eth : 
And  if  they  live  in  grace,  grow,  and  perfever. 
There  Ihall  they  live  with  me ;  elfe  fliall  they  fee 
me  never. 

XXXVII. 

My  God,  oh,  in  thy  fear  here  let  me  live  I 
Thy  wards  they  are,  take  them  to  thy  proteflion : 
Thou  gav'ft  them  firR,  now  back  to  thee  I  give  ; 
Direcl  them  thou,  and  help  her  weak  diredion  ; 
That  rc-uuitsd  by  thy  llrong  eledion, 


Thou  now  in  them,  they  then  may  live  in  thee  • 
And  feeing  here  thy  will,  may  there  thy  glory  fee. 

XKXVIII. 

Betty,  let  thcfe  laft  words  long  with  thee  dwell : 
If  yet  a  fccond  Hymen  do  expe(ft  thee. 
Though  well  he  love  thee,  once  I  lov'd  as  well ; 
Yet  if  his  prefence  make  thee  lefs  refpedl  me. 
Ah,  do  not  in  my  children's  good  negledl  mc  I 
Let  me  this  faithful  hope  departing  have; 
More  eafy  ftiall  I  die,  and  fleep  in  carelefs  grave. 

XXXIX. 

Farewell,  farewell ;  I  feel  my  long  long  reft, 
And  iron  fleep  my  leaden  heart  oppreffing : 
Night  after  day,  fleep  after  labour's  beft  ; 
Port  after  ftorms,  joy  after  long  diftreffing  : 

So  weep  thy  lofs,  as  knowing  'tis  my  blelling  ; 

Both  as  a  widow  and  a  Chriftian  grieve  : 
Still  live  I  in  thy  thoughts,  but  as  in  heav'n  I  live. 

XL. 

Death,  end  of  our  joys,  entrance  into  new, 
I  follow  thee,  I  know  I  am  thy  debtor ; 
Not  unexpedt  thou  com'ft  to  claim  thy  due  : 
Take  here  thine  own,  my  foul's  too  heavy  fetter; . 
Not  life,  life's  place  I  change,  but  for  a  better  : 
Take  thou  my  foul,  that  bought'ft  it  r  ceaf* 
your  tears :  [fears ; 

Who  fighing  leaves  the  earth,  himfelf  and  heayea ' 

XLI. 

Thus  faid,  and  while  the  body  flumb'ring  lay, 

(As  Thef(?us  Ariadne's  bed  forfaking) 
His  quiet  foul  ftole  from  her  houfe  of  clay  ; 
And  glorious  angels  on  their  wings  it  taking. 

Swifter  than  lightning  flew,  for  heaven  making! 

There  happy  goes  he,  heav'nly  fires  admiring, 
Whole  motion  is  their  bait,  whofe  reft  is  refikli  . 
jeering : 

XLII. 

And  now  the  courts  of  that  thrice  bleffed  King 
It  enters,  and  his  prefence  fits  enjoying ; 
While  in  itfelf  it  finds  an  endlefs  fpring 
Of  pleafures  new,  and  never  weary  joying, 

Ne'er  fpent  in  fpending  ;  feeding,  never  cloying; 
Weak  pen  to  write  !  for  thought  can  never  feign 
them  : 
The  mind  that  all  can  hold,  yet  cannot  half  contain 
them. 

XLIII. 

There  doth  it  bleffed  fit,  and  looking  down, 
Laughs  at  our  biify  care,  and  idle  paining ; 
And  fitting  to  itfelf  that  glorious  crown. 
Scorns  earth,  where  even  kings  moft  ferve  by 
reigning ; 
Where  men  get  wealth,  and  hell ;  fo  loofe  by 

gaining. 
Ah  bleffed  foul  1  there  fit  thou  ftill  delighted, 
Till  we  at  length  to  him  with  thee  fnallbe  unite4« 

XLIV. 

But  when  at  laft  his  lady  fad  efpies 
His  flclh  of  life,  herfelf  of  him  deprived  ; 
Too  full  of  grief,  clofing  his  quenched  eyes, 
As  if  in  him,  by  him,  fur  him  ftie  lived, 

Fell  dead  with  him ;  and  once  again  revived, 
Fell  once  again  pain  weary  of  his  paining, 
And  grief  with  too  much  grief  felt  now  no  grief 
remaining. 
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Affain  reliev'd,  all  filent  fat  (he  lonp^ ; 
Mo  word  to  name  fuch  grief  durft  firll  adventure  : 
Grief  is  but  light  that  floats  upon  the  tongue, 
But  weighty  forrovv  preffes  to  the  centre, 

And  never  reds  till  th'  heavy  heart  it  enter ; 

And  in  life's  houfe  was  married  to  life  :  [grief: 
Grief  made  life  grievous  feem,  and  life  enlivens 

XLVI. 

And  from  their  bed  proceeds  a  numerous  prefs, 

Firft  fiirieks,  then  tears  and  fighs  the  hearts  ground 
renting : 

In  vain  poor  mufe  would'ft  thou  fuch  dole  exprefs  ; 

For  thou  thy  felf  lamenting  her  lamenting. 
And  with  like  grief  transform'd  to  like  tor- 
menting, [verfe. 
With  heavy    pace  brtng'ft  forth  thy    lagging 

V'^hich  cloth'd  ^ith  blackeft  lines   attends    the 
mournful  herfe. 

XLVII. 

The  cunning  hand  which  that  Greek  princefs  drew 

Ready  in  holy  fires  to  be  confum'J, 

Pity  and  forrovv  paints  in  divers  hue;         [fum'd; 

One  wept,  he  pray'd,  this  figh'd,  that  chaf 'd  and 
But  not  to  limn  her  father's  look  prefum'd  : 
For  well  he  knew  his  Ikilful  hand  had  fail'd  : 

Bell  was  his  forrow  feen,  when  with  a  cloth  'twas 
vcil'd. 

XLVIII. 

Look  as  a  nightingale,  whofe  callow  young[taken, 
Some  boy  hath  mark'd,  and  nov/  half  nak'd  hath 
Which  long  flie  clofely  kept,  and  fofter'd  long, 
But  all  in  vain ;  (he  now  poor  bird  forfaken 

Flies  up  anddown, but  grief  no  place  can  flackcn; 

All  day  and  night  her  lofs  fhe  frefti  doth  rue, 
And  where  (he  ends  her  plaints,  there  foon  begins 
anew : 

XLIX. 

Thut  fat  flie  defolate,  fo  Ihort  a  good. 
Such  gift  fo  foon  exa«5led  fore  complaining  : 
Sleep  could  not  pafs,  but  almoft  funk  i'  th'  flood ; 
So  high  her  eye-banks  fwell'd  with  endlefs raining: 
Surfeit  of  grief  had  bred  all  meats  difdaining  : 
A  thnufand  times  my  Antony,  flie  cried, 
Irby  a  thoufand  times;  and  in  that  name  Ihe  died. 

L. 

Thus  circling-in  her  grief  it  never  ends. 
But  moving  round  back  to  itfelf  inclineth ; 
Both  day  and  night  alike  in  grief  flie  fpends  : 
Day  fliows  her  day  is  gone,  no  fun  there  fliincth : 
Black  night  her  fellow  mourner  flie  dcfineth  : 
Light  ftiows  hia  want,  and  fliades  his  pidure 
draw :  [ftie  faw. 

Him  (nothing)  beft  fee  fees,  when  nothing  now 


Thou  blacker  mnfe,  whofe  rude  uncombed  hairs 
With  fatal  yew  and  cyprefs  ftill  are  fliaded  ; 
Bring  hither  all  thy  fighs,  hither  thy  tears  : 
As  fweet  a  plant,  as  fair  a  flower  is  faded, 

As  ever  in  the  mufes  garden  bladed  ; 

While  th'  owner  (haplcf9owner)fits  lamenting. 
And  but  in  difcontent  and  grief,  fir.ds  no  content- 
ing. 


The  fweet  (now  fad)  Eliza  weeping^ies. 
While  fair  Alicia's  words  in  vain  relieve  her; 
In  vain  tliofe  wells  of  grief  flie  often  dries  : 
What  her  I'o  long,  now  doubled  forrows  give  her. 

What  both   their  loves  (which  doubly  doubls 
grieve  her) 

She  carelefs  fpends  without  or  end  or  meafure; 
Yet  as  it  fpends,  it  grows,  poor  grief  can  tell  his 
treafure. 

III. 
All  as  a  turtle  on  a  bared  bough 
(A  widow  turtle)  joy  and  life  defpifes, 
Whofe  trufty  mate  (to  pay  his  holy  vow) 
Some  watchful  eye  late  in  his  roofl:  furprifes. 

And  to  his  god  for  error  facrifices; 

bhe  joylefs  bird  fits  mourning  all  alone  ;  [none  : 
And  being  one  when  two,  would  now  be  two,  or 

IV. 

So  fat  flie  gentle  lady  weeping  fore. 
Her  defert  felf  and  now  cold  lord  lamenting ; 
So  fat  flie  carelefs  on  the  dufl;y  floor, 
As  if  her  tears  were  all  her  foul's  contenting; 
So  fat  flie,  as  when  fpeechlefs  griefs  tormenting 
Locks  up  the  heart,  th?  captive  tongue  enchain- 
ing ; 
So  fat  ftie  joylefs  down  in  worldlefs  grief  com- 
plaining. 

v. 
Her  cheerful  eye  (which  once  the  cryflai  was. 
Where  love  and  beauty  drefs'd  their  faireft  faces. 
And  fairer  feem'd  by  looking  in  that  glafs) 
Had  now  in  tears  drown'd  all  their  former  graces  t 
Her  fnow-white  arms,  whofe  warm  and  fweet 

embraces, 
Could  quicken  death,  their  now  dead  lordcnfokl. 
And  feem'd  as  cold  and  dead  as  was  the  flefh  they 
hold. 

VI. 

The  rofes  in  her  cheek  grow  pale  and  v/an  ; 

As  if  his  pale  cheeks  livery  they  aff'eifted  : 

Her  held,   like  fainting  flowers  opprefs'd  with 

rain. 
On  her  left  flioulder  Ican'd  his  weight  neglededs 
Her  dark  gold  locks  hung  loofely  unrefpedted  ; 
As  if  thofe  fairs,  which  he  alon«  deferv'd, 
With  him  had  iofl.  their  ufe,  and  now  for  nothing 
ferv'd. 

VII. 

Her  lady  fifl:er  fat  clofe  by  her  fide, 
Alicia,  in  whofe  face  love  proudly  lorded ; 
Where  beauty's  felf  and  mildnefs  fweet  refide, 
Where  every  grace  her  naked  fight  afforded. 
And  majefty  with  love  fat  well  accorded  : 
A  little  map  of  heav'n,  fweet  influence  giving; 
More  perfedt  yet  in  this,  it  was  a  heaven  living. 

VIII. 

Yet  now  this  heav'n  with  melting  clouds  was 

ftaia'd  : 
Her  ftarry  eyes  with  filler  grief  infe;fled. 
Might  feem  the  Pleiades,  fo  fall  they  rain'd  : 
And  though  her  tongue  to  comfort  fhe  diredled,^ 
Sighs  waiting  on  Cdch  word  like  grief  detesfted  : 
That  in  her  face  you  now  might  plainly  fee 
Sorrow  to  fit  for  love,  pity  for  majaljf,  ■ 
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At  length  when  now  thofe  ftorms  (he  had  allay'd, 
A  league  with  grief  for  fome  fliort  time  indenting ; 
She  'gan  to  fpeak,  and  filler  only  faid  : 
The  fad  Eliza  foon  her  words  preventing, 

£.'.  In  vain  you  think  to  eafe  my  heart's  tor- 
menting ; 
Words,  comforts,  hope,  all  med'cine  is  in  vain  : 
My  heart  moft  hates  this  cure,  and  folves  hlspleaf- 
ing  pain. 

X. 

^/.  As  vain  to  weep,  fince  fate  cannot  reprieve. 

£1.  Tears  are  moft  due,  when  there  is  no  repriev- 
ing, [grieve. 

Al-  When   doom  Is  paft,  weak  hearts  that  fondly 

£1.  A  helplefs  grief's  fole  joy  is  joykfs  grieving. 
A/.  To  loffes  old  new  lofs  is  no  relieving  : 
You  lofe  yotir  tears.    El.  When  that  I  only  fear 

For  ever  now  is  loft,  poor  lofs  to  lofe  a  tear. 

XI. 

Al.  Nature  can  teach,  that  who  is  born  muft  die. 
£1.  And  nature  teaches  tears  in  grief's  tormenting. 
yi'l-  Paflions  are  flaves  to  reafon's  monarchy. 
£1.  Reafon  heft  fhows  her  reafon  in  lamenting. 

AI.  Religion  blames  impatient  difcontenting. 

iiV.  Not  paffion,  but  excefs  religion  branded  ; 
Nor  ever  countermands  what  nature's  felf  com- 
manded. 

XIJ. 

Al.Thzt  hand  which  gave  him  firft  into  your  hand, 
To  his  own  hand  doth  now  again  receive  him  : 
Impious  and  fond,  to  grudge  at  his  command, 
who  once  by  death  from  death  doth  ever  reave  him! 

He  lives  by  leaving  life,  which  foon  would 
leave  him  :  [crying. 

Thus  God  and  him  you  wrong  by  too  much 
Who  living  dy'd  to  life,  much  better  livesby  dying. 

xm. 
£1.  Not  him  1  'plain ;  ill  would  it  fit  our  loves. 
In  his  beft  ftate  to  (how  my  heart's  repining ; 
To  mourn  at  others  good,  fond  envy  proves  : 
I  know  his  foul  is  now  more  brightly  (hining 

Than  all  the  ftars  their  light  in  one  combining: 

No,  deareft  foul ;  (fo  lifting  up  her  eyes, 
Which  (Iiow'd  like  wat'ry  funs  qucijch'd  in  the 
moifter  Ikies) 

XIV. 

My  dear,  my  deareft  Irby,  (at  that  name, 
As  at  a  well-known   watch-word,    forth  there 
preffed  [qualm 

Whole  floods   ef  tears,   and   ftraight   a    fudden 
Seizing  herheart.her  tongue  with  weight  opprefled. 
And  lock'd  her  grief  within  her  foul  diftreffed; 
There  all  in  vain  he  clofe  and  hidden  lies  : 
Silence  is  forrow's  fpeech  ;  his  tongue  fpeaks  in 
her  eyes: 

XV. 

Till  grief  new  mounted  on  uneven  wings       [h'g, 
Of  loud-breath'd  fighs,  his  leaden  weight  up  fend- 
Uack  to  the  tongue  his  heavy  prefence  brings. 
His  ufher  tears,  deep  groans  behind  attending. 
And  in  his  name  her  breath  moft  gladly  fpending, 
As  if  he  gone,  his  name  were  all  her  joying) 
Irby,  I  never  grudg'd  thee  heav'n,  and  heav'n's 
enjoying. 


Tis  not  thy  happinefs  that  breeds  tiiy  fmnrt, 
It  is  my  lofs,  and  caufe  that  made  me  lofe  thee ; 
Which  hatching  firft  this  tempeft  in  my  heart, 
Thus  juftly  rages;  he  that  lately  chofe  thee 
To  live  with  him,  where  thou  might'ft  fafe  re- 

pofe  thee. 
Hath  found  fome  caufe  out  of  my  little  caring, 
By  fpoiling  thine  to  fpare,  and  fpoil  my  life  by 
fparing. 

XVII. 

Whither,  ah  whither  (hall  I  turn  my  head. 
Since  thou  my  God  fo  fore  my  heart  haft  beaten  ? 
Thy  rods  yet  with  my  blood  are  warm  and  red  : 
Thy  fcourge  my  foul  hath  drunk,  my  flelh  hath 

eaten. 
Who   helps,  when   thou   my   father  fo    doft 

threaten  ^ 
Thou  hid'ft  thy  eyes;  or  or  if  thou  doft  not 

hide  them,  [them. 

So  doft  thou  frown,  that  beft  I  hidden  may  abide 

XVIII. 

I  weeping  grant,  whatever  may  be  dreaded, 

AH  ill  thou  canft  inflid,  I  have  deferved  ; 

Thy  mercy  I,  I  mercy  only  pleaded. 

Moft  wretched  men,  if  all  that  from  thee  fwerved, 
By  merit  only  in  juft  weight  were  ferved  I 
If  nought  thou  giv'ft,  but  what  defert  doth  get 
me,  [thee. 

Oh  I  give  me  nothing  then  ;  for  nothing  I  entreat 

XVIII. 

Ah,  wherefore  are  thy  mercies  inlinite  ! 
If  thou  doft  hoard  them  up,  and  never  fpend  them  ? 
Mercy's  no  mercy  hid  in  envious  night : 
The  rich  man's  goods,  while  in  his  chefthepenn'J 
them,  [tliem,. 

Were  then  no  goods;   much  better  to  miipend 
Why  mak'ft  thou  fuch  a  rod  ?  fo  fierce  doth 
1     threat  me .' 
Thy  frowns  to  me  were  rods ;  thy  forehead  would 
have  beat  me. 

XX.  > 

Thou  feiz'd  my  joy;   ah  !  he  is  dead  and  gone. 
That  might  have  drefs'd  my  wounds,  when  thus 

they  fmarted : 
To  all  my  griefs  I  now  am  left  alone  ; 
Comfort's  in  vain  to  hopelefs  grief  imparted  : 
Hope,  comfort,  joy,  with  him  are  all  departed. 
Comfort,  hope,  joy,  life's  flatterers,  moft  I  fly 
you,  _  [you. 

And  would  not  deign  to  name,  but  naming  to  defy 

XXI. 

AL  Sifter,  too  far  your  pallions  violent  heat 
And  grief's  too  headlong  in  your  plaint  convey 
you  ;  [beat ; 

You  feel  your  ftripes,  but  mark  not  who    does 
'  ris  he  that  takes  away,  who  can  repay  you  : 
This  grief  to  other  rods  doth  open  lay  you  ; 
He  binds  your  grief  to  patience,  not  dejc<Sion. 
Who  bears  the  firft  not  well,  provokes  a  new  cor- 
re&ion. 

xxii, 
Ei.  I  know  'tis  true;  but  forrow's  blubber'd  c'yc 
Fain  would  not  fee,  and  cannot  well  behold  it  : 
My  heart  furrouad  with  gritf  is  fwoli'n  fo  high, 
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It  will  not  fink,  till  I  alone  unfold  it ; 

But  grows  more  ftrong,  the  more  you  do  with- 
hold it : 
Leave  me  a  while  alone ;  grief's  tide  grows  low, 
And  ebhs,  when  private  tears  the  eye-banks  over- 
flow. 

xxm. 
She  quickly  rofe,  and  ready  now  to  go, 
Remember  meafure  in  your  griefs  complaining; 
His  laft,  his  dying  words  command  you  fo  : 
So  left  her,  and  Eliza  fole  remnining, 

Now  every  grief  more  boldly  entertaining, 
They  flock  about  her  round,  fo  one  was  gnne. 
And  twenty  frelh  arriv'd.  'Lone  grief  is  lead  alone. 

XXIV. 

Thus  as  fhe  fat  with  fix'd  and  fettled  eye, 
"Thoufand  fond  thoughts  their  wand'ring  fliapes 

depainted. 
Now  feem'd  fhe  mounted  to  the  cryftal  (ley, 
And  one  with  him,  and  with  him  fellow-fainted  ; 
Straight  puU'd  from   heav'n  :   and  then  again 

(lie  fainted : 
Thus  while  their  numerous  thoughts  each  fancy 

brought,  [thought. 

The  mind  all  idle  fat :  much  thinking  loft  her 

XXV. 

And  fancy,  finding  now  the  dulled  fight 
Idle  with  bufinefs,  to  her  foul  prefcnted 
(While  th'  heavy  mind  ohfcur'd  his  Ihaded  light) 
Her  woful  body  from  her  head  abfented  ; 

And  fudden  ftarting,  with  that  thought   tor- 
mented, 

A  thing  iinpoffible  too  true  {he  found  :    [found. 
The  head  was  gone,  and  yet  the  headlefs  body 

XXVI. 

Nor  yet  awake  fhe  cries  ;  ah  I  this  is  wrong. 

To  part  what  nature's  hand  fo  near  hath  tied ; 
,  Stay,  oh  my  head,  and  take  thy  trunk  along  : 

Sut  then  her  mind  (recall'd)  her  error  fpied  ; 
And  figh'd  to  fee  how  true  the  fancy  lied, 
Which  made  the  eye  his  inftrument  to  fee 

That  true,  which  being  true  itfelf  muft  nothing  be. 

XXVII. 

Vile  trunk  (fays  fiie)  thy  head  is  ever  gone; 
Vile  heedlefs  trunk,  why  art  thou  not  engraved  .' 
One  waft  thou  once  with  him,  now  art  thou  none, 
Or  if  thou  art,  or  wert,  how  art  thou  faved  ? 

And  liveft  ftill,  when  he  to  death  is  flaved  ? 

But,  (ah  1)  when  well  I  think,  I  plainly  fee. 
That  death  to  him  was  life,  and  life  is  death  to  me. 

XXVI 1 1. 

Vile  trunk,  if  yet  he  live;  ah  '.  then  again 
Why  fctk'ft  thou  not  with  him  to  be  combined? 
But,  oh  1  fince  he  in  heav'n  doth  living  reign. 
Death  vv'ert  to  him  in  fuch  knots  to  be  twined; 
And  life  to  me  with  him  to  be  confined  : 
So  while  I  better  think,  I  cas'ly  fee         [to  me. 
My  life  to  him  were  death,  his  death  were  life 

XXXIX. 

Then  die  with  him,  vile  trnnk,  and  dying  live ; 
Or  rather  with  him  live,  his  life  applying, 
Where  thou  ftialt  never  die,  nor  ever  grieve  : 
Bat   ah,  though  death  thou  feel'ft  within   thee 
lying,  [dying : 

Thou  nt'sr  art  dead,  though  iliU  in  forrow 


Moft  wretched  foul,  which  haft  thy  feat  and 
being. 
Where  life  with  death  is  one,  and  death  with  life 
agreeing ! 

XXX. 

He  lives  and  joys ;  death  life  to  him  hath  bred  : 
Why  ifi  he  living  then  in  earth  enwombed  * 
But  I,  a  walking  corfe,  in  life  am  dead  : 
'Tis  I,  my  friends,  'tis  I  muft  be  entombed; 
Whofe  joy  with  grief,  whofe  life  with  death's 

benumbed  ? 
Thou  coflin  art  not  his,  nor  he  is  thine  ; 
Mine  art  tliou  :  thou  the  dead,  and  not  the  living's 
fhrine. 

XXXI. 

You  few  thin  boards,  how  in  fo  feinted  room 
So  quiet  fuch  great  enemies  contain  ye  .' 
All  joy,  all  grief  lies  in  this  narrow  tomb  : 
You  contraries,  how  thus  in  peace  remain  ye. 

That  one  finall  cabin  fo  ftiould  entertain  ye  : 

But  joy  is  dead,  and  here  entomb'd  doth  lie. 
While  grief  is  cjine  to  moan  his  dcad-lov'd  enemy. 

xxxii. 
How  many  virtues   in  this  little  fpace 
(  This  little  little  fpace)  lie  buried  ever  ! 
In  him  they  lie'd,  and  with  them  every  grace ; 
In  him  they  liv'd,  and  dy'd,  and  rife  will  never. 

Fond  men  1  go  now,  in  virtue's  fteps  perfever; 

Go  fvveat,  and  toil;  thus  you  inglorious  lie: 
In  this  old  frozen  age  virtue  itfelf  can  die. 

XXXIII. 

Thofe  petty  northern  ftars  do  never  fall, 
The  unwafh'd  bear  the  ocean  wave  defpifes  ; 
Ever  unmov'd  it  moves,  and  ever  fhall  : 
The  fun,  which  oft  his  head  in  night  difguifes. 

So  often  as  he  falls,  fo  often  rifes; 

And  ftealing  backward  by  fome  hidden  way, 
With  felf  fame  light  begins  and  ends  the  year  and 
day. 

XXXI  v. 
The  flowers,  which  in  the  abfence  of  the  fun 
Sleep  in  their  winter-houfes  all  difarui'd, 
And  backward  to  their  mothers  womb  do  run ; 
Soon  as  the  earth  by  Taurus*  horns  is  warm'd, 

Mufter  their  colour'd  troops  ;  and  frelhly  arm'd. 

Spreading  their  braving  colours  to  the  fkie, 
Winter  and  winter's  fpite,  bold  little  elves,  defy. 

XXXV. 

But  virtue's  heav'nly  and  more  glorious  light, 
I'hough  feeming  ever  fure,  yet  oft  difmounteth  ; 
And  finking  low,  fleeps  in  eternal  night. 
Nor  ever  more  his  broken  fphere  remounteth  : 

Her  fvveeteft  flower,  which  other  flowers  fur- 
mounteth 

As  far  as  rofes  nettles,  fooneft  fadeth  :  [bladeth. 
Down  falls  her  glorious  leaf,  and  never  more  it 

XXXVI. 

And  as  that  dainty  flower,  the  maiden  rofe. 
Her  fwelling  bofom  to  the  fun  difclofes ; 
Soon  as  her  lover  hot  and  fiery  grows. 
Straight  all  her  iVeets  unto  his  heat  expofes. 

Then  foon  difrob'd  her  fweet  and  beauty  lofes  ; 

While  hurtful  weeds,  hemlocks,and  nettles  ftink- 

ing  [finking. 

Soon  from  the  earth  afcend,  late  to  their  graves  are 
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XXXVII. 

All  fo  the  virtuous  bud  in  blooming  falls, 
While  vict  long  flourifliing  late  fees  her  ending : 
Virtue  once  dead  no  gentle  fpriag  recalls  ; 
But  vice  fprings  of  itfelf,  and  fodn  afcending, 
Long  views  the  day,  late  to  his  night  defcend- 

ing. 
Vain  men,  that  iii  this  life  fet  lij)  your  reft, 
Whichto  the  ill  is  long,  and  fliort  unto  the  beft  ! 

xxxviir. 
And  as  a  dream,  where  th'  idle  fancy  plays, 
One  thinks  that  fortune  high  his  head  advances ; 
Another  fpends  in  woe  his  weary  days ; 
A  third  feems  fport  in  love,  and  courtly  dances  ; 
A  fourth  to  find  fome  glitt'ring  ireafure  chances; 
Soon  as  they  wake,  they  fee  their  thoughts  were 
vain. 
And  either  quite  forget,  or  laugh  their  idle  brain: 

XXXIX. 

Such  is  the  world,  and  fuch  life's  quick-fpent  play: 
This  bafe,  and  fcorn'd  ;  that  great,  in  high  efteem- 

This  poor,  and  patched  feems ;  that  rich,  and  gay; 
This  fick,  that  found ;  yet  all  is  but  a  feeming. 

So  like  that  waking  oft  we  fear  we're  dreaming; 

And  think  we  v/ake  oft,  when  we  dreaming 

play.  [day. 

Dreams  are  as  living  nights ;  life  as  a  dreaming 

XL. 

Go  then,  vain  life  ;  for  I  will  truft  no  more  [m.e : 
Thy  flattering  dreams ;  death,  to  thy  rcfting  take 
Thou  fleep  without  all  dreams,  life's  quiet  fliore, 
When  wilt  thou  come  ?  when  wilt  thou  overtake 
me  ? 
Enough  I  now^have  liv'd  ;  loth'd  life  forfake 
me :  [feaft ; 

Thou  good  mens  endlefs  light,  thou  ill  mens 
That  at  the  beft  art  bad,  and  worft  art  to  the  beft. 

XLI. 

Thus  as  in  tears  flie  drowns  her  fwoUen  eyes, 
A  fudden  noife  recalls  them  ;  backward  bending 
Her  weary  head,  there  all  in  black  fhe  fpies 
Six  mournful  bearers,  the  fad  herfe  attending. 
Their  feet  and  hands  to  that  laft  duty  lending  : 
All  filent  ftood  flie,  trembling,  pale,  and  wan  ; 
The  firft  grief  left  his  ftage,  a  new  his  part  began. 

XLTl. 

And  now  the  coffin  in  their  arms  they  take. 
While  fhe  with  weight  of  grief  fat  ftill  amazed  ; 
As  do  fear  leaves  in  March,  fo  did  fhe  quake, 
And  with  intented  eyes  upon  them  gazed  : 

But  when  from  ground  the  doleful  herfe  they 

raifed, 
Down  on  the  bier  half  dead  fhe  carelefs  fell ; 
While  tears  did  talk  apace,  and  fighs  her  forrows 
tell. 

XLllI. 

At  laft,  fond  men  (faid  Ihe)  ynu  are  deceiv'd; 

It  is  not  he, 'tis  I  muft  be  interred  : 

Mot  he,  but  I  of  life  and  foul  bereav'd; 

He  lives  in  heav'n,  among  the  faints  referred  : 

This  trunk,  this  headlefs  body  mull  be  buried. 

But    while  by  force  fome   hold   her,  up    they 

rear  him,  [him. 

Arrd  weeping  at  her  tears,  away  they  foftly  bear 


XLIV. 

But  then  impatient  grief  all  palTion  proves, 

She  prays  and  weeps ;  with  tears  fhe  doth  entreat 

them;  . 
But  when  this  only  fellow-paffion  moves, 
She  ftorms  and  raves,  and  now  as  faft  doth  threat 
them ;  [them  ; 

And  as  fhe  only  could,  with  words  doth  beat 
Ah  cruel  men,  ah  men  moft  cruel,  ftay  : 
It  is  my  heart,  my  life,  my  foul,  you  bear  away. 

XLV. 

And  now  no  fooner  was  he  out  of  fight. 

As  if  fhe  would  make  good  what  fke  had  fpoken, 

Firft  from  her  heart's  deep  centre  deep  fhe  figh'd. 

Then,  (as  if  heart,  and  life,  and  foul  were  broken) 

Down  dead  fhe  fell;  and  once  again  awoken, 

Fell  onc«  again  ;  fo  to  her  bed  they  bore  her : 

While  friends  (no  friends)  hard  love  to  life  and 

grief  reftorc  me. 

XLVI. 

Urifriendly  friends  (faith  fhe)  why  do  ye  ftrive 
To  bar  wifh'd  death  from  his  fo  juft  ingreflion  ; 
Your  pity  kills  me ;  'tis  my  death  to  live. 
And  life  to  die  :  it  is  as  great  oppreffion 

To  force  out  deatii,  as  life  from  due  polTeffion, 
'Tismuch  more  great  :  better  that  quickly  fpiils 
A  lothed  life,  then  he  that  with  long  torture  kills. 

XI.VII. 

And  then,  as  if  her  guiltlefs  bed  ofTended  ;      [me. 
Thou  trait' rous  bed,  when  firft  thou-didft  receive 
Not  fingle  to  thy  reft  I  then  afcended  : 
Double  f  came,  why  fhould  I  fingle  leave  thee  .' 

Why  of  my  better  part  doft  thou  bereave  me  ? 

Two  prefs'd  thee  firft  :  why  fhould  but  one  de» 

part  ?  [part. 

Reftorc,  thou  trait'rous  bed,  reftorc  that  better 

XLVIII. 

Thus  while  one  grief  another's  place  inherits, 
And  one  yet  hardly  fpent,  a  new  complained  : 
Grief's  leaden  vapour  dulls  the  heavy  fpirits, 
And  fleep  too  long  from  fo  wiih'd  feat  reftrained, 

Now  of  her  eyes  un'wares  pofTefTion  gained  ; 

And  that  fhe  mip;ht  him  better  welcome  give, 
Her  lord  he  new  prefwits,  and  makes  him  frefh  to 
live. 

XLIX. 

She  thinks  he  lives,  and  with  her  goes  along ; 
And  oft  flie  kifs'd  liis  cheek,  and  oft  embraced  ; 
And  fwectly  afk'd  him  where  he  ftaid  fo  long. 
While  he  again  her  in  his  arms  enlaced  ; 

Till  ftrong  delight  her  dream  and  joy  defaced  ; 
But  then  fhe  wilhng  fleeps ;  fleep  glad  receive! 
her; 
And  fhe  as  glad  of  fleep,  that  with  fuch  fhape» 
deceives  her. 

t.. 
Sleep  widow'deyes,  and  ceafe  fo  fierce  lamenting; 
Sleep  grieved  heart,  and  now  a  little  rtft  thee  : 
Sleep  fighing  words,  ftop  all  your  difcontenting  ; 
Sleep  beaten  brcaft ;  no  blows  fhall  now  moleft  ' 
thee: 
Sleep  happy  lips;  in  mutual  kiJTes  neftye  : 
Sleep  weary  miifc,  and  do  not  now  difeafe  her  : 
Fancy,  do  thou  with  dreams  and  his  fwcct  pre- 
fencc  pleafe  her. 


E  P  I      TLB. 
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•  TO  MY  DEAR  FRIEND, 

THE  SPENCER  OF  THIS  AGE. 


DiAiR  Fkiend, 

No  more  a  ftranger  now :  I  lately  paft 

Thy  cuiiois  building — calYd — but  thtn  my  ha{lc 
Deuy'd  me  a  fuli  draught ;  1  did  but  taile. 

Thy  wine  was  rich  and  pleafing;  did  appear 
No  comniuD  grape  :  my  hafle  could  not  forbear 
A  fecond  fip ;  I  bung  a  garland  there  : 

Paft  on  my  way ;  S  !a/h'd  throagb  thick  and  thin, 
Difpatch'd  my  bufiaefs,  and  retum'd  ajj-ain; 
I  call'd  the  i'econd  time  ;  unhors'd,  ■went  io  : 

View'd  every  room  ;  each  roojn  was  beau iify'd 
■With  new-  invention,  earv'd  on  every  fide, 
Tq  pkafe  the  common  and  the  curious  ey'd  : 

Viewed  every  office  ;  every  office  lay 
Lite  a  rich  magazine  ;  and  did  bewiay 
Thy  treafare,  opsc'd  T.-i5ii  thy  galdta  key  '. 


View'd  every  orchard  ;  every  orchard  did 
Appear  a  parsdife,  whofe  fruits  were  hid 
(i  tr  chance)  with  Ciadowing  leaves,  but  none 
forbid 

View'd  every  plot;  fpcnt  fome  delightful  hour* 
In  every  garden,  full  of  jiew-b;rn  flowers, 
Delicious  banks,  and  deiediable  bowers. 

Thus  having  fiepp'd  and  traveli'd  every  flair 
Within,  and  tatted  evrry  fruit  that's  rare 
Withdtit,  1  made  thy  houfe  my  th»rough-fare. 

Then  give  me  leave,  rare  Fletcher  (as  before 
1  left  a  garland  at  thy  gafes),  once  more 
To  hang  this  ivy  at  thy  poftern-door. 


FxAKCiS   QuAJtLIS, 


Hh 
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Think  (if  thou  canft)  how  mounted  on  his  fphere, 
In  heaven  now  he  fings :  thus  fung  he  here. 

P.  Fletcher's  VERSES  on  G.  Fletcher, 


EDINBURGH: 
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Ot  Giles  Fletcher  verjrfew  memorials  arc  to  be  found.  His  contemporaries  left  his  life  un- 
written, and  nothing  can  now  be  known  of  hit  pcrfonal  hidor^,  beyond  what  cafual  mention  fup>° 
plies. 

He  was  of  a  poetical  family  :  the  fon  of  Dr.  Giles  Fletcher,  author  of  "  The  Ruffe  Common- 
"  Wealth ;"  an  cjcellent  poet ;  and  brother  to  Phineas  Fletcher,  the  fubjecft  of  the  preceding  article. 
Benlowes  well  obferves,  in  his  verfes  to  Phinean,  "  Thy  very  name's  a  poet." 

«  This  Dr.  Giles  Fletcher,"  fays  Wood,  "  died  in  theparifti  of  St.  Catharine's  In  Coleman-ftreet, 
London,  in  the  month  of  February  i6lo,and  was  buried,  I  prcfume,  in  the  church  of  ^t.  Catharine-'s- 
there  ;  leaving  behind  him  a  fon  of  both  his  names,  batchelor  of  di^ft^ity  of  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge, equally  beloved  of  the  mufes  and  the  graces,  who  died  at  Alderton  in  Suffolk,  in  1623." 

To  Wood's  account,  brief  though  it  be,  little  can  be  added ;  and  perhaps  the  emphatic  expreffion, 
"  equally  beloved  of  the  mufes  and  the  graces,"  charaderifes  Giles  Fletcher  more  happily  thaa 
the  moft  ample  and  elaborate  eulogy. 

Winftanley's  account  of  thefe  two  elegant  brothers  blemifhes  even  the  unfatisfa(Sory  narrative* 
of  that  biographer.  "  Phineas,"  fays  he  "  was  alfo  brother  to  two  worthy  poets,  viz.  George 
Fletcher,  the  author  of  a  poem,  intitled  Cbrlfi's  mtery  and  Triumph  ever  and  after  Death,"  and  Giles 
Fletcher,  who  wrote  a  worthy  poem,  intitled  Chrijl's  FiSiory,  made  by  him,  being  but  bachelor  of 
arts,  difcovering  the  piety  of  a  faint,  and  the  divinity  of  adovftor." 

ThoHgh  poetry  feemi  to  have  been  hereditary  in  the  Fletcher  family,  it  dofts  not  appear  that  Phi- 
neas and  Giles  had  a  poetical  brother  called  George;  and  it  is  certain,  that  Giles,  who  is  here  con- 
founded with  George,  wrote  Chrifl's  ViSiory  and  Triumph,  &e.  without  any  coadjutor. 

This  grofs  blunder  is  copied  by  Jacob,  though  he  might  eafily  have  obtained  a  more  corretS  ac- 
count of  this  poetical  family,  from  the  Oxford  antiquary. 

G.  Fletcher  wrote  his  CbriJVs  Fi^itry  arid  Triumph  when  he  was  Vety  young,  was  afterwards  bene- 
ficed at  Alderton,  and  died  many  years  before  Phineas,  who  was  his  eider  brother^  at  appears  froni 
the  beautiful  eulogy  on  the  "  Purple  IQafid,"  a,t  the  conclufion  of  bis  poem., 

But  let  the  Kentijh  lad,  that  lately  taught 
His  oaten  reed  the  trumpet's  filver  found. 
Young  Thyrjilis;  and  for  his  mufic  brought 
The  willing  fpheres  from  heaven,  to  lead  around 
The  dancing  nymphs,  and  fwains  that  fung-and  crowjj'd 
icleSlas  Hymen  with  ten  thoufand  flovirers 
Of  choiceft  praife ;  and  hung  her  heavenly  bowers 
tVith  fafTron  garlands  drefs'd  for  nuptial  parzimour*. 

Let  his  Ihrill  trumpet,  with  her  fitver  blaft, 
Of  fair  Ecledla,  and  her  fpoufal  bed 
Be  the  fweet  pipe,  and  fmooth  encomiaft ; 
But  my  green  mufe,  hiding  her  younger  head 
U'ndcr  *W  Cawus'  flaggy  banks  that  fpread 

H  fe  si] 


♦86  THE    LIFE    OF    G.  FLETCHER. 

Their  willow  locks  abroad,  and  all  the  day. 

With  their  own  wat'ry  fliadows  wanton  play, 

Dares  not  thofc  high  amours  and  love-fick  fongs  eflay. 

His  Chrijl^s  VlBory  and  Triumph  was  publiflied  at  Cambridge  in  1710,  with  recommendatory  verfea, 
as  was  ufual  in  thofe  days,  by  his  brother  and  F.  Netherfole,  and  a  dedication  to  Dr.  Neville,  dean 
of  Canterbury,  and  mafler  of  Trinity  College ;  from  which  it  appears  that  he  was  under  great  obli- 
gations to  him. 

Speaking  uf  the  College,  he  fays,  "  In  which,  being  placed  by  your  favour  only,  moft  freely,  with- 
out either  any  means  from  ■other,  or  any  defert  in  myfelf ;  being  not  able  to  do  more,  I  could  do 
no  lels  than  acknowledge  that  debt.'" 

A  Itcond  edition  of  ChrijTs  ViSory  and  Triumph  was  printed  at  Cambridge,  by  Roger  Daniel,  foj 
Abraham  Atfend,  bookfcllerin  Norwich,  1640. 

It  was  reprinted,  together  with  the  •'  Purple  Ifland,"  in  8vo,  1783,  and  modernized  according 
to  a  ridiculous  p'an,  recommended  by  Hervey,  (Lett-  II.  vol.  2)  who  fecms  to  have  forgot  that  it 
is  the  indifpenfable  duty  of  every  editor  of  an  ancient  poet,  to  exhibit  the  text  of  the  author  in  the  ex- 
a<ft  ftatc  in  which  he  found  it;  with  the  exception  only  cf  fuch  words  as  are  evidently  mldakes  of  the 
prefs.  In  this  edition,  beCdes  innumerable  alterations,  which  difplay  more  evangelical  piety  than  poetical 
tafte,  eight  flanzas  are  omitted  in  the  firft  part  of  Chriji's  FUlory,  four  in  the  fecond  part,  two  in 
the  firft  part  of  Chrijl^s  Triumph,  atidfeven  in  the  fecond  part.  Such  unjuftifiable  liberties,  for  which 
no  apology  is  offered,  warrant  the  utmoft  feverity  of  critical  reprehenfion. 

After  having  been  negledled  for  near  a  century  and  a  half,  and  then  mangled,  in  order  to  be 
read,  it  is  now  reprinted,  from  the  edition  1640,  and  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  collec- 
tion of  claffical  Englifli  poetry. 

The  charadter  of  G,  Fletcher  feems  to  have  been  amiable  and  pious.  Of  his  fraternal  affeiflion, 
which  appears  to  have  been  reciprocal,  he  has  left  behind  him  undubitable  proofs  In  a  learned 
and  poetical  age,  he  cultivated  literature  and  poetry  with  diftinguifhed  fuccefs.  His  poetry  gained 
him  the  praife  of  his  contemporaries;  but  failed  to  gain  him  friend*  and  readers  among  their  fucccf- 
fors.  The  applaufe  of  both  is  rarely  the  lot  of  any  one.  Few  indeed  are  they  who,  allied,  as  it 
■were,  to  immortality,  can  boaft  of  a  reputation  fufficiently  bulky  and  well-founded,  to  catch  and 
to  detain  the  eye  of  each  fucceeding  generation  as  it  rifes.  The  revolutions  of  language,  of  tafte, 
and  of  opinion,  will  fhake,  if  not  demolifh  the  faireft  fabrics  of  the  human  iutelle(fl:.  Fame  is  feldoni 
ftationary ;  if  it  ceafes  to  advance,  it  inevitably  goes  backward;  and  fpeedy  ate  the  fteps  of  its 
re<:eding,  when  compared  with  thofe  of  its  advance. 

Non  poffunt  priml  effe  omnes  omni  in  tempore  : 
Summum  ad  gradum  cum  clariiatis  veneris, 
Confiftis  asgre,  et  quum  defcendas  decides  : 
Cecidi  ego  :   cadet  cjui  fequitur.  Laus  eft  publica. 

Dec  Laberius. 

Spenfer  and  Shakfpeare,  Milton  and  Dryden,  arc  fure  heirs  of  immortality  :  But  poets  who  A» 
not  belong  to  the  fiift  clafs,  yet  are  of  diftinguiflied  merit,  muft  reft  contented  with  the  fcanty  ■ 
praife  of  the  few  for  the  prcfcnt,  and  truft  with  confidence  to  pofterity.  He  who  vvrites  well, 
leaves  an  unperifhing  memorial  behind  him;  the  partial  and  veering  gales  of  favour,  though  filent, 
perhaps,  for  one  century,  are  fure  to  rife  in  gufts  in  the  next.  Truth,  however  tardy,  is  infallibly 
progrcflive;  and  thofe  honours  which  thr<ugh  envy  or  accident,  are  with-held  in  one  age,  are  re- 
paid with   intereft,  by  tafte  and  gratitude  in  another. 

Merit  is  its  own  prefervative  againft  the  depredations  of  time;  and  thus  we  fee  the  poetry  of 
G.  Fletcher,  though  flirouded  by  depreffion,  yet  infenfible,  as  it  were,  to  the  lapfe  of  years,  fur- 
mounting,  at  laft,  every  impediment,  and  reclaiming  thofe  honours  which  it  gained  him  during  his 
life. 

His  Chr'-fs  VlBory  and  Triumph,  a  poem  rich  and  pidurefque  in  the  higheft  degree,  defervesto  be  bet- 
ter known.  It  is  on  a  much  happier  fubjedl  than  that  of  his  brother,  and  merits  the  attention  of  the 
rtaders  cf  f  cttry,  for  energy  of  ftyle,  fublimity  of  fertiment,  opulence  of  dcfcripticn,  and  harms- 
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ny  of  numbers.  Such  fertility  of  fancy,  fnch  exuberance  of  imagery,  fuch  felicity  of  diftion, 
and  fuch  facility  of  expreffion,  rival  every  thing  of  the  kind  in  the  poetry  of  his  age.  The  Birlb, 
7'emptation,  Pajfian,  Crucifixion,  RefurreSlion,  and  Afcenfton  of  out  Saviour,  fumiftl  in  fucceflion,  fub- 
jefts  of  illuftration  and  defcription  equally  forcible  and  fafcinating.  To  compare  the  Chrifl's  FiBory  and 
Triumph  of  G.  Fletcher  with  the  "  Paradife  Regained"  of  Mihon,  and  the  '  Cdlvary"  of  Cumber- 
land, would  perhaps  be  too  fev'ere  a  trial;  but  they  have  many  points  of  refemblance;  and  it  is  no 
fmall  honour  to  G.  Fletcher  to  have  furnifhed  hints  to  Milton. 

In  enumerating  the  figns  that  portended  Chrifl's  nativity,  he  has  a  fimilar  idea  to  that  of  Milton 
on  the  fame  occajdon. 

The  angels  caro'd  loud  their  fongs  of  praife ; 

The  car/id  oracles  iverejirucien  dumb. 

In  Milton's"  Hymn  on  the  Nativity,"  among  other  portents  which  are  fublimely  enumerated,  thi* 
of  the  oracles  having  been  all  flruck  dumb,  is  not  the  molt  inconfiderable.  Milton  is  likewife  indebted 
to  Chrijl's  ViBory  for  fonie  particulars  in  his  defcription  of  our  Saviour  in  the  wildernefs,  in"  Paradife 
''  Regained." 

0  ar  Saviour  is  thus  defcribed  in  the  wildernefs  by  G.  Fletcher. 

Seemed  that  the  man  had  them  devoured  all, 
Whom  to  devour  the  hearts  did  make  pretence, 
But  him  their  falvage  thirll  did  nought  appal. 
Though  weapons  none  he  had  for  his  defence. 
What  arms  for  innocence,  but  innocence  ? 
For  when  they  faw  their  Lord's  bright  cognifance 
Shine  in  his  face,  foon  did  they  difadvance, 
And  fome  unto  him  kneel,  and  fome  about  him  dance-« 

Down  fell  the  lordly  lion's  angry  mood. 
And  he  himfelf  fell  down  in  congies  low,         ^ 
Bidding  him  welcome  to  his  wafteful  wood. 
Sometimes  he  kift  the  grafs  where  he  did  go, 
And  as  to  wafh  his  feet  he  well  did  know. 
With  fawning  tongue  he  lickt  away  ihe  duft, 
And  every  one  would  nearell  to  him  thruft. 
And  every  one,  with  new,  forgot  his  former  luft. 

Unmindful  of  himfelf  to  mind  his  Lord  ; 
The  lamb  flood  gazing  by  the  tiger's  fide, 
As  though  between  them  they  had  made  accord  5 
And  on  the  lion's  back  the  goat  did  ride. 
Forgetful  of  the  roughnefs  of  the  hide  ; 
If  he  ftood  ftill,  their  eyes  upon  him  baited, 
If  walkt,  they  all  in  order  on  him  waited. 
And  when  he  flept,  they  as  his  watch  themfelves  coHCeited. 
After  circumftantially  defcribing  the  perfon  of  Chrirt,  Satan  is  thus  introduced  difgulfed. 
At  length  an  aged  fire  far  off  he  faw 
Come  flowly  footing,  every  ftep  he  gueft  ; 
One  of  his  feet  he  from  the  grave  did  draw. 
Three  legs  he  had,  the  wooden  was  the  belt. 
And  all  the  way  he  Went,  he  ever  bleft 
With  benedicities  and  prayers  {lore. 
But  the  bad  ground  was  bleffed  ne'er  the  more. 
And  all  his  head  with  fnow  of  age  was  waxen  hoar  \ 
A  good  old  hermit  he  might  feem  to  be, 
-     That  for  devotion  had  the  world  forfaken 
And  now  was  travelling  fome  faint  to  fee. 
Since  to  his  beads  he  had  himfelf  betaken^ 
When  all  his  former  fins  he  might  awaken, 
And  them  might  walh  away  with  dropping  brine. 
And  alms  and  farts,  and  churches  difcipline. 
And  dead,  might  reft  his  bones  under  the  holy  flirine. 

But  when  he  nearer  came,  he  lowted  low. 
With  prone  obeyfance,  and  with  curt  fie  kind, 
That  at  his  feet  his  head  he  feem'd  to  throw,, 
Wha:  needs  him  now  another  iiilnt  to  find,  &;c.  &c. 

H  h  liij 
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He  thus  exclaims  with  the  mod  artful  fimplicity. 

Ah     mote  my  humble  cellfo  blefled  be, 

As  heaven  to  welcome  in  his  lowly  roof, 

And  be  the  temple  of  thy  deity 

Lo  here  ii,y  cottape  worfhipa  thee  aloof, 

Thai  under  gr  uiid  hath  hid  hin  Fuad  in  proof. 

It  doth  adore  thee  with  the  ceiliiii  low, 

Here  honey,  milk,  and  chel'nutb  wild  do  prow, 

The  boughs  a  bed  of  leaves  upon  thee  Ihall  beftow. 

Ch.  Vidl.  p.  2,  Si,o, 

Compare  Parad.  Reg.  295,  &c.  Where  our  Saviour  paflcd  forty  days  in  the  wildernefc. 

Mor  tailed  human  food,  nor  hunger  felt 
Till  thofe  days  ended    hunger'd  ihen  at  laft 
Among  wild  beafts  ;  they  at  his  fight  grew  mild, 
Nor  fleeping  him  nor  waking  harni'd;  his  walk 
The  fiery  ferpent  fliunn'd,  and  noxious  worms; 
The  lion  and  fierce  tiger  glar'd  aloof. 
But  now  an  aged  man  in  rural  weeds 
Follev'ii:^,  as  fcem'd  in  queft  of  fome  ftray  ewe, 
Or  wither'd  flick«  to  gather,  which  mip,ht  fervc 
Againft  a  winter's  day,  when  winds  blow  keen. 
To  warn  him  wet  return'd  from  field  at  eve. 
He  faw  approach,  who  firft  with  curious  eye 
Perus'dhim;  then  with  words  thus  utter'd,  fpal;c  : 

How  far  the  following  ftanzas,  which  are  but  a  continuation  of  what  is  before  quoted,  miglit 
have  influenced  Milton  in  his '  Comus."  is  left  to  the  reader  to  determine.  He  is  dcfcribing  the 
Sower  of  Fain  Delight  to  which  our  Saviour  is  introduced  by  Satan. 

And  all  about  embayed  in  foft  fleep, 
A  herd  of  charmed  btafrs  a-ground  were  fpread. 

Which  the  fair  witch  in  goldtn  chains  did  keep,  ,  ' 

And  them  in  willii.g  bondage  fettered; 
Once  men  they  liv'd,  but  now  the  men  were  dead, 
And  turn'd  to  beaftf;  fo  fabled  Homer  eld 
That  Circe  with  her  potion  charm'o  in  gold, 
Us'd  many  fouls  in  beaftly  bodies  to  imniould. 

Through  this  falfc  Eden  to  his  Leman's  bower 
(Whom  thouiand  fouls  devoutly  idolize) 
Our  firft  deftroyer  led  our  Saviour. 
There  in  the  lower  room,  in  folemn  wife 
They  danc'd  around,  and  pour'd  their  facrificc 
To  plump  Lyatus,  and  among  the  reft. 
The  jolly  prieft  in  ivy  garlur.ds  dreft, 
Chaunted  wild  orgials,  in  honour  of  the  feaft. 

Others  within  their  arbours  fwilling  fat 
(For  all  the  room  about  was  arboured"'', 
With  laughing  Bacchus,  that  was  grown  fo  fat 
That  'tana  he  could  not,  but  was  carried, 
And  every  evening  frefrly  watered; 
To  quench  his  fiery  cheeks,  and  all  about 
Small  cocks  broke  thr<  ugh  the  wall,  -nd  falllcd  out 
Flaggotis  of  wine,  to  fe-  on  fire  that  fpii-n^'  rout. 

I'his  their  inhumed  fouls  efteented  their  wealths 
To  crown  the  bouzing  can  from  day  10  t'ight. 
And  lick  to  drink  ther.ii'clves  with  iirinking  healths, 
8ome  vomiting,  all  irunken  w  ith  delight. 
Hence  to  q  loft  carv'd  ail  in  ivory  white  ^ 

They  c^me,  \vhcre  whiter  ladies  naked  went 
Melted  in  pleafurc  and  foft  languiftiment, 
And  funk  on  beds  ef  rofes  amorous  glances  fent.  ' 
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After  a  defer iptioa  of  Avarite  and  Antbiiien,  we  are   pre&ntcd  with  th«  throse  of  Panghrj^,  wt* 


Is. thus  diefc<:ib.e4 


Ajilvir  wanJ  theforctrefs  did  fway. 
And  for  a  crown  if  gold  hs  hair  Ihe  worcj 
Only  a  garland  of  role-buds  did  play- 
About  her  locks,  and  in  her  hand  fae  bore 
A  kmllo-w  gloke  tf  glafi,  that  long  before 
She  full  of  emptinelis  had  bladdered. 
And  all  the  world  therein  depi6lured. 
Whofe  colours,  like  the  rainbow,  ever  vanlftied. 


Thus  the  fpirit  In  Milton,  in  giving'  direAions  to  the  brother,  fpeahing  of  the  Hwjuony,  whldi 
h(j  gives  him  as  an  antidote  to  the  charms  of  Comus,  fays. 


— — if  you  have  this  about  you, 

(A>  I  will  give  you  when  we  go)  you  may 
Boldly  affault  the  necromancer's  hail. 
Where  if  he  he,  with  dauntlefs  hardihood 
And  brandifh'd  blade,  rulh  on  him,  break  his  glaft^ 
And  Ihed  the  lufcious  liquor  on  the  ground, 
Butfeize  bit  ivawi. 

Pargliry  fmgs  a  fong  of  allurement,  the  fubje<St  of  which  is  love,  "  obtruding  falfc  rul^s,  prankt 
in  reafon's  garb,"  and  endeavours  to  captivate  our  Saviour  in  the  fame  manner  as  Comus  does  tha 
Udy.   The  fong  is  remarkable  for  its  elegance.     The  effed  of  it  on  our  Saviour  i«  a«  follows  : 

Thus  fought  the  dire  enchantrefs  in  his  mind. 
Her  guileful  bait  to  have  embofomed  ; 
But  he  her  charms  difperfed  mto  wind, 
And  her  of  info!ence  -idmonifhed, 
And  all  her  cftie  jrL'Jfes  JhatUred, 

Milton  ufes  the  very  expreflion^a«/rir</,  T^^,  Comus. 

The  word  imparaJifed,  ufed  by  Milton,  P.  Loft,  B.  4.  p.  506,  and  fuppofed  to  have  been  coined 
ky  him,  occurs  in  Chri/l's  Triumph,  p.  a.  St.  43. 

As  in  his  burning  throne  he  fits  imparadis'd. 

The  word  feems  to  have  been  not  uncommon  with  other  of  our  older  poets;  for  it  occurs  twice 
in  Drayton,  once  in  Daniel,  and  once  in  P.  Fletcher. 

Thou  fitt'ft  imparadi/d,  and  chaunt'ft  eternal  lays. 

P.  Ifl.  C.  I.  St.  14. 

His  tafle  for  allegory,  he  probably  derived  from  Spenfer,  together  with  the  mellifluous  yet  artlef? 
flow  of  his  numbers.  His  defcription  of  the  bower  of  Fain  Delight,  the  garden  of  PangUry,  the  cave  of 
Defpair,zad  the  Idea  Beat'fcai,  are  eminently  fublime  and  beautiful.  The  two  firft  may  be  fuppofcd  to 
have  been  fuggefledby  Spenfcr's  Bower  of  Blifs,  F.  Queen,  B.ii.  Can.  la.  On  fuch  ideal  Paradifes 
thebeft  poets  In  almoft  all  ages  and  nations  have  lavifhed  their  defcriptive  powers.  Homer  has  his  gar- 
den of  Alcinous ;  Virgil,  his  Elyfium  ;  Ariofto,  his  Ifland  of  Alcina ;  Faflb,  his  garden  of  Armida  • 
Camoens,  his  garden  of  Vcnu«  ;  Marino,  his  garden  of  Adonis;  and  Milton,  his  garden  of  Eden. 
The  lift  might  be  augmented  by  the  "  Paradife  of  Tafte,"  a  beautiful  allegorical  poem,  which  the 
writer  of  thefe  biographical  prefaces  has  the  fatisfadion  to  announce,  as  the  produ<5lion  of  a  friend 
whofe  poetry  is  among  the  leaft  of  his  many  elegant  attainments. 

His  poetry  abounds  in  nervous  and  pidurefque  expreffions,  as  well  as  defcriptions,  thou<Th  the  dic- 
tion isfomeiimes  deficient  in  dignity  and  fmplicity.  His  allegorical  figuresare  well  invented,  though 
not  always  Wfll  marked  out.    \midft  the  profufion  of  ornaments  with  which    they  are  embelliftied 
wc  arc  fometimes  at  a  lofs  tc  difcover  for  whom  they  are  defigned.    There  are  an  opulence  of  »K 
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luflon,  and  a  mixture  of  mythologies  in  the  imagery,  which  difphy  more  range  of  fancy,  than  challc- 
nefs  of  feleflion.  His  figures  of  Mercy,  "Jujlice,  Repentance,  Faith,  Prefumption,  A-earict,  and  Ambi- 
tion, are,  however,  delineated  with  fuitable  attributes,  and  difplay  an  individual  and  exclufive  cha- 
ra6ter.  In  his  defcription  of  "Jujlice,  he  has,  with  great  fublimity,  attributed  to  her  the  power  of 
interpreting  the  filence  of  thought. 

for  fhe  each  wifh  could  find 

Within  the  folid  heart ;  and  with  her  ears 
The  Jtlence  of  the  thought^  loud  fp'eaking  hears. 

Ch.  Vift.  p.  I.  St.  10. 

To  accumulate  yet  more  inftances  of  Cmilar  propriety  of  feleftion  would  be  neither  difScnlt 
nor  luipleafing ; 

Sed  fugit  interea,  fugit  irreparabile  tempus, 
Singula  dum  capti  circumvcdtaniur  amore. 

Virg.  Geor.  3.  v.  284. 

The  poetry  of  G.  Fletcher  is  characSerifed  by  fublimity,  animation,  and  fplendor,  with  an  unfortu- 
nate incrmixture  of  afFedation,  incongruity,  and  extravagance  :  it  has  many  beauties  and  many  con- 
ceits; but,  after  making  every  dedu<ftion  which  criticifm  requires,  his  ChriJFs  Victory  and  Triumph  is 
a  performance  of  which  both  poetry  and  religion  may  juftly  boaft ;  and  the  bringing  it  forward  to  the 
attention  of  the  public,  may  be  the  means  of  doing  juflice  to  an  elegant  writer,  who  has  never  yet  rjs^ 
ceived  the  honours  he  deferves. 
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To  the  Right  Worfliipful  and  Reverend 

MR.    DOCTOR    NEVILE, 

Dean  of  Cantej'bury,  and  the  Majler  of  Trinity  College  in  Carnbridge. 


Right  Worthy  and  Reverend  Sir, 

As  I  have  always  thought  the  place  wherein  T 
live,  after  heaven,  principally  to  be  defired  ;  both 
becaufe  I  moft  want,  and  it  mofl  abounds  with  wif- 
dom,  wh'ch  is  fled  by  fome  with  as  much  delight, 
as  it  is  obtained  by  others,  and  ought  to  be  fol- 
lowed by  all :  fo  I  cannot  but  next  unto  God,  for 
ever  acknowledge  myfelf  mofl  hound  unto  the 
hand  of  God,  (1  mean  yourfelf,)  that  reached 
down,  as  it  were,  out  of  heaven,  unto  me,  a  benefit 
of  that  nature  and  price,  than  which  I  could  wifh 
none  (only  heaven  itfelf  excepted;  either  more 
fruitful  and  contenting  for  the  time  that  is  nov/ 
preient,  or  mere  comfortable  and  encouraging  for 
the  time  that  is  already  pafl,  or  more  hopclul  and 
promifmg  for  the  time  that  is  yet  to  come. 

tor  as  in  all  mens  judgments  ;that  have  any 
judgment)  Europe  is  worthily  deemed  the  quetu 
of  the  world,  that  garland  both  of  learning  and 
pure  religion  being  now  become  her  crown,  and 
bloffoming  upon  her  head,  that  hath  long  fince 
lain  withered  in  Greece  and  Palefline  :  fo  my 
opinion  of  this  ifland  hath  always  been,  that  it  is 
the  very  face  and  beauty  of  all  Europe  ;  in  which 
both  true  religion  is  faithfully  profeffed  without 
fuperflition,  and  (if  on  earth)  true  learning  fv/eet- 
ly  flourifhes  without  oflentation.  And  what  are 
the  two  eyes  of  ihib  land,  but  the  two  univerfines  f 
which  cannot  but  proi'per  in  the  time  of  fuch  a 
prince,  that  is,  a  prince  of  learning,  as  well  as  of 
people.  And  truly  I  ftiould  forget  myfelf,  if  I 
fliould  not  call  Cambridge  the  right  eye  :  and  I 
think  (King  Henry  Vlli  being  the  uniter,  Ed- 
ward 111  the  founder,  and  yourfelf  the  repairer  of 
this  college  wherein  I  live)  none  will  blame  me, 
if  I  efleem  the  fame,  fince  your  poilfliing  of  it,  the 


fairefl;  fight  in  Cambridge ;  in  which  being  placed 
by  your  only  favour,  moft  freely,  without  either 
any  means  from  other,  or  any  defert  in  myfelf; 
being  not  able  to  do  more,  I  could  do  no  lefs  than 
acknowledge  that  debt  which  I  fliall  never  be  able 
to  pay,  and  with  old  Silenus  in  the  poet)  upon 

whom  the  boys injiciunt  ipfis  e^  viecula  feriis, 

making  his  garland  liis  fetters)  finding  myfelf 
bound  unto  you  by  fo  many  benefits,  that  were 
given  by  ycurfelf  for  ornaments,  but  are  to  me  as 
fo  many  golden  chains  to  hold  me  faft  in  a  kind  of 
defired  bondage,  feek  (as  he  doth)  my  freedom 
with  a  fong  :  the  matter  whereof  is  as  worthy  the 
fweeteft  finger  as  myfelf,  the  miferable  finger, 
unworthy  fo  divine  a  fuhjed: ;  but  the  fame  favour 
that  before  rewarded  no  defert,  knows  now  as  well 
how  to  pardon  all  faults  ;  rhen  which  indulgence, 
when  I  regard  myfelf,  I  can  wifh  no  more  ;  when 
I  remember  you,  I  can  hope  no  lefs. 

So  commending  thefe  few  broken  lines  unto 
yours,  and  yourfelf  into  the  hands  of  the  beft  phy- 
fician,  Jefus  Chrifl ;  with  whom  the  moft  ill-af- 
feiled  man,  in  the  midft  of  his  ficknefs,  is  in  good 
health;  and  without  whom  the  moft  lufty  body, 
in  his  greateft  jollity,  is  but  a  ianguifhing  cr.rcafe  : 
I  humbly  take  my  leave,  ending  with  the  fame 
wifh  that  your  devoted  cbferver  and  my  approved 
friend  doth  in  liis  verfes  prefently  fequent,  that 
your  pafTage  to  heaven  may  be  flow  to  us  that 
fhall  want  you  here,  but  to  yourfelf  that  cannot 
want  us  there,  moft  fecure  and  certain. 
Your  Worfliip's 

in  all  duty  and  fervice, 

G.  Fletcher. 


THOMAS  NEVYLE 
MOST  HEAVENLY. 


As  when  the  Captain  of  the  heavenly  hoft, 
©r  elfe  that  glorious  army  doth  appear ; 
In  waters  drown'd,  with  fuiging  billows  tofs'd, 
We  know  they  are  not,  where  we  fee  they  are ; 
We  fee  thenn  in  the  deep,  we  fee  them  move, 
We  know  they  fixed  are  in  heaven  above  : 
So  did  the  Son  of  righteoufnefs  come  down 
Clouded  in  flcfli,  and  feem'd  be  in  the  deep  : 
So  do  the  many  waters  feem  to  drown 
The  flars  his  faints,  and  they  on  earth  to  keep, 
And  yet  this  bun  from  heaven  never  fell,' 
And  yet  thefe  earthly  flars  in  heaven  dwell. 
What  if  their  fouls  be  into  prifon  cafl 
la  earthly  bcdies?  yet  they  long,  for  hcavca* 


What  if  this  worldly  fea  they  have  not  paft  ? 
Yet  fain  they  would  be  brought  into  their  haven, 
They  are  not  here,  and  yet  we  here  them  fee, 
For  every  man  is  there,  where  he  would  be. 
Long  may  you  wifli,  and  yet  long  wifh  in  vain, 
Hence  to  depart,  and  yet  that  wifh  obtain. 
Long  may  you  here  in  heaven  on  earth  remain, 
And  yet  a  heaven  in  heaven  hereafter  gain. 
Go  you  to  heaven,  but  yet,  O  make  no  haftc  I 
Go  flowly,  flowJy,  but  yet  go  at  laft. 
But  when  the  nightingale  fo  near  doth  fit. 
Silence  the-titmoufe  better  may  befit. 

F.  NeTniRsoLX. 


TO    THE   READER. 


There  arc  but  few  of  many  that  can  rightly  judge 
«f  poetry,  and  yet  there  are  many  of  thofe  few, 
that  carry  fo  left-handed  an  opinion  of  it,  as  feme 
of  them  think  it  half  facrilege  for  profane  poetry 
to  deal  with  divine  and  heavenly  matters ;  as 
though  David  were  to  be  fqntenced  by  them,  for 
Vttering  his  grave  matter  upon  the  harp ;  others, 
fomething  more  violent  in  their  cenfure,  but  fure 
lefs  reafonablc  (as  though  poetry  corrupted  all 
good  wits,  when  indeed  bad  wits  corrupt  poetry), 
tanifh  it,  with  Plato,  out  of  all  well-ordered  com- 
monwealths. Both  thefe  I  will  ftrive  rather  to 
fatisfy,  then  refute. 

And  of  the  firft  I  wcuJd  gladly  know,  whether 
they  fuppofe  it  fitter,  that  the  facred  fon^s  in  the 
iJcripture  of  thofe  heroical  faints,  Mofes,  Debo- 
rah, Jeremiah,  Mary,  Simeon,  David,  Solomon, 
(the  wifeft  fchoolman,  and  wittieft  poet)  Ihonld  be 
ejected  from  the  canon  for  want  of  gravity,  or 
rather  this  error  erafed  out  of  their  minds,  for 
want  of  truth.  But,  it  may  be,  they  will  give  the 
Spirit  of  God  leave  to  breathe  through  what  pipe 
it  pleafe,  and  will  confefs,becaufc  they  mull  needs, 
that  all  the  fongs  dittied  by  him,  muft  needs  be,  as 
their  fountain  is,  moft  holy;  but  their  common  cla- 
mour is,  Who  may  compare  with  God  ?  True ; 
and  yet  as  none  may  compare  without  prefump- 
tion,  fo  all  may  imitate,  and  not  without  commen- 
dation ;  which  made  Nazianzen,  one  of  the  ftars 
of  the  Greek  Church,  that  now  fliines  as  bright 
in  heaven,  as  he  did  then  on  earth,  write  fo  many 
divine  poems  of  the  Genealogy,  Miracles,  Pafficn 

of    Chrift,    called   by    him  his  xi'^^^  zsru.x'^y, 

"VVhich,  when  Bafil,  the  prince  of  the  lathers,  and 
his  chamberfellow,  had  fcen,  his  opinion  of  them 
was,  that  he  could  have  devifed  nc thing  either 
more  fruitful  to  other?,  becaufe  it  kindly  wooed 
them  to  religion  ;  or  more  honourable  to  himfelf, 
'0*Sf »  yuf  ftccKCC^niTl^ei  i^t  t5  c^»  a/y;X*>y  ;^«fi£/'«»  it  'rri 
•yn  /iif^eiiQar  becaufe,  by  imitating  the  finging  argels 
in  heaven,  himfelf  became,  though  before  his  time, 
an  earthly  angel.  What  ftiould  1  fpeak  of  Ju- 
vencup,  Profper,  and  the  wife  Prudentius?  the 
laft  of  which  living  in  Hieromes  time,  twelve  hun- 
dred years  ago,  brought  forth  in  hisdechning  age, 
fo  many,  and  fo  religious  poems,  ftraitly  charging 
his  foul,  not  to  let  pafs  fo  much  as  one  either 
night  or  day  without  fome  divine  foag  ;  Hymnis 
conUnuet  dies,  nee  nox  ulla  -vacet,  quin  Dominum  canat 
And  as  fedulous  Pi  udentius,  lo  prudent  bedulius 
was  famous  in  this  poetical  divinity,  the  coctan  of 
f  crnard,  who  fung  the  hiftory  of  Chrift  with  as 


much  devotion  in  himfelf,  as  admiration  to  o- 
thers ;  all  which  were  followed  by  the  choiceft 
wits  of  Chriftendom  :  Nonniu>  tranflating  all  St. 
John's  gofpel  into  Greek  verfe,  Sanazar,  the  late 
living  image,  and  happy  imitator  of  Virgil,  be- 
llowing ten  years  upon  a  fong.  only  to  celebrate 
that  one  day  when  Chrift  was  born  unto  us  on 
earth,  and  we  (a  happy  change)  unto  God  in 
heaven  :  thrice  honoured  Bartas,  and  our  (I  know 
no  other  name  more  glorious  than  his  own)  Mr. 
Edmund  Spencer  (two  blefled  fouls')  not  thinking 
ten  years  enough,  laying  out  their  whole  lives  up- 
on this  one  ftudy  Nay,  I  may  juflly  fay  that  the 
princely  father  of  our  country  (though  in  my 
confcience  God  hath  made  him  of  all  the  learned 
princes  that  ever  were,  the  moft  religious,  and  of 
all  the  religious  princes,  the  moft  learned ;  that 
fo,  by  the  one  he  might  oppofe  him  againft  the 
Pope,  the  pert  of  all  religion  ;  and  by  the  other, 
againft  Bellarmine,  the  abufer  of  all  good  learning) 
is  yet  fo  far  enamoured  with  this  cekftial  mufe 
that  it  ftiall  never  repent  me — calamo  trivjfe  label- 
lum,  whenfoever  I  fliall  remember  Ha:c  cade  utfel- 
ret  quid non  faciebat  Amyntas  f  To  name  no  more 
in  inch  plenty,  where  I  may  find  how  to  begin, 
fooner  then  to  end,  St.  Paul  by  the  example  of 
Chrift,  that  went  finging  to  mount  Ohvet,  with 
his  difciples,  after  his  laft  fupper,  exciteth  the 
Chriftians  to  fi;lace  themfelves  with  hymns,  and 
pfalnis,  and  fpiritual  fongs ;  and  therefore,  by  their 
leaves,  be  it  an  error  for  poets  to  be  divines,  I  had 
rather  err  with  the  fcripture,  than  be  redified  by 
them  :  I  had  rather  adore  the  fleps  of  Nazianzen 
Prudentius,  Sedulius,  then  follow  their  fteps  to  be 
mifguided  :  I  had  rather  be  the  devout  admirer  of 
Nonnius,  Bartas,  my  facred  fovereign,  and  other*, 
the  miracles  of  our  latter  age,  then  the  falfe  feifta- 
ry  of  thefe,  that  have  nothing  at  all  to  follow,  but 
their  own  naked  opinions :  1  o  cc^nclude,  1  had  ra- 
ther with  my  Lord,  and  his  im-ft  divine  apoftle,  fing 
(though  I  fing  forrily)  the  love  of  heaven  and 
earth,  then  praife  Gid  (as  they  do)  with  'he  wor- 
thy gift  .  f  filence,  and  fitting  ftiil,  or  think  ( 
difprais'd  him  with  this  poetical  difcourfe  It 
feems  they  have  either  not  read,  or  clean  forgot, 
that  ir  is  the  duty  of  the  mufes  f  if  we  may  believe 
Pindar  and  Hefiod)  to  fot  always  under  the  throne 
of  Jupiter,  ejus  et  laudes,  et  beneficta  vfimoveat^ 
which  made  a  very  wor'hy  German  wiiter  con- 
clude it,  Certojlatuimus .  proprium  atque  peculiars  pat- 
tar  um   mtmus    ejfe,    Lhrijli   gloriam   iLluJlrare,    being 

good  reafon  that  the  heavenly  infufion  of  fuch  po- 
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ctry,  fhould  end  in  his  glory,  that  had  beginning 
from  his  goodneff, /it  orator,  nafcitur  poeta. 

^OT  the  fecond  fort  thi-rcfore,  that  eliminate  po- 
ets out  of  their  city  gates,  as  though  they  were 
now  grown  fo  bad,  as  they  could  neither  grow 
worfe,  nor  better,  though  it  be  fomewhat  hard  fnr 
thofc  to  be  the  only  men  fhould  want  cities,  that 
were  the  only  caufers  of  the  building  r.f  them ; 
and  fomewhat  inhumane  to  tbrufl;  them  into  the 
•woods,  to  live  among  the  healls,  who  were  the 
firft  that  called  men  out  of  the  woods,  from  their 
beallly,  and  wild  life  ;  yet  fmce  they  will  needs 
fhoulder  them  out  for  the  only  firebrands  to  in- 
flame luft  (the  fault  of  earthly  men,  not  heavenly 
poetry)  I  would  gladly  learn,  what  kind  of  pro- 
fcflions  thefe  men  would  be  entreated  to  entertain, 
that  fo  deride  and  difaffeft  poefy  :  would  they 
admit  of  philofophers,  ihat  after  they  have  burnt 
out  the  whole  candle  of  their  life  in  the  circular 
fludy  of  fciences,  cry  out  at  length,  Se  nihil prcrfus 
fare?  or  fhould  muficians  be  weicome  to  them, 
that  Bant  fine  mentefonum — bring  delight  with  them 
indeed,  could  they  as  well  exprefs  with  their  in- 
ilruments  a  voice,  as  they  can  a  found  ?  or  would 
they  moft  approve  of  foldiers  that  defend  the  life 
of  their  countrymen,  either  by  the  death  of  them- 
felves,  or  their  enemies  ?  If  philofophers  pleafe 
them,  who  is  it  that  knows  not,  that  all  the  lights 
of  example,  to  clear  their  precepts  are  borrowed 
by  philofophers  from  poets?  that  without  Homer's 
examples,  Arillotle  would  be  as  blind  as  Homer  ? 
If  they  retain  muficians,  who  ever  doubted,  but 
that  poets  infufed  the  very  foul  into  the  inart;icu- 


1  late  founds  of  mufic  ?  that  without  Pindar  and 
I  Horace,  the  lyrics  had  been  filenccd  for  ever  ?  If 
I  they  mufl  needs  entertain  foldiers,  who  can  but 
I  confefs,  that  poets  rcftore  again  that  life  to  fol- 
diers, which  they  before  loll  for  the  fafety  of 
their  country  ?  that  without  Virgil,  ^neas  had 
nevf.r  been  to  much  as  heard  of  ?  How  then  can 
they  for  fh?mc  dtny  commonwealths  to  them, 
who  were  the  fir  ft  authors  of  them  ?  how  caa 
they  deny  the  hTnd  philofopher  that  teaches  them, 
his  light  ?  the  empty  mufician  that  delights  them, 
his  foul  ?  the  dying  fol  licr  that  defends  their  life, 
immortality,  after  his  own  death  ?  Let  philofo- 
phy,  let  ethics,  let  all  the  arts  beftow  upon  u';  this 
gift,  that  we  be  not  thought  dead  men,  w'.ilft  we 
remain  among  the  living,  it  is  only  poetry  that 
can  make  u,-.  be  thought  living  men,  when  we  lie 
among  the  drad  ;  and  therefore  I  think  it  une- 
qual, to  thruit  them  out  of  our  cities,  that  call  us 
out  of  our  graves ;  to  think  fo  hardly  of  them, 
that  make  us  to  be  fo  well  thought  of;  to  deny 
them  to  live  a  wiiile  among  us,  that  make  us  live 
f(;r  ever  among  or.rpoftcrity. 

So  being  now  w'^ary  in  pcrfuading  thofe  that 
hate,  I  commend  myle!'"  to  thjfe  that  love  fuch 
poets,  as  Plato  fp^aks  nf  that  ling  divine  and  he- 
roical  matters.  'Oi/  yn.?  oifjoi  ilffl-j.  ot  tkuto,  Xiyt^it, 
aXX'  0  ©io;,  DiUTos  Wiv  o  Xsyan,  recommendinj;  thefe 
my  idle  hours,  ntit  'dly  Ij  ent,  to  good  fchelar^, 
and  good  ChriRians,  that  have  overcome  their 
ignorance  withreafon,  and  their  reafon,  with  relii 
gion. 


JLJl' ^•.    '.Ml  I  PI 
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DEFUNCTO  FRATRI. 

Think  (if  thou  canfl)  how  mounted  onhisfphere, 
In  heaven  now  he  fings  :  thus  fung  he  here. 

Phin.  Fletcher,  Eegal. 


Quid  6  quid  Veneres,  Cupidinefque, 
Turturefque,joc6fque,  pafTerefque 
Lafcivi  canitis  greges,  poetse  ? 
Et  jam  languidiitos  amantum  ocellos, 
Et  mox  turgidulas  finu  pupillas 
Jam  fletus  teneros  cachinnulofque, 
Mox  fufpiria,  morCunculafque, 
Mille  bafia  ;  mille,  mille  nugas  ? 
Et  vultuspueri,  puellulxve 
(Heu  fufci  pueri,  puellula:que  I) 
Pingitis  nivibus,  rcfunculilque, 


(Mentitis  nivibus,  rofunculifque) 
Quas  vel  primo  hyemis  rigore  torpent, 
Vel  Phceb'  intuitu  ftatim  relanguent. 
Heu  flulti  nimiiim  greges  pcetse  I 
Ut  quas  fie  nimis,  (^ah  I;  nimis  i>upetis, 
Nives  caiididulae,  et  rofse  pudentes  : 
Sic  vobis  pereunt  llatiin  lab  res ; 
Et  folem  fugiunf  leveriorem, 
Vel  faltem  gelida  rigent  fenedti. 

At  tu,  qui  clypeo  baud  inane  nomen 
(Minerva  clypeo  lovifque)  fumens 
Vidtrices  refonas  Dei  triumphos, 
Triumphos  lacrymis  mttuque  plenos, 
Plenos  Ixtitis,  ct  fpei  triumphos, 
Dum  rem  carmine,  Pieroque  dignam 
Plenos  militia,  labore  pkuos, 
Tuo  propitius  parar  labori 
Quill  iile  ipfe  tuos  legens  triumphos, 
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Plenos  militia,  labore  plenos, 
Tuo  propitius  parat  labori 
Plenos  lastitise,  et  fpei  triumphos. 

Phin  Fletcher.  Regal. 


H   Mx^idjii. 
M>i  f^taipct. 

Beatissima  virginum  Maria; 

Sed  niatcrque  fimul  beata.  Perquam, 

Qui  femper  fuit,  ille  coepit  elTe ; 

Qvx,  vitiB  dederifque  inire  vitatn; 

Et  Luci  dederis  videre  luctm ; 

QuK  faftidia,  morfiunculafque 

Paffa  es  quas  gravidx  folent,  nee  unq^uan^ 

Audebas  propior  viro  venire  : 

Dum  claufus  penetralibus  latebat 

Matricis  tunica  undique  involutus. 

Quern  fe  poffe  negant  tenere  cceli : 

Qua;  non  virgineas  premi  papillas 

paffa,  virgineas  tamen  dedifti 

Ladtandas  puero  tuo  papillas. 

Etu,  die  age,  die,  beata  virgo, 

^ur  piam  abftineas  manum  timefquft 

Sanda  tangere,  fandariumquc 

In,folens  fugias.     An  inquinari 

Contadtu  metuis  tuo  facrata? 

Conta<3;u  metuis  fuo  facrata 

^ollui  pia  :  cernis  (en !)  ferentem, 

licnimenta  Dei  fur  ends,  il^ 


Foedatas  fibl  ferre  que  jubebat. 
Sis  felix  nova  virgo-mater  opto, 
Qux  moUire  Deum  paras  amicum, 
Quin  hlc  dona  licet  licet  relinquas,  ~ 
Agnellumque  repone  Turturemque, 
Audax  ingrediare  inanis  aedes 
Dei,  tange  Deo  facrata,  tange. 
Qua;  non  concubitu  coinquinata 
Agnellum  peperitque,  Turturemque 
Exclufit,  facili  Deo  litabit 
Agno  cum  Deus  infit,  et  columbs.. 


Nor  can  I  fo  much  fay  as  much  I  ought, 
Nor  yet  fo  little  can  I  fay  as  nought, 
In  praife  of  this  thy  work,  fo  heuv'niy  penn'd, 
That  fure  the  facred  dovs  a  quill  did  lend 
From  her  high  foaring  wing :  certes  I  know 
No  other  plumes,  that  makes  man  feeni  fo  lovf 
In  his  own  eyes,  who  to  all  others  fight 
Is  mounted  to  the  higheft  pitch  of  height : 
Where  if  thou  feem  to  any  of  fniall  price, 
The  fault  is  not  in  thee  but  in  his  eyes. 
But  what  do  I  thy  flood  of  wit  reftrain 
Within  the  narrow  banks  of  my  poor  vein  ? 
More  I  could  fay,  and  would,  but  that  to  praife 
Thy  verfes,  is  to  keep  them  from  their  praife. 
For  them  who  reads,  and  doth  them  not  advance. 
Of  envy  doth  it,  or  of  ignorance. 

F.  Nethersole. 
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TBe  afg:?fr/«it  propccTtctet?  fp?  geisert^  Qm  iedctnptic«>  by  Cbrsft,  Ttr.  I,  s.  The  antftor''s  inTOcatisa 
lo5  th&  better  haiXliliDg  of  k^  ^er.  3,  4.  R&n'a  jetJemption,  fjc«i  the  caorfc.  Mercjf  dwelling  ua 
heauea^  and  pleading  for  nsen  nov*  g«»lty  V  ^t**  |iiftic£-  defcrzbcti  bj  iier  «jt3alitics>  ver.  3 — »o. 
Mer  retinue,  ver.  ij.  Her  fubj.'"^,  •wesr.  i.$.  Her  accafatioo ol man's-  fin, 'rer.  17.  And,  sft,  of 
Adam's  fisft  £»,  ver-  18,  19^  TlicKof  bis  pofteritj"*.,  iis  all  kind  &E  idolatry,  -rer.  20—24,  H&W  " 
ii,op«£ulany  patroRage  of  it,  ■«er.  35 — 27.  All  the  creatisEes-  having  diffeageed  tbt-rafelves  •with 
^isro  £os  his-  ezirciisfi  Eathan-kfulaefs,  ver.  28 — 3,3..  So  thai  l^cg  dellitiite  of  all  hope  and  re- 
Sicdy,  he  can  iook  for  nctliicg;  bin  s  fearful  feoteaee,  ■wr.  jj, — ^401  The  eSeft  of  Jufticie  her 
feeecb  :  th»  isiftaxii'irtatioa  ©f  the  heaivcaly  powers-  a.ppeaifed  by  Mcrcj%  whr/  is  dvfcribed  b-y  feer 
ehecrfulnefs  t»  <ififetMi  mar.v  ■«e!r  40— 4a  Our  snsibilidry  ta  defer Lfce  iter,  ver.  43,  44.  Herbeattty^ 
sefecabledby  the  creatures,  vjhidi:  ace  all  frail  feadows- of  her  eSestlaJ  petfe<Ssiun-,ve'r.  4^,46-  Kei- 
a4tsc-da33ts,  ver.  4,6^  4.7.  Her  perfuafive  poiweF,.^!.  48  —5©.  Herkitwi  Bfikts-tomars,  vcr.  55, 52;.  Her 
wu-messts,  wpc«ght  by  hsn  »wb. Iianci*,  whesevyith  (lie  clothes. hesfelS^  cswxhpofed  >£  all  the  crcatorej^ 
ves-  55.  The  earth.,  veir.  541,  Sea^  isrer.  J5,56»  Air,,  ver.  57,  jfe.  The  ceiefliaL  bodies,  ver. 
5%  6<i  The  third  heauen^^jer.  6j,  6i-.  Ker  ob],L(fe, -weii.  65-  Rcperitei:ccy  iter.  (£4— *-66.  Faith, 
•^.er;  &7 — 691.  Her  deprecative  fpeech  f;ji  Eaan  :  ii:« -which  fiie  trBnfla-te>  cbe  principal  Eaidt  cijt» 
thE-deiiil  i  aod  repeating  Juftice  hes  sggEa.uatiiosi'  ©£  mcrts  Siv  m it igaiea it  ^  aft,  By  a  contrary  ki- 
Serancer  ad»  By  iiitercefllng  hesfelE  im  thsr  .,aiufe-,  aiid  Chrii^,.  ver.  70 — yj^  That  ie- as  fiifSci^iic 
Solatisfy,  as-  tiiz-ii  wtas  impotent,  ver.  76,  77.  Whon^  (h«  celebrates  from-  the  tirrt€  ©f  his  cetivity, 
uer.  7S.  From,  the  eSeifls  cf  it  in  biiiifelf^  v«3f.  7Cr,,  Sbi  Egy;)6,  ^i  t'he  aageli  and  reses, -cer, 
%'Sy  8.3,     The  eileib  o£  Mercy's.fpcech„  84^     A  tianikloa  to.  ^h£ili*a  Ikccod  vidkozy^-vftr.  Sjjv 


Tste:  Birtft  of  FSm  tf^at  n®^  beginning'  knc^^ 
Ter  gives-  begirraing  ts<all  that  ajtebosriv 
i?jRd  hovs  the  !iifii:4te  fas  gresfier  gaew, 
B^  growiug  lefs,  and  hcvw  'he-  rifing  morn--,, 
TShat  that  Irons:  hsav'o),  and  back  to  hea-y^n  setmra-^, 

The  ob^eqTiies.o£  bim  that  «o;ild.  not  die,, 

And  dsatbof  Rfe,  end  of  eternity, 
iHjaw  worthily  he  died,  thai  died  mi  wocthilyj 

II. 
Waft  Qia&  anxJ  m&n  duibotA  eiYiiBraec  each  (nther^ 
Met  sn-  tais  pesfoa,  hea'^eii  an<i  earth  i!i/iki£3jj 
,^d  how  a  virgia  did  become  a.  sa/^tfecr^ 
A^nd  bare  that  &  n,  who- the  ws>rjd">  Father  \a^ 
And  maJier  o£  his- mother,  and  how  Blifs-. 

Btrcended  trom-  th-e-  bofona-  »f  the  HJgh:^ 

To  ilotke  himJiielf  iir  saked.  raifery. 
Sailing  s-*  lengtL  to  hss-Va,,  ia  eartb'^  tEiiirapfe- 


Is  the  SrS  Saarje,.  wlserewith-  rrsy  •whiter  m\j-& 
Doth  borra  iis  heavenlsy  iove,  fejcla  !b«e  4o.  selli. 
6>  shou'  tha-t  didis  shtE-  holy  fee  inf  aUs;,  O^S^n 

Andi  «aBg|t*Ts  this  breafi,  bo*  !»ie-  t?s.e  gj&vc  of 
Wherein  ai  btiiwi  arid;  cteadi  hcast  li'tt'eS,  t*  i?w«B 

With  better  thowghts,  feud!  da«cni  tSasfe-  lig&6« 
fthae  len(S 

S&X5W ledge,,  hcwr  So  be^i*,  andj  &e*SB>  to^ecdl 
The  lu^e^that  neve?  Wi«^  nass  «wes  can  fcc-  p£asi''<2. 

iv- 
Te  iJaCTedl  ■waitings-  r^-  whafe  amti'^ue  feanrss 
The  tnemo-iiea-  ®£"  heaven  Siit3eafai!:'"d  Ikv 
Sa^V  whaic  nrsigbf  bc'  she  eaiife  6hac  marcy  fefiatses 
The-  daft  al"  fia.  above  ih*  indTaftiJpMiai  &t-j, 
And^  Eecs-  it  not  to  d'ift  and"  a-fhcs.  £y  ? 

Couki  fuftice  be  aS  He  fc>.«fc^eD-w5^'8,. 

Oi;  fogrsst  ili  be  ca:u&  of  fo  gseae  gsw)d,  pMVwxfS' 
Tb2£  bla^Y  mas.  to>  ^ve.  maoTih  SasLo^iS  &£ei  Gw 
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Or  did  tlic  lips  of  Mercy  drop  fofr  fpeoch 
For  trait'rous  man,  when  at  th"  Eternal's  throne 
Incenled  Nemefis  did  heav'n  beieecli 
With  tliund'ring-  voice,  thatjulHcc  mijjht  he  fliown 
Againft  the  rebels  that  from  God  were  flown  ? 
O  fay,  lay  how  could  Mi  rcy  plt;ad  for  riinl'e 
Tiiat,  fcarcely  snade,  againli  their  iVIak^r  rofe  ? 
Will  aiiy-flay  his  irieiul,  that  he  may  Tpare  his  foes  ? 

VI. 

There  i";  a  place  beyond  that  flaming  hill 
From  whence  the  liars  their  thin  appearance  fhed, 
A  placf,  heyond  all  place,  where  never  ill, 
Nor  impure  tiioujrht  was  ever  harboured  ; 
But  faintly  heroes  are  forever  fu'd 

To  keep  an  everlalHng  Sabbath's  reft; 

Still  wiiliing  that,  of  what  th'  are  flili  prffefl ; 
Enjoying  but  one  joy,  but  one  of  all  joys  bell. 

Vll. 

Here,  when  the  ruin  of  that  beauteous  frame, 
Whole  golden  building  fhin'd  Vt'ith  every  itar 
Of  excellence,  deform'd  with  age  bctanic; 
Mercy,  remenib'ring  peace  in  niidrt  of  war, 
Lift  up  the  mufic  of  her  voice,  to  bar 
Eternal  fate  ;  left  it  fhould  quite  erafc 
That  from  the  world,  which  was  the  firfl  world's 
grace. 
And  all  again  into  their  (nothing)  chaos  chafe. 

VIII. 

For  what  had  All  this  all,  which  man  in  one 
TH.^  not  unite  ?  the  earth,  air,  v.'aiej,  fire, 
l-il>,  fen<"e,  and  Ipirir,  nay,  the  pow'rfui  throne 
Of  the  divinell  elfence  did  retire, 
And  his  own  image  into  clay  infiiire  : 
•So  that  this  crca'ure  well  might  called  lie 
Of  tb.e  great  world  the  fmall  epitoniy, 
Of  the  dead  world  the  live  and  quick  anaton-iy. 

IX. 

Eut  juftice  had  no  fooner  mercy  feea 
•Smoothing  the  wrinkles  of  her  father's  br'-w, 
But  up  ftie  ftarts,  and  throws  hejfelf  between  : 
As  when  a  vapour  from  a  m  .cry  flough, 
A'iecting  with  Irefli  Lous,  that  but  now 

Open'd  the  world  which  all  in  'Barknels  lay, 

D  )th  heav'n'o  bright  face  of  his  rays  difanay. 

And  fads  the  tmiiing  orient  of  the  fpringing  day. 

X. 

She  w<i<i  a  virgin  of  auQere  regard  : 

Not  as  the  woild  efteems  her,  deuf  and  blind; 

But  as  the  eagle,  that  hath  oft  compar'd 

Her  eye  with  heav'n's,  fo,  and  more  brightly  fliin'd 

Her  lamping  fight :  for  fhe  the  fame  could  wind 

••     Into  the  folid  heart,  and  with  her  ears, 

The  fileuce  of  the  thought  loud  fpeaking  hears, 
And  in  one  hand  a  pair  of  even  fcaies  fhe  wears. 

yi. 
No  riot  of  afFeclinn  revel  kept 
Within  her  breaft,  but  a  ftill  apathy 
PofTeiTed  all  htr  foul,  which  foftly  flept, 
Securely,  with<ut  tempefh ;  no  fad  cry 
Awakes  her  pity,  but  wrong'd  poverty, 

Sendiiig  his  eyes  to  heav'n  fwimmiiig  in  tears, 
With  hideous  clamours  ever  ft  ruck  her  ears, 
IS'hctting  the  blazing  fword  that  in  her  hand  llie 
bearsi 

VCL.IV. 


The  winged  lightning  is  her  Mercury, 
And  round  about,  her  mighty  thunders  found  : 
ImpaicRt  of  himfell  lies  pining  by 
Pale  Sicknefs,  with  his  kercher'd  head  up  wound. 
And  thouiand  noilbmc  p!;  gues  attend  htr  round. 
But  if  htr  cloudy  brow  but  once  grow  foul, 
The  flints  do  melt,  and  rocks  to  water  roll, 
And  airy  mountains  (hake,  and  frighted  fhadows 
howl. 

xm. 
Famiiie,  and  hloodlefs  Care,  and  bloody  War, 
Want,  and  the  want  of  kiiowlcdge  how  to  ufe 
Abundance,  Age,  and  Fear,  that  runs  afar 
Before  his  fellow  Grief,  that  aye  purfues 
His  winged  fteps  ,  for  who  would  not  refufe 
Grief 's  company,  a  dull,  and  raw  bon'd  fpright, 
That   Links  the  cheeks,  and  pales  the  freiliell 
fight, 
Unbofoming  the  cheerful  breail  of  all  delight  i 

XIV. 
Before  this  cnrfe.J  throng  goes  Ignorance, 
Tiiat  needs  will  lead  the  way  he  cannot  fee  : 
And,  aftf  r  all.  Death  doth  his  flag  advance. 
And  in  the  midft.  Strife  ftill  would  roguing  be, 
Whole  ragged  ficih  atid  clothe^  did  well  agree  : 
And  round  about  amazed  Horror  files. 
And  over  all.  Shame  veils  his  guilty  eye?,   [lies. 
And  underneath.,  hell's  hungry  throat  ftili  yawning 

2V. 

Upon  two  fiony  tables,  fpread  before  her, 
t'he  leaii'd  her  bofom,  more  than  Itony  hard, 
There  flept  th'  impartial  jiidge,  and  ftrisfl:  reftorer 
Of  wrong,  or  right,  with  pain,  or  with  reward, 
Tiiere  hung  the  fcore  cf  all  our  debt?,  the  card 

Where  good,  and  bad,  and  life,  and  death,  were 
painted  : 

Was  never  lieart  of  mortal  fo  untainted. 
But  when  th;it  fcroll  was  read,  with  thoufand  ter- 
rors fainted. 

XVI. 
Witnefs  the  thunder  that  mount  Sinai  heard, 
\A''hen  all  the  hi  1  with  fiery  ciouiis  did  flame. 
And  wand'ring  Ifrael,  with  the  fight  afear'd, 
Biinned  with  feeii.g,  durft  not  touch  the  fame, 
But  like  a  wood  of  fiiaking  leaves  became. 

On  this  dead  Juftice,  fhe,  the  living  law, 

Bowing  herfelf  with  a  majellic  awe, 
Aliheav'n,  to  hear  her  fpeech,did  into  filencc  draw. 

xvii. 
Dread  Lord  of  fpirits,  well  thou  didft  devife 
To  fling  the  world's  rude  dunghill,  and  the  drofs 
Of  the  t,!d  chaos,  fartheft  from  tht  ikies. 
And  thine  own  feat,  that  hear  the  child  of  lofs. 
Of  all  the  lower  heav'n  the  curfe,  and  crofs, 

Ihat  V,' retch, bcaft,  captive, monfter  man, might 
fpend, 

(Proud  of  the  mire,  in  which  his  foul  Is  pen'd) 
Clodded  in  lumps  of  clay,  his  weary  life  to  end. 

XV  111. 

His  body  duft  :  where  grew  fuch  caufe  of  pride? 
His  foul,  thy  image  :  what  could  he  envy  .^) 
Himfelf  moft  happy,  if  he  fo  would  bide  : 
Now  grown  moll  wretched, who  can  remedy?. 
Kc  flev.'  himfelf,  liinifelf  the  enemy. 

li 
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That  his  own  fdul  would  her  own  murder  wreak, 
If  1  were  tilent,  heav'n  and  earth  would  fpeak  ; 
And  if  all  fail'd,  tbefe  ilones  would  into  clamours 
break. 

X)X. 

How  many  darts  made  furrews  in  his  fide, 
When  fhe,  that  out  of  his  f)wn  fide  was  made. 
Gave  feathers  to  their  flight  ?  where  was  the  pride 
Of  their  new  knowledge  ?  whither  did  it  fade? 
When,  running  from  thy  voice  into  the  fhade, 

He  fled  thy  fiijht,  hinifelf  of  fight  bereav'd ; 

And  for  bis  fhield  a  leavy  armour  we:iv'd, 
With  which,  vain   man,    he  thought  God's  eyes 
to  have  deceiv'd  ? 

XX. 

And  well  he  might  delude  thofe  eyes,  that  fee, 
And  judge  by  colours  ;  for  who  ever  faw 
A  man  of  leaves,  a  reafonable  tree  ? 
But  thofe  that  from  this  flock,  their  life  did  draw, 
Soon  made  their  father  godly,  and  by  law 
Prc'claimed  trees  almighty  :  gods  of  wood, 
Of  {locks,  and  flones,  with  crowns  of  laurel 
flood,  [blood. 

Templed,  and  fed  by  fathers  with  their  children's 

XXI. 
The  fparkling  fanes,  that  burn  in  beaten  gold. 
And,  like  the  flars  of  heav'n  in  midft  of  night, 
Black  Egypt,  as  her  mirrors,  doth  behold, 
Are  but  the  dens  where  idol-fnakes  delight 
Again  to  cover  Satan  from  their  fight  : 

Yet  thefe  are  all  their  gods,  to  whom  they  vie 
The  crocodile,  the  cock,  the  rat,  the  fiy. 
Tit  gods,  indeed,  for  fuch  men  to  be  ferved  by. 

XXII. 

The  fire,  the  wind,  the  fea,  the  fun,  and  moon, 
The  flitting  air,  and  the  fwift-winged  hours. 
And  all  the  watchmen,  that  fo  nimbly  run, 
And  fentinel  about  the  vi'alled  towers 
<Qf  the  world's  city,  in  their  heavenly  bowers. 
And,  left  their  pleafant  gods  fhouid  want  delight, 
Neptune  fpues  out  the  Lady  Aphrodite,  [light. 
And  but  in  heaven  proud  Juno's  peacocks  fcorn  to 

XXIIl. 

The  fenfelefs  earth,  the  ferpent,  dog,  and  cat, 
Andworfe  than  all  thefe,  man,  and  worft  of  men 
Ufurping  Jove,  and  fwelling  Bacchus  fat, 
And  drunk  with  the  vine's  purple  blood,  and  then 
The  fiend  himfelf  they  conjure  from  his  den, 

Becaiife  he  only  yetremain'd  to  be 

Worfe  than  tlie  woril  of  men,  they  flee  from 

thee,  [knee. 

And  wear  hi?  altar-flones  out  with  their  pliant 

XXIV. 

All  that  he  fpeaks  (and  all  he  fpeaks  are  lies) 
Are  oracles  ;  'tis  he  (that  wounded  all) 
iiuresall  their  wouiidi;  he  (that  put  out  their  eyes) 
That  gives  th,  ni  light ;  he  (that  death  firll  did  call 
Ipto  the  v.-crld)  that  with  Ms  orifal, 

Infpiritf.  earth  ;   he  heav'n's  all- feeing  eye, 
He  earth's  j;rcat  prophet,  he,  wliom  refl  doth  fly, 
That  on  fait  billows  doth,  as  pillgws,  l|eeping  lie. 

xxv. 
jBut  let  him  in  bis  cabin  rfftlefs  reft, 
'The  dungron  of  dark  frames,  and  freezing  fire, 
Juflice  211  be£-»'{i  agair.il  man  inaksa  requeil 


To  God,  and  of  his  angels  doth  require 
Sin's  punifhment  :  if  what  (  did  dcfire. 

Or  who,  or  againfl  whom,  or  why,  or  where, 

Of,  or  before  whom  ignorant  [  were. 
Then  fhouid  my  fpeech  their  fands  of  flns  to  moun« 
tains  rear. 

XXVI. 
Were  not  the  heav'ns  pure,  in  whofe  courts  I  fue, 
The  Judge,  to  whom  i  fue,  juft  to  requite  him. 
The  caufe  for  fin,  the  punifhment  moft  due, 
Jullice  herfelf,  the  plaintiff  to  endite  him. 
The  angels  holy,  before  whom  1  cite  him, 

He  againft  whom,  wicked,  unjufl,  impure  ; 

Then  might  he  finful  live,  and  die  fecure, 
Or  trial  might  efcape,  or  trial  might  endure. 

XXVII. 
The  judge  might  partial  be,  and  over-pray'd. 
The  place  appeal'd  from,  in  whofe  courts  he  fues, 
The  fault  excus'd,  or  punifhment  delay'd, 
The  parties  felf  accus'd,  that  did  accufe. 
Angels  for  pardon  might  their  prayers  ufe  : 

But  now  no  (lar  can  fhine,  no  hope  be  got. 

Moil  wretched  creature,  if  he  knew  his  lot. 
And  yet  more  wretched  far,  becaufe  he  knows  it 
not. 

xxviii. 
What  fhouid  I  tell  how  barren  earth  is  grown, 
All  for  to  ftarve  her  children  ?  didft  not  thou 
Water  with  heav'nly  fhow'rs  her  womb  unfown, 
And  drop  down  clouds  of  flow'rs  i  didfl  not  thou 

bow 
Thine  eafy  ear  unto  the  ploughman's  vow  ? 

Long  might  he  look,  and  look,  and  long  in  vaia 

Might  load  his  harvefl  in  an  empty  wain. 
And  beat  the  woods,  to  find  the  poor  oak's  hung- 
ry grain. 

XXIX. 

The  fwelling  fea  feethes  in  his  angry  waves,  [rifli  ; 

And  fwiites  the  earth  that  dares  the  traitors  nou- 

Yet  cift  his  thunder  their  light  cork  outbraves, 

Mowing  themoiin:ains,  on  whofe  temples flourifh 

Whole  woods  of  garlands;    and,  their  pride  to 

cherifh,  [difpby 

Plough  through  the  fea's  green  fields,  and  nets 

To  catch  the  flying  winds,  and  Ileal  away,  [prey. 

Coz'ning  the  greedy  fea,  pris'ning  their  nimble 

XXX. 

Hciv  often  have  I  foen  the  waving  pine, 
TolVd  on  a  wat'ry  mountain,  knock  his  head 
At  heav'n's  too  patient  gates,  and  with  fait  brine 
Quench  the  moon's  burning  horns;  and  fafely  fled 
From  heav'n's  revenge,  her  paifcngers,  all  dead 
With  fiiff  aftdiiiflimcnt,  tumble  to  hell .' 
Hovv  oft  the  fea  all  earth  would  overlvkfell. 
Did  not  thy  fandy  girdle  bind  the  mighty  well  ? 

XXXI. 
Would  not  the  air  be  fiU'd  with  (Iream?  of  death. 
To  poifon  the  quick  rivers  r,{  their  blood  .' 
Did  not  thy  winds  fan,  with  their  panting  breath, 
The  flitting  region  ?  would  not  th'  hafty  flood 
Empty  itfelf  into  the  fca's  wide  wood  : 

Didft  not  thc/u  lead  it  wand'ring  from  his  way, 
To  give  men  drink,  and  make  his  waters  flray, 
To   frefli  the  flow'ry  meadows,  throi:jih   Vihoftt 
fields  they  play  i 
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XXXII. 

Who  makes  the  fourccs  of  the  filver  fountains 
From  the  flint's  mouth,  and  rocky  valleys  Aide, 
Thick'ning  the  airy  bowels  of  the  mountains? 
Who  hath  the  wild  herds  of  the  foreft  ty'd 
In  their  cold  dens,  making  the:Ti  hungry  bide 
Till  man  to  reft  be  laid  ?  can  beaftly  he. 
That  (hould  have  m^ift  fenle,  only  fenfelefs  be, 
And  all  things  elfe,  befide  himfelf,  fo  awful  fee  ? 

XXXIII. 

Were  he  not  wilder  than  the  favage  bead, 
Prouder  than  haughty  hills,  harder  than  rocks. 
Colder  than  fountains  from  their  fprings  releaft, 
Lighter  than  air,  blinder  than  fenfelefs  flocks, 
M^re  changing  than  the  river's  curling  locks : 

If  reafon  would  not,  fenfe  would  foon  reprove 
him, 

And  unto  fliame,  if  not  to  forrow,  move  him. 
To  fee  cold  floods,  wild  beafts,  dull  flocks,  hard 
ftoncs  out-love  him. 

XXXIV. 

Under  the  weight  of  fin  the  earth  did  fall, 
And  fwallowed  Dathan,  and  the  raging  wind. 
And  ftormy  fea,  and  gaping  whale,  did  csll 
For  Jonas;  and  the  air  did  bullets  find, 
And  (hot  from  heav'n  a  ftony  fliow'r,  to  grind  : 
The  five  proud  kings,  that  for  their  idols  fought. 
The  fun  itfelf  flood  ftill  to  fight  it  out, 
And  fire  from  heav'n  flew  down, when  Sin  to  heav'n 
did  Ihout. 

XXXV. 

Should  any  to  himfelf  for  fafety  fly  ? 
'I'he  way  to  fave  himfelf,  if  any  were, 
Were  to  fly  from  himfelf:  fhould  he  rely 
Upon  the  promife  of  his  wife  ?  but  there 
What  can  he  fee,  but  that  he  mod  may  fear, 
A  Cren,  fweet  to  death  ?  upon  his  friends  ? 
Who  that  he  needs,  or  that  he  hath  not  lends  ? 
Or  wanting  aid  hinlfelf,  aid  to  another  fends  ? 

xxxvi. 
His  flrength?  but  dud;  hispleafure?  caufe  nf  pain: 
His  hope  ?  falfe  courtier :  youth,  or  beauty  ?  brittle : 
Fntreaty .'  fond  :  repentance  ?  late  and  vain  : 
Juft  recompence  ?  the  world  were  all  too  little: 
Thy  love  ?  he  hath  no  title  to  a  title  : 

Hell's  force  ?  in  vain  her  furies  hell  fhall  gather  : 
His  fervants,  kinfmen,  or  his  children  rather  ? 
His  child,  if  good,  fliall  judge  ;  if  bad,  Ihull  curfe 
his  father. 

xxxvii.  [him  : 

His  life  ?  that  brings  him  to  his  end,  and  leaves 
His  end  ?  that  leaves  him  to  begin  his  wo  : 
His  goods  ?  what  good  in  that,  that  fo  deceives 

him? 
His  gods  of  wood  ?  their  feet,  alas !  are  flow 
To  go  to  help,  that  niufl:  be  help'd  to  go  : 

Honour,  great  worth  ?  ah!  little  worth  they  be 
Unto  their  owners  :  wit  ?  that  makes  him  fee 
He  wanted  wit,  that  thought  he  had  it,  wanting 
thee. 

XXXVIII. 

The  fea  to  drink  him  quick  ?   that  cafts  his  dead  : 
Angels  10  fparc  ?  they  punifh  :  niglit  to  hide  ? 
Hhe  world  fliall  bura  in  light :   the  heav'n's  to 
ipread 


Their  wings  to  fave  him  ?  heav'n  itfelf  fliall  flidci 
And  roll  away  like  melting  liars  that  glide 

Along  'heir  oily  threads  :  his  mind  purfues  him: 
His  houfe  to  ftiroud,  or  hills  to  fall,  and  bruife 
him  ? 
As  ferjeants  both  attach,  and  witnefles  accufe  him. 

xxxix. 
What  need  I  urge  what  they  muft  needs  confefs  ? 
Sentence  on  them,  condemn'd  by  their  own  luft  • 
I  crave  no  more,  and  thou  can'Il  give  no  lefs 
Than  death  to  dead  men,  juftice  to  unjuft; 
Shame  to  mod  fliameful,  and  mo.c  fliamelefs  duft  : 
But  if  thy  mercy  needs  will  fpare  her  friends, 
Let  mercy  there  begm,  where  judice  ends. 
'  ris  cruel  mercy,  that  the  wrong  from  right  de- 
fends. 

XL. 

She  ended,  and  the  heav'nly  hierarchies 
Burning  in  zeal,  thickly  imbranded  were  • 
Like  to  an  army  that  alarum  cries, 
And  everyone  fliakes  his  ydreaded  fpear, 
And  the  Almighty's  folf,  as  he  would  tear 

The  earth,  and  her  firm  bads  quite  in  funder, 
Flam'd  all  in  jud  revenge,  and  mighty  thun- 
der : 
Heav'n  dole  itfelf  from  earth  by  clouds  that  mbift- 
er'd  under. 

xn. 
As  when  the  chereful  fun  elamping  wide. 
Glads  all  the  world  with  his  uprifing  ray, 
And  woos  the  widow'd  earth  afrefh  to  pride 
And  paints  her  bofom  with  the  flow'ry  May,' 
His  filent  fider  deals  him  quite  away. 
Wrapt  in  a  fable  cloud,  from  mortal  eyes 
The  hady  dars  at  noon  begin  to  rife. 
And  headlong  to  his  early  rood  the  fparrovv  flies : 

XLII, 

But  foon  as  he  ao^ain  dilhadowed  is, 
Redoring  the  blind  world  his  blemifh'd  fight, 
As  though  another  day  were  newly  his 
The  coz'ncd  birds  bufily  take  their  flight. 
And  wonder  at  the  fhortnefs  of  the  night  : 
So  mercy  once  again  herfelf  difplays 
Out  from  her  fider't  cloud,  and  open  lays 
Thofe  funfliine  looks,  whofe  beams  would  dim  a 
thoufand  days. 

xmi. 
How  may  a  worm,  that  crawls  along  the  duft, 
Clamber  the  azure  mountains,  thrown  fo  hiah 
And  fetch  from  thence  thy  fair  idea  jud, 
That  in  thofe  funny  courts  doth  hidden  lie 
Cloth'd  withfuch  light,  as  blinds  tiie  angels  eye  ? 
How  may  weak  mortal  ever  hope  to  fill 
His  unfmooth  tongue,  and  his  deprodrate  flyle  ? 
O,  raife  thou  from  his  corfe,  thy  now  entomb'd 
exile  ! 

xnv. 
One  touch  would  roufe  mc  from  my  fluggidi  herfe 
One  word  would  call  me  to  my  widied  home, 
One  look  would  polifh  my  afllid'ed  verfe,    [lome. 
One  thoLght  would  Ileal  my  foul  from  her  thick 
And  force  it  wand  rii  g  up  to  heav'n  to  pome. 
There  to  importune,  and  to  beg  apace 
One  happy  favour  of  thy  facred  grace,       [face. 
j  To  fee  (what  though  it  lofe  her  eyes  ?_)  to  fcs  th/ 
liij 


S09 


THE    WORKS    OF    G.    FLETCHER. 


If  any  a{k  why  rofes  pleafe  the  fipht  ? 

Becaufc  th.eir  leaves  upon  thy  cheeks  do  bow'r  : 

If  any  afk  wKy  lilies  are  fo  v.hite  ? 

Becaufe  their  bli-ffonis  in  thy  hand  do  flow'r  : 

Or  why  fweet  plants  fo  crrateful  odours  fhow'r  ? 
It  is  be^aufe  thy  breath  fo  like  they  be  : 
Or  why  the  orient  lun  fo  bright  \vc  fee  ? 

What  reafon  can  we  give,  but  from  thine  eyes, 
and  thee  ? 

XLV!. 

P  ns'd  all  in  lively  crinifon  are  thy  cheeks, 
Where  beauties  indeflourifhirrg  abire, 
And.  as  to  pafs  hip  fellow  cither  feeks, 
Seems  both  to  bluCi  at  one  another^  pride  : 
And  en  thine  eyelids,  waiting  rhee  befide, 

Ten  thoufand  graces  fu,  and  when  they  move 
To  earth  tbeir  amorius  belgard'  from  above, 
They  fly  from  heav'n,  and  on  their  wings  convey 
thy  love. 

XLVII. 

And  of  difcolour'd  plumes  their  wings  are  made. 
And  with  fo  wond'roiis  art  the  quills  are  wrought, 
That  whenfnever  they  cur  the  airy  glade, 
The  wind  into  their  hollow  pipes  is  caught  : 
As  feem«,  the  fpheres  with  them  they  down  have 
brought : 
JLike  to  the  feven-fold  reed  of  Arcady, 
Which  Pan  of  Syrinx  mad?,  when  ike  did  fly 
To  Ladon  fands,  and  at  his  fighs  fung  merrily. 

XI.VIII.  • 

As  melting  honey,  dropping  from  the  comb. 
So  ftill  the  words,  that  fpring  between  thy  lips, 
Thy  lips,  v.  here  fniiling  f^-eetnef?  keeps  her  home, 
And  heav'nly  eloquence  pure  manna  fips. 
He  that  his  pen  but  in  that  fountain  dips. 
How  nimbly  will  the  golden  phrafes  fly, 
And  flied  forth  fireams  of  choiceft  rhetory. 
Waling  celeftial  torrents  out  of  poefy  ? 

XI.IX. 

like  as  the  thirfty  land,  in  fummer's  heat. 
Calls  to  the  clouds,  and  gapes  at  every  fliow'r, 
As  though  her  hungry  cliffs  all  heav'n  would  eat ; 
Which  if  high  God  unto  her  bofim  pour. 
Though  much  refrefh'd,  yet  more  flie  could  de- 
vour: 
So  hang  the  greedy  ears  <if  angels  fweet, 
And  every  breath  a  thoufand  Cupids  meet. 
Seme  flying  in,  fomc  out,  and  all  about  her  fleet. 

L. 

Upon  herbreaft  delight  doth  foftly  fleep, 

And  of  eternal  joy  is  brought  abed  ; 

Thofe  fnowy  mountlets,  through  which  do  creep 

The  milky  rivers,  that  arc  inly  bred 

In  fdvcr  cifterns,  and  tbemfelves  do  Ibed 
To  weary  travellers,. in  heat  of  day, 
To  quench  their  fiery  third,  and  to  allay 

With  dropping   nedar  floods,   the  fury  of  their 
way. 

LI. 

If  any  wander,  thou  doft  call  him  back  : 
If  any  be  not  forward,  thou  incit'ft  him  : 
Thou  doft  expe(5t,  if  any  fhould  grow  flack  : 
If  any  feem  but  willing,  thou  inTit'ft  him: 
Or  if  he  do  offend  thee,  thou  acquitt'ft  him  : 


Thou  find'ft  the  loft,  and  foliow'ft  him  that  flics, 
Hcahng  the  fick,  and  qi'ick'ning  him  that  dies  : 
Thou  art  the  lane  man's  friendly  ftafi",   the  blind 
man's  eyes. 

LII. 

So  fair  thou  art,  that  all  would  thee  behold ; 
Bi!t  none  ran  thee  behold,  thcu  art  fo  fair  : 
Pardi  n,  O  pardon  then  thy  vafTal  bold. 
That  with  (oor  ftiad'  ws  ftrlves  thee  to  compare, 
And  match  the  thin gsv/hich  heknowfmatchlefsare. 
O  thou  vile  mirr<  r  of  celeftial  grace, 
How  can  frail  colours  pourtray  i  ut  thy  face. 
Or  paint  in  flefti  thy  beauty,  in  fuchfcmblance  bafe? 

LIII. 

Her  upper  garment  wa-^  a  Clken  lawn. 

With  needle-work  richly  embroidered  ; 

Which  flie  herfcif  with  her  own  hand  had  drawn. 

And  all  the  world  therein  had  pourtrayed. 

With  threads  fo  frefti  and  lively  coloured, 

'I'hat  feem'd  the  world  {he  new  created  there ; 

And  'he  miftaken  eye  would  rafldy  fwear 
The  lilken  trees  did  grow,  and  the  bcafts  living 
were.  « 

LIV. 

Low  at  her  feet  the  earth  was  caft  alone 
(As  though  no  kifs  her  foot  it  did  alpire, 
And  gave  itfelf  for  her  to  tread  upon) 
With  fo  unlike  and  different  attire, 
That  every  one  that  faw  it,  rlid  admire 

What  it  might  be,  was  of  fo  various  hue  ; 

For  to  itfelf  it  oft  fo  diverfe  gfev/,  [new. 

That  ftill  it  feem'd  the  fame,  and  ftill  it  feem'd  a, 

LV. 

And  here  and  there  few  men  fhe  fcattered, 
(That  in  their  thought  the  world  efteem  but  fmall, 
And  tliemffcives  great)  but  fliewith  one  fine  thread 
So  ftort,  and  fmall,  and  fler.der  wove  them  all, 
1  hat  like  a  fort  of  bufy  ants  that  crawl 

About  fome  mole-hill,  fo  they  wandered  ; 

And  routed  abcut  the  v.-aving  fea  was  ftied  : 
But,  for  the  filver  fands,fmallpcarls  were  fprinkled. 

LVI. 

So  curioufly  the  underwork  did  creep, 
And  curling  circlets  fowell  rn:'.dowed  lay. 
That  afar  off  tl.e  w^aters  feem'd  to  fleep  ; 
But  thofe  that  near  the  margin  pearl  did  play, 
Hoarfely  enwaved  were  with  hafly  fway. 

As  though  they  m.eant  to  rock  the  gentle  ear, 

And  hiifti  the  former  that  enfiumber'd  were  : 

And  here  a  dangerous  rock  the  flying  fliips  didlear.' 

LVIl. 

High  in  the  airy  element  there  hung 
Anot'ner  cloudy  fea,  that  did  difdain 
(As  though  his  purer  waves  from  heaven  fprung)- 
To  crawl  on  earth,  a.^  doth  the  fluggifli  main  : 
But  it  the  earth  would  water  with  his  rain,  [would, 
That  ebb'd,  and  flow'd,  as  wind,  and  feafon 
And  oft  the  fun  would  cleave  the  limber  mould 
To  alabafter  rocks,  that  in  the  liquid  roU'd. 

LVIJI. 

Beneath  thofe  funny  banks,  a  darker  cloud, 
Dropping  with  thicker  dew,  did  melt  apace, 
And  bent  itfelf  into  a  hollow  fliroud  : 
on  which,  if  mercy  did  but  caft  her  face, 
^  thoufand  colours  did  the  bow  enchacc, 


That  wonder  was  to  fee  the  fiik  diftain'd 
Wich  th<;  relplendence  from  her  bjaury  gain'd, 
And  Iris  paint  her   looks  with   beams,  fo  lively 
feign'd. 

LIX. 

About  her  head  a  cyprefs  heav'n  flie  wore,' 
Spread  like  a  veil,  upheld  with  iilvtr  wire. 
In  which  the  ftars  fo  burnt  in  golden  ore. 
As  feem'd  the  a2ure  web  was  all  on  fire  : 
But  haftiiy,  to  quench  their  Iparkling  ire, 
A  flood  of  milk  came  rolling  up  the  (hore, 
That  on  his  curded  wave  fwift  Argus  wore. 
And  the  immortal  Iwan,  that  did  her  life  deplore. 

LX. 

Yet  ftrange  it  was,  fo  many  ftars  to  fee 
Without  a  fun,  to  give  their  tapers  light  : 
Yet  ftrange  it  was  not  thiit  it  fo  (hould  be  : 
For,  where  the  fua  centres  hjmfelf  by  right, 
Her  face,  and  locks  did  flame,  that  at  the  light, 
The  heav'nly  veil,  that  elfe  fliould  nimbly  move, 
Forgot  his  flight,  and  all  incens'd  with  love, 
With  wonder,  and   amazement,  did  her  beauty 
prove, 

LXl. 

Over  her  hung  a  canopy  of  ftate, 
Not  of  rich  tiffue,  nor  of  fpangled  gold, 
But  of  a  fubftance,  though  not  animate. 
Yet  of  i  heav'nly  and  fpiritual  niouhl, 
That  only  eyes  of  fpirits  might  behold  ; 

Such  light  as  from  main  rocks  of  diamond. 
Shooting  their  fparks  at  Phcebus, would  rebound, 
Aiid  little  angels,  holding  hands,  danc'd  all  around. 

LXII. 

Seemed  thofe  little  fp'rits,  through  nimbles  bold, 
The  (lately  canopy  bore  on  their  wings; 
But  them  itfelf,  as  pi;ndants,  did  uphold, 
Eelides  the  crowns  of  many  famous  kings  : 
Among  the  reft,  there  David  ever  fings  : 

And  now,  with  years  grown  young,  renews  his 
lays 

Unto  his  golden  harp,  and  ditties  plays,  [praife. 
Pfalming  aloud  in  well-tua'd  fongs  his  Maker's 

LXllI. 

Thou  felf-idea  of  all  joys  to  come, 

■Whofe  love  is  fuch,  would  make  the  rndell;  fpcak, 

Whofe  love  is  fich,  would  make  the  wifeft  dumb; 

0  when  wilt  thou  thy  too  long  filence  break, 
And  overcome  the  llrong  to  fave  the  weak  I 

If  thou  no  weapons  haft,  thine  eyes  will  wound 

Th'    Almighty's  felf,   that    now  ftick  on   the 

ground,  [impcur.d. 

As  though  fome  blefled  objeft   there  did  them 

LXlV. 

Ah,  niiferable  objed  of  difgrace. 
What  happincl's  is  in  thy  mifery  '. 

1  both  mult  pity,  and  envy  thy  cafe; 
For  Ihe.that  i-  the  glory  of  the  Iky, 
Leaves  heaven  blind  to  fix  on  thie  her  eye  : 

Yet  her  (though  mercy's  felf  elUems  not  fmall) 
The  world  dcfpis'd,  they  her  repen:aHce  call. 
And  flie  herfclf  defpifes,  and  the  world,  and  ail. 

LXV 

Deeply,  alas  1  empafli  med  ftie  flood, 

To  fee  a  flaming  brand  tofs'd  wp  from  hell, 

Boiling  her  heartui  her  own  Iviilful  blood, 
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That  oft  for  t-rment  ihe  v.'ould  loudly  yell. 
Now  flie  v/ould  fighing  fit,  and  now  fhe  fell 
Crouching  upon  the  ground,  in  fa:kcloth  truft: 
Early  and  late  ibe  pray'd  ;  and  faft  flie  muft. 
And  all  her  hair  hang  full  of  alhes,  and  of  duih 

LXVI. 

Of  all  mofl  hated,  yet  liated  mofl:  of  all 
Of  her  own  felf  ftie  was;   difconfolate 
(As  though  her  flcfli  did  hut  infuneral 
Her  buried  ghoft )  ihe  in  an  atbruir  fat 
Of  thorny  briar,  wecpii'g  her  curfed  ftatc  : 


And  her  hefort  a  haOy  river  .Q.-d, 
Winch  her  blind  eyes  with  faithful  penance  fed, 
And  all  about,  the  grafs  vvith  tears  hung  down  hi» 
head. 

LXVil. 

Her  eyes,  though  blind  abroad,  at  home  kept  fafV, 

]nward<  they  turn'd,  and  look'd  into  her  h.°ad, 

At  which  ihe  often  lldricd,  as  aghaft. 

To  fee  fo  fearful  Ipeiilaclesof  dread  ; 

And  vvith  one  hand  her  bread  fiie  martyred, 
Wounding  her  heart,  the  fame  to  mortify, 
The  other  a  fair  damfcl  held  her  by  : 

Which  if  bat  once  let  go,  ftie  funk  immediately. 

LXVIIl 

But  fai:h  was  quick,  and  nimble  as  the  heav*n, 
As  if  of  love  and  life  file  all  had  been  : 
And  though  rjf  prclent  fight  her  fenfe  were  reav'na 
Yet  fliC  could  fee  the  thing.''  could  not  be  fcen. 
Beyond  the  (tars,  as  noijiing  were  between. 
She  fix-'d  her  tight,  difdaining  things  below  : 
Into  the  fea  flie  ciuld  a  mountain  throw, 
A'ld  m.ike  the  fun  to  ftand,  and  waters  backwards 
flow. 

LXIX. 

Such  when  as  Mercy  her  beheld  from  high, 

In  a  daik  valley,  drown'd  with  her  own  tearSj 

One  of  her  graces  fhe  fent  haitily, 

amiling  fiyrcne,  that  a  garland  wears 

Of  guilded  olive  on  her  fairer  hairs, 

To  crown  the  fainting  f  Til's  true  fpcrifice  : 
Whom  when  as  fad  repentance  coming  fpieSj 

The  holy  defperado  wip'd  her  fwollen  eyes. 

LXX. 

But  Mercy  felt  a  kind  remorfe  to  run 
Through  her  foft  V£in^,and  therefore  hying  fa(i 
To  give  an  end  to  filence,  thus  begun  ; 
Aye  honour'd  father,  if  no  joy  thou  hafl: 
But  to  reward  defert,  reward  at  lail 

'llicdevii's  voice,  f|>oke  vvith  a  ferpent's  tongue. 

Fit  to  hiis  out  the  words  fo  deadly  fli'.ng,  [fang. 

And  let  hiiii  die,  death's  bitter  charms  fo  fweetl/ 

LXXI. 

He  was  the  father  o*"  that  hopelefs  feafon. 
That,  to  fcrve  other  gods,  forgot  their  own. 

The  rcafon  was,  thOu  waft  above  their  reafon. 

fhey  would  have  any  gods,  rather  than  none, 

A  beatHy  f-rpent,  or  a  fenfelef;  Hone  : 

■     And  thefe,  as  Jiifticc  hates  fo  I  deplore. 

Bi.t  the  up-plowed  heart,  all  rent  and  tore, 
Though  wounded  by  itfelf,  I  gladly  would leftor?^ 

LXXtl. 

He  was  but  d  :ft  :  why  fear'd  he  not  to  fall  ? 
And  being  fall'n,  how  can  he  hope  to  live  ? 
Cannot  the  band  deflroy  him,  that  made  a.U? 
I  i  iij 
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Could  he  not  take  away  as  well  as  give  ? 

Should  man  deprave,  and  fhoukl  not  God  deprive  ? 
Was  it  not  all  the  world's  deceiving  fpirit, 
(That,  bladder'dup  with  pride  of  his  own  merit, 

Fell  in  his  rife)  that  him  of  hcav'n  did  difinhcrit  ? 

LXXIII. 

He  was  but  dull  :  how  could  he  (land  before  him  ? 

And  being  fall'n,  why  fhould  he  ftrar  to  die  ? 

Cannot  the  hiind  that  made  him  firfl:  rcftorehim  ? 

iJtprav'd  of  fin,  fhould  he  deprived  lie 

Of  crace  ?  can  he  not  find  infirmity,  [faking, 

That  gave  him  flrength  ?  unworthy  the  for- 
He  is,  who  ever  weighs,  without  niifl.aking. 

Or  maker  of  the  man,  or  manner  of  his  making, 

LXXIV. 

Who  fhall  thy  temple  incenfe  any  more  ; 

Or  to  thy  altar  crown  the  facrifice; 

Or  ftrew  with  idle  flow'rs  the  hallow'd  floor? 

Or  what  fhould  prayer  deck  with  herbs,  and  fpice, 

Her  vials,  breathing  orifons  of  price? 

If  all  mud  pay  that  which  all  cannot  pay, 
Ofirft  begin  with  me,and  mercy  flay,  [doth  ftray. 

And   thy  thrice-honour'd  Son,  that  now  beneath 

LXXV. 

But  if  or  he,  or  I  may  live,  and  fpeak, 
And  heav'n  can  joy  to  fee  a  finner  weep  ; 
Oh  '.  let  not  juftite'  iron  fceptrc  break 
A  heart  already  broke,  that  low  doth  creep. 
And    with  prone  humblefs  her  feet's  duft  doth 
fweep. 

Muft  all  go  by  defert  ?  is  nothing  free  ? 

Ah  !   if  but  thofe  that  only  worthy  be,         [fee. 
None  fhould  thee  ever  fee,  none  fhould  thee  ever 

LXXVI. 

What  hath  man  done,  that  man  fhall  not  undo, 
Since  God  to  him  is  grown  fo  near  a-kin  ? 
Did  his  foe  flay  him  .'  he-  fhall  flay  his  foe  : 
Hath  he  loft  all  ?  he  all  again  fhall  v/in  : 
Is  fin  his  mafter  ?  he  fhall  mafter  fin  : 

Too  hardy  foul,  with  fin  the  field  to  try  ; 

The  only  way  to  cc«iquer,  v/as  to  fly  ; 
But  thus  hmg  death  hath  liv'd,  and  now  death's 
felf  fiiall  die. 

LXXVII. 

He  is  a  path,  if  any  be  mifled ; 

He  is  a  robe,  if  any  naked-be  ; 

3f  any  chance  to  hunger,  he  is  bread ; 

If  any  be  a  bondman,  he  is  free; 

If  any  be  but  weak,  how  flrong  is  he  ? 

To  dead  men  life  he  is,  to  fick  men  health  : 
To  blind  men  fight,  and  to  the  reedy  wealth  ; 

A  pleafure  without  lofs,  a  treafare  without  flealth. 
Lxxvni. 

Who  can  forget,  never  to  be  forgot, 

The  time,  that  all  the  world  in  flumber  lies  : 

"When,  like  the  flars,  the  finging  angels  (hot 

To  earth,  and  heav'n  awaked  all  hig  eyes, 

To  fee  another  fun  at  midtiight  rife 

On  earth  ?  was  never  fight  of  peril  fame  : 
For  God  before,  man  like  himfelf  did  frame, 

But  God  himfelf  now  like  a  mortal  man  became. 

LXXII. 

A  child  he  was,  and  had  not  learn'd  to  fpeak. 
That  with  his  word  the  world  before  did  make  : 
His  mo.her's  arms  him  bore,  he  was  fo  weak. 


That  with  one  hand  the  vaults  of  heaVa  coald 

fhake. 
See  how  fmall  room  my  infant  Lord  doth  take, 

Whbm  all  the  world  is  not  enough  to  hold. 

Who  of  his  years,  or  »f  his  age  hath  told  ? 
Never  fuch  age  fo  young,  never  a  child  fo  old. 

LXXX. 

And  yet  but  newly  he  was  infanted, 
And  yet  already  he  was  fought  to  die; 
Yet  fcarcely  born,  already  baniflied  ; 
Not  able  yet  to  go.  and  forc'd  to  fly  : 
But  fcarcely  fled  away,  when  by  and  by, 

The  tyrant's  fword  with  blood  is  all  dcfll'd. 
And  Rachel,  for  her  fons  with  fury  wild. 
Cries,  O  thou  cruel  king,  and  O  my  fweettft  child '. 

LXXXI. 

Egypt  his  nurfe  became,  where  Nilus  fprings. 
Who  {Iraight,  to  entertain  the  rifing  fun, 
The  hafiy  harvcft  in  his  bofom  brings; 
But  now  for  drought  the  fields  were  all  undone, 
And  now  with  waters  all  is  overrun  : 

So   fafl  the  Cynthian  mountains  pour'd  their 
fnow, 
When  once  they  felt  the  fun  fo  near  them  glow, 
That  Nilus  Egypt  loft,  and  to  a  fea  did  grow. 

LXXXII. 

The  angels  caroll'd  loud  their  fong  of  peace, 
The  curfed  oracles  were  ftrucken  dumb. 
To  fee  their  Shepherd,  the  poor  Shepherd's  prefs, 
To  fee  their  king,  the  kingly  fophies  come. 
And  them  to  guide  unto  his  Mailer's  home, 

A  ftar  comes  dancing  up  the  orient. 

That  fprings  for  joy  over  the  ftrawy  tent, 
Where  gold,  to  make  their  prince  a  crown,  they 
all  prefenc. 

txxxiii. 
Young  John,  glad  child,  before  he  could  be  born. 
Leapt  in  the  womb,  his  joy  lo  prophefy  : 
Old  Anna,  though  with  age  all  fpent  and  worn, 
Proclaims  her  Saviour  to  pofterity  : 
And  Simeon  fafl  his  dying  notes  doth  ply. 

Oh,  how  the  blefTtd  fouls  about  him  trace! 

It  is  the  fire  of  heav'n  thou  doll  embrace  : 
Sing  Simeon,  fing,  fing  Simeon,  fing  apace. 

LXXXIV. 

With  that  the  mighty  thunder  dropt  away 
From  God's  unwary  arm,  now  milder  grown. 
And  molted  into  tears  ;  as  if  to  pray 
For  pardon,  and  for  pity,  it  had  known. 
That   fhould    have    been    for   facred   vengeance 
thrown  : 
There  to  the  armies  angelic  devow'd 
Their  former  rage,  and  all  to  mercy  bow'd. 
Their   broken  weapons  at  her  feet  they  gladly 
ftrow'd. 

LXXXV. 

Bring,  bring,  ye  Gracej,  all  your  filver  flafkets. 
Painted  with  every  choiceft  flow'r  that  grows. 
That  1  may  foon  unflow'r  your  fragrant  bafkets. 
To  ftrow  the  fields  with  odours  where  he  goes, 
Let  whatfoe'er  he  treads  on  be  a  rofe. 
So  down  fhe  let  her  eyelids  fall,  to  fhine 
Upon  the  rivers  of  bright  Paleftine, 
Whofe  woods  drop  honey,  and  her  rivers  ftip 
with  wine. 
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"Tlje  Argument, 


ehrlft  trouglit  into  the  place  of  comiit,  the  wlldernefs,  among  the  wild  tieafts,  Mark  i.  13.  ver.  J. 
Defcnbed  by  his  proper  attribute,  the  mercy  of  God,  ver.  2,  3. ;  whom  the  creatures  cannot  but 
adore,  ver.  4,  5.  By  his  unity  with  the  Godhead,  ver.  6.  His  proper  place,  ver.  7.  The  beauty 
of  his  body,  Cant.  v.  11.  Pfal.  xlv.  3.  Gen.  xlix.  12.  Cant.  v.  10.  and  Ifa.  liii.  a.,  ver.  8— 13.  By 
preparing  himfelf  to  the  combat  with  his  adverfary,  that  feemed  what  he  was  not,  ver.14, 15.  Some 
devout  effence,  ver.  18— 19.  (Clofely  tempting  him  to  defpair  of  God's  Providence,  and  provide 
for  himfelf),  ver.  20.  But  was  what  he  feemeth  not,  Satan,  and  would  fain  have  led  him,  ift, 
To  defperation  ;  Charadlered  by  his  place,  countenance,  apparel,  horrible  apparitions,  &c.  ver. 
11— 30.  ad,  To  Prefumption ;  charadlered  by  her  place,  attendants,  &c.  ver.  31—36.;  and 
by  her  temptation,  37.;  to  vain  glory,  ver.  38  ;  poetically  deferibed  from:  he  place  where 
her  court  flood.;  a  garden,  ver.  39— 49-;  f^""^  ^^"^  '^'^""'  ^'"'^  couitiers,  ver.  o.  ;  pleafure  in 
drinking,  ver.  51.;  in  luxury,  ver.^ja.  ad.  Avarice,  ver.  53—55-  3^.  Ambitious  honour, 
ver.  j6.;  from  her  throne,  and  froni  her  tcmpation,  ver.  57— 59.  The  effedt  of  this  vidtory 
in  Satan,  ver.  60.;  the  angels,  ver.  61.;  the  creatures,  ver.  62. 


There,  all  alone,  (he  fpy'd,  alas  the  while  I 
!n  fliady  darknefs  a  poor  defolate. 
That  now  had  meafur'd  many  a  weary  mile, 
'through  a  wafte  defert,  whither  heav'nly  fate. 
And  his  own  will  him  brought :  he  praying  fat, 

And  him  to  prey,  as  he  to  pray  began, 

The  citizens  of  the  wild  foreft  ran, 
And  all  with  open  throat  would  fwallow  whole 
the  man. 

II. 
Soon  did  the  lady  to  her  graces  cry, 
And  on  their  wings  herfelf  did  nimbly  ftrow. 
After  her  coaeh  a  thoufand  loves  did  fly. 
So  down  into  the  wildernefs  they  throw  : 
Where  Ihe,  and  all  her  train  that  with  her  flow 

Thorough  the  airy  wave,  with  fails  fo  gay, 

Sinking  into  his  breaft  that  weary  lay, 
Made  fhipwreck  of  themfelves,  and  vanifh'd  quite 
aviray. 

Ill- 
Seemed  that  man  bad  them  devoured  all, 
"^.Vhom  to  devour  the  beafts  did  make  pretence  ; 
But  him  their  falvage  thirft  did  nought  appal. 
Though  weapons  none  be  had  for  his  defence  : 
tVliat  arms  for  innocence,  but  innocence  ? 

For  when  they  faw  their  Lord's  bright  cogni- 


Shine  in  his  face,  fooh  did  they  difadvance, 
And  fome  unto  him  kneel,  and  fome  about  hifri 
dance. 

IV. 

Down  fell  the  lordly  lions  angry  mood, 
And  he  himfelf  fell  down  in  congies  low; 
Bidding  him  welcome  to  his  wafteful  wood. 
Sometime  he  kill  the  grafs  where  he  did  go, 
And,  as  to  wa(b  his  feet  he  well  did  know. 

With  fanning  tongue  he  lickt  away  the  duft,    i 
And  every  one  would  neareft  to  him  thruft, 
And  everyone,  with  new, forgot  his  former  lufi. 

V. 

Unmindful  of  himfelf,  to  mind  his  Lord, 
The  lamb  flood  gazing  by  the  tyger's  fi4e, 
As  though  between  them  they  had  made  accord^ 
And  on  the  lions  back  the  goat  did  ride, 
Forgetful  of  the  roughnefs  of  the  hide. 

If  he  flood  llill,  their  eyes  upon  him  baited. 
If  walkt,  they  all  in  order  on  him  waited. 
And  vl'hen  he  flept,  they  as  his  watch  themfelves 
conceited. 

■VI. 

Wonder  doth  call  me  up  co  fee ;  O  no, 
I  cannot  fee,  aad  therefore  fink  in  wonder, 
The  man  that  fhines  as  bright  as  God,  not  fo, 
For  God  he  is  himfelf,  that  clofe  lies  under 
That  man,  fo  clofe,  that  nj  time  can  diffunder 
I  i  iiij 
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That  band;    yet  not  fo  clofe,    but  from  hina 

break 
Such  beams,  as  mortal  eyes  are  all  too  weak 
Such   fij;ht   to  fee,  or  il,   if  they  fliould    fee,   to 

fpcak. 

VII. 

Upon  a  grafly  hillock  he  was  laid, 
With  woody  primroCes  bcfreckled  : 
Over  his  head  the  wanton  flia.iows  played 
Of  a  wild  olive,  that  her  honi;hs  fo  fprtad, 
As  with  htr  leaves  fhe  feem'd  to  crown  lu's  head, 
And  her  green   arms  t'  embrace  tlic  Prince  of 

Peace  : 
The  fun  fo  near,  needs  muft  the  wincer  ctafe, 
The  fun  fo   near,  another  fptin^  feem'd  co   in- 
creafe.   . 

vni. 
His  hair  was  black,  and  in  fmall  curl-;  did  twine, 
As  though  it  were  tiie  ihadow  of  f  une  lis^ht, 
And  underneath  his  face,  as  d.iy,did  fliine  ; 
Eat  fure  the  day  fnined  not  hali'fo  i)i;i!/-|)t-, 
Nor  the  fun's  Ihadow  made  fo  dark  a  iiiuht. 
Under  his  lovely  locks  I:cr  head  t.>  (hroud, 
Did  make  humility  herfelf  grow  proud  : 
Hither,  to  light   their  lamp;.,   did    all  the  graces 
crowd. 

ir. 
One  of  ten  thoufand  fouls  I  am,  and  more. 
That  of  his  eyes,  and   theJi-  fvvtet  wounds   com- 
plain ; 
Sweet  are  the  wounds  of  love,  never  fo  fore, 
Ah,  might  he  ofren  ilay  nic  fo  again  ! 
He  never  lives,  that  thus  is  never  fl^in. 

What  boots  it  watch?  thcfe   eye-,   for  all  my 

art. 
Mine  own  eyes  looking  on,  have  dole  my  heart : 
In  them  iove  bends  his  bow,  anL4  dins  his  burtjing 
dart. 

X.  « 

As  when  the  fun,  caught  in  an  adverfi  cloud, 
Flies  crofs  the  v/orld,  and  there  anew  begets, 
The  watry  pidiure  of  his  beauty  jiroud. 
Throws  ail  abrcjad  his  fnrpkling  fpanirlets. 
And  the  whole  world  in  dire  amazement  fet??, 
To  fee  two  days  abroad  at  once,  and  all 
Doubt  whether  now  he  rife,  or  now  will  fall  : 
So  ilam'd  the  godly  flelb,  proud  of  his  heav'nly 
thrall. 

XI. 

His  cheeks, as  fnowy  apples  fopt  in  Vv'ne, 
Had  their  red  rofes  quencht  whk  lilies  white, 
And  like  to  garden  flra-.vberries  did  (bine, 
Wafiu  in  a  bovvl  of  milk,  or  rofe-huds  bri«-ht 
Unbofoming  their  breafts  again  ft  the  light. 

Here  love- lick  fouls  did  eat,  there  drank,  and 
made 
Sweet  fmelling  pofies,  that  could  never  fade, 
Eut  worldly  eyes  him  thought  more  hke  fome  liv- 
ing fliade. 

XII. 

-For  laughter  never  look'd  upon  his  brow. 
Though  iu  his  face  all  fmiling  joys  did  bide : 
No  filken  banners  did  about  him  Sow, 
Fools  made  their  fetters  enfigns  of  their  pride  : 
He  was  bed  doth'd  when  naked  was  his  iide. 


A  L-.mb  he  was,  and  woollen  fleece  he  bore. 
Wove   with  one   thread,  hia  feet   l,)w   faiidals 
wore  : 
But  bared  were  his  legs,  fo  went  the  times  of  yurc. 

xm. 
As  two  white  marble  pillars  that  uphold 
God's  l'.ii;y  place  where  he  in  glory  fcts, 
And  riie  with  goodly  grace  and  courage  bold, 
'I'o  bea;  his  temple  on  tiieir  ample  jcfs, 
Vciu'd  every  where  with  azure  rivulets. 
Whom  ail  the  people  <  n  fome  holy  mnrn. 
With  boughs  and  flowry  garlands  do  adorn  : 
Of  fuch,    tiiough  fairer  far,    this  temple   was  up- 
Lorn. 

XIV. 

Twire  had  Diana  bent  her  golden  bow, 
And.  (hot  from  iieav'n  herfilvcr  fhafts,  to  roufe 
I'he  fluggifh  falvages,  that  den  below. 
And  ail  the  day  in  lazy  covert  dn.ufe, 
Since  him  the  filent  wildernef^  did  ho  ,fe  : 
'f  I'.e  hcav'n  his  roof,  and  arbour  harbour  was. 
The  ground  his  bed,  and  his  moift  pillow  grafs  : 
But  fruit  there  none  did  grow,  nor  rivers  none  did 
pafs. 

XV. 

At  length  an  aged  fire  fair  off  he  faw 
Come  flowly  fuoting,  every  llep  he  gueft 
One  of  his  feet- he  from  the  grave  did  draw. 
Three  legs  he  had,  the  wooden  was  the  beft, 
And  all  the  way  he  went,  he  ever  bleif 
With  benedicities,  and  prayers  ilore. 
But  the  bad  ground  was  bleffed  ne'er  the  more. 
And  ali  his   head  with  fnow  of   age  was  waxen 
hoar. 

XIV. 

A  good  old  hermit  he  might  feem  to  be, 
'f  hat  for  devotion  had  the  world  forfaken. 
And  now  was  travelling  fome  faint  co  lee. 
Since  to  his  beads  he  had  himfeif  betaken, 
Vk^here  ail  his  former  fin*  he  might  awaken, 

And   them  might  wafli  away  with   dropping 
brine, 

And  alms,  and  falls,  and  churches  dffcipline; 
And  dead,  might  reft  fiig   bones  under  the  holy 
Ihrine. 

XVII. 

E'jt  when  he  nearer  came,  he  lovvted  low 
M'ith  prone  obcifance,  and  with  curtfey  kind, 
That  at  his  feet  his  head  he  feem'd  to  throw  : 
Whnt  needs  him  now  another  faint  to  find  ? 
Affed-ions  are  the  faih,  and  fdth  the  wind, 
That  to  this  faint  a  thcufand  fouls  convey 
Each  hoi;r  :   O  happy  pilgrims  thiihcr  ftray  I 
What   caren    they  for  'beafls,  or  for    the  weary 
way  ? 

XVI 11. 

Sron  the  old  palmer  his  devotions  fung, 
Like  pkafing  anthems  modelled  in  tin-:e; 
For  well  that  aged  fire  could  tip  his  tongue 
With  golden  foil  of  eloquence,  and  lire. 
And  lick  his  rugged  fpecch  with  phrafes  prime. 
Ay  me,  quoth  he,  how  many  years  have  been, 
Since  theft  old  eyes  the  Sun  of  heav'n  have  feen  ! 
Certes  the  Son  of  heav'n    they  now   behold  I 
ween. 
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Ah,  mote  my  humble  cell  fo  bleiTcd  fee 
As  Htav'n  to  wekome  in  hi-  lawly  roof, 
And  be  the  temple  for  thy  deity  1 
JL,o  how  my  cottage  wor(hips  thte  aloof. 
That  under  ground  hath  hid  his  head,  in  proof 
It  doth  adoiethee  with  the  ciilino;  low, 
Here  honey,  milk,  and  chelnuts  wild  do  grow, 
The  boughs  a  bed  of  leaves  upon  thee   fhall  be- 
ftow. 

IX. 

But  oh,  he  faid,  and  therewith  figh'd  full  deep, 
The  heav'n^,  ala?,  too  envious  are  grown, 
Becaufe  our  fields  thy  prefence  from  them  keep  ; 
For  Oones  do  grow  where  corn  was  lardy  fov;n  ; 
^So  {looping  down,  he  gather'd  up  a  0une) 

But  thou  with  corn  canll  make  this  (lone  to  ear. 

What  needcn  we  tise  angry  heav'ns  to  fear  ? 
Let  them  envy  us  Itill,  fo  we  enjoy  thee  here. 

XXI. 

Thus  on  they  wandred;  but  thofe  holy  weeds 
A  monflrons  ferpent,  and  no  man  did  cover. 
So  under  greened:  herl-.s  the  adder  feeds  : 
And  round  about  that  fUnking  corps  did  hover 
The  difmal  prince  of  gloomy  nighr,  and  over 
His  ever-damned  head  the  Ihadows  crr'd 
Of  thoufand  peccaiu  gholls,  unfeen,  unheard. 
And  all  the  tyrant  fears,  and  all  the  tyrant  fear'd. 

XX. 

He  was  the  fon  of  blackefl  Acheron, 
Where  many  frozen  fouls  do  chatt'ring  lie, 
And  rul'd  the  burjiing  waves  of  l-'hlegethon, 
Where  many  more  in  flaming  fulphur  fry. 
At  once  compell'd  to  live,  and  forc'd  to  die, 

Where  nothing  can  be  heard  for  the  loud  cry 

Of  oh,  and  ah,  and  out  alas,  that  I 
Or  once  again  might  live,  or  once  at  length  might 
die. 

XKIH. 

Ere  long  they  came  near  to  a  baleful  bov.rer, 
Much  like  the  mouth  ofthat  infernal  cave, 
That  gaping  (food  all  comers  to  devour, 
Daik,  doleful,  dreary,  like:  a  greedy  grave, 
That  ft  ill  for  carrion  carcafes  doth  crave. 

The  ground  no  herbs,  but  venomous'  did  bear, 
Nor  ragged  trees  did  leave  ;  hut  every  where 
Dead  bones,  and  ikuUs  were  cafl,  and  bodies  hang- 
ed v/ere, 

XXIV. 

Upon  the  roof  the  bird  of  forrow  fat 
Elonging  joyful  day  with  her  fad  nofe. 
And  through  the  ftady  air  the  fluttering  bat 
Bid  wave  her  iea-her  faiii,  and  blindly  float. 
While  with  her  wing-s  the  fatal  Icreech  owl  fn'.ote 
Th'  unljiefTed  houfe.  there  (jn  a  craggy  (lone 
Celeno  hung,  and  m;ide  his  direful  mi.an, 
And  all  aboi;t   the    murdered   gholls  did  Ihriek, 
and  gruan. 

XXV. 

Like  cloutiy  mr  onflMjie  in  fome  Tnadowy  grove, 
Such  was  the  light  in  which  Defpair  did  dwell; 
But  hf  hmil'.'lt  V.  ith  nij^ht  for  darknefs  Krove. 
Hifi  bjack  urcombrd  L  cks  difhetftli'd  f'rl! 
About  his  face;   through  x\  hich,  as  brands  of  hell, 
Sunk  m  las  ikul],hi(i  ilanng  eytsdid  -^low, 


That  matie  him  deadly  look,  their  gllmpfc  did 
fhow 
Like  coc'.itrice'g  eyes,  that  fparks  of  poifon  throw, 
xxiv  [fart  : 

His  clothes  v/cre  ragged  clouts,  with  thorns  pin'd 
And  as  he  mufing  lay,  to  llony  fright 
A  thoufand  wild  chimeras  would  hi:n  caft  : 
As  when  a  fearful  dream,  in  midft  of  night, 
Skips  to  the  brain,  and  phanlics  to  th,e  (ighc 
Some  winged  fury,  fhaight  the  baity  foot, 
Eager  to  fly,  cannot  pluck  up  his  root ; 
The  voice  dies  in  the  tongue,   and  mouth  gapes 
without  boot. 

xxvii. 
Now  he  would  dream,  that  he  ffom  heaven  fell. 
And  then  would  match  the  air,  afraid  to  f?.!l ; 
And  now  he  thought  he  iitiking  was  to  hell. 
And  then  would  grafp  the  earth,  and  now  hi:i  ftal! 
Him  itemed  hell,  and  then  he  out  would  craul : 
And  ever,  as  he  crept,  would  fquint  afide. 
Left  him,  perhaps,  lome  fury  had  efpied. 
And  then,  alas,  he  fliould  in  chains  for  ever  bide. 

XXVIIl. 

Therefore  he  foftiy  flirunk,  and  ftole  av/ay. 
He  ever  durft  to  draw  his  breath  for  fear, 
rill  to  the  door  he  carne,  and  there  he  lay 
Panting  for  breath,  as  though  he  dying  were; 
And  ftill  he  thought  he  felt  their  craplcs  tear 

Him  by  the  heels  back  to  his  ugly  den  ; 

Out  fain  he  would  have  leapt  abroad,  but  then 
The  heav'n,  as  hell,  he  fear'd,  that  punifli  guilty 


Within  the  gloomy  hole  of  this  pale  wight 
The  ferpent  woo'd  him  with  his  charms  to  inn, 
There  he  might  bait  the  day,  and  reft  the  night; 
But  under  that  fame  bait  a  fearful  grin 
Was  ready  to  entangle  him  in  fin, 
But  he  upon  ambrofii  daily  fed, 
'lliat  greviT  in  Eden  thus  he  anfwered  : 
.So  both  away  were  caught,  and  to  the  temple  ilcd. 

xxr. 
Well  knew  our  Saviour  this  the  ferpent  was. 
And  the  old  ferpent  knew  our  Saviour  well; 
Never  did  any  this  in  falfehood  pa.f^s, 
Never  did  any  him  in  truth  e.xceli : 
With  him  we  fly  to  heav'n,  from  heav'n  we  fell 
With  him  :  but  now  they  both  together  met 
Upon  the  facred  pinnacles,  that  threat. 
With  their  alpiriijg  top^,  Aftraea's  ftarry  feat. 

XXXI. 
Here  did  Prefumption  her  pavilion  fpread 
Over  the  temple,  the  btight  ilars  among, 
(All  that  her  foot  (hould  trample  on  the  head 
Of  that  moft  reverend  place  '. )  and  a  lewd  throng 
Of  wanton  boys  fung  her  a  pleafant  fong 
Of  lov;-,  long  life,  of  mercy,  and  of  grace, 
And  every  one  her  de.irly  did  embracs. 
And  fhc.  lurklf  eaamoar'd  was  of  her  own  face. 

xxxu. 
A  painted  face,  belied  with  vcrmeyl  ftore, 
Wlrcb  light  Eueipi.?  every  day  did  trim, 
That  in  one-  hand  a  gilded  anchor  wore, 
Ni>r  iiicd  o!i  the  r  'ck,  but  on  the  brim 
Of  the  wide  air,  ihe  let  it  loofcly  fv.-iin ! 
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Her  other  hand  a  fpriiikle  carried, 

And  ever  when  her  lady  wavered, 

Court-holy  water  all  upon  her  fprinkled. 

xxxiu. 
Poor  fool,  {he  thought  herfeif  in  wondrous  price 
"With  God,  as  if  in  Faradife  (he  wtre  : 
But,  were  Ihc  not  in  a  fool's  paradife. 
She  might  have  fcen  more  reafon  to  defpair  : 
But  him  (he,  like  fome  ghallly  fiend,  did  fear. 
And  therefore  as  that  wretch  hew'd  out  his  cell 
Under  the  bowels,  in  the  heart  of  hell;    [dwell. 
So  fhe    above  the  moon,  amid   the   flars  would 

xxxiv. 
Her  tent  with  funny  clouds  was  ciel'd  aloft, 
And  fo  exceeding  (hone  with  a  falfe  light. 
That  heav'n  itfelf  to  her  it  Ceemed  oft, 
Heav'n  without  clouds  to  her  deluded  fight; 
But  clouds  withouten  heav'n  it  was  aright  : 
And  as  her  houfe  was  built,  fo  did  her  brain 
Build  caftlesin  the  air,  with  idle  pain, 
But  heart  fhe  never  had  in  all  her  body  vain. 

XXXV. 

Like  as  a  fhip,  in  which  no  balance  lies, 
"W^ithout  a  pilot  on  the  fleeping  waves, 
Fairly  along  with  wind  and  water  flies. 
And  painted  mafts  with  filken  fails  emhraves, 
1'hat  Neptune's  felf  the  bragging  veffel  laves. 

To  laugh  a  while  at  her  fo  proud  array  ; 

Her  waving  flrcamers  loofely  (lie  lets  play. 
And  flagging   colours  Ihine  as  bright  as  Imiling 
day  : 

;  XXXVl. 

But  all  fo  foon  as  Heav'n  his  brows  doth  bend, 
Sheveilsher  banners,  and  pulls  in  her  beams, 
The  empty  bark  the  raging  billows  fend 
Up  to  th'  Olympic  waves,  and  Argus  feems 
Again  to  ride  upon  our  lower  ftreams : 
Right  fo  Prefumption  did  herfeif  behave, 
Toffed  about  with  every  ftormy  wave, 
And  in  white  lawn  (he  went,  moft  like  an  angel 
brave. 

xxxvii. 
Gently  our  Saviour  (he  began  to  Ihrive, 
"Whether  he  were  the  Son  of  God,  or  no  ; 
For  any  other  (he  difdain'd  to  wife  : 
And  if  he  were,  fhe  bid  him  fearltfs  throw 
Himfelf  to  ground;  and  therewithal  did  (liow 
A  flight  of  little  angels,  that  did  wait 
Upon  their  glittering  wings, to  latch  himftraight; 
And  longed  on  their  backs  to  feel  his  glorious 
weight. 

XXXVlII. 

Em*  when  (he  faw  her  fpeech  prevailed  nought, 
Herfeif  (lie  tumbled  headlong  to  the  floor  ? 
But  him  the  angels  on  their  feathers  caught. 
And  to  an  airy  mountain  nimbly  bore, 
WHiofe  fnowy  fhoulders,  like  fome  chalky  (hore, 
Reftlefs  Olympus  feem'd  to  reft  upon 
With  all  his  twimming  globes  :    fo   both   are 
gone,  [ragon. 

The  Dragon  with   the  Lamb.     Ah,  unmeet  pa- 

XXXIX. 

All  fuddcnly  the  hill  his  fnow  devours, 
In  lieu  whereof  a  goodly  garden  grew. 
As  il  the  fnow  hai  melted  into  flow 'is. 


Which  their  fweet  breath  in  fubtle  vapours  threw, 

That  all  about  perfumed  fpirits  flew. 

Uor  whatfoever  might  aggrate  the  fenfe. 
In  all  the  world,  oi  pleafe  the  appetence. 

Here  it  was  poured  out  in  lavilh  affluence. 

XL. 

Not  lovely  Ida  might  with  this  compare. 
Though  many  ftreams  his  banks  befilvered. 
Though  Xanthus  with  his  golden  fands  he  bare  ; 
Nor  Hybla,  though  his  thyme  depaftured, 
As  faft  again  with  honey  bleffomed  : 
No  Rhodope,  no  Tempe's  flowry  plain  : 
Adonis'  garden  was  to  this  but  vain, 
Though  Plato  on   his  beds  a  flood  of  praife  dii 
rain. 

XLI. 

For  in  all  thefe  fome  one  thing  moft  did  grow, 
But  in  this  one  grew  all  things  elfe  befidc  ; 
For  fweet  variety  herfeif  did  throw 
To  every  bank,  here  all  the  ground  (he  did 
In  lily  white,  there  pinks  eblazed  white, 

And  damafk  all  the  earth ;  and  here  (he  fhed 
Blue  violets,  and  there  came  rofesred  : 
And  every  fight  the  yielding  fenfe  as  captive  ledr 

XLII. 

The  garden  like  a  lady  fair  was  cut, 
That  lay  as  if  fhe  flumbcred'd  in  delight. 
And  to  the  open  fkies  her  eyes  did  (hut ; 
The  azure  fields  of  heav'n  were  'lembled  right 
In  a  large  round,  fet  with  the  flovv'rs  of  light : 

The  flow'rs-de-luce,  and  the  round  fp arks  of 
dew, 

That  hung  upon  their  azure  leaves,  did  fhew 
Like  twinkling  ilars,  that  fparkle  in  the  evening 
blue. 

XLITI. 

Upon  a  hilly  bank  her  head  (he  caft, 
On  which  the  bower  of  vain-delight  was  built. 
White,  and  red  rofesfot  her  face  wereplac't. 
And  for  her  treffes  marigolds  were  fpilt: 
Them  broadly  ftie  difplayed,  Uke  flaming  giit, 
Till  in  the  ocean  the  glad  day  were  drown'd: 
Then  up  again  her  yellow  locks  fhe  wound. 
And  with  green  fillets  in  their  pretty  cauls  them 
bound. 

XLIV. 

What  fhould  I  here  dey-aint  her  lily  hand, 
Her  vehis  of  violets,  her  ermine  breaft. 
Which  there  in  orient  colours  living  ftand  : 
Or  how  her  gown  with  filken  leaves  is  drcft, 
Or    how  her    watchman,    arm'd    with    botighy 
ereft, 
A  wall  of  prim  hid  in  hisbufiies  bear', 
Shaking  at  every  wind  their  leavy  fpears. 
While  (he  fupmely  fieeps  ne  to  be  waked  fears  ? 

XLV. 

Over  the  hedge  depends  the  graping  elm, 
Whofe  greener  head,  empurpuled  in  wii:e, 
Seemed  to  wonder  at  ]iis  bloody  helm, 
And  half  fufpedl  the  bunches  of  the  vine, 
Left  they  perhnps  his  v/it  (hould  undermine. 
For  well  he  knew  fuch  fruit  he  never  bore  : 
But  her  weak  arms  embraced  him  the  more,- 
And  her  with  ruby  grapep  laygh'd  at  her  para- 
mour. 


CHRIST'S  VICTORY    AND   TRIUMPFf* 


Under  the  fiiadow  of  thefe  drunken  elms 
!\  fountain  rofe,  where  Pangloretta  ufes 
I  When  her  fome  flood  of  fancy  overwhelms, 
!\nd  one  of  all  her  favourites  file  choofes) 
To  bathe  herfelf,  whom  fhe  in  luft  abufcj, 
And  from  his  wanton  body  fucks  his  foul, 
Which    diown'd    in  pleafure,  in    that  Ihallow 
bowl,  ' 

^nd  fwimming  in  delight,  doth  amoroufly  roll. 

I  XLVII. 

irhe  font  of  filver  was,  and  fo  his  Ihowers 
n  filver  fell,  only  the  gilded  bowls 
Like  to  a  furnace,  that  the  min'ral  powers) 
ieem'd  to  have  mol't  it  in  their  fhining  holes  : 
(Vnd  on  the  water,  like  to  burning  coals, 
On  liquid  filver  leaves  of  rofes  lay  : 
But  when  Panglory  here  did  lift;  to  play, 
iofe-water  then  it  ran,  and  milk  it  rain'd  they  fay. 

XLVIII. 

The  roof  thick  clouds  did  paint,  from  which  three 

boys 

Three  gaping  mermaids  with  their  eawrs  did  feed, 
IVhofe  breads  let  fall  the  flreams,  with  fleepy 

noife. 

To  lions  mouths,  from  whence  it  leapt  with  fpeed, 
And  in  the  rofy  laver  feeni'd  to  bleed. 
The  naked  boys  unto  the  waters  fall. 
Their  ftony  nightingales  had  taught  to  call, 
[When  zephyr  breath'd  into  their  wat'ry  interaih 

XLIX. 

And  all  about,  embayed  in  foft  Heep, 
A  herd  of  charmed  beafts  a-ground  were  fpread, 
Which  the  fair  witch  in  golden  chains  did  keep, 
And  them  in  willing  bondage  fettered  : 
Dnce  men  they  hv'd,  but   now    the  men  were 
dead. 
And  turn'd  to  beafl;s,  fo  fabled  Homer  old. 
That  Circe  with  her  potion,  charm'd  in  gold, 
CLi'd  manly  fouls  inbeafily  bodies  toimmould. 

L. 

rhrnugh  this  falfe  Eden,  to  his  leman's  bew'r, 
(Whom  thoufand  fouls  devoutly  idolize) 
Our  firft  dellroycr  led  our  Saviour, 
There  in  the  lower  room,  in  folemn  wife, 
They  danc'd  a  round,  and  pour'd  their  facrifice 
To  plump  LyjEus,  and  among  the  refl. 
The  jolly  prieft,  in  ivy  garlands  ureft, 
Chaunted  wild  orgials,  in  honour  of  the  feafl, 

LI. 

Others  within  their  arbours  fwilling  fat 
(For  all  the  room  about  was  arboured). 
With  laughing  Bacchus,  that  was  grown  fo  fat, 
That  (tand  he  could  not,  but  was  carried. 
And  every  evening  frelhly  watered. 
To  quench  his  fiery  cheeks,  and  all  about 
Small  cocks  broke  through  the  wall,  and  fallicd 
out 
Flaggons  of  wine,  to  fet  on  fire  that  fpuing  rout. 

LII. 

This  their  inhumed  fouls  efteem'd  their  wealths. 
To  crown  the  bopzing  can  from  day  to  night, 
Andfick  to  drink  themfelves  wich  drinking  healths, 
Some  vomiting,  all  drunken  with  delight. 
iHer.ce  to  a  loft  carv'd  all  in  ivcrj  white 
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They  came,  where  whiter  ladies  naked  went. 
Melted  in  pleafure,  and  foft  languifhment, 
And  funk  in  beds  of  rofes,  amorous  glances  fent. 

LIII. 

Fly,  fly,  thou  holy  Child,  that  wanton  room. 
And  thou,  my  chafter  mafe,  thofe  harlots  fhun, 
And  with  liim  to  a  higher  ftory  come, 
Where  mounts  of  gold,  and  floods  of  filver  run, 
The  while  the  owners,  with  their  wealth  undone 
Starve  in  their  fl:ore,  and  in  their  plenty  pine. 
Tumbling  thenifelves  upon  their  heaps  of  mine. 
Glutting  their  famiih'd  fouls  with  thedeceitfulfhine. 

LIV. 

Ah  !  who  was  he  fuch  precious  perils  found  ? 
How  ftrongly  nature  did  her  treafures  hide. 
And  threw  upon  them  mountains  of  thick  ground 
To  dark  their  ery  luftre  1  but  quaint  pride 
Hath  taught  her  fons  to  wound  their  mother's  fide 
And  gage  the  depth,  to  fcarch  for  flaring  ftiells| 
In  whi'fe  bright  bofom  fpuny  Bacchus  fwells. 
That  neither  heaven  nor  earth  henceforth  in  fafe- 
ty  dwells. 

LV, 

O  facred  hunger  of  the  greedy  eye, 
Whofe  need  hath  end,  but  no  end  covetife 
Empty  in  fulnefs,  rich  in  poverty. 
That  having  all  things,  nothing  can  fuffice. 
How  thou  befancied:  the  men  moft  wife  : 

1  he  poor  man  would  be  rich,  the  rich  man  great. 
The  great  man  kmg,  the  king  in  God's  own  feat 
Enthron'd,  with  mortal  arm  dares  flames,   and 
thunder  threat.  , 

LVI. 

Therefore  above  the  refl;  amtition  fate. 
His  court  with  glittcrant  pearl  was  all  inwall'd. 
And  round  about  the  wall,  in  chairs  of  ftate 
And  moft  majeftic  fplendor  were  inRall'd 
A  hundred  kings,  whofe  temples  were  impall'd 
In  golden  diadems,  fet  here  and  there 
With  diamonds,  and  gemmed  every  where. 
And  of  their  golden  virges  none  difceptrcd  were. 

LVII. 

High  over  all,  Panglory's  blazing  throne. 
In  her  bright  turret,  all  of  cryftal  wrought, 
I, ike  Phoebu'>'  lamp,  in  midft  of  heaven,  fhone  : 
Whofe  flrarry  top,  with  pride  infernal  fraught, 
Self-arching  columns  to  uphold  were  taught  : 
In  which  her  image  flill  refledted  was 
By  the  fmooth  cryftal,  that  moft  like  herglafs, 
In  beauty  and  in  frailty  did  all  others  pafs. 

LVIII. 

A  filver  wand  the  forcercefs  did  fway, 
And,  for  a  crown  of  gold,  her  hair  fhe  wore  ; 
Only  a  garland  of  role-buds  did  play 
About  her  locks,  and  in  her  hand  fhe  bore 
A  hollow  globe  of  glafs,  that  long  before 
She  full  of  emptinefs  had  bladdered. 
And  ail  the  world  therein  depi(ftured : 
Whofe  colours,  like  the  rainbow,  ever  vanifiiecl. 

LI.X. 

Such  wat'ry  orbicles  young  boys  do  blow 
Out  from  then  fopy  Ihells,  ?.nd  much  admire 
The  fwimming  world,  which  tenderly  they  row 
With  eafy  breath  till  it  be  waved  higher  : 
But  if  they  chince  but  roughly  once  afpire. 
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THE    WORKS    OF   O.    I  LETCHER. 


The  painted  bubble  inftantly  doth  fall. 
Here  when  (he  came,  file  'gan  for  mufic  call, 
And  fung  this  wooing  fong,  to  welcome  him  with- 
al. 

Love  is  the  bloflbm  where  there  blows 
Every  thing  that  lives  or  grows  : 
Love  doth  make  the  heav'ns  to  move, 
And  the  fun  doth  burn  in  love  : 
JLovc  the  flrong  and  weak  doth  yoke, 
And  makes  the  ivy  climb  the  oak  ; 
Under  whofe  fliadows  lions  wild, 
S'jften'd  by  love,  grow  rame  and  mild  : 
Love  no  mid'cine  can  appeafe. 
He  burns  the  fiihes  in  the  feas; 
Not  all  the  ikill  iiis  wounds  can  ftcnch, 
Not  all  the  fea  his  fire  can  quench  : 
Love  did  make  the  bloody  fpear 
Once  a  leavy  coat  to  wear, 
"While  in  his  leaves  there  flirouded  lay 
Sweet  birds,  for  love,  that  fing  and  play  j 
And  of  all  loves  joyful  flame, 
I  the  bud,  and  blolTcmi  am. 
Only  bend  thy  knee  to  me. 
Thy  wooing  Ihall  thy  winning  be. 

See,  fee  the  flowers  that  below, 
Now  as  frelh  as  morning  blow, 
And  of  all,  the  virgin  rofe, 
That  as  bright  Aurora  fliows : 
HovvT  they  allunleaved  die, 
Lf  fing  thtir  virginity  ; 
Like  unto  a  fummcr-fhade. 
But  now  born,  and  now  they  fade. 
Every  t;hing  doth  pafs  away, 
There  is  danger  in  delay  : 
Come,  come  gather  then  the  rofe, 
Gather  it,  or  ityoulofe. 
All  the  fand  of  Tagus  fhore 
Into  my  bofom  call-  his  ore ; 
All  the  valleys  fwimming  corn 
To  my  houfe  is  yearly  borne  : 


Every  grape  of  every  vine 
Is  gladly  bniis'd  to  make  me  wine, 
While  ten  thoufand  kings,  as  proud," 
To  carry  up  my  train  have  bow'd. 
And  a  world  of  ladies  fend  me 
In  my  chambers  to  attend  me. 
All  the  ftar^  in  heav'n  that  fliinc, 
And  ten  thoufand  more, are  mine: 
Only  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 
Thy  wooing  Ihall  thy  winning  be. 

LX. 

Thus  fought  the  dire  enchauntrefs  in  his  mind 
Her  guileful  bait  to  have  embofomed  : 
But  he  her  charms  difperfed  into  wind. 
And  her  of  infolence  admonilhed, 
And  all  her  optic  glafl'es  fliattered. 

So  with  her  fire  te  hell  (be  took  her  flight. 
The  flarting  air  flew  from  the  damned  I'pright) 
Where  deeply  both  aggriev'd,  plunged  themfelves 
in  night. 

LKI. 

But  to  their  Lord,  now  mufing  in  his  thought, 
A  heavenly  volley  of  light  angels  flew. 
And  from  his  father  him  a  banquet  brought. 
Through  the  fine  element :  for  \vell  they  kn6w, 
After  his  Lenten  faft,  he  hungry  grew  : 
And,  as  he  fed,  the  holy  quires  combine 
To  fing  a  hymn  of  the  celeflial  trine  ; 
All  thought  to  pafs,  and  each  was  pall  all  thought 
divine. 

LXII. 

The  birds  fweet  not^s,  tofonnet  out  their  joy*, 
Attemper'd  to  the  lays  angelical; 
And  to  the  birds,  the  v.  inds  attune  their  nolfe  ; 
And  to  the  winds,  the  water?  hoarfcly  call, 
And  eclio  back  again  revoiced  all ; 

That  the  whole  valley  rung  with  victory. 

But  now  our  Lord  to  reft  doth  homewards  fly  ; 
See  how  the  night  comes  ftcRling  from  the  nioua- 
tainihijh. 


CHRIST'S  TRIUMPH  OVER  DEATH. 


The  Argument. 

Chrift's  triumph  over  death  on  the  crofs,  expreffed,  ill,  In  general  by  his  joy  to  undergo  it ;  fmging 
before  he  went  to   the  garden,   ver.  i,  a,  3.    Mat.  26.  30;  by  his  grief  in  the  undergoing  it, 

ver.  4. 6. ;  by  the  obfcure  fables  of  the  Gentiles  typing  it,  ver.  7,8.;  by  the  caufe  of  it  in  him, 

his  love,  ver.  9.;  by  the  effedtit  {bould  have  in  us,  ver.  10.— la.;  by  the  inftrument,  the  curfed. 
tree,  ver.  13.  2d,  ExprefTcd  in  particalar  ;  ift.  By  his  fore-paflion  in  the  garden,  ver.  14. — 25  ;  by 
his  paflion  itfelf,  amplified,  ift,  From  the  general  caufes,  ver.  a6,  27.  ;  parts,  and  effcifts  of  it, 
ver.  28,  29.     ad.  From  the  particular  caufes,  ver.  30,  31  ;  parts,  and  efFedls  of  it  in  heaven,  ver. 

^x. 36;  in  the  heavenly  fplrits,  ver.  37  ;  in  the  creatures  fubceleflial,  ver.  38;  in  the  wicke4 

jews,  ver.  39  ;  in  Judas,  ver.  40— 51  ;  in  the  bleffed  faints,  Jofeph,  &c.  ver.  $%. — 67. 


So  dov^'n  the  filver  ftrcams  of  Eridan, 
On  either  fide  bank't  with  a  lily  wall, 
Whitfr  than  both,  rides  the  triumphant  fwan, 
And  fings  his  dirge,  and  prophecies  his  fall, 
Diving  into  his  watry  funeral ! 

Buc  Eridan  to  Cedron  muft  fubmit 
His  flowery  {bore;  nor  can  he  envy  it, 
If  when  Apollo  fings,  his  fwans  do  filent  fit. 

II. 
That  hcav'nly  voice  I  more  delight  to  hear, 
Than  gentle  airs  to  breathe,  or  fwelling  waves 
Againft  the  founding  rocks  their  bofoms  tear, 
Or  wlaiftling  reeds,  that  rutty  Jordan  laves. 
And  with  their  verdure  his  white  head  embraves, 
To  chide  the  winds,  or  hiving  bees,  that  fly 
About  the  laughing  blofibms  of  fallowy, 
Rocking  afleep  the  idle  grooms  that  lazy  ly. 

111. 
And  yet  how  can  1  hear  thee  finging  go, 
When  men,  incens'd  with  hate,  thy  death  forefet? 
Or  elfe,  why  do  I  hear  thee  fighing  fo. 
When  ihou,   inflam'd  with  love,  their  life  dofl 

get! 
TThat  love  and  hate,  and  Cghs  and  fongs  are  met  ? 
But  thus,  and  only  thus  thy  love  did  crave. 
To  fend  thee  finging  for  u.s  to  thy  grave. 
While  we  fought  thee  to  kill,  and  thou  fought'li 
us  to  fave. 


When  I  remember  Chrift  our  burden  bears, 
1  look  for  glory,  but  find  mifery; 
I  look  for  joy,  but  find  a  fea  of  tears; 
I  look  that  we  (hould  live,  and  find  him  die  ; 
1  look  for  angels  fong.s,  and  hear  him  cry  ; 

Thusvi^hat  I  look,  1  cannot  find  fo  well; 

Or  rather,  what  I  find  I  cannot  tell, 
Theie  banks  fo  narrrow  are,   thofe   ilrcams  f« 
highly  fwell. 

V. 

Chrift  fuffers,  and  in  this  his  tears  begin. 
Suffers  for  us,  and  our  joy  fprings  in  this ; 
Suffers  to  death,  here  is  \n^  manhood  fcen; 
Sliffer.^  to  rile,  and  here  his  Godhead  is, 
For  man,  that  could  not  by  l^imfelf  have  rife. 
Out  of  the  grave  doth  by  the  Godhead  rife 
And  God,  that  could  not  die,  in  manhood  die* 
That  we  in  both  might  live  by  that  fweec  facrifice. 

Vi 

Go  giddy  brains,  whofe  wits  are  thought  fo  frefli 
Pluck  all  the  flow'rs  that  nature  forth  doth  throw  • 
Go  flick  them  on  the  cheeks  of  wanton  flefh  : 
Poor  idol  (forc'd  at  once  to  fall  and  grow) 
Of  fading  rofes,  and  of  melting  fnovv  : 

Your  fongs  exceed  your  matter,  this  of  mine 
The  matter  v<rhich  it  fings  fliall  make  divine  • 
As  ftars  dull  puddles  gild,  in  v/hich  their  beauties 
fliine. 
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Who  doth  not  fee  <3rown'd  in  Deucalion's  name 
(When  earth  his  men,  and  fea  had  loft  his  fhore) 
Old  Noah  ?  and  in  Nifus  lock  the  fame 
Of  Samfon  yet  alive  ?  and  long  before 
In  Phacthon's,  mine  own  fall  I  deplore ; 
But  he  that  conquer'd  hell,  to  fetch  again 
His  virgin  widow,  by  a  ferpent  flain, 
Another  Orpheus  was  then  dreaming  poets  feign. 

Vlll. 

That  taught  the  ftones  to  melt  for  paffion. 
And  dormant  fea,  to  hear  him,  Clent  lie  ; 
And  at  his  voice,  the  watry  nation 
To  flock,  as  if  they  deem'd  it  cheap,  to  buy 
With  their  own  death's  hi^  facred  harmony  : 
The  while  the  waves  flood  ftill  to  hear  hisfong, 
And  fteady  (hore  wav'd  with  the  reeling  throng 
Of  thirfty  fouls,  that  hung  upon  his  fluent  tongue. 

IX. 

What  better  friendihip  then  to  cover  fhame  ? 

What  greater  love,  than  for  a  friend  to  die  ? 

Yet  this  is  better  to  affclf  the  bhrac, 

And  this  is  greater  for  an  enemy  : 

But  more  than  this,  to  die,  not  fuddenly, 

Not  with  fome  common  death,  or  eafy  pain, 
But  flowly,  and  with  torments  to  be  flain  : 

O  dcpthwithout  a  depth,  far  better  feen  than  fay 'n! 

X. 

And  yet  the  Son  is  humbled  for  the  flavc, 
And  yet  the  flave  is  proud  before  the  Son : 
\etthe  Creator  for  his  creature  gave 
Himfelf,  and  yet  the  creature  haftes  to  run 
From  his  Creator,  and  felf-good  doth  fhun  : 

And  yet  the  Prince,  and  God  himfelf  doth  cry 
To  man,  his  traitor,  pardon  not  to  fly  ; 
Yet  man  is  God,  and  traitor  doth  his  Prince  defy. 

XI. 

Who  is  it  fees  not  that  he  nothing  is, 
But  he  that  nothing  fees  ?  what  weaker  breaft. 
Since  Adam's  armour  fail'd,  dares  warrant  his  ? 
That  made  by  God  of  all  his  creatures  befl, 
Straight  made  himfelf  tlic  worft  of  all  the  reft. 
"  If  any  ftreng:h  we  have,  it  is  to  ill, 
"  But  all  the  good  is  God's,  both  pow'r  and 
'•  will  :"  [may  kill. 

The  dead  man  cannot  rife,  though  he   himfelf 

XII. 

But  let  the  thorny  fchool  thefe  pundluals 
Of  wills,  all  good,  or  bad,  or  neuter  dils ; 
Such  joy  we  gained  by  our  parentals. 
That  good,  or  bad,  whether  I  cannot  wi(h, 
To  call  it  a  mifhap,  or  happy  mifs 

That  fell  from  Eden,  and  to  heav'n  did  rife  : 
Albe  the  mitred  card'nal  more  did  prize 
His  part  in  Paris,  than  his  part  in  paradife. 

xni. 
A  tree  was  firft  the  infttument  of  ftrife, 
"Where  Eve  to  fin  her  foul  did  proftitute; 
A  tree  is  now  the  inftrument  of  life. 
Though  all  that  trunk,  and  this  fair  body  fuit : 
Ah  curfcd  tree,  and  yet  O  blefled  fruit ! 

That  death  to  him,  this  life  to  us  doth  give  : 
gtrange  is  the  cure,  when  things  paft  cure  re- 
vive, 
And  the  Fhyfician  dies,  to  make  his  patient  live. 


Sweet  Eden  wa«  the  arbour  of  delight, 
Yet  in  his  honey  flow'rs  our  poifon  blew  ; 
Sad  Gethfeman  the  bow'r  of  baleful  night, 
Where  Chrift  a  health  of  poifon  for  us  drcvr , 
Yet  all  our  honey  in  that  poifon  grew  : 

So  we  from  fweeteft  flow'rs  could  fuck  onr  banc, 
And  Chrift  from  bitter  venom  could  again 
Extradl  life  out  of  death,  and  pleafure  out  of  pain. 

XV. 
A  man  was  firft  the  author  of  our  fall, 
A  man  is  now  the  author  of  our  rife; 
A  garden  was  the  plase  we  perifh'd  all, 
A  garden  is  the  place  he  pays  our  price  : 
And  the  old  ferpent  with  a  new  device, 
Hath  found  a  way  himfelf  for  to  beguile  : 
So  he  that  all  men  tangled  in  his  wile, 
Is  now  by  one  man  caught,  beguil'd  with  his  ow« 
guile. 

XVI. 

The  dewy  night  had  with  her  frofty  fhade 
Immantled  all  the  world,  and  the  ftiff  ground 
Sparkled  in  ice,  only  the  Lord,  that  made 
All  for  himfelf,  himfelf  difTolved  found. 
Sweat  without  heat,  and  bled  without  a  wound: 
Of  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  God,  and  man  forlore. 
Thrice  begging  help  of  thofe,  whofe  fins  he  bore, 
And  thrice  denied  of  thofe,  not  to  deny  had  fworc. 

xvii. 
Yet  had  he  been  alone  of  God  forfaken, 
Or  had  his  body  been  enibroil'd  alone 
In  fierce  affault;  he  might,  perhaps,  have  taken 
Some  joy  in  foul,  when  all  joy  elfe  was  gone, 
But  that  with  God,  and  God  to  heav'n  is  flown; 
And  hell  itfelf  out  from  her  grave  doth  rife. 
Black  as  the  ftarlefs  night,  and  with  them  fliej, 
Yet  blacker  than  they  both,  thefon  of  blafphemies. 

XVIII. 

As  when  the  planets,  with  unkind  afped. 
Call  from  her  caves  the  meagre  peftilencc  ; 
The  facred  vapour,  eager  to  infcdi. 
Obeys  the  voice  of  the  fad  influence, 
And  vomits  up  a  thoufand  noifome  fcents. 
The  well  of  life,  flaming  his  golden  flood 
With  the  fick  air,  fever.'^  the  boiling  blood. 
And  poifons  all  the  body  with  contagious  food. 

XIX. 

The  bold  phyfician,  too  incautelous. 

By  thofe  he  cures  himfelf  is  murdered: 
Kindnefs  infeds  pity  is  dangerous, 
And  the  poor  infant,  yet  not  fully  bred. 
There  where  he  fhould  be  born  lies  buried  : 
So  the  dark  prince,  from  his  infernal  cell, 
Cafts  up  his  grifly  torturers  of  hell,  [fpell. 

And  whets  them  to  revenge  with  this  infulting 

XX. 

See  how  the  world  fmiles  in  eternal  peace. 
While  we,  the  harmlefs  brats,  and  rufty  throng 
Of  night,  our  fnakes  in  curls  do  prank  and  drefs: 
Why  fleep  our  drcwfy  fcorpions  fo  long  ? 
Where  is  our  wonted  virtue  to  do  wrong  ? 

Are  we  ourfelves  .'  or  are"  we  graces  grown  ? 

The  fons  of  hell,  or  heav'n  ^  was  never  known 
Our  whips  fo  overmofs'd,  and  brands  f»  deadly 
blown. 
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G  long  dcOred,  never  hopM-for  hour, 
"When  our  tormentor  fhall  our  torments  feel ! 
Arm,  arm  yourlelves,  fad  dires  of  my  pow'r, 
And  make  our  judge  for  pardon  to  us  kneel  : 
Slice,  launch, dig,  tear  him  with  your  whips  of  flee], 
Myfelf  in  honour  of  fo  noble  prize,  [cries 

Will   pour  you   reeking   blood,   (bed  with  the 
Of  hafty  heirs,  who  their  own  fathers  facrifice. 

XXII. 

With  that  a  flood  of  poifon,  black  as  hell. 
Out  from  his  filthy  gorge  the  bcaft  did  fpue, 
That  all  about  his  bleffed  body  fell. 
And  thoufand  flaming  ferpents  hiding  flew 
About  his  ibul,  from  hellifh  fulphur  threw, 
And  every  one  brandifh'd  his  fiery  tongue, 
And  worming  all  about  his  foul  they  clung  ; 
3ut  he  their   flings  tore  out,  and   to  the  ground 
them  Hung. 

XXIII. 

So  have  I  feen  a  rock's  heroic  breaft, 
Againft  proud  Neptune,  that  his  ruin  thrisats, 
When  all  his  waves  he  hath  to  battle  preft. 
And  with  a  thoufand  fwelling  billows  beats 
The  flubborn  ftone,  and  foams,  and  chaffs,  and  frets 

To  heave  him  from  his  root,  unmoved  {land  ; 

And  mere  in  heaps  the  barking  furges  band. 
The  mor^  in  pieces  beat,  fly  weeping  to  the  ftrand. 

XXIV. 

So  may  we  oft  a  vent'rous  father  fee, 
To  pleafe  his  wanton  fon,  his  only  joy, 
Coaft  all  abnut,  to  catch  the  roving  bee, 
And  flung  himfelf,  his  bufy  hands  employ 
T"  favc  the  honey  for  the  gamefome  boy  : 
,    Or  from  the  fnake  her  ranc'rous  teeth  eraze, 
Making  hiscliild  the  toothlefsferpent  chace, 
Or,  with  his  little  hands  her  tim'rous  gorge  em- 
brace. 

XXV. 

Thus  Chfift  himfelf  to  watch  and  forrow  gives, 
While,  dew'd  in  eafy  ileep,  dead  Peter  lies  : 
Thus  man  in  his  own  grave  fecurely  lives. 
While  Chriil  alive,  with  thoufand  horrors  dies. 
Yet  more  for  theirs,  then  his  own  pardon  cries  : 
No  fins  he  had,  yet  all  our  fins  he  bare, 
IJo  much  doth  God  for  others  evils  care. 
And  yet  fo  carelefs  men  for  their  own  evils  arc. 

XXVI. 
See  dr^vvfy  Peter,  fee  where  Judas  wakes, 
Where  Judas  kifTes  him  whom  Peter  flics  : 
O  kifs  more  deadly  than  the  fling  of  fnakes ! 
Falfe  love  more  hurtful  than  true  injuries  ! 
Aye  me  !  how  dearly  God  his  fervant  buys? 
For  God  his  man  at  his  own  blood  doth  hold, 
And  man  his  God  for  thirty-pence  hath  fold. 
So  tin  forfilver  goes,  and  dunghill  drofs  for  gold. 

xxvii. 
Yet  was  it  not  enough  for  Sin  to  choofe 
A  fervant,  to  betray  his  Lord  to  them; 
JJut  that  a  fubjed  mud  his  king  accufe. 
But  that  a  Pagan  mull  his  God  condemn, 
JSut  that  a  Father  muft  his  Son  contemn, 
But  that  the  Son  rnufl  his  own  death  defire, 
That  prince,  and  people,  ft rvant,  and  the  fire, 
g.sa:ile,  a.nd  Tewj  ?.adhc  againft  hiinklf  ccnipire  ? 


XXVIII. 

Was  this  the  oil,  to  make  thy  faintfe  adore  thee, 
I'he  frothy  fpittle  of  the  rafcal  throng.' 
Are  thefe  the  virges,  that  are  borne  before  thee, 
Bafe  whips  of  cord,  and  knotted  all  along? 
Is  thi>  thy  golden  fceptrc,  againft  wrong, 
A  reedy  cane  ?  is  that  the  crown  adorns 
Thy  ihining  locks,  a  crown  of  fpiny  thorns  ? 
Are  thefe  the  angels  hymns,  the  priefts  blafphci 
mous  fcorns  ? 

XXIX. 

Who  ever  faw  honour  before  afliani'd ; 

Afflidled  majefly,  debafed  height. 

Innocence  guilty,  honefly  defam'd  ; 

Liberty  bound,  health  fick,  the  fun  in  night  ? 

But  fince  fuch  wrong  was  offer'd  unto  right. 
Our  night  is  day,  our  ficknefs  health  is  grown. 
Our  fhame  is  veil'd,  this  now  remains  alone 

For  us,  fince  he  was  ours,  that  we  be  not  our  own. 

XXX. 

Night  was  ordain'd  for  reft,  and  not  for  pain ; 
But  they,  to  pain  their  Lord,  their  reft  contemn, 
Good  laws  to  fave,  what  bad  men  would  have 

flain, 
And  not  bad  judges,  with  one  breath,  by  them 
The  innocent  to  pardon,  and  condemn  : 
Death  for  revenge  of  murderers,  not  decay 
Of  guiltlefs  blood,  but  now  all  headlong  fway 
Man's  murderer  to  fave,  man's  Saviour  to  flay. 

XXXI. 

Frail  multitude !  whofe  giddy  law  is  lift. 
And  beft  applaufe  is  wimiy  flattering, 
Moft  like  the  breath  of  which  it  doth  confift. 
No  fooner  blown,  hut  as  fpon  vanifliing, 
As  much  defir'd,  as  little  profiting. 

That  makes  the  men  that  have  it  oft  as  light. 
As  thofe  that  give  it,  which  the  proud  invite. 
And  fear ;  the  bad  man's  friend,  the  good  man's 
hypocrite. 

XXXII. 

It  was  but  now  their  founding  clamours  fung, 
Blefled  is  he  that  comes  from  the  Moft  High, 
And  all  the  mountains  wuh  hofannah  rung  ; 
And  now,  "  Away  with  him,  away,"  they  cry. 
And  nothing  can  be  heard  but  "  Crucify  :" 
It  was  but  now,  the  crown  itfelt  they  fave. 
And  golden  name  of  king  unto  him  gave  ; 
And  now,  no  king,  but  only  Csefar,  they  will  have, 

XXSllI. 

It  voas  but  now  they  gathered  blooming  May, 
And  of  his  arms  difrob'd  the  branching  tree, 
To  ftrow  with  boughs  and  bloffoms  all  thy  way; 
And  now  the  branchlefs  trunk  a  crofs  for  thee, 
And  May,  difmay'd,  thy  coronet  muft  be  : 
It  was  but  now  they  were  fo  kind  to  throw 
Their  own  beft  garments,  whexe  thy  feet  fliouUl 
go; 
And  now  thyfelf  they  ftrip,  and  bleeding  wounds 
they  fliow. 

XXXIV. 

See  where  the  Author  of  all  life  is  dying  : 
O  fearful  day  1  he  dead,  what  hope  of  living  ? 
See  where  the  hopes  of  all  our  lives  are  buying  : 
O  cheerful  day  1  theyhought,  what  fear  of  grieving;? 
Love,  love  for  hr.te;  and  death  for  life  is  giving  ; 
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jLo,  how  his  armsaie  firetch'd  abroad  to  grace 

th^.e,  ' 
And.  as  they  ojien  ftar.d,  call  to  emhrace  thee  : 
Wliy  flay'ft  thou  tlien,  my  foul  1  O  fly,  fly,thither 

haftethi-e. 

XXXV. . 

His  radious  head  wi^h  fh?mefiil  thorns  they  tear, 
His  tendiT  back  with  bloody  whips ihcy  rent, 
His  fide  and  heart  they  furrow  with  a  fpear, 
His  hainls  and  feet  with  riving  nails  they  tent, 
And,  as  to  diientrnil  his  f<>t;l  they  meant, 

They  jolly  at  his  jriief,  and  make  their  game, 
His  naked  bo;'y  to  expofe  to  ihame, 
That   all  might  come   to  fee,  and  all  might  fee 
that  came. 

xxsvi. 
Whereat  the  heav'n  put  out  his  guilty  eye, 
'J'har  durft  behold  fo  execrable  fi^rht, 
And  fd'led  all  in  black  the  fliacy  fky, 
And  rhe  pale  flars,  ftruck  with  unwonted  fri;.dif, 
Qiitnched  their  everlafting  lamps  in  night  : 
And  at  his  birch  as  all  the  ilars  heav'n  had, 
Were  tiot  enow,  but  a  new  fiat  was  made; 
So  now  both  new,  and  old,  and  all  away  did  fade. 

XXXVJI. 

The  niazed  angels  fhook  their  fiery  wings, 
Ready  to  lighten  vengeance  from  God's  throne ; 
One  down  l.'is  eyes  npon  the  manhood  flings. 
Another  gazes  on  the  Godhead,  ncne 
B'lt  furely  thought  his  wits  were  not  his  own. 
borne  flew  to  look  if  it  were  very  he  :  ' 
But  wlien  God's  arm  unarmed  they  did  fee, 
Albe  they  faw  it  was,  they  vow'd  it  could  not  be. 

xxxvin. 
The  fadded  air  hung  all  in  checrlefs  black. 
Through  v»fhich  the  gentle  winds  foft  fighing  flew. 
And  Jordan  into  fuch  huge  furrow  brake, 
(As  if  his  holy  flreaiii  no  meafureknew) 
'lliut  all  his  narrow  banks  he  overthrew  ; 

Tlie  trembling  earth  with  horror  inly  fhook, 
A  lid  (luhborn  ftoues,  fuch  grief  unus'd  to  brook, 
Did  burft,  and  gliods  awakiiig  from  their  graves 
'gan  ioi:k. 

XXX IX. 

The  v,7ife  philofopher  cried  all  aghaft, 
The  God  of  nature  fureJy  ianguilhcd  ; 
The  lad  Ceiuunon  cried  out  as  fsft. 
The  Son  of  God,  the  Son  of  God  was  dead; 
The  headlong  Jew  hung  down  his  penhve  head, 
And  homewards  far'd  ;  and  ever,  as  he  went, 
He  I'mote  his  breall,  half  defperately  bent ; 
The  very  woods  and  bcafts  did  feem  bis  death  la- 
ment. 

XL. 

The  gracelefs  traitor  round  about  did  look, 
(He  look'd  not  long,  the  devil  quickly  met  him) 
To  find  a  halter,  which  h»  found,  and  t'ok, 
Only  a  gibbet  now  he  needs  muft  get  him  ; 
So  on  1  wither'd  tree  he  fairly  fet  him ; 

And  hclp'd  him  fit  the  rope,  and  in  his  thought 

A  thoufand  furies,  with  their  whips,  hebrought; 

So  there  he  ftands,  ready  to  hell  to  make  his  vault, 

XLl. 

I'or  hjm  a  waking  bloodhound,  yelling  loud, 
That  in  his  bofom  long  had  fleeping  laid, 
A  guilty  confcience,  barkinjj  after  blood, 


Fiirf;;i.d  eagerly,  nay,  never  ftay'd, 
'["ill  the  betiayer's  I'clf  it  had  bctray'd. 

(Jf-  chanu'd  he  plctcc   in  hope  away  to  wind; 
But   chanjie   of' place  could  never  change  his 
mind  : 
Himfclt  he  flics  to  lofe,  and  follows  for  to  find. 

xi.ti. 
There  is  but  two  ways  for  this  foul  to  have, 
Wlien  parting  fioni  the  body,  forth  it  purges; 
To  flie  to  heav'n,  or  fall  into  the  grave. 
Where  whips    of    fcorpions,    with    the    flinging 

ftourge=. 
Feed  on  the  howling  ghofls,  and  fiery  furgcs 
Of  brimftone  roll  about  the  cave  of  night. 
Where  flames  do  burn,  and  yet  n^  fpark  of  light. 
And  firir  both  fries,  and  freezes  the  biafphtmiiig 
fpright. 

XLIII. 

There  lies  the  captive  loul,  aye-fighing  fore, 
P>.eck'ninga  thouland  years  fiiice  her  firtl;  bands; 
Yet  flays  not  there,  but  adds  a  thoufand  more, 
And  at  another  thoufand  never  Hands, 
But  teils  to  them  the  flars,  and  heaps  the  fands : 
And  now  the  ftars  are  told,  and  fandsare  run, 
And  ail  thufe  thoufand  thoufand  myriads  done. 
And  yet  but  now,  alas!  hut  now  all  is  begun  ? 

XL!V. 

With  that  a  flaming  brand  a  fury  cntch'd. 
And  ihook,  and  tof-'d  it  round  in  his  wild  thought, 
So  from  his  heart  all  joy,  ail  comfort  fnatch'd. 
With  every  flar  of  hope;  and  as  he  fouglit 
(  With  prelent  fear,  and  future  grief  diftraught) 
To  fly  from  his  own  heart,  and  aid  implore 
Of  him,  the  more  he  gives,  that  hath  the  more, 
Whofe  florehoufe  is  the  heav'os,  too  little  for  hit 
flore. 

xi.v. 
Stay  wretch  on  earth,  cried  Satan,  refllefs  reft: 
Know'ft  thou  ncvt  juftice  lives  in  heav'n  ?  or  can 
The  worft  of  creatures  live  amoTig  the  beil  ; 
Anvng  the  blefled  angels  curfed  man  .' 
Will  Judas  now  beconie  a  Chriftian  ?  [mind  ? 

Whither  will  hope's  long  wings  tranfp'jrt  thy 
Or  canil  thou  n'-t  thyfelf  a  finner  find  .' 
Or  cruel  to  thyfelf,  wouldll  thou  have  mercy  kind  ? 

xi,vi. 
He  gave  thee  life;  why  ftiould  thou  feek  to  fliy 

him .' 
He  lent  thee  wealth ;  to  feed  tliy  avarice  ? 
He  call'd  thee  friend  ;  what,  that  thou  fliouldft 

betray  him  ? 
He  kifs'd  thee,  though  he  knew  his  life  the  price ; 
He  wafli'd  thy  feet  :  fliould'ft  thou  his  facrifice  ? 
He  gave  thee  bread,  and  wine,  his  body,  blood, 
And  at  thy  heart  to  enter  in  he  flood  ; 
But  tlien  I  eiUer'd  in,  and  all  my  fuaky  brood. 

XLVIl. 

As  when  wild  Pentheus  grown  mad  with  fear, 
Whole  troops  of  hcllifli  hags  about  him  fpies, 
Two  bloody  funs  ftalking  the  duiky  fphere. 
And  twofold  fhcbes  runs  rollir'giii  his  eyes: 
Or  through  the  fcene  flaring  Orefles  flies, 

With  eyes  flung  back  upon  his  mother*^  ghoft, 
That,  with  infernal  ferpentsall  embols'd. 
And  torches  quench'd  in  blood,  doth  her  ftern  foo 
accoft. 
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XLVIII. 

^tlch  horrid  gorgons,  and  niisformed  forms 
Of  dnmned  fienijs,  flew  dancing  in  his  heart, 
That  now,  unable  to  endure  their  dorms, 
p]y,  fly,  he  cries,  diyfcif,  vvhate'er  thou  art, 
Hell,  hell  already  burns  in  every  part. 
So  down  into  his  torturers  arm*i  he  fell. 
That  ready  flood  his  funerals  to  yell, 
And  in  a  cloud  of  night  to  waft  hini  quick  to  hell. 

XLIX. 

Yet  oft  he  fnatch'd,  and  ilarted  as  he  hung: 
So  when  the  fenfes  haif  enflumber'd  lie, 
The  headlongf  body,  ready  to  be  flung 
By  the  deluding' fancy  trom  fome  high 
And  cragpy  rock,  recovers  greedily, 

And  clafps  the  yielding  pillow,  half  alleep, 
.    And,  as  from  heav'n  it  tumbled  to  the  deep, 
Feels  a  cold  fweat  through  every  trembling  mem- 
ber creep. 
.  L. 

There  let  him  hang  enibowelled  in  blood. 
Where  never  any  gentle  fhepherd  feed 
His  blefled  flocks,  nor  ever  heav'nly  flood 
fall  on  the  curfed  ground,  nor  wholefomc  feed. 
That  may  the  Icaft;  delight  or  pleafure  breed  : 
I^et  never  fpring  vifit  his  habitation, 
But  nettles,  kix,  and  all  the  weedy  nation, 
With  empty  elders  grow,  fad  ligns  of  defolatloh. 

There  let  the  dragon  keep  his  habltance. 
And  ftinking  carcafes  be  thrown  avaunt, 
Fauns,  fy Ivans,  and  deformed  fatyrs  dance,  [chant; 
Wild  cats,  wolves,  toads,  and  fcreech-owls  direly 
There  ever  let  fome  relllefs  fpirit  haunt. 

With  hollow  found,  and  claihing  chains,  to  fear 
The  paflenger,  and  eyes  like  to  the  ftar. 
That  fparkles  in  the  creft  of  angry  Mars  afar. 

LII. 

But  let  the  blefl"ed  dews  for  ever  rtiow'r 
Upon  that  ground,  in  whofe  fair  fields  I  fpy 
The  bloody  enfign  of  our  Saviour. 
Strange  conquetl  v/hcre  the  conqueror  muft  die, 
And  he  is  flain,  that  wins  the  vidlory  : 

But  he,  that  living,  had  no  houfe  to  owe  it, 
Now  had  no  gra^'c,  but  Jofeph  mud  bellow  it  : 
0  run  ye  faints  apaice,  and  with  fweet  flowers  be- 
lli ow  it. 

till. 
And  ye  glad  fpirits,  that  nov/  fainted  fit 
.On  your  ccleflial  thrones,  in  beauty  drcll, 
Though  I  your  tears  recount,  O  let  it  not 
With  after-forrovif  wound  your  tender  bread. 
Or  with  new  grief  unquiet  your  foft  red  : 
Enough  is  me  your  plaints  to  found  again. 
That  never  could  enough  myf^lf  complain. 
Sing  then,  O  flng  aloud  thou  Arimathean  fwairi. 

iiv. 
But  long  he  dood,  in  his  faint  arms  upholding 
The  faired  fpoil  heav'n  ever  forfeited, 
W"ith  fiich  a  filent  pafllon  grief  <  nfolding, 
Tliat,  had  the  flieet  but  on  himfelf  been  fprcad 
He  for  the  corfe  might  have  been  buried  : 

And  with  him  dood  the  happy  thief  that  dole 
By  night  his  own  falvation,  and  a  ihoal 
Of  f.Tarics  drown'd,  round  about  him,  fat  in  dole. 
Toi..  lY. 


At  length,  (kifllng  his  lips  before  he  fpake. 
As  if  frorai  thence  he  fetch'd  again  his  ghod) 
To  Mary  thus  with  tears  his  filertce  brake  : 
Ah,  woful  foul  1   what  joy  in  all  ourcoad, 
When  him  we  hold,  we  have  already  loft  .' 

Once  didd  thou  lofe  thy  Son,  but  foundd  again; 

Now  find'd  thy  Son,  but  find'd  him  lod,  and 

flain.  [life  fudain  ? 

Ah  me  :  though  lie  could  death,  how  can'd  th6tt 

LVI. 

Wliere'er,  dear  Lord,  thy  fliadow  hovereth, 
Blelling  the  place,  wherein  it  deigns  abide  ; 
Look  how  the  earth  dark  horror  covereth. 
Clothing  in  mournful  black  hci-  naked  fide, 
Willing  her  diadovv  up  to  heav'n  to  glide, 
To  fee  and  if  it  meet  thee  wand'ring  there, 
That  fo,  and  if  herfelf  mud  mifs  thee  here, 
At  lead  her  ftiadow  may  her  duty  to  tlicc  bear. 

LVlI. 

See  how  the  f^un  in  daytime  clouds  his  face. 
And  lagging  Vefper,  loofing  his  Lite  team, 
Forgets  in  heaven  to  run  his  nightly  race  : 
But,  fleeping  on  bright  Oeta's  top,  doth  dream 
The  world  a  chaos  is,  no  joyful  beam  [moan, 

Looks  from  his    fvarry   bower,  the  heav'ns  do 
And  trees  drop  tears,  led  we  fliould  grieve  ajone. 
The  vifinds  havelearn'd  to  figh,  and  waters  hoarfei 
ly  groan. 

LVIli. 

And  you  fweet  flow'rs,  that  in  this  garden  grovi^, 
Whofe  happy  dates  a  thoufand  fouls  envy. 
Did  you  your  own  felicities  but  know, 
Yourfelves  uplock'd  would  to  his  funeral  hie, 
You  never  could  in  better  feafon  die  : 
O  that  I  might  into  your  places  flide  I 
The  gate  of  heav'n  ilands  gaping  in  his  fide, 
There  in   my   foul  fliould  deal,  and  all  her  faults 
fliould  hide. 

LIX. 

Are  thcfe  the  eyes,  that  made  all  others  blind  ? 
Ah  I  why  are  they  themfelves  now  blemifhed  I 
Is  this  the  face,  in  which  all  beauty  fhin'd  .' 
What  blad  hath  thus  his  flowers  debel!lfti:d  t 
Are  thefe  the  feet,  that  on  the  wat'ry  head 

Of  the  unfaithful  ocean  pafi"age  found  ? 

Why  go  they  no'v  fo  lowly  under  ground, 
Wafti'd  with  our  worthlefs  tears,  and  their  own 
precious  wound  ? 

LX. 

One  hem  but  of  the  garments  that  he  wore. 

Could  medicine  whole  countries  of  rhetr  pain  : 

One  touch  of  this  pale  hand  could  life  reftorc; 

One  word  of  fhefe  cold  lips  revive  the  flain  : 

Well  the  blind  man  thy  Godhead  might  maintain^ 
What  though  the  fuUen  Pharifees  repin'd  .i" 
He  that  fliould  both  compare,  at  length  would 
find 

The  blind  man  only  faw.  the  feers  all  were  blind. 
L-xi. 

Why  Ihould  they  think  thee  worthy  to  be  flain  ? 

Was  it  becaufe  thou  gav'd  their  blind  men  eyes? 

Oir  th;;t  thou  mad'd  their  lame  to  walk  again  ? 

Or  for  thou  heal'd  their  flck  mens  malaiiies  ? 

Or  iviidTt  their  dumb  to  fpeak.,  >.iid  dead  to  rife  1 
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O  could  dl  fl-:efc  but  any  grace  have  won, 
What  would  they  not  to  iave  thy  life  have  done.' 
The  dumb  m?.n  would  hjave  fpoke,  and  lame  man 
would  have  run. 

LXII. 

Let  rae,  O  let  me  near  fome  fountain  lie, 
That  through  the  roik  heaves  up  his  fandy  head, 
Or  let  nie  dwell  nj.on  fome  mountain  high, 
Whofe  holLv/  root,  and  bafer  parts  are  Ipread 
On  fleeting  waters,  in  his  bowels  bred. 

That  I  their  ftrcam?,  and  they  my  tears  mayfeed: 
Or  clothed  in  fome  hermit's  ragged  weed. 
Spend  all  my  days  in  weeping  for  this  curfed  deed. 

LXIII. 

The  life,  the  which  I  once  did  love,  I  leave  ; 

The  love,  in  wliich  I  once  did  live,  1  lothe; 

]  hate  the  light,  that  did  my  light  bereave  ; 

Both  love,  and  life,  I  do  Oefpiie  you  both. 

(5^ that  one  grave  might  both  our  afhes  clothe  ! 
A  Icve,  a  life,  a  light  I  novr  obtain, 
Able  to  make  my  age  grow  young  again, 

Able  to  fave  the  fick,  and  to  revive  the  flain. 

LXIV. 

Thus  fpend  we  tecrs,  that  never  can  be  fpent, 
O.)  him,  that  forrow  now  no  more  fhall  fee  ; 
Thus  fond  we  fighs,  that  never  can  be  fent, 
To  him  that  died  to  live,  and  would  not  be. 
To  be  there  where  he  would  :  here  bury  we 
This  heav'nly  earth  ;  here  let  it  foftly  fieep, 
The  faireft  Shepherd  of  the  faireft  flieep.  [weep. 
So  all  the  bady  kifs'd,  and  iioaiewards  went  to 


So  home  their  bodies  went  to  feek  repofe  ; 
But  at  the  grave  they  left  their  fouh  behind  : 
O  who  the  force  of  love  celeftial  knows  1 
That  can  tlie  chains  of  nature's  felf  unbind, 
Sendir,'^  the  body  home  without  the  mind. 
Ah,  blefled  virgin  I  what  high  angels  art 
Can  ever  count  thy  tears,  or  fing  thy  fmart, 
When  every  nail,  that  pierc'd  his  hand  did  pierce 
thy  heart  ? 

LXVI. 

So  Philomel,  perch'd  on  an  afpin  fprig, 
Weeps  all  the  night  her  loft  virginity, 
And  fings  her  fad  tale  to  the  merry  twig, 
That  dances  at  fuch  joyful  niifery, 
Ne  ever  lets  fweet  reft,  invade  her  eye  : 
But  leaning  en  a  thorn  her  dainty  cheft. 
For  fear  fol't  fleep  fhould  fteal  into  her  breaft, 
Expreffes  in  her  fong  grief  not  to  be  exprefs'd. 

LXVII. 

So  when  the  lark  (poor  bird  !)  afar  efpy'th 
Her  yet  unfeather'd  children  (^whom  to  fave 
She  ftrives  in  vain)  flain  by  the  fatal  fcythe. 
Which    from  the  meadow  her  green  locks  dotli 

ftiave, 
That   their  warm   neft   is    now    become    their 
grave  ; 
The  woful  m.other  up  to  heaven  fprings, 
And  all  about  her  plaintive  notes  flie  flings, 
And  their  untimely  fate  moft  pitifully  fings. 


CHRIST'S  TRIUMPH  AFTER  DEATH. 


!  The  Argument. 

:'  Chrlfl's  triumph  after  death,  ift,  In  his  refurredlion,  manifefted  by  its  effc(5ls  in  the  creatures,  ver. 
I. —  7. ;  in  himlelf,  ver.  8 — 1%.     2d.  In  his  afcenfion  into  heaven,  whofe  joys  are  defcribed,  ver. 

13 16. ;  ill,  by  the  accef;  of  all  good,  the  bleffcd  fociety  of  the  faints,  angels,  &c.  ver.  1 7. — 19. 

The  fweet  quiet  and  peace  enjoyed  under  God,  ver.  ao. ;  faadowed  by  the  peace  v?e  enjoy  under 
our  fovereign,  ver.  il. — 26.  The  beauty  of  the  place,  ver.  Z7. ;  the  carity  (as  the  fchool  calls  it) 
of  the  faints  bodies,  ver.  28. — jl.;  the  impletiou  of  the  ^ippetite,  ver.  31,  33.;  the  joy  of  the 
fenfes,  &c.  ver,  34  ad,  By  the  am  :tion  of  all  evil,  ver.  is,  36. ;  by  the  accef«  of  all  good  again, 
ver,  37.;  in  the  glory  of  the  holy  city,  ver.  38. ;  in  the  beatilical  viiion  of  God,  ver.  39. 


But  now  the  fecond  morning  from  her  bow'r 
Began  to  glifter  in  her  beams,  and  now 
The  rofts  of  the  day  began  to  fl<.w'r 
In  th'  eaftern  garden  ;  for  heav'ns  fmiling  brow 
Half  infolent  for  joy  begun  to  (how  ; 
The  early  fun  came  lively  dancing  out, 
And  the  brag  lambs  ran  v/antoning  about. 
That  heav'n  and   earth   might  feem  in  triumph 
both  to  ihout. 

II. 
Th'  cnglaridcn'd  fpring,  forgetful  now  to  weep. 
Began  t'  t  bluS^in  from  her  Icavy  bed  : 
The  waking  fwaliow  broke  her  half  year's  ficep, 
And  eve  y  bufll  lay  deeply  purpured 
Wi:h  viulfcts  the  woods  late  wint'ry  head 
Wide  Aiming  primrofes  fet  all  on  fiic, 
And  his  bald  tret- s  put  c.n  their  g!  een  attire. 
Among  whofe  jntant  leaves  the  joyous  birds  con- 
fj.il  e. 

'  *"• 
And  now  the  taller  fons  (whom  Titan  warms) 
Of  uiifhorn  ti.ountaiiis,  blown  with  eafy  winds. 
Dandled  the  morning's  childhood  in  their  arms, 
And,  if  they  c'.anc'ri  to  flip  the  prouder  pines, 
I'he  under  corylets  did  catch  the  fliines, 

To  gild  their  le'aves;  faw  never  happy  year 

Such  joyful  triumph,  and  triumphant  cheer. 

As  though  the  agtd  world  anew  created  were. 

IV. 

Say,  eanh,  why  haft  thou  got  thee  liew  attire, 
And  ftick'll  thy  habit  full  of  daifies  red  .' 
Seems  that  thou  doil:  to  fome  high  thought  afpire, 
And  fome  iiaw-fcund-out  bridegroom  mean'll  to 
1'cii  me,  ye  tries,  fo  fi^ilh  aj-parelled,  [wed  : 


So  never  let  the  fplteful  canker  wafte  you, 
So  never  let  the  heav'ns  with,  lightning  blaft  you  : 
Why  go  you  now  fo  trimly  dreft,  or  whither  hafts 
you  } 

V. 

Anfwer  me,  Jordan,  why  thy  crooked  tide 
So  often  wanders  from  his  neareft  way. 
As  though  fome  other  way  thy  ftream  would  Hide, 
And  fain  falute  the  place  where  foaiething  la.y. 
And  you  fweet  birds,  that  fhaded  from  th^  ray, 
Sic  carolling,  and  piping  grief  away, 
I'he  while  the  lambs   to  hear   you   dance    and 
play,  _    _  _       [fa>;? 

Tell  me,  fweet  birds,  what  is  it  you  fo  fain  would 

VI. 

And  thou,  fair  fpoufe  of  earth,  that  every  year 

C^L-tt'll  fuch  a  numeious  ifTue  of  thy  bride, 

How  chance  thou  hotter  fhin'ft,  and  draw'iT;  more 

near  \ 
Sure  thou  fomewhere  fome  worthy  fight  haft  fpy'd, 
That  in  one  place  for  joy  thou  can'ft  not  hide  ; 
And  you,  dead  fwallows,  that  fo  lively  now 
Through  the  fleet  air  y(.ur  winged  paifage  row, 
How  could  new'  life  into  your  frozen  allies  How  \ 

VII. 

Ye  primrofe's,  and  purple  violets. 

Tell  me,  why  blaze  ye  from  your  leavy  bed. 

And   woo   mens  hands  to  renc   you  fri-m    youc 

fets, 
As  though  you  would  fomewhere  be  carried. 
With  frelh  perfumes,  and  velvets  garniHied  \ 
But  ah  1    I  need  not  afk,  'tis  furely  fo. 
You  all  would  to  your  Saviour's  triumphs  go, 
There  would  ye  all  await,  and  huinble  hvmag^ 
do. 

K  k  ij 
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There  fliould  the  earth  herfelf  with  garlands  new 
And  lovely  flcw'rs  embeliifhcd  adore  : 
Such  rcifts  never  in  her  e;arland  grew, 
iii.ch  11. its  never  in  her  breail  (lie  wore, 
Like  heiuty  never  yet  did  lliine  before  : 
Tlirre  fliould  the  fun  another  Sun  behold, 
rVoni  whence  himielt'  borrows  his  lochs  of  gold, 
That  kindle  heav'n  and  earth  with  beauties  ma- 
nifoW. 

IX. 

There  might  the  violet,  and  primrofe  fweet 
Seams  of  more  lively,  and  more  lovely  grace, 
Ariftng-  from  their  beds  of  incenfe  meet ; 
There  fliould  the  fwallow  fee  new  life  embrace 
Dead  aflies,  and  the  grave  unheal  his  face. 
To  let  the  living  from  his  bowels  creep. 
Unable  lonjjer'  his  own  dsad  to  keep  : 
Tliere  heav'n  and  earth  fhould  fee  their  Lord  a-  , 
wake  from  flecp. 

X. 

Their  Lord,  before  by  others  }udg'd  to  die, 
Now  Jvidgc  of  all  himfclf ;  before  forfaktn 
Of  all  the  world,  that  from  his  aid  did  fly, ' 
Now  by  the  faints  into  their  armies  taken ; 
Before  for  an  Hnvv-orthy  man  miflaken, 
Now  wfirtliy  to  be  God  confcf;'d  ;  before 
'With,  blafphemics  by  all  the  bafeft  tore. 
Now  worfhipped  by  angels,  that  him  low  adore. 

XI. 

Whofe  garment  was  before  indlpt  in  blood, 
But  now,  imbright'ned  into  heav'nly  flame. 
The  fun  iti'elf  outglitters,  though  he  fiiould 
Climb  to  the  top  of  the  celeftial  frame. 
And  force  the  flars  go  hide  themfelves  for  fliame  : 

Before,  that  under  earth  was  buried. 

But  now  above  the  heav'ns  is  carried. 
And  there  forever  by  the  angels  heried. 

XI  r. 
So  faireft  Phofphor,  the  bright  morning  ftar, 
But  newly  wafh'd  in  the  green  element, 
Before  the  drowfie  night  is  half  aware. 
Shooting-  his  flamiing  locks  Vi'ith  dew  befprcnt, 
Springs  lively  up  into  the  orient, 

And  the  bright  drove,  fleec'd  all  in  gold,  he 
chaces 

To  drink,  that  on  the  Olympic  mountain  grazes. 
The  while  the  minor  planets  forfeit  all  their  faces. 

XIII. 

So  long  he  wand'red  in  our  lower  fphere, 
That  heav'n  began  bis  cloudy  ftars  defpife, 
Half  envious,  to  fee  on  earth  appear 
A  greater  light  than  flam'd  in  his  own  fkies : 
At  length  it  hurlt  for  fpite,  and  out  there  flies 
A  globe  of  winged  angels,  fwift  as  thought. 
That  on  their  fpotted  feathers  lively,  caught 
The  fparkling  earth,  and  to  their  azure  fields- it 
brought. 

XIV. 

The  refl,  that  yet  amazed  flood  below, 
With  eyes  call  up,  as  greedy  to  be  fed, 
And  hards   upheld,    themfelves  to  ground   did 

throw  ; 
So  when  the- Trojan  boy  was  ravilhed. 
As  through  th'  Idaliaii  woods  they  fay  he  fled, 


His  aged  guardians  flood  all  dIfmayM, 
Some  left  he  Ihould  have  fallen  back  afraid. 
And  fome  their  hafly  vows,  and  timely  prayer* 
faid. 

sv. 
Tofsnp  your  heads  ye  everlafling  gates, 
And  let  the  Prince  of  Glory  enter  in  ; 
At  whofe  brave  volley  of  fiderial  Rates, 
The  fun  to  bluih,  and  ftars  grow  pale  were  fcen  ; 
When,  leaping  firft  from  earth,  he  did  begin 
To  climb  his  angels  wings,  then  open  hang 
Your  cryflal  doors  ;  fo  all  the  chorus  fang 
Of   heav'nly   birds,  as   to  the  ftars  they  nimbly 
fpraug. 

XVI. 
Hark  how  the  floods  clap  their  applauding  hands. 
The  pleafjnt  valleys  finging  for  delight. 
And  wanton  mountains  dance  about  the  lands, 
The  while  the  fields,   ftruck  with  the  heav'nly 

light, 
Set  all  their  flow'rs  a  fmiling  at  the  fight; 

The  trees   laugh   with  their  blolToms,  and  the 

found 
Of  the  triumphant  fhout  of  praife,  that  crown'd 
The    flaming    Lamb,   breaking    through  heav'n, 
laath  paffagc  found. 
XVII. 
Out  leap  the  antique  patriarchs  all  in  hafte, 
To  fee  the  po^v'rs  of  hell  in  triumph  lead. 
And  with  Imall  ftars  a  garland  intercha'ft 
Of  olive-ieaves  they  bore,  to  crown  his  head. 
That  was  before  with  thorns  degloried  : 

After  them  flew  the  prophets,  brightly  ftol'd 
In  ftiining  lawn,  and  wimpled  manifold, 
Striking  their  ivory  harps,  ftrung  all  in   cords  of 
gold. 

xvni. 
To  which  the  faints  viitorious  carols  fung, 
Ten  thoufand  faints  at  once,  that  with  the  found 
Tiie  hollow  vaults  of  heav'n  for  triumph  rung  : 
The  cherubims  their  clamours  did  confound 
With  all  the  reft,  and  clapt  their  wings  around : 
Down  from  their  thrones  the  dominations  flow 
And  at  his  feet  their  crowns  and  fcepters  throw 
And  all  the  princely  fouls  fell  on  their  faces  low. 

XIX. 

Nor  can  the  martyrs  wound'  them  ftay  behind. 
But  out  they  rufh  among  the  heav'nly  crowd, 
Seeking  their  lieav'n  out  of  their  heav'n  to  find, 
Sounding  their  filver  trumpets  out  fo  loud. 
That  the  ihrill  noife    broke  through  the  flarry 
cloud. 
And  all  the  virgin  fouls,  in  pure  array, 
Came  dancing  forth  and  making  joyous  play  ; 
So  him  they  led  along  into  the  courts  of  day. 

XX. 

So  him  they  led  into  the  courts  of  day, 
Where  "never  war,  nor  wounds  abide  him  more. 
But  in  that  houfe  eternal  peace  doth  play, 
Acquieting  the  fouls,  that  new  before 
Their  way  to  heav'n  through  their  own  blood  did 
fcore. 
But  now,  eftranged  from  all  mifery. 
As  far  as  heav'n  and  earth  difcoafted  lie, 
Swelter  in  quiet  waves  of  immortality. 


CHRTSTS  VICTORY  AND  TRItJMPrt. 


4r 


And  if  great  things  by  fmaller  may  be  gneft, 
So,  in  rhe  mid'rt:  of  Neptune's  aiij^ry  tide, 
Our  Britain  ifland,  like  the  weedy  nefl 
Of  true  halcyon,  on  the  waves  doth  ride. 
And  loftly  failing,  fcorns  the  water's  pride: 
While  all  the  reft,  drown'd  on  the  continent, 
And  toil   in   bloody  waves,  their  wounds   la- 
ment, [dcrment. 
And  fland,  to  fee  our  peace,  as  (Iruck  with  wan- 

XXH. 

The  fhip  of  France  religious  waves  do  tofs, 
And  Greece  itfelf  is  now  grown  barbarous ; 
Spain's  children  hardly  dare  the  ocean  crofs. 
And  Beige's  field  lies  wafte,and  ruinous; 
That  unto  thofe,  the  heav'ns  are  envious, 

And  unto  them,  thenifelvesare  flrangers  grown, 
And  unto  thefe,  the  feas  are  faithlefs  known, 
And  unto  her,  alas !  her  own  i>  not  her  own. 

xxm. 
Here  only  ftiut  we  Janus  iron  gates, 
And  call  the  welcome  mules  to  our  fprings. 
And  are  but  pilgriais  from  our  heav'nly  ilates, 
The  wliile  the  trufty  earth  fure  plenty  brings, 
And   fliips   through   Neptune   fafely  fpread  their 
wings. 
Go  blelTed  ifland,  wander  where  thou  pleafe, 
Unto  thy  God,  or  men,heav'n,  lands,  or  feas: 
Thou  canft  not  lofe  thy  way,  thy  King  with  all 
hath  peaC'C. 

XXTV. 

Dear  prince,  thy  fubjeds  joy,  hope  of  their  heirs, 
Pidnre  of  peace,  or  breathing  imsge  rather. 
The  certain  argument  of  all  our  pray'rs, 
Thy  Harries,  and  thy  country's  lovely  father. 
Let  peace  in  endlefs  joys  forever  bathe  her 
Within  thy  facred  breafi,  that  at  thy  birth 
Brought'ft  her  with  thee  from  heav'n,  to  dwell 
on  earth, 
Making  our  earth  a  heav'n,  and  paradife  of  mirth. 

XXV. 

Let  not  my  liege  mifdeem  thefe  hamble  lays, 
As  lick't  with  foft  and  fupple  blandillament, 
■Or  fpoken  to  difparagon  his  praife^ 
For  though  pale  Cynthia,  near  her  brother's  tent. 
Soon  dil;ippears  in  the  white  lirmament. 

And  gives  him  back  the  beams,  before  were  his; 

Yet  vviien  he  verges,  or  is  liardly  ris, 
She  the  vive  image  o[  her  abfent  brother  is. 

XXVI. 

Nor  let  the  Prince  of  Peace  his  beadfman  blame, 
That  with  his  fteward  dares  his  Lord  compare. 
And  heav'nly  peace  with  earthly  quiet  Ihame  : 
So  pines  to  lowly  plants  compared  are. 
And  lightning  Phoebus  to  a  little  ftar  : 

And  well  I  wot,  my  rhyme,  albe  unfmooth, 
Ne  fays  but  what  it  means,  ne  means  but  footh, 
Ne  harms  the  good,  ne  good   to   harmful  perfon 
doth. 

XXVII. 

Gaze  but  upon  the  houfe  where  man  embov/'rs  : 
"With  flow'rs  and  rufhes  paved  is  his  way. 
Where  all  the  creatures  are  his  fcrvitours. 
The  winds  do  fweep  his  chambers  every  day. 
And  clouds  do  wafli  his  rooms,  the  cieliiiij  gay, 


Starred  aloft  the  gilded  Tcnobs  embrave  : 
If  fuch  a  houfe  God  to  another  gave. 
How  fiiine  thofe  glittering  courts,  he  for  himfelf 
will  have .' 

-  XXVIII. 

And  if  a  fuUen  cloud,  as  fad  as  night. 
In  which  the  fun  may  feem  embodied, 
Depur'd  of  all  his  drofs,  we  fee  fo  white. 
Burning  in  melted  gold  his  watery  head. 
Or  romid  with  ivcry  edges  filvered  ; 
What  luftre  luner-escelicnt  wili  he 
Ijighten  on  thofe  that  fhall  his  funfiiine  fee 
In   that   all-glorious  court,    in  which  all  glories 
be? 

XXIX. 

If  but  one  fun,  with  his  difl'ufive  fires. 

Can   paint  the  ftaTs,  and  the  vrhole  world   with 

light. 
And  joy  and  life  into  each  heart  infpires. 
And  every  faint  ihall  ihine  in  heav'n,  as  bright 
As  doth  the  fun  in  his  tranfcendent  might, 

(As  faith  may  well  believe,  what  truth  onc.e 

fays) 
What  fliall  fo  many  funs  united  rays. 
But  dazzle  all  the  eyes,  that  now  in  heav'n  we 
praife  ? 

XXX. 

Here  let  my  I^ord  hang  upTiis  conquering  lance, > 
And  bloody  armour  with  late  (laughter  Vvfarm, 
And  looking  down  on  his  weak  militants. 
Behold  his  faints,  niid'fl:  of  their  hot  alarm. 
Hang  all  their  golden  hopes  upon  his  arm. 
And  in  this  lower  field  difpacing  wide, 
Throngh  windy  thoughts,  that  would  their  fails 
mifguide, 
Anchoj:  their  iieflily  fliips  fafl  in  his  \youudcd  fide. 
xaxi.  '  '  ' 

Here  may  tlje  band,  that  now  in  triumph  fhines. 
And  that  (>  efore  they  were  invefted  thus) 
In  earthly  bodies  carried  heav'nly  minds, 
Pitcht  round  about  in  order  glo'rious. 
Their  funny  tents,  and  houfes  luminous, 
All  their  eternal  day  in  fongs  empfiying. 
Joying  their  end,  without  end  of  their  joying. 
While  their  Almighty  Prince  dciirudiion  is  des 
■flroying. 

XXXII. 

Full,  yet  without  fatlety,  of  that 
Which  whets  and  q-.iicts  greedy  appetite, 
Where  never  fun  did  rife,  nor  ever  fat, 
But  one  eternal  day,  and  endlefs  light 
Gives  time  to  thofe,  whofe  time  iS  infinite. 

Speaking  with  thought,  obtaining  without  feCj 
Beholding  him,  whoni  never  eye  could  fee. 
And  magnifying  him,  that  cannot  greater  be. 

XXXIM. 

Hov>r  can  fuch  joy  as  this  want  words  to  fpeak .' 
And  yet  what  words  can  fpeak  fach  joy  as  this  ? 
Far  from  the  world,  that  might  their  quiet  break, 
Here  the  glad  fouls  the  face  of  beauty  kifs, 
Four'd  out  in  pleafure,  on  their  beds  of  blifs. 
And  drunk  with  nedlar  torrents,  ever  hold 
Their  eycj  on  him,  whofe  graces  manifold 
The  more  they  do  behold,  the  more  they  would 
behold, 

K  k  iij 
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XXXIV. 

Their  flj;ht  flritilis  lovely  fires  in  at  their  eyes. 
Their  brain  f'A'eet  inccnfe  with  fine   breath  ac- 

.  cloys, 
That  on  G  d's  fweating  altar  burning  lies; 
Their  hungry  cars  leert  on  their  heav'iily  noife, 
That  arigels  fuijj,  to  tell  their  untold  joys; 
Theirundrrllanciinp-  naked  trutb,  their  wills 
The  all,  and  felf  liifFicieut  goodnefs  nils, 
That  nothing  here  is  waiitingj*  but  tlie   want  of 
ills. 

sxxv. 
.3<Io  forroTv  no',v  hanps  clouding  on  their  brow, 
!No  bloodlefs  malady  "empales  iheir  fiice, 
S'o  spc  drops  on  their  harrs  his  lliver  fnow, 
l»Jo  nakednefs  their  bodies  doth  embafe, 
l>Io  poverty  themfelves.  and  theirs  difgrace, 
iMo'fear  of  death  the  jcy  of  life  devours, 
No  unchafts  fleepftheir  precious,time  deflowers, 
I'Jo  lofs,  no  grief,  no  change,  wait  on  their  winged 
hours. 

xsxvi. 
But  now  their  naked  bodies  fcorn  the  cold, 
i\nd  from  their  eyes  joy  looks,  and.b.ughs  at  pain  ; 
The  infant  wonders  hov/  he  came  fo  old, 
And  old  man  how  he  came  fo  young  again; 
iitill  relHng,  though  from  fleep  thty  ftill  refliain, 
Where  all  are  rich, and  yet  no  gold  they  owe; 
And  all  are  kings  and  yet  no  fubjecSls  know; 
AH  full,  and  yet  no  time  on  food  they  do  bellow. 

xxxvii. 
Tor  things  that  pafs  are  paft,  and  in  this  field 
The  ir.deficient  fprJng  no  wmter  fears; 
The  trees  together  fruit  and  bloffom  yield, 
Th'  unfading  lily  leaves  of  filver  bears, 
And  crimfon  rofe  a  fcarlet  garment  wears  : 
And  all  of  thefe  on  the  faints  bodies  grow, 
Mol,  as  they  wont,  oh  bafer  earth  below  ; 
Three  rivers  here  of  milk,   and  wine,  and  honey 
flow. 

XX  XVI II. 

About  the  holy  city  rolls  a  flood 

Of  molten  cryllal,  like  a  fea  of  glaf?, 

On  which  weak  flream  a  ftrong  foundation  flood, 

of  living  diamonds  the  btiiidiiig  was 

That  all  things  elfe,  befides  itfelf,  did  pafs  : 

Her  ftreets,  inilead  of  fiones,  the  fiars  did  pave, 
An^  little  pearls,  for  ciuft,  it  feem'd  to  have, 

On  which  foft-ilreamirig  manna,   like  pure  fnow, 

'  did  wave. 

XXXIX. 

In  mid'il  of  this  city  celeflial, 

\vhere  the  eternal  tcmplt  fhould  have  rofe, 

i-ight'ned  th'  idea  beatifical : 

End,  and  bfginning  of  each  thing  that  grows, 

"VVhofe  feif  no  end,  nor  yet  bef:inning  knows. 

That  hath  no  eyes  to  fee,  nor  ears  to  hear  ; 

Yet  fees,  and  hears,  and  is  all  eye,  all  ear. 
Thai  nowhere  is  contain'd,  and  yet  is  every  where. 

XL. 

Changer  of  all  things,  yet  immutable  ; 
Before,  and  af.er  all,  the  nrf>,  and  iaft : 
"S'hat  moving  all  is  yet  immoveable; 
Great  without  quantity,  in  v.-hofe  forccafl, 
Ihings  rail  arc  piclein,  things  to  conic  are  pall ; 
'"^'^  ■  .  :  I 


Swift  withoi;t  motion,  to  \vhou?open  eye 
The  hearts  of  wicked  men  unhrcafled  lie  ; 
At  once  abfent,  and  prefent  to  them,  far,  and  nigh. 

XLI. 

It  i?  no  flaming  luflre,  made  of  light ; 
No  fweet  c.>nfeni;  or  v.'cll-tim'd  harmony  ; 
Ambrofia,  for  to  feall  the  appetite  ; 
Or  flaw'ry  cdour,  mixt  with  fpicery  ; 
No  foft  embrace,  or  pleafiire  bodily  : 

And  yet  it  i.-^  a  kind  of  inward  feafl ; 

A  harmony,  tha,t  founds  within  the  breafl ; 
An  odour,  light,  embrace,  in  which  the  foul  doth 
left.  ■  ' 

XLII. 

A  heav'nly  feaft  no  hunger  can  confiime; 

A  light  unfeen,  yet  fniries  in  ev'ry  place; 

A  found  no  time  can  fteal;  a  fweet  perfume 

No  winds  can  fcatter  ;  an  entire  embrace, 

1  hat  no  fatiecy  can  e'er  unlace  ; 

Ingrac'd  into  fo  high  a  favour,  there 
The  faints,  with  their  beau-peers,  whole  v/nrld^ 
outwear;  [heari 

And  things  unfeen  do- fee,  and  things  unheard  do 

XLllI. 

Ye  hi  ffed  fouls,  grov,'n  richer  by  your  fpoil, 
VVhofe  lofs,  though  great,  iscaufe  of  greater  gains; 
Kere  may  your  weary  fpirits  reft  from  toil. 
Spending  your  endlels  evening  that  remains, 
Amcngd  thofe  white  ilocks,  and  celeftial  trains. 

That   feed    upon   tlieir    bhephcrd's   eyes ;    and 
frame 

That  heav'nly  muficof  fo  wond'rous  fame, 
Pfalming  aloud  the  holy  honours  of  his  name  ! 

XLIV. 

Had  I  a  voice  of  fleel  to  tutie  my  fong  ; 

Were  every  verfe  as  fmocth  as  fmoothefl:  glafs; 

And  every  member  turned  to  a  tot:gue  ; 

And  every  tongue  were  made  of  fonr.ding  brafs; 

Yet  all  t!  at  fkiil,  and  all  this  ftrength.  alas  1 
Should  it  prclumc  t'  adorn  (weie  mifadvii'd) 
Ihe  place,  where  David  hath  new  fongs'devis'd, 

As  in  his  burning  throne  he  fits  emparadis'd. 

XLV. 

Moft  happy  prince,  whofe  eyes  thofe  ftars  behold, 
Treading  ours  under  feet,  now  may'ft  thou  pour 
That  overflowing  Ikill,  wherewith  of  old 
Thou  wont'fl  to  fmocth  rough  fpeech  ;  now  may  ft 

thou  fhow'r 
Frefh  O.reams  of  praife  upon  that  holy  bow'r. 
Which  well  we  heav'n  call,  not  that  it  rolls, 
But  that  it  is  the  heaven  of  our  fouls  :  [beholds  .1 
Moft  hapjy  prince,  whofe  fight  fo  heav'nly  fight 

XLVI. 

Ah  foolifli  fhepherds  1  who  were  wont  t'  efteem. 
Your  God  all  rough,  and  Ihaggy-hair'd  to  be; 
And  yet  far  wifcr  Ihepherds  than  ye  deem, 
For  who  fo  poor  (though  who  fo  rich)  as  he. 
When  f'liourning  with  us  in  low  degree. 

He  walh'd  his  ilocks  in  Jordan's  fpr.tlefs  tide  ; 

And  that  his  dear  remembrance  might  abide, 
Did  to  us  come,  and  with  us  liv'd,  and  for  us  died. 

XLVIi. 

But  now  fuch  lively  colours  did  embeam 
Kis  fparkling  forehead  ;  and  fuch  fliining  rays 
Kindled  his  flaming  locks,  that  down  did  Ilreana 
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In  curls  alonjT  his  nect,  where  fwectly  plays 
(Singing  his  wounds  of  love  in  facred  lays) 

His  deareft  Spoufe,  Spoule  of  the  deareft  Lover, 
Knitting  a  thoufand  knots  over  and  over, 
And  dying  ftill  for  love,  but  they  her  flill  recover. 

XLVIII. 

Faireft  of  Fairs,  that  at  his  eyes  doth  drefs 

Her  glorious  face ;  thofe  eyes,  from  whence  are  Ihed 

Attradlions  infinite;  where  to  exprefs 

His  love,  High  Gad  1  all  heav'n  as  captive  leads, 

And  all  the  banners  of  his  grace  difpreads, 

And  in  thole  windows  doth  his  arms  englaze, 
And  on  thofe  eyes,  tiie  angels  all  do  gaze, 
And  from  thofe  eyes,  the  lights  of  heav'n  obtain 
their  blaze. 

XLIX. 

But  let  the  Kcntifh  lad  *,  that  lately  taught 
His  oaten  reecl  the  trumpet's  iilver  foun.i, 
Young  Thyrfilis ;  and  for  his  mufic  brought 
The  willing  fpheres  from  heav'n,  to  lead  around 
The  dancing  nymphs  and  fwains,  that  fung,  and 

crown'd 

*  The  author  »ftbe  FurpU  //land. 


Ecledla's  Hymen  with  ten  thoufand  ilow'rs 
Of  choiceft  praife;  and  hung  her  hcav'nlybow'rs 
With  faffron   garlands,   diefs'd  for  nuptial  para- 
mours. 

L. 

Let  his  fhrill  trumpet,  with  her  filver  blaft 
Of  fair  Lcleda,  and  her  fpoufal  bed, 
Be  the  fweet  pipe,  and  fmootii  ericomiaf!:  : 
But  my  green  mufe,  hiding  her  younger  head. 
Under  old  Camus'  flaggy  bank?,  that  fpread 
Their  willow  locks  abroad,  and  all  the  day 
With  their  own  wat'ry  fliadowj  wanton  play  ; 
Dares  not  thofe  high  amours,  and  love-flck  fongs 
affay. 

Ll. 

Impotent  words,  weak  lines,  that  ftrlve  in  vain  ; 

In  vain,  alas,  to  tell  fo  heav'nly  fight '. 
So  heav'nly  fight,  as  none  can  greater  feign, 
Feign  what  he  can,  that  feems  of  greateft  might: 
Could  any  yet  compare  with  Infinite  .' 
Infinite  fure  thofe  joys  ;  my  words  but  light ; 
Light  is   the  palace  where  fhe  dvTislls. — 0  then, 
how  bright  I 
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Then  Jon  son  came,  inflrufled  from  the  fchool, 

To  pleafe  in  method,  and  invent  by  rule. 

His  ftudious  patience,  and  laborious  art. 

With  regular  approach  affail'd  the  heart. 

Cold  approbation  gave  the  ling'ring  bays  ; 

For  thofe  who  durft  not  ccnfure,  fcarce  could  pralfe. 


Dr.  Johnson's  Prologbk, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  JON  SON, 


IBenjamin  Jonson,  one  of  the  gTeateR;  dramatic  poets  of  the  laft  age,  was  defcended,  as  he  hag 
himfelf  told  us,  from  an  aneitnt  family  in  Scotland.  His  grandfather  was  originally  of  Annandak;, 
from  whence  he  removed  to  Carlifle  in  the  reign  of  Ht.nry  VUl  under  whom  he  held  feme  em- 
ployment. His  father  was  imprifoned  and  loft  his  eftate  in  the  time  of  Queen  Mary;  probably, 
on  account  of  religion,  After  the  death  of  Mary,  he  entered  into  orders;  but  whether  he  then 
lived  at  Carlifle,  or  at  what  time  he  hit  it,  is  uncertain.  He  reiided  at  Weftminfter  at  the  time  of 
his  death,  which  happened,  according  to  the  beft  accounts,  in  I574,  about  a  month  before  the  birth 
of  the  pcet. 

The  precife  year,  however,  nf  his  birth  has  not  been  afcertalned ;  nor  has  it  been  determined  in 
what  part  of  WeftminSer  he  was  born.  Fuller  tells  us,  that  "  with  all  his  induftry  he  could  not 
find  him  in  his  cradle,  but  that  he  could  fetch  him  from  his  long  coats;  when  a  little  cluld,  he  lived 
in  Hartfhorn-lane,  near  Charing-crofs."  The  regiftersof  St.  Margaret's,  Weflminfter,  and  St.  Mar- 
tin's in  the  Fields,  have  been  examined  in  vain  for  the  time  of  his  baptifm.  There  is  a  lacuna  in  the 
latter  regiller  from  February  to  December  1574;  he  was  therefore  probably  born  in  that  year;  and 
he  himfelf  has  told  us  that  he  was  born  on  the  iith  of  June.  Aubrey  (iW5.  Muf.  AJbmal.  Oxbb.^ 
fays,  "  I  remember  when  I  was  a  fcholar  at  Trinity  College,  Oxford,  1646,  1  heard  Mr.  Ralph  Ba- 
thurft  fay,  that  Ben.  Jonfon  was  a  VVarwickthireman."  Corjcdure,  however,  would  lead  us  to  ima- 
gine that  he  v/asborn  in  the  parifli  of  St.  Martin's  in  the  Fields ;  for  there  was  then  a  private  (chcol 
in  that  church,  and  to  that  he  was  firft  fent  for  education.  It  is  certain  thathe  wasafterwards  aWeft- 
minder  fcholar,  while  Camden  was  matter;  for  in  the  dedication  to  £-very  Man  In  his  Humour,  he 
calls  him  "  the  inftrudlor  nf  his  ftudies;"  and  in  his  Epigrams,  acknowledges  that  *'  all  he  had  in 
arts,  and  all  that  he  knew,  he  owed  to  him." 

"  From  the  College  fchool  of  Wcftminfter,"  fays  Wood,  "  his  filly  mother,  who  had  married 
to  her  fecond  hufband,  a  bricklayer,  took  him  home,  and  made  him,  as  is  faid,  work  at  her  huf- 
band's  trade."  In  the  regifter  of  St.  Martin's  it  appears,  that  a  Mrs.  Margaret  Jonfon  was  married 
in  November  1575,  to  Mr.  Thomas  Fowler;  he  was,  perhaps,  the  poet's  flepfather.  There  is  fomc 
little  difference  in  the  accounts  of  his  biographers,  with  regard  to  the  time  he  continued  to  work  at 
hi-i  ftepfather's  trade. 

Fuller  lays,  thathe  foon  left  his  father  ;  and  went  to  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge:  btit  being  una- 
ble to  continue  there  for  want  of  a  proper  maintenance,  he  returned  to  his  father  in  a  few  weeks, 
and  was  employed  in  the  new  flrufture  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  with  a  trowel  in  his  hand,  and  a  book  in 
his  pocket  ;  gnd  this  book  Gildon  has  found  out  to  be  Horace.  Wood  tells  us,  that  when  he  work- 
ed with  his  father,  he  was  pitied  by  fome  generous  gentlemen,  and  received  affiftance  from  them; 
and  that  he  was  recommended  by  Camden  to  Sir  Walter  Raleigh,  whofe  fon  he  attended  on  his 
travels  abroad  :  Qn  his  return  to  England,ihe  and  his  pupil  parted,  not  in  cold  blood  :— that  he  then 
went  to  Cambridge, and  was  ftatutably  ele<fted  into  St.  John's  College;  and  after  a  fliort  ftay  there, 
went  to  London,  and  became  an  ador  in  the  Curtain  playhoufe  ;  and  foon  afterwards,  "having 
improved  his  fancy  by  kefping  i"chob{lic  company,  he  betock  himfelf  to  writir^phys." 
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Aubrey  fays,  that  "  Ms  mother  married  a  bricklayer, and  'tis  generally  faid  that  he  wrought  fome 
time  with  his  father-in-law,  and  particularly  in  the  garden  wall  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  next  to  Chancery- 
lane;  and  that  a  knight,  a  Bencher,  walking  through  and  hearing  him  repeat  fome  Greek  verfes 
out  of  Homer,  difccurfing  with  him,  and  finding  him  to  have  a  wit  extraordinary,  gave  him 
fome  exhibition  to  maintain  him  at  Trinity  Collcjc,  in  Cambridge,  where  he  was — then  he  went 
into  the  Low  Countries,  and  fpent  fome  time,  not  very  long,  in  the  army,  not  to  the  difgrace  of 
£it],  as  you  may  find  in  his  epigrams.  Then  he  came  into  England,  and  adled  and  wrote  at  the  Green 
Curtain,  hut  both  ill;  a  kind  of  nurfery,  or  obfcure  playhoufe,  fomewhere  in  the  fuburbs,  (I  think 
towards  Shoreditch,  or  Clerkenwcll.)  Then  he  undertook  again  to  write  a  play,  and  did  hit  it  ad- 
mirably well,  viz.  Every  Man — which  was  his  firft  good  one." 

if  he  ever  worked  with  his  flepfather  at  his  trade  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  it  mud  have  been  either  in 
1588,  or  1593  ;  in  each  of  which  years,  as  appears  from  Dugdale's  Origints  JudiciaUs,  fome  new 
buildings  were  ere<5led  by  that  Society :  H?  could  not  have  been  taken  from  thence  to  accompany 
young  Raleigh  on  his  travels,  who  was  not  born  till  1594,  nor  ever  went  abroad,  except  with  hi« 
father  in  161 7,  to  Guiana,  where  he  loft  his  life.  He  might,  indeed,  about  1610,  or  1611,  have  been 
private  tutor  to  him,  andjt  is  probable  that  their  connection  was  about  that  time,  as  he  mentions 
that  he  furniihed  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  with  a  portion  of  his  "  Hiftory  of  the  World,"  on  which  Sir 
Walter  muft  have  been  then  employed;  but  if  the  tutor  and  pupil  then  parted  in  ill  humour,  it  was 
rather  too  late  for  Jonfon  to  enter  into  St.  John's  College  at  the  age  of  34  or  2>S  years.  That  at 
fome  period  he  was  tutor  to  young  Raleigh,  is  afcertained  by  a  ludicrous  account  of  his  difmillion, 
preferved  in  Oldys's  manufcript. 

The  truth  probably  is,  that  he  was  admitted  as  a  fizar  in  1588,  at  which  time  he  was  fourteen 
years  old,  (the  ufual  time  then  of  going  to  the  Univerfity) ;  and  after  ftaying  there  a  few  weeks,  was 
obliged,  from  poverty,  to  return  to  his  father's  trade,  with  whom  he  might  have  been  employed  in 
the  building  in  Lincoln's  Inn,  in  l.';93,  when  he  was  nineteen.  Not  being  able  to  endure  this  fitua- 
ation,  he  went,  as  he  has  himfelf  told  us,  to  the  Low  Countries,  where  \\t  ferved  a  campaign,  and 
diftinguifiied  himfelf  in  the  field.  On  his  return,  perhaps  in  1594,  being  now  ufed  to  a  life  of  ad- 
Tenture,  he  probably  begun  his  theatrical  career,  and  after  hawing  "  ambled  by  a  play  waggon  in 
the  country,"  repaired  to  London,  and  endeavoured  at  the  Curtain  toobtain  a  livelihood  as  an 
aftor  ;  till,  as  Decker  informs  us,  "  not  being  able  to  fet  a  good  face  upon't,  he  could  not  get  a  fervice 
among  the  mimicks." 

Between  that  year  and  1598,  when  his  E-uiry  Man  in  his  Humour  was  aded,  he  probably  produ- 
ced thofe  unfuccefsful  pieces  mentioned  by  Wood  and  Aubrey.  It  is  remarkable  that  Meres,  in  his 
"  Wit's  Treafury,"  in  that  year  enumerates  Jonlon  among  the  writers  oi  tragedy,  though  no  tragedy 
of  his  writing  of  fo  early  a  date,  is  now  extant  ;  a  fad:  which  none  of  his  biographers  have  noticed 
and  none  of  them  but  Aubrey,- appear  to  have  known  that  he  went  to  the  Low  Countries  in  his 
younger  years  :  the  favS  was  communicated  by  himfelf  toDrummond,  but  not  publiflicd  till  eleven 
years  after  Aubrey's  death. 

Aubrey  fays  he  was  of  Trimty  College,  Cambridge  ;  but  it  has  been  a  conftant  tradition  that  he 
was  a  member  of  St.  John's  College,  in  the  library  of  which  there  are  feveral  books  with  his  name 
in  them,  and  which  were  given  by  him  to  that  College;  but  his  name  does  not  occur  in  the  public 
or  private  regifters  of  the  Univerfity. 

While  he  was  a  retainer  to  the  ftage,  he  had  the  misfortune  to  be  engaged  in  a  duel,  5n  which  he 
killed  his  opponent,  a  player,  who  had  challenged  him;  and  he  himfelf  was  wounded  in  the  arm  by 
his  adverfary's  fword,  ten  inches  longer  than  his  own.  For  this  offence  he  was  committed  to  prifon; 
and  during  his  confinement  he  was  vifited  by  a  Popifli  priert,  vi-ho,  taking  the  advantage  of  his  me- 
lancholy and  dejeaion  of  fpirits.made  him  a  convert  to  the  Church  of  Rome.  He  continued  twelve 
years  in  the  Romilh  communion;  but  afterwsrds  recanted,  and  was  reconciled  to  the  Church  of 
England.  It  is  unknown  how  long  he  was  kept  in  prifon,  and  equally  uncertain  by  what  method 
he  obtained  his  liberty. 

About  the  twenty-fourth  year  of  his  age  he  began  to  be  diftinguiflied  as  a  dramatic  writer. 
About  this  time  alfo  his  acquaintance  commenced  with  Shakfp eare,  who  began  it,  as  we  are  told 
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with  a  remarkable  piece  of  humanity,  and  good  nature.  He  had  offered  one  of  his  plays  to  th« 
players,  who,  after  running  it  over  in  a  carelefs,fupercilious  manner,  were  returning  it  to  him,  with 
anfwer,  that  it  could  be  of  no  fervice  to  their  company  ;  when  Shakfpeare  happened  luckily  to  cad 
his  eye  upon  it,  and  found  fomething  fo  good  in  it,  as  to  engage  him  to  read  it  through,  and  after- 
wards to  recommend  the  poet  and  his  writings  to  the  public  :  the  name  of  the  play  is  nowhere 
mentioned,  and  is  not  fuppofed  to  have  been  any  of  thofe  we  now  have. 

In  1598,  his  Every  Man  in  his  Hamwur  was  a(5led  by  the  1^01  d  Chamberlain's  fervant?,  at  the  thea- 
tre called  the  Globe,  in  Southwark.  Shakfpeare  belonged  to  it,  and  was  a  performer  in  this  come- 
dy. It  is  the  firft  dramatic  performance  in  the  feveral  editions  of  his  works,  and  is  perhaps,  in  point 
ol  the  re^lundance  of  characfters,  and  power  of  language,  not  inferior  to  any  of  his  dramas.  It  was- 
revived  by  Mr.  Garrick  in  1749  ;  fmce  which  time  it  has  continued  to  be  performed  very  fre<|uent- 
]y  every  feafon. 

In  1559,  his  Every  Man  out  of  his  Elutnour  was  reprefented  at  the  fame  theatre,  by  the  fame  per- 
formers. There  is  much  lefs  delign  and  aiftion  in  this,  than  in  the  preceding  comedy;  but  the  cha- 
radters  are  very  ftrongly  marked,  and  fomc  of  them  have  been  thought  to  glance  at  particular  pcr- 
fons  of  his  acquaintance. 

Cynthia  s  Re-vtls,  a  comical  fatire,"was  a61ed  in  1600,  by  the  children  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  chapel. 
This  too  has  little  or  no  plot  ;  and  the  perfons  of  the  play  are  rather  vices  or  paflions  perfoniseii, 
than  charaders  copied  from  real  life. 

His  next  performance  was  the  Podnfur,  a  comical  fatire,  reprefented  by  the  fame  performers  in 
1 601.  It  is  a  fatire  on  the  poets  of  that  a'^e,  more  particularly  Dicker,  who  is  feverely  laflied  under 
the  charader  of  Crifpimis,  yet  has  very  i'piritedly  returned  it,  in  his  "  Satiromafiix,"  reprefented 
foon  after  by  the  children  of  St.  Paul's.  Thefe  children  of  the  Chapel,  and  St.  PauVs,  were  the  cho- 
rifters  belonging  to  thofe  places;  and  their  repiitation  for  afting  enabled  them  to  vie  with  the  moft 
celebrated  players  of  that  age.  Shaklpeare  has  hinted  in  Hamlet,  that  the  public  opinion  was  di- 
vided between  them. 

In  1603,  his  Sejanus,  a  tragedy,  was  aiSedbythe  King's  fervants,  who  were  the  company  belong- 
ing to  the  Globe,  and  were  at  firft  the  fervants  of  the  Chamberlain,  but  in  -the  beginning  of  tliis 
year  had  obtained  a  licence  from  King  James  I.  who  at  the  fame  time  honoured  them  with  the 
title  of  his  fervants.  It  appears  from  the  preface,  that  Shakfpeare,  who  was  an  adlor  in  it,  wrote 
alfofome  parts  of  the  tragedy,  which  were  omitted  when  it  was  publiflied  in  1605.  It  was  ufher- 
ed  into  the  world  by  nine  copies  of  commendatory  verfes  :  It  has,  indeed,  a  great  fhare  of  merit, 
but  it  has  alfo  defe<Sls,  which  are  indefenfible.  He  has  difcovered  great  art ^ and  fpirit  in  deligning 
and  fupporting  ihe  charatfters ;  but  the  incidents  are  copied  with  too  clofc  an  attachment  to  hiftoric 
compofition,  and  what  is  tranflated  from  the  Latin,  is  exprefied  with  too  exa<9:  a  conformity  to  the 
mode  and  letter  of  the  original  expreflion.     The  play  fliould  have  ended  with  the  death  of  &ejanus. 

In  1605,  his  yolptine,  or  the  Fox,  a  comedy,  was  aded  by  the  King's  fervants.  It  is,  perhaps,  the 
bed  of  his  comedies.  It  is  fcarcely  pofiible  to  conceive  a  piece  more  highly  finiflied,  both  in  point 
of  language  and  chara<Sl;er,.than  this  play.  The  plot  is  perfedly  original,  and  the  circumflance  of 
Volpone's  taking  advantage  of  the  vicioufncfs  and  depravity  of  the  human  mind  in  others,  yet  being 
hinifelf  made  a  dupe  to  the  fubtlety  of  his  creature  Mofca,  is  admirably  conceived,  and  as  inimitably 
executed. 

About  this  time  he  joined  with  Chapman  and  Marflon  in  writing  a  comedy,  called  Eafi-mard  Hoc, 
wherein  they  were  accufed  of  refledling  on  the  Scots.  It  is  faid  they  were  committed  to  priflm,  and 
in  danger  of  loCng  their  ears  and  nofes ;  they  were,  however,  relcafed,  and  Jonfon  gave  an  entertain- 
ment on  tl'.e  occafion  to  his  friends, among  whom  were  Camden  and  Seiden.  In  the  midft  of  the  enter- 
tainment, his  mother,  more  an  ancient  Roman  than  a  Briton,  drank  to  him,  and  fliowed  him  a  pa- 
per of  poifon,  which  fhe  intended  to  have  given  him  in  his  liquor,  having  firft  taken  a  potion  of  it 
herfelf,  if  thefentence  for  his  punifhment  had  pafled.  The  ofTenfive  pafliiges  are  omitted  in  all  but 
a  few  copies.     Hogarth  took  the  plan  of  his  "  Induftrious  and  Idle  Prentices,"  from  this  play. 

In  16:9,  ^^*  Epicsene,  or  the  Silent  Woman,  a  comedy,  was  a(£tcd  by, his  Majefty's  fervants.  This 
is  juftly  efleemed  one  of  the  bell  comedies  in  our  language,  and  is  ahvays  aded  with  univerfal  ap- 
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jJaufe.  The  /!.' Jjy m !/}  [oViowcd  in  i6lo;  a  comedy  too  well  known  and  admired,  to  need  an^  com- 
ment on,  or  account  of  it.  The  tragedy  of  Caral'me  was  his  next  labour,  which  appeared  in  i6ir. 
It  has  great  merit,  but  is  too  declamatory  for  the  prefciit  dramatic  tafte.  The  author  he  copied  af- 
ter in  Sejanus  and  Cata/lne,  was  Seneca  the  tragedian;  a  niodcl  un.vorthy  of  hinifelf,  and  even  not 
agreeable  to  his  own  tafle. 

There  was  now  an  interruption  of  tliree  years  before  the  appearance  of  his  next  p'ay,  Bartholo- 
mew Fair,  aiSed  in  1614.  It  has  an  infinite  deal  of  low  humour  in  it,  and  is,  perhaps,  the  rrreatell 
sflV-niblagc  of  charadlers  that  ever  was  brought  together  within  the  compafs  of  one  fmgle  piay.  But 
lie  had  full  emjloynient  for  his  mufe  in  providing  Mdfhia  and  EnLrtainments  for  the  Court.  We  have 
a  fucceflion  of  thefe  pieces,  fome- of  them  without  date,  from  1609  to  161  j.  In  the  fcenal  decora- 
tions, he  had  Inigo  Jones  for  an  affociate  ;  and  the  devices  feem  to  have  been  defigned  by  him  with 
delicacy  and  magnificence.  Difcord,  hovi-ever,  fubfidcd  between  the  Britifh  Vitruvius  and  the  Cato 
of  poets,  during  the  greatefl  part  of  thirty  years,  in  which  they  adminillcred  to  the  pleafurcs  of  two 
fuccefilve  fovereigns. 

It  appears,  that  in  1C13,  he  was  in  France  ;  but  the  occafion  of  his  going,  and  the  Hay  he  made, 
are  alike  uncertain. 

In  i6j'6,  he  publiihed  hiswdrks,  one  volume  in  folio,  including  all  his  plays,  except  the  bft,  and 
the  De-ullis  an  /Ifs,  adled  that  year,  with  his  Mafques,  Epigrams,  and  the  Foreji. 

Soon  afcer,  he  was  invited  to  Oxford,  by  Dr.  Corbet  and  other  wits  of  tiie  univerCty,  and  refided 
fome  time  in  Chrift  Church  College.  In  July  1619,  he  received  a  very  ample  and  honourable  tefti- 
mony  to  his  merit,  being  created  in  a  full  houfe  of  convocation,  a  PyTafter  of  Arts  of  that  univerfity. 
On  the  death  of  Daniel,  in  Odrober  following,  he  fucceedeJ  to  the  vacant  laurel.  The  laureat's 
falary  v/as  originally  one  bundled  marksper  annum  ;  but,  in  1630,  he  prefented  apetif'on  to  King 
Charles,  req'ieflng  him  to  make  thofe  marks  as  many  pounds ;  which  was  granted,  together  with  the 
addition  of  a  tierce  of  Caniry  Spanifli  wine  yearly  during  his  life,  out  of  bis  Majefty's  cellars  at  White- 
hall. The  fame  falary  is  continued  to  the  prefent  day.  This  penGon,  and  a  prefent  of  one  hundred 
pounds  fent  to  Jonfon  by  the  king,  in  1629,  render  the  ilory  improbable,  which  has  been  record- 
ed, on  doubtful  authority,  that  Jonfdn  in  that  year,  being  i-educed  to  great  dillrefs,  and  living  in  an 
obfcure  alley,  petitioned  his  Majefly  to  afTift  him  in  his  poverty  and  fickncfs;  and,  on  receiving  ten 
guineas, faid  to  the  meffenger  who  brought  him  the  donation,  "  His  Majefiy  has  fent  me  ten  guineaSj 
becaufe  I  am  poor,  and  live  in  an  alley  :  go  and  tell  him  that  his  foul  lives  in  an  alley." 

At  the  latter  end  of  161 6,  he  went  on  foot  into  Scotland  to  vifit  Drummond  of  Hawthornden. 
Ills  adventures  in  thi-  journey  he  wrought  into  a  poem  ;  the  copy  of  which,  with  many  other  pieces, 
was  accidentally  burnt;  as  appears  from  his  Execration  of  Vulcan,  During  his  flay  with  Drum- 
:nnnd,  he  gave  him  an  account  of  his  family,  and  feveral  particulars  relating  to  his  life,  which  has 
been  followed  here.  Nor  was  he  Icfs  communicative  of  hii  fentimencs  with  regard  to  the  poets  of 
his  time  ;  which  v/ere  preferved  by  Drummond,  and  printed  among  his  vvbx-ks. 

From  J615  to  162J,  the  Mnjlj'ies  and  Chrillmas  Entfrta'iimeiiis,  go  on  in  the  fame  order  asbefore. 
In  this  iaft  year  was  exhibited  his  Staple  of  News;  and  from  thence  to  1629,  the  writing  of  Mafques 
Was  the  chief  employment  of  his  pen,  except  pofllbly  fome  fhorter  pieces  to  which  there  i.^  no  date. 

In  that  year,  his  Ne-w  Inn,  or  the  Tbt  LlfLt  /fua?/,  v/as  atte'nptcd  to  be  ailed  ;  but  a  flrong  oppoC- 
tion  w?.s  formed  againft  it ;  and  it  was  "  mod  negligently  played,  and  mrre  fqueamifbly  beheld  and 
ccnfured  "  He  expreffed  his  indignation  at  the  reception  it  met  with,  in  a  magiflerial  OJe  to  Himfelf, 
as  a  difTuafive  to  leave  the  flage ;  which  was  anfwered  by  Owen  Fcltham,  with  great  fatiric  acerbity, 
in  an  Ode  written  in  the  fame  meafurc.  To  confole  him  for  this  jutl  rcpiimnnd,  Randolph  his  adopt- 
ed poetical  fnn,  addrefled  him  with  all  that  warmth  of  grateful  afieilion,  which  a  man  of  genius 
Ibould  have  felt  en  the  occafion. 

The  Tdaghettcal  La^y,  and  the  Tele  of  a  Ti/i5-,  fucceeded  the  Neiu  Inn  ;  but  both  are  without  a  date, 
and  may  be  juftly  called  his  dotages.  The  malevolence  of  criticifm  could  not  be  perfuaded  to  reve- 
rence his  age.  Alexander  Gill,  mailer  of  St.  Paul's  fchool,  a  poetafler  of  the  times,  attacked  Mm  with 
a  brutal  fury  on  the  appearance  of  the  Magneticdl  Lady.  Jonfon  revenged  liimfelf  by  a  fhort,  but  cau- 

11  ic  reply. 

There  are  two  other  pieces  which  are  left  unfinilicd,  the  Sai-  Shepherd,  a  paftoral  tragedy,  and 
Moriimer's  Fall,  a  tragedy.  Of  the  laft,  there  is  only  the  plan  of  the  drama  and  two  fcenes,  written 
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with  claflical  fpirit  and  fimplicity.  The  S^d  Shepherii  is  carried  on  almoft  to  the  end  of  the  third  a<3:. 
The  lofs  of  the  remainirg  part  of  this  delightful  Paftoral  is  much  to  be  lamented.  There  is  nn  ac- 
count how  it  came  to  us  in  this  mutilated  condition.  Poflibly  the  fate  of  Fletcher's  "  Faithful  Shep- 
herdefs,"  on  its  firft  appearance,  and  revival  under  the  patronage  of  Charles  I.,  deterred  him  from 
going  through  with  the  performance.  As  his  compofition  was  of  a  kindred  nature  to  that  of 
Fletcher, he  might  prefage  the  fame  unfortunate  event,  fhould  he  ever  introduce  it  on  the  ftage  :  So 
that  poflcrity  can  only  bewail  the  perverfity  of  tafte  in  their  injudicious  anceftors,  v^hofe  difcourage- 
ment  of  the  firft  contributed  to  deprive  us  of  the  fecond  paftoral  drama,  that  could  do  honour  to 
the  nation.  A  commendable  attem.pt  to  complete  this  beauriful  fragment,  has  been  made  by  Mr. 
Waldron,  in  his  "  Continuation  of  the  Sad  Shepherd,"  &c.  8vo.  1783. 

His  laft  mafque  was  perfonated  in  July  1634,  which  dofed  his  dramatic  labours.  From  this  time 
he  appears  to  have  written  nothing  for  the  ftage.  Befides  the  dramas  here  enumerated,  he  joined 
with  Fletcher  and  Middleton  in  writing  a  comedy,  called  the  IFidozv,  which  was  not  pizbliflied  till 
1652.  His  fmaller  poems  were  moft  of  them  occafional ;  the  greateft  part  are  without  date.  His 
tranflaiion  of  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry,  was  made  very  early,  as  were  his  Epigrams,  and  the  f  oems 
which  he  intituled  the  Forejl. 

In  the  decline  of  his  life,  be  was  feized  with  the  palfy,  which,  it  is  fuppofed,  afflicfled  him  till  the 
time  of  his  death.  He  died  at  his  houfe  in  Alderfgate-ftreet,  at  the  corner  of  Jewin-ftrcet,  on  the 
6th  of  Auguft  1637,  in  the  63d  year  of  his  age,  and  was  buried  at  the  north  weft  end  of  the  bel- 
fry, in  Weftminfter- Abbey.  Over  his  grave  is  a  common  pavement  ftone,  given,  fays  Wood,  by 
Jack  Young,  of  Great  Milton,  in  Oxfordfliire,  afterwards  knighted  by  Charles  li.,  with  thisinfcrip- 
jion,  O  Rare  Ben.  Jonson  I — The  buft,  in  bas-relitf,  with  the  fa.ne  infcription  under  it,  that  is 
now  fixed  to  the  wall  in  the  Poet's  Corner,  was  given  by  the  fecond  Earl  of  Oxford,  of  the  Harley 
family. 

A  collf  fiion  of  elegies  on  his  death,  v.'as  publifhed  by  Dr.  Duppa,  Bifliop  of  VVinchefter,  in  163S, 
under  tbe  title  of  fonfon'ms  VirLius  ;    or,  tLe  Jlfemcry  oj"  Ben    "Jonfon  revived  by  the  Friends  of  the  Mufe:. 
Moft  of  the  men  of  genius  of  that  age  contributed  to  the  colledlion  ;   Lord  Falkland,  Lord  Buck- 
hurft,  Sir  John  Beaumont,  Sir  Thomas  Hawkins,  Waller,  Mayne,  Cartv/right,  King,  May,  Howel 
with  many  others;  among  the  reft  Owen  Feltham. 

Jonfon  was  married,  and  had  feven  children,  but  none  furvlved  him ;  of  his  wife  nothing  is  known. 
His  eldeft  fon  Benjamin,  died  Nov.  20.  1635.  He  was  a  dramatic  author,  having,  in  company  with 
Brccme,  produced  a  play, called  "  A  Fault  in  Friendlhip,"  which  wasadledat  the  Curtain  in  16^3  ; 
and  in  1672,  a  collefticn  of  his  poems  was  publiftied.  It  fhould  feem  that  he  was  not  on  good  terms 
with  his  father. 

In  1640  the  volume  of  pby^  and  poems,  which  were  publiftied  in  his  lifetime,  were  reprinted,  and 
then  was  added  to  it  another  volume  in  foho,  containing  the  reft  of  his  PL^ys,  Maf^ues,  Under-woods; 
a  tranfiation  of  Horaces  Art  of  Poetry,  Englijh  Grar/.'mar,  &l)d  Difcavcrics. 

An  edition  of  his  works  was  printed  iji  6  vols.  8vo.  1716  ;  and  another  in  7  vols.  8vo.  1756, 
with  notes  by  the  Rev.  Peter  Whsllsy,  LL.  B.  who  inferted  The  Cafe  is  Altered,  a  comedy,  not  in 
any  former  edition.  This  edition  is  executed  with  much  tafte  and  judgment,  and  defer ves  well  of  our 
literature  and  language.  A  new  edition,  prepared  for  the  prefs  by  the  fame  judicious  and  clafii- 
cal  commentator  before  his  death,  is  announced  by  Mr.  Waldron,  the  continuator  of  the  Sad  Shepherd. 
His  mifcellaneous  poems  and  tranflations,  together  with  feveral  fongs  and  lyric  pieCes,  felefted  br 
the  compiler  of  this  colle<5tion,  from  his  plays,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  collection  of 
claflical  Engllfii  poetry, 

The  charadler  of  J.^nfon,  like  that  of  moft  celebrated  wit«,  has  been  drawn  with  great  divcrfity 
of  lights  and  fiiades,  according  as  affedion  or  envy  guided  the  pencil.  His  perfon,  as  he  has  himfelf 
told  us,  was  corpulent  and  large.  His  difpofition  feems  to  have  been  referved  and  faturnine,  and 
fomctimes  not  a  little  oppreffed  with  the  gloom  of  a  fplenetic  imagination.  He  has  been  often  re- 
prefented  as  of  an  envious,  arrogant,  and  overbearing  temper,  and  iufolent  and  haughty  in  his  con- 
veife;  but  what  his  enemies  condemns  as  vanity  or  conceit,  might  be  only  the  exertions  of  confcious 
and  infulted  merit.  He  was  laborious  and  indefatigable  Ln  his  ftudies  ;  his  reading  was  copious  and 
cxtenfivc ;  his  msmory  tenacious  and  ftrong  ;  his  judgaiciit  accurate  and  folid.     In  hi-.  friendfiiiD* 
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he  was  cautious  and  finccrc,  yet  accufed  of  levity  and  ingratitade ;  but  his  accufers  were  the  cru 
minals.  With  men  of  virtue  and  learning,  he  was  connected  by  the  tics  of  intimacy  and  affedion. 
Randolph  and  Cartwright  revered  him  as  the  great  reformer,  and  as  the  father  of  the  Britifti  ftrge, 
and  gloried  in  the  title  of  his  adopted  fons.  He  was  frequently  called  the  learned  Ben,  the  juduious 
Ben,  the  Great  Ben,  the  immortal  Ben.  Stern  and  rigid  as  his  virtue  was,  he  was  eafy  and  focial  in 
the  convivial  meetings  of  his  friends;  and  the  laws  of  his  SympoJ'ia,  infcribed  over  the  chimney  of  the 
Apello,  a  room  in  the  Devil  Tavern,  near  Temple-Bar,  where  he  kept  his  club,  (how  that  he  was 
neither  averfe  to  the  pleafures  of  converfation,  nor  ignorant  of  what  would  render  it  agreeable  and 
improving.  From  the  attention  fhown  to  him  by  his  contemporaries,  it  might  be  fufpeded  that  the 
charge  of  furlinefs  and  morofenefs,  imputed  to  him  by  the  writers  of  the  prefent  time,  was  not  well 
founded.  The  opinions  of  thofe  who  lived  in  or  near  the  time  when  he  flourifhed,  merit  obferv- 
ation.    They  fomctinies  elicit  a  ray  of  intelligence,  which  later  opinions  do  not  always  give. 

"  Ben.  Jonfon,"  fays  Drummond,  "  was  a  great  lover  and  praifer  of  himfelf,  a  contemner  and  fcof- 
fer  of  others,  given  rather  to  lofe  a  friend  than  a  jsft,  jealous  of  every  word  and  acftion  of  thofe  about 
him,  efpecially  after  drink,  which  is  one  of  the  elements  in  which  he  lived  ;  a  difTembler  of  the  parts 
which  reign  in  him^  a  bragger  of  fome  good  that  he  wanted,  thinketh  nothing  well  done,  but  what 
he  himfelf,  or  fome  of  hi-^  friends  have  faid  or  done  ;  he  is  paffionately  kind  and  angry,  carelefs  ei- 
ther to  give  or  keep  ;  vindidtive,  but  if  he  be  well  anfwered,  at  himfelf  :  interprets  bad  fayings  and 
deeds  often  to  the  worft ;  he  was  for  any  religion,  being  verfed  in  both  ;  opprefTed  with  fancy  whirh 
hath  overmaftered  his  reafon,  a  general  difcafe  in  many  poets  ;  his  inventions  are  fmooth  and  eafy  ; 
but  above  all  he  excelleth  in  tranflation.  He  had  a  defign  to  write  an  epic  poem,  and  was  to  caQ 
it  Cbrologia,  of  the  worthies  of  his  country,  raifed  by  fame  :  He  had  alfo  a  dcfign  to  write  a  Fifher, 
»r  Paltoral  play,  and  to  make  the  ftage  of  it  the  Lomond  Lake,  and  alfo  to  write  his  own  pilgrimage 
hither,  and  to  call  it  a  Difcovery.     In  a  poem,  he  caHeth  Edinburgh 

The  heart  of  Scotland,  Britain's  other  eye." 

Aubrey  fays  "  he  was  of  a  clear  and  fair  Ikin  ;  his  haWt  was  very  plain :  I  have  heard  Mr.  L?.- 
cey  the  player  fay,  that  he  was  wont  to  wear  a  coat  like  a  coachman's  coat,  with  flits  under  the  arm- 
pits. He  would  many  times  exceed  in  drink  ;  Canary  was  his  beloved  liquor  :  then  he  Vould  tum- 
ble home  to  bed,  and  when  he  had  thoroughly  perfpired,  then  to  ftudy.  1  have  feen  his  ftudying 
chair,  which  was  of  flraw,  fuch  as  old  women  ufed,  and  as  Aulus  Gellius  is  drawn  in.  When  I  was 
in  Oxon,  Bilhop  Skinner,  who  lay  at  our  hall,  was  wont  to  fay  that  he  underllood  an  author  as  well 
as  any  man  in  England." 

"  His  parts,"  fays  Fuller,  "  were  not  fo  ready  to  run  of  themfelves,  as  able  to  anfvrer  the  fpur ;  fo 
that  it  may  be  truly  faid. of  him  that  he  had  an  elaborate  ivlt,  wrought  out  by  his  own  induftry.  Ho 
•would  fit  filent  in  learned  company,  and  fuck  in  (beftdes'^winej  their  feveral  humours  into  his  obferva- 
tions;  what  was  sr^  in  others,  he  was  able  to  refine  himfelf.  He  was  paramount  in  the  dramatic 
part  of  poetry,  and  taught  the  flagc  an  exad  conformity  to  the  laws  of  comedians.  His  comedies 
were  above  the  Fohe,  (which  are  only  tickled  with  downright  obfcenity)  and  took  not  fo  well  at  the 
frfJiroLe  as  at  the  rebound;  yea,  they  will  endure  reading  fo  long  as.  either  ingenuity 'or  learning  are 
fafliionable  in  our  nation.  If  his  latter  be  not  fo  fpriteful  and  vigorous  as  his  fail  pieces,  all  that  are 
old  will,  and  all  who  defirctobe  old,  fliould  excufe  him  therein.  Many  were  the  wit-combats  be- 
tween him  and  Shakfpeare,  which  two  I  beheld  like  a  Spanifi great  galleon,  and  an  EngUJh  man  o/zvar. 
Mafler  Jonfon  (like  the  former)  was  built  far  higher  in  learning ;  folid,  but  flow  in  his  performances. 
Sbalfjieare,  with  the  Englifh  man  of  war,  lefler  in  bulk,  but  lighter  in  failing,  could  tutu -with  alliidci, 
and  take  advantage  of  all  ivinds,  by  the  quicknefs  of  his  wit  and  invention." 

It  is  obfervable,  that  none  of  his  contemporaries  charge  him  with  depreciating  the  merits  of 
Shakfpeare,  or  with  want  of  gratitude  or  efteem  for  his  friend.  Bryden  and  Pope  are  divided  inf. 
their  fentiments  of  the  teftimony  which  Jonfon  gives  to  his* genius.  Dryden  calls  it  invidious  and 
fparing,  and  of  his  opinion  is  Mr.  Malone  and  the  other  editors  of  Shakfpeare.  The  writer  of  thefe 
"biographical  prefaces  inclines  to  Pope's  opinion,  in  thinking;  it  an  ample  auJ  honourable  panegyric, 
to  the  memory  of  his  friend.  3    , 
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Jonfon,  like  moft  fuccefsful  writers,  was  very  unfsrtunate  in  conciliating  the  affeAIons  of  the  nife- 
rior  poets  of  his  time.  They  cenfured  hi?  inordinate  vanity,  and  accufed  him  of  a  defire  of  ruhng 
the  realms  of  Parnaflus  with  a  defpotic  fceptre.  But  their  cenfure  was  his  fame  ;  while  he  could 
number  in  the  lift  of  his  friends  the  prodigies  of  poetry,  and  miracles  of  learning  and  feience. 

Shakfpeare  had  cheriihed  his  infant  mufe  ;  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  efteemed  and  revered  him  ; 
Donne  had  recommended  his  merit ;  and  Camden,  the  Strabo  of  Britain,  and  Seldtn,  a  living-  library, 
knew  how  to  prize  his  literature  and  }udgment. 

Jonfon  is  univerfally  allowed  to  have  been  the  moft  learned  and  judicious  poet  of  his  age.  He 
was  familiarly  acquainted  with  the  beft  ancient  authors,  from  whom  he  has  freely  borrowed,  and 
was  the  firft  that  brought  critical  learning  into  vogue.  His  learning  is  to  be  feen  in  every  thing 
he  wrote  ;  yet  a  juft  ^ecorum  and  piefervation  of  charafter,  with  propriety  of  circumftance  and 
of  language,  are  his  ftriking  excellencies,  and  eminently  diftinguifti  his  corrednefs  and  art.  What 
he  borrows  from  the  ancients,  he  generally  improves  by  the  ufe  and  application.  In  his  imitations 
and  tranflatlons  from  claflic  authors,  he  thinks  and  expreffes  his  thoughts  like  them  ;  but  he  com- 
monly borrows  with  the  air  of  a  conqueror,  and  adorns  himfelf  in  their  drefs,  as  with  the  fpoiis 
and  trophies  of  vidory.  His  tranflatlon  of  Horace's  Art  of  Foeiry  is  fo  clofe  as  to  be  compre- 
hended in  the  fame  number  of  lines.  His  occafional  poems  are  chiefly  encomiaftic  or  fatiri- 
eal.  They  abound  in  mafculine  fenfe  and  poignant  wit,  with  an  unfortunate  intermixture  of 
puerile  conceit,  and  coarfe  raillery  His  Epigrams  are  fometimes  happily  turned;  but  more 
frequently  polntlefs.  His  Epitaphs  are  univcrfaily  admired,  and  jufily  entitled  to  the  highefl 
praife.  His  Songs  are  fprightly  and  elegant,  and  defervediy  popular.  The  merit  of  his  Lyric  pieces 
is  much  greater  than  has  yet  been  allowed.  His  Hy7?2n  to  Diana  is  delicate  both  in  ^he  fentiment  and 
the  expreffion.the  images  are  pidlurefque  ;  the  verfe  eafy  and  flowing.  His  Ode  Pindaric  is  a  true  and 
regular  Pindaric  ;  and  the  firft,  if  not  the  only  one  in  our  language,  that  has  a  juft  claim  to  that 
title.  He  has  followed  the  manner  of  Pindar  with  great  exaftnefs.  The  terms  of  art,  denoted 
by  the^/j,  the  counter-turn,  and  the  fand,  are  a  tranllation  of  the  Stroi^be,  Antijlrofhe,  and  Epftde^ 
whichjrvided  the  Greek  odes. 

Th.e  Charm\a.  the  Mafque  of  the  ^eens,  may  bear  a  comparifon  with  the-witches  fong  in  "  Mac-. 
beth."  His  Elegy  on  the  death  of  the  Marchionefs  of  IVimheJler  has  been  imitated. by  Pope,  in  his  pa- 
thetic Elegy  "  to  the  memory  of  ,an  unfortunate  Lady."  His  poetry  has  more  ftrength  than 
fmoothnefs  ;  His  verfification  is  fometimes  flowing  and  eafy  ;  but  more  frequently  harfli,  and  even 
deficient  in  meafure.  In  all  his  pieces  are  to  be  found  marks  of  good  fenfe,  a  ftrong,  and  fome- 
times a  fublime  vein  of  poetry,  fterling  wit,  moral  fatire,  and  unrivalled  erudition 

As  a  dramatift,  Shakfpeare,  Beaumont,  and  Fletcher,  are  the  only  contemporary  writers  that  can 
be  put  in  competition  with  him  ;  and,  as  they  have  excellencies  of  genius  fuperior  to  thofe  of  Jonfon, 
they  have  weakneffes  and  defeds,  which  are  proportionably  greater.  Ii.  the  power  to  touch  the 
heart,  he  muft  indifputably  yield  to  them.  But  if  they  tranfcend  him  in  the  creative  powers  and 
the  aftonifliing  flights  of  imagination,  their  judgment  is  much  inferior  to  his  :  and  if  he  .'.oee,  not  at 
any  time  rife  fo  high,  neither  perhaps  does  he  fink  fo  low  as  they  have  done.  He  reformed  the  ex- 
travagancies which  had  univerfally  prevailed  in  the  times  before  him.  His  plays  were  real  plays 
.of  five  ads,  in  which  the  continuity  of  the  fcenes,  and  the  unities  of  time  and  \A  ce  were  regularly 
obferved.  He  borrowed  not  his  fable  from  an  exotic  ftory,  but  formed  his  plot,  and  drew  his  cha- 
,  rafters  from  the  flores  of  his  imagination,  and  his  obfervations  upon  men  and  manners  Fn  bis  de- 
fign  and  exhibition  of  charaders,  he  was  particularly  happy  in  delineating  thofe  which  are  generally 
known  by  the  name  of  charaders  of  humour,  a  fubjed  which  he  ptrft  dly  underilood,  and  which 
he  executed  with  equal  felicity  and  perfedion.  It  is  greatly  to  be  wiflied  that  he  had  pofTeffed  that 
poetic  paflion  which  could  have  made  his  dramas  univerfal,  equally  felt  and  underilood  in  all  ages. 
In  this  point  he  muft  yield  to  Shakfpeare,  yet  his  fancy  had  exerted  itfelf,  perhaps,  with  greater  ener- 
gy and  ftrength,  had  he  been  lefs  a  poet,  or  lefs  acquainted  with  the  ancient  models.  Struck  with 
the  corre  ;inefs  and  truth  of  compofition  in  the  old  claflics,  and  influenced  by  a  paflionatc  admira- 
tion to  emulate  their  beauties,  he  was  infenfibly  led  t.  imagine  that  equal  honours  were  oue  to 
fuccefsful  imitation,  as  to  original  and  unborrowed  th'niving. 

He  was  naturally  turned  to  induftry  and  reading  ;  and,  as  to  treafure  up  knowledge  muf*:  be  the 
eKercIfe  and  work  of  memory  by  the  afliduous  employment  of  that  faculty,  he  would  necefiarily  bs 
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lefs  difpofed  to  exert  the  native  inborn  fpirit  of  genius  and  invention  ;  and  as  liis  memory  was  thus 
fraught  with  the  ftorts  of  ancient  poetry,  the  fentiments  imprefied  upon  his  mind  wonld  eafily  inter- 
rh'ix.  and  afTimilate  with  his  own,  and  v.hen  transfufed  into  the  language  of  his  country,  would  ap- 
pear to  have  all  the  graces  and  the  air  of  novelty^  Hence  he  became  conftrained  in  his  imagination, 
andlcfs  original  in  liis  fentiments  and  tl.oughts;  but  he  obtained  that  feverity  of  colleaed  judgment, 
and,  that  praife  of  art,  which  have  given  his  authority  the  greiteft  weight  in  the  decifions  and  laws  of 
criticifm. 

The  characfter  of  Jonfon,  as  a  poet,  is  given  by  Dr.  Hurd,  with  an  evident  attention  to  his  cha- 
railer  and  difpofitiou  as  a  man. 

"  His  nature,"  fays  that  eleganr  critic,  "  was  fevere  and  rigid  ;  and  this,  in  giving  ftrength  and 
manlinefs,  gave  at  times  too,  an  iutemperance  to  hisfatire.  His  tafte  for  ridicule  was  flrong,  but 
indelicate,  v.'hich  made  him  not  over  curious  in  the  choice  of  his  topics ;  and,  laftly,  his  ftyk  in 
piduring  charaders,  though  raafterly,  was  without  that  elegance  of  hand,  which  is  required  to  cor- 
redl  and  allay  the  force  of  fo  bold  a  colouring.  Thus' the  bias  of  his  nature,  leading  him  to  Plau- 
tus  rather  than  Terence  for  his  model,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at,  that  his  wit  is  too  frequently 
cauflic,  his  raillery  cnarfe,  and  his  humour  exceflivc."    ' 

"  By  the  death  of  Jonfon,"  %*  Mr.  Whalley,  «  his  family  itrdf  became  ertin^,  the  only  ifTue  he 
left  being  his  plays  and  poems ;  and  their  fate  has,  in  fome  meafure,  refcmbled  his.  Yet,  fuch  is  the 
felicity  of  their  better  fortunes,  that,  furviving  the  attacks  of  envious  contemporary  rivals,  they  have 
Received  from  the  juftice  of  difccrning  unprejudiced  pofterity,  a  fait  and  an  increafing  fame.  With 
thofe,  whofe  tafle  for  fimple  and  flrihl;ig  copies  of  nature,  is  yet  uninternupted  by  the  faflidlous 
delicacy  of  fafhioir.ible  refinements,  the  works  of  Jonfon  fland  high  in  eflreem  ;  and  as  they  are  reaci 
from  age  to  age,  they  will  perpetuate  his  name,  with  all  the  honours  which  his  genius  and  h'i  lc-"-nin^' 
MexveJ'  .■      -    .  .  ...  -       ,    :    .  ■.:>''■     '^ 
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V    ■  To  the  great  Example  of  Honour  and  Virtue, 

THE  MOST  NOBLE,  WILLIAM  EARL  OF  PEMBROKE, 

Jjord  Chamberlain.  iS'c. 


My  Lord, 
» 

WThile  you  cannot  change  your  merit,  I  dare 
not  change  your  title  :  it  was  that  reade  it,  and 
not  I.  Under  which  name,  I  here  offer  to  your 
Lordftirp  the  ripeft  of  my  fludies,  my  Epigrams; 
which,  though  they  carry  danger  in  the  found,  do 
rot  therefore  feek  your  flieker  :  for,  when  1  made 
them,  1  had  nothing  in  my  confcience,  to  expref- 
fing  of  which  I  did  need  a  cypher.  But,  if  I  be 
fallen  into  thofe  times,  wherein,  for  the  likenefs 
of  vice,  and  fads,  every  one  thinks  another's  ill 
deeds  objcdled  to  him  ;  and  that  in  their  ignorant 
and  guilty  mouths,  the  common  voice  is  (for  their 
fecurity)  "  Beware  the  poet,"  confeffing  therein  fo 
much  love  to  their  difeafes,  as  they  would  rather 
make  a  party  for  them,  than  be  either  rid,  or  told 
of  them  :  I  muft  exped,  at  your  Lordlhip's  hand, 
the  protedion  of  truth  and  liberty,  while  you  are 
conftant  to  your  own  goodnefs.  In  thanks  Where- 
of, I  return  you  the  honour  of  leading  forth  fo  ma- 
ny good  and  great  names  (as  my  veries  mention 
on  the  better  part)  to  their  remembrance  with  pof- 
terity.  Amongft  whom,  if  I  have  praiied  unfortu- 
nately, any  one,  that  doth  not  deierve  ;  or,  if  all 
anfwer  not,  ia  all  numbers,  the  pidures  I  have 


made  of  thein,  I  hope  it  will  be  forgiven  me,  that 
they  are  no  ill  pieces,  though  they  be  not  like  the 
perlons.  But  I  forefce  a  nearer-  fate  to  my  book 
than  this,  that  the  vices  therein  will  be  owned  be- 
fore the  virtues  (though  there  I  have  avoided  all 
particulars,  as  \  have  done  names),  and  fome  will 
be  fo  ready  to  dilcredit  me,  as  they  will  have  the 
impudence  to  belie  themfelves.  For  if  I  meant  them 
not,  it  is  fo.  Nor  I  can  hope  otherwife.  For  vihy 
fliould  they  remit  any  thing  of  their  riot,  their 
pride,  their  felf-love,  and  other  inherent  graces,  to 
confider  truth  or  virtue ;  but,  with  the  trade  of 
the  world,  lend  their  long  ears  againft  men  they 
love  not :  and  hold  their  dsjar  mountebank,  or  jef- 
ter,  in  far  better  condition  than  all  the  ftudy,  or 
ftudier's  of  humanity  .'  For  fuch,  I  would  rather 
know  them  by  their  vifards  ilill,  than  they  (hould! 
publilh  their  faces,  at  their  peril,  in  my  theatre, 
where  Cito,  if  he  lived,  might  enter  without 
fcandal. 

By  your  Lordfiiip's  mod  faithful  honourer, 


Ben.  JoNsoN, 


L  1 
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EPIGRJMS. 


P  Q  O  K   I. 


1.   To  the  Reader. 

X  RAY  tliee,  take  care,  that  tak'ft  my  book  in  hand. 
To  read  it  well :  that  is,  to  underfland. 

11.  To  my  Book. 

|t.  will  be  lock'd  for,  book,  when  fome  but  fee 

Thy  title,  Epigrams,  and  nam'd  of  me, 
Thou  fhould'ft  be  bold,  licentious,  full  of  gall ; 

Wormwood,  and  fulphur,  iharp,  and  tooth'd 
withal, 
Become  a  petulant  thing,  hurl  ink,  and  wit 

'As  madmen  ftones  ;  not  caring  whom  they  hit. 
Deceive  their  malice,  who  could  wi-fli  it  fo  ; 

And  by  thy  wifer  temper,  let  men  know 
Thou  art  not  covetous  of  leaft  felf-fame. 

Made  from  the  hazard  of  another's  fliame  : 
Much  lefs,  with  lewd,  profane,  and  beaftly  phrafe, 
•  To  catch  the  world's  loofe  laughter,  or  vain 
gaze. 
He  that  departs  with  his  own  honefty 

For  vulgar  praife,  doth  it  too  dearly  buy. 

III.  To  my  Boolfdler. 

Thod  that  mah'ft  gain  thy  end,  and  wifely  well, 

Call'ft  a  book  good,  or  bad,  as  it  doth  fell, 
Ufe  mine  fo  tco  :  I  give  thee  leave  ;  but  crave 

For  the  luck's  fake  it  thus  much  favour  have, 
To  lie  upon  thy  flail,  till  it  be  fought ; 

Not  offcr'd,  as  it  made  iuit  to  be  bought  | 
Kcr  have  my  title-leaf  on  ports,  or  walls. 

Or  in  cleft  fticks,  advanced  to  make  calls 
For  termers,  or  fome  clerk-like  ferving  man. 

Who  fcarce  can  fpell  th'  hard  names :  whofc 
knight  lefs  can. 
If,  without  thefe  vile  arts,  it  will  not  fell, 

Send  it  to  Bucklerfbury,  there  'twill  well. 

IV.  To  King  James. 

How,  beft  of  kings,  dofl  thou  a  fceptre  bear  I 
How,  beft  of  poets,  doft  thou  laurel  wear  ! 

But  two  things  rare,  the  fates  hud  in  their  flore, 
And  gave  thee  both,  to  fbow  they  could  no 
more.- 


For  fuch  a  poet,  while  thy  days  were  green, 
Thou  wert,  as  chief  of  them  are  faid  t'  have  beent 

And  fuch  a  prince  thou  art  we  daily  fee, 
As  chief  of  thofe  ftill  promife  they  will  be. 

Whom  fiiould  my  mufe  then  fly  to;  but  the  beft 
Of  kings,  for  grace ;  of  poets,  for  my  teft. 

V.   OntheUniiin. 

V/hen  was  there  contrad  better  driv'n  by  fate  ? 

Or  celebrated  with  more  truth  of  ftate  ? 
The  world  the  tempje  was,  the  prieft  a  king, 

The  fpoufed  pair  two  realms,  the  fea  the  ring, 

VI.    To  Alchymi/is. 

If  all  you  boaft  of  your  great  art  be  true ; 
Sure,  Vvilling  poverty  lives  moft  in  you. 

VJI.    On  the  nezv  Hoi-hoiife. 

Where  lately  harbour'd  many  a  famous  whore 
A  purging  bill,  now  fix'd  upon  the  door. 

Tells  you  it  is  a  hot-houfe  :  fo  it  may, 

And  ftill  be  a  whore-houfe.  They're  Jynonma. 

VIII.   On  a  Robbery. 

Redway  robb'd  Duncote  of  three  hundred  pound, 
Redway  was  ta'en,  arraign'd,  condemn'd  to  die  • 

But  for  his  mpney  was  a  courtier  found,        [cry  • 
Begg'd  Ridway's  pardon.    Duncote  now  doth 

Robb'd  both  of  money,  and  the  law's  relief* 
The  courtier  is  become  the  greater  thief. 

IX.   Toall  to  tvhom  I  lurite. 

May  none  whofe  fcatter'd  names  honour  my  book, 
For  ftri(5l  degrees  of  lank  or  title  look. 

'Tis  'gainft  the  manners  of  an  epigram  ; 
And  I  poet  here,  no  herald  am. 

X.   To  my  Lord  Ignorant, 

Thou  call'ft  me  poet,  as  a  term  of  fliame  ; 
But  I  have  my  revenge  made,  in  thy  nan^e. 


EPIGRAMS, 

XL   On  Soinethiiig.,  that  ivalks  fometvljere. 


SiS 


At  court  1  met  it,  in  clothes  bra-.e  enough 
To  be  a  courtier  ;  and  looks  grave  enough 

To  feem  a  (latefman  :   as  I  near  it  came, 

.  It  made  me  a  great  face  :   I  :.lk'd  the  name. 

A  ]ofd,it  cry'd,  buried  in  flelTi  and  blood    [good, 
And   futh  from  whom   let  no  man  hope  leafl 

tor  I  will  do  none  :  and  as  little  ill. 
For  1  will  dare  none  :  guod  lord,  walk  dead  ftill. 

Xll.    On  Lieutenant  Shift. 

Shift,  here  in  tov/n,  not  meaneftamongft  'fquircD 

That  haunt  Pickt-hatch,  Merfii-i.ambeth,  and 
White-fryers, 
Keeps  himfelf,  with  half  a  man,  and  defrays  [pays. 

The  charge  of  that  {late,  with  this  charm,  God 
By  that  one  fpell  he  lives,  eats,  drinks,  arrays 

Himfelf  ;   his  whole  revenue  is.  God  pays. 
The  q-aarter-day  is  come  ;  the  hoftefs  fays, 

She  muft  have  money  :  he  returns,  God  pays. 
The  taylor  brings  a  fuit  home  ;  he  it  'flays,  [pays. 

Looks   o'er  the   bill,  likes  it  :    and  fays,  God 
He  fteals  to  ordinaries;  there  he  plays 

At  dice  his  borrow'd  money  :  which  God  pays. 
Then  takes  up  frefh  commodities,  for  days  ; 

Signs  to  new  bonds;  forfeits, and  crie.s,Cod  pays. 
That  loft,  he  keeps  his  chamber,  reads  efTays, 

Takes  phyfic,  tears  the  papers  :  ftill,  God  pays. 
Or  elfe  by  water  goes,  and  fo  to  plays ; 

Calls  for  his  ftool,  adorns  the  ftage  :  God  pays. 
To  ev'ry  caufe  he  meets,  this  voice  he  brays  : 

His  only  anfwer  is  to  all,  God  pays. 
Not  his  poor  cuckatrice  but  he  betrays : 

Thus  :  and  for  his  letchery,  fcores,  God  pays. 
But  fee  !  th'  old  bawd  hath  ferv'd  him  in  his  trim, 

Lent  him  a  pocky  whore.    She  hath  paid  him. 

XriL   The  DoBor  Empiricl. 

When  men  a  dang'rous  difcafe  did  'fcape, 
Qf  ol  1,  they  gave  a  cock  to  .ff  fculape  : 

Let  me  give  x.-vJo  ;  that  doubly  am  got  fr^e, 
From  my  difeafe's  danger,  and  from  t\\tt. 

XIV.    To  William  Camden. 

Camden,  moft  rev'rend  head,  to  whom  I  owe 

All  that  I  am  in  arts,  all  that  I  know  ; 
(How  nothing's  that .)  to  whom  my  country  owes 
The  great  renov/n,  and  name  wherewith  fhe 
goes. 
Than  thee  the  age  fef  s  not  that  thing  more  grave, 
More  high,  more  holy,  that  flie  more  would 
crave.  [things ! 

What  name,  what  Ikill,  what  faith  haft  thou  in 
.  What  fight  in  fearching  the moft  antique Iprings  ! 
What  weight,  and  what  authority  in  thy  fpeech  ! 
Man  fcarce  can   make   that  doubt,  but  thou 
canft  teach. 
Pardon  free  truth,  and  let  thy  modefty, 

Which  conquers  all,  be  once  o'ercomc  by  thee. 
Many  of  thine,  this  better  could,  than  I, 
But  for  their  puw'rs,  ac^ep:  my  piety. 
6 


XV.   On  Court-itiorm. 


All  men  are  worms  ^  but  this  no  man.  In  filk 
'Twas  br  ught  to  court  firft  wrapt,  and  whita 
as  milk ; 

Where,  af-erwards,  it  grew  a  butterfly : 
Which  was  a  caterpillar.  So  'twill  die. 

XVI.    To  Bra'in-hardy. 

Hardy,  thy  brain  is  valiant,  'tis  confeft ; 

Ihou  more  ;  that  with  it  every  day  dar'ft  jeft 
Thyfelf  into  fredi  brawls  :  when, call'd  upon    [one 

Scarce  thy  week's  fwearing  brings  thee  off,  of 
So  in  fhort  time,  :ii'  an  in  arreai  age  grown 

Some  hundred  quarrels,  yet  doR  thou  <ii»ht  none; 
Nor  need'ft  thou  ;  for  thofe  few,  by  oath  releaft, 

IViake  go  id  what  thou  dar'ft  do  in  all  the  reft. 
Keep  thyfelf  there,  and  think  thy  valour  rii^ht ; 

He  that  dares  damn  himfelf,  dares  more  than 
fight. 

XVI  I.    To  the  learned  Critic. 

Mat  others  fear,  fly,  and  traduce  thy  name,, 
As  guilty  men  do  magiftrates;  glad  I, 

That  wiih  my  poems  a  legitimate  fame, 

Charge  them,  for  crown,  to  thy  fole  ccnfure  hie. 

And  but  a  fprig  of  bays  given  by  thee, 

Shall  outlive  garlands,  ftol'n  from  the  chafte  tree. 

XVin.    To  my  Mere  Englijh  Cenfurer. 

To  thee,  my  way  in  epigrams  feems  new, 

When  both  it  is  the  old  way,  and  the  true. 
Thnu  fay'ft,  that  cannot  be  ;  for  thou  haft  feen 

Davis,  and  Weever,  and  the  beft  have  been, 
And  mine  come  nothing  like.   I  hope  fo.  Yet, 

As  theirs  did  with  thee,  mine  might  credit  ^tt^ 
If  thoud'ft  but  ufe  thy  faith,  as  thou  didft  then ; 

When  thou  wert  wont  t'  admire,  not  cenfure' 
men. 
Pry.thee  heUsve  ftill,  and  not  judge  fo  faft. 

Thy  faith  is  all  the  knowledge  that  thou  hallo 

XIX.    On  Sir  Cod  the  perfumed. 

That  Cod  can  get  no  widow, .yet  a  knight,, 
i  fcent  the  caufc  :  he  woos  with  an  ill  fprite. 

XX.    To  thefame. 

Tn'  expence  in  odoars  is  a  moft  vain  fin, 
EjJcept  thou  could'ft.  Sir  Cod,  wear  them  within. 

XXL   On  Reformed  Gamefer. 

Lord, how  is  Gam'fter  chang'd  !  his  hair  clofe  cut  I 

His  neck  fenc'd  round  with  rufFl  his  eyes  half 
{hat! 
His  clothes  two  falhions  off,  and  poor !  his  fwOrd 

Forbid  his  fide  !  and  nothing,  but  the  word 
Quick  in  his  lips!  who  ha,th  this  wonder  wrought? 

The  late  ra'en  baftinado.  So  I  thought. 
What  fev'ral  ways  men  to  their  calling  have  ! 

The  body's  ftripes,  1  fee,  the  foul  may  favs, 
L  1  iij     . 


534  ;  TKE    WORKS 

'       yL-KW,  On  :r.y  Jirji  Dat:-ltcr. 

Here  lies  to  each  her  parents  ruth, 

Mary,  the  daughter  of  their  youth  : 

Yet  all  heav'n's  gifts,  being  heaven's  duf , 

It  makes  the  father  kfs  to  rue. 

At  fix  months  end  fhe  parted  hence 

"With  fafety  of  her  innocence  ; 

Whofe  foul  heav'n's  queen  (whole  name  fhe  bears), 

in  comfort  of  her  mother's  tears, 

Hath  pluc'd  among  htr  virgin-train: 

Where,  while  that  fever'd  doth  remain, 

This  grave  partakes  the  fltflily  birth  J 

Which  cover  lightly,  gentle  earth. 

XXI H.   Te  "Jdn  Donne. 

Donne,  the  delight  of  Phcebus,  and  each  Mufe, 

Who,  to  thy  one,  all  other  brains  refufe  ; 
W^ofe  ev'ry  work,  of  thy  moll  early  wit. 

Came  forth  e:^amp1e,  and  remains  fo  yet : 
i.r,nger  a  knowing,  than  moft  wits  do  live, 

And  which  no  affedion  praife  enougii  can  give  ! 
To  it,  thy  language,  letters,  arts,  beft  life,  [flrife  ; 

Which  might  v/ith  half  mankind   maintain  a 
^11  which  I  meant  to  praife,  and  yet  [  would  ; 

Eut  leave,  becaufe  1  cannot  as  I  ftiould ! 

XXIV.   To  the  Parliament. 

There's  reafon  good,  that  you  good  laws  Ihould 

make  : 
Mens  manners  ne'er  were  viler,  for  your  fake. 

XXV.  On  Sir  Voluptuous  Beajl. 

While  Beall  inllruds  his  fair  and  innocent  v.?ife, 

In  the  paft  pleafures  ofliis  fenfuallife, 
TellinfT  the  motions  of  each  petticoat,  [goat. 

And  how  his  Ganymede  raov'd,  and  how  his 
And  n^w,  her  (hourly)  her  own  cucquean  makes, 

In  varied  fliapes,  which  for  his  luft  fhe  takes  : 
tVhat  doth  he  elfe,  but  fay,  leave  to  be  chafte, 

Juftwife,  and  to  change  me,raakewc/:aan'shafte. 

XXVI.  On  the  fame  Beaji. 

Than  his  chafte  wife,  though  Beafl  now  know 

no  more. 
He  adulters  ftill :  his  thoughts  lie  with  a  whore. 

XXVII.  On  Sir  John  Roe. 

In  place  of  fcutcheons,  that  fliould  deck  thy  herfe, 
Take  better  ornament,  my  -ears,  and  verfe. 

If  any  fword  could  fave  from  fates.  Roe's  could ; 

If  any  mufe  outlive  their  fpight,  his  can  ; 

If  any  friends  tears  could  reflore,  his  would} 

If  any  pious  life  e'er  lifted  man 
To  heav'n,  his  hath  :   O  happy  date  !  whetein 
"We,  fad  for  hirii,  may  glory,  and  not  fin. 

XXVIII.   On  Don  Surly. 

jDoN  Surly  to  afpire  the  glorious  name 

Of  a  grfeat  man,  and  tc  be  thought  the  fame, 


OFJONSON. 

Mikes  ferious  ufe  of  all  great  trade  he  knows. 

He  fpeaks  to  men  with  a  rhinocerote's  nofe. 
Which  he  think.^  great;   and  fo  reads  verfcs  too: 

And  that  is  done,  as  he  faw  great  men  do. 
H'  has  tympanies  of  bufinefs,  in  his  face, 

And  :mi  forget  mens  names,  with  a  great  grace. 
He  will  both  argue,  and  difcourfe  in  oaths, 

Both  which  are  great.    And  laugh  at  ill-made 
clothes; 
That's  greater  yet :  to  cry  his  own  up  neat. 

He  doth,  at  meals,  alone  his  pheafant  ear. 
Which  is  main  greatnefs.    And,  at  his  ftill  board. 

He  drinks  to  no  man  :  that's,  too,  like  a  lord. 
He  keeps  another's  wife,  which  is  a  fpice 

Of  folemn  greatnefs.  And  he  dares,  at  dice, 
Blafpheme  God  greatly.    Or  fome  poor  hind  beat, 

1  hat  breathes  in  his  dog's  way :  and  this  is  great. 
Nay  more,  for  greatnefs'  fake,  he  will  b»  one 

May  hear  my  epigrams,  but  like  of  none. 
Surly,  ufe  other  arts,  thefe  only  can 

Style  thee  a  mofl;  great  fool,  but  no  great  man. 

XXIX.    To  Sir  Annual  Tilter. 

TiLTER,  the  moft  may  admire  thee, though  not  I : 
And  thou,  right  g\ultlefs,may'ft  plead  to  it;  why? 

For  thy  late  fharp  device.  I  fay  'tis  fit 

Ail  brains,  at  times  of  triumph,  ftiould  run  wit. 

For  then  our  water-conduits  do  run  wine  ; 

But  that's  put  in,  thou'lt  fay.  Why  ?  fo  is  thine. 

XXX.    To  Per/on  Guilty. 

Guilty,  be  wife;  and  though  thou  know'ft  the 
crimes 

Be  thine,  I  tax,  yet  do  not  own  my  rhymes : 
'Twere  madnefs  in  chee,  to  betray  thy  fame 

And  perfon  to  the  world,  ere  I  thy  name. 

XXXI.    On  Bank  the  Ufiirer. 

Bank  feels  no  lamenefs  of  his  knotty  gout. 
His  monies  travel  for  him,  in  and  out ! 

And  though  the  foundeft  legs  go  ev'ry  day, 
He  toils  to  be  at  hell  as  foon  as  they. 

XXXn,  Oh  Sir  John  Roe. 

What  two  brave  perils  of  the  private  fword 

Could  not  effcdl,  nor  all  che  furies  do, 
That  felf-divided  Belgia  did  afford  ; 

What  not  the  envy  of  the  leas  reach'd  too, 
The  cold  of  Mufco,  and  fat  Irifli  air, 

His  often  change  of  clime  (though  not  of  mind) 
What  could  not  work;  at  home  in  his  repair 

Was  his  bleft  fate,  but  our  hard  lot  to  find. 
Which  fhows,  where'er  death  doth  pleafe  t'  appear 

Seas,ferenes,  fvvcrds,  ftiot,  flckaefs,  all  are  there. 

XXXIII.    To  the  fame. 

I'll  not  offend  thee  with  a  vain  tear  more, 

Glad-mention'd  Roe:  thou  art  but  gone  before. 

Whither  the  world  muft  follow.  And  I,  now. 
Breathe  to  exped  my  when,  andaiake  my  how. 


Which  if  moft  gracious   heaven   grant  me   like 
,.      thine, 
Who  wets  my  grave  can  be  no  friend  of  mine. 

XXXI V.   OfDeith. 

He  that  feajrs  death,  or  mourns  it,  in  the  juft. 
Shows  of  the  refurredion  little  truft. 

XXXV.    To  icing  Jatnis. 

Who  would  not  be  thy  fubjedl,  James,  t'  obey 
;,  A  prince,  that  rules  by  example ,  more  than  fwaj  ? 
Whofe  manners  draw,  more  than  thy  poweis  con- 
ftrain. 
And  in  this  fiiort  time  of  thy  happieft  reig;n, 
Hafl  purg'd  thy  realms,  as  we  have  now  no  caufe 
,    Left  us  of  fear,  but  firft  our  crimes,  then  laws. 
Like  aids  'giinft  treafons  who  hath  found  before  ? 
.  And  then  in  them,  how  could  we  know  God 

more? 
JFirfi  tliou  preferved  wert  cur  king  to  be, 

And  fince ;  the  whole  land  was  preferv'd  for  thee. 

XXXVl.    I'otJ^eGhoJio/Mattial. 

Martial,  thou  gav'ft  far  nobler  epigrams 
I'o  thy  Domi.tian,  than  I  can  my  James: 
feut  in  my  royal  fubjeo;  1  pafs  thee  ; 
,  Thou  fiatter'dft  thine,  mine  cannot  iiatter'd  be. 

XX3tVn,    6n  Chc-jeriilibe  Laioyer. 

No  csufe,  nor  client  fat,  will  Cbev'rill  leefe, 
.   But  as  they  come,  on  both  fides  he  takes  fees, 
'And  pleafeth  bi.th.   For  while  he  melts  his  greafe 
For  this,  that  wins,  foi-  whom  he  holds  hjs  peace. 

XXXVIIi.    To  Perjon  Guilty. 

Guilty,  becaufe  T  bade  you  late  be  wife, 

And  to  conceal  yoi'r  ulcers,  did  aWife, 
You  laup;h  when  you  are  icijch'd,  and  long  before 

Any  man  e'ie,  yoa  ciap  your  iiands  and  roar, 
And  cry  go'id  i  goid  1  this  quite  perverts  my  feiife, 

And  lies  fo  far  from  wit,  'tis  impudence. 
Bclitve  ir,  Guilty,  if  you  lofe  your  fname, 

I'll  lofe  my  incdeity,  and  tell  your  nariie. 

XXXIX.  On  old  Celi. 

For  all  nigbt-fins,  with  other's  wives  unknown, 
Colt  now  doth  daily  penance  in  his  own. 

XL.    On  Margjret  Rjtclife, 

M  ARBLE,  weep,  for  thou  doft  cover  ■» 

A  dead  beauty  ujiderncath  thee, 

R  ich  as  nature  could  becjueath  thee  ! 

G  rant  then,  no  rude  hand  reniove  her. 

A  11  tbe  gazers  on  the  flcies 

R  ead  not  in  fair  heaven's  flory, 

E  xprefler  truth,  or  truer  ylory, 

T  han  they  might  ie  her  bright  eyes. 
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R  are  as  wonder  was  her  wit ; 
A  nd,  like  nedtar,  ever  flowing  : 
T  ill  time,  ftrong  by  her  bellowing, 
C  onquer'd  hath  both  life  and  ir  ; 
L  ifc,  whofe  grief  was  out  of  fafbion 
I   n  thefe  times.    Few  fo  have  ru'd 
F  ate  in  a  brother.  To  conclude, 
F  or  wit,  feature,  and  true  paffion, 
E  arth,  thou  haft  not  fuch  another. 


SIS 


XLI.   On  G]pf,e.  • 

GiPsiE,  new  bawd,  is  turn'd  phyfician, 

And  gets  more  gold  than  all  the  college  can  : 

Such  her  qvaint  praiftice  is,  fo  it  allures. 

For  what  (he  gave  a  whore,  a  bawd  Ihe  cares. 

X  L 1 1 .   On  Giles  and  J  one. 

Who' fays  that  Giles  and  Jone  at  difcord  be  ? 

Th'  obferving  neighbours  no  fuch  mood  can  fee. 
Indeed,  poor  Giles  repents  he  married  ever;   [ver, 

But  that  his  Jone  doth  too.  And  Giles  would  ne- 
By  his  free  will,  be  in  Jone's  company.         [early, 

No  more  would  Jone  he  fhould.     Giles  rifeth 
And  having  got  him  out  of  doors,  is  glad. 

The  like  is  Jone.   But  turning  home  is  fad. 
And  fo  is  jone.   Oftlmcs  when  Giles  doth  find 

Harfh  lights  at  home,  Giles  wifheth  he  were 
blind. 
AH  this  dnrh  Tone.  Or  that  his  long-earn'd  life 

V/ereqiiire  out-fpun.  The  likewifh  hathhiswife. 
The  children  that  he  keeps,  Giles  fwears  are  none 

Of  his  begettin';.  And  fo  fwears  his  Jouc. 
in  all  affeAions  fee  concurreth  ftill. 

If  now,  with  man  and  wife,  to  will  and  nill 
The  felf  fame  things,  a  note  of  concord  be, 

i  know  no  couple  better  can  agree  1 


XLI  1 1.   Tff  Robert  Earl  of  Salfbury. 

What  need  haft  thou  of  me,  or  of  my  mufe. 

Whole  ac'lions  f)  themfelves  do  celebrate  ? 
Which  ftiouKl  thy  country's  love  to  fpeak  refufe. 

Her  foes  enoufih  would  fame  thee  in  their  hate^ 
'Tofore,  great  men  were  glad  of  poets;  nov/ 

I,  not  the  wbrft,  am  covetous  of  thee. 
Yet  dare  not  to  my  thought  leaft  hope  allow 

Of  adding  to  thy  fame;  thine  may  to  me. 
When  in  riiy  book  men  read  but  Cecil's  name, 

And  what  1  write  thereof  find, fur.  and  free 
From  fervile  flatt'ry  (common  poets  Ihame) 

As  thou  ftand'ft  clear  4f  the  necefllty. 


XLIV.    On  Chuffe,  Banks  the  Ufurerj  Kinfman. 

Chuffe,  lately  rich  in  name,  in  chattels,  goods, 
And  rich  in  ifTue  to  inherit  all. 
Ere  blacks  were  bought  for  his  own  funeral, 
Saw  all  his  race  approach  the  blacker  floods  : 

He  meant  they  thither  ftiould  make  fwift  re- 
pair, 
W^hen  he  made  him  executor,  might  be  heir. 
L  1  iiij 


53f>  THEWORKSOFJONSON. 

XLV.   Cn»:yfrJlSon.  LII.   To  Cenforiou,  Courtlihg. 


Farewell,  thou  child  of  my  right  hand,  and  joy; 

My  fip  was  too  much  hope  of  thee,  lov'd  hoy  ■ 
Seven  years  thou  wert  lent  to  me,  and  I  thee  pay, 

Exadled  by  thy  fite  on  the  juft  day. 
O,  could  I  lofe  all  father  now  !  for  why 

Will  man  lament  the  ftate  he  fhould  envy  ? 
To  have  fo  foon  'fcap'd  world's  and  flefli's  rage, 

And  if  no  other  mifery,  3'et  age  ? 
Reft  'v\  foft  peace,  and  afk'J,  fay  here  doth  lie 

Ben  Jonf  in  his  hefl  riece  of  poetry, 
For  whcfe  take  henceforth  all  his  vows  be  fiich, 

As  what  he  loves  may  never  like  too  much. 

XL  VI.    To  Sir  LucMefs  IVoo-all. 

Is  this  the  Sir,  who,  fome  wafle  wife  :o  win, 
A  knighthood  bought,  to  go  av.'ooing  in  ? 

Tis  Liucklefs  he,  that  took  up  one  on  band 
To  pay  at's  day  of  marriage.   By  my  hard 

The knight-wright's  cheated  then  :  he'll  never  pay. 
Yes,  now  he  wears  his  knighthood  every  day, 

XLVII.    roihefame. 

•Sir  Lucklefs,  troth,  for  luck's  fake  pafs  by  one  ; 
He  that  woes  every  widow,  will  get  none. 


XLVIII.    On  Muvgnl  Efqulre. 

His  bought  armi  Mung'  not  lik'd ;  for  his  firft  day 
Of  bearing  them  in  field,  he  thrtv/  'em  away ; 
And  hath  no  honour  loft,  our  duelifts  fay. 

XLIX.   To  Play-iuright. 

Play-wright  me  reads,  and  flill  my  verfes  damns : 
He  fays  i  want  the  fingiie  of  epigrams  ; 

4  have  no  fait  :  no  bawdry  he  doth  mean  ; 
For  witty,  in  his  language,  is  obfcene. 

Play-wright,  1  loath  to  have  thy  manners  known 
In  my  chafte  book  :  profcfs  them  in  thine  own. 

L.  To  Sir  Cod. 

Leave  Cod,  tobacco-like,  burnt  gums  to  tnke. 
Or  fumy  clyf^ers,  thy  moift  lungs  to  bake  : 
Arferic  would  thee  fit  for  fociety  make. 

)• 
JLiL   To  Khig  yames  — Upon  the  hap^y  falfi  Rumour 
of  his  Diath .  the  %zi  of  March  1 607. 

That  we  thy  lofs  might  know,  and  thou  our  love, 

Great  heav'n  didwell,  to  give  ill  fame  fr-  c  wing  ; 
Which  though  it  did  hut  panic  :crior  prove. 

And  far  beneath  leafl  paufc  of  fnch  a  king  : 
Yet  give  thy  jealous  fr.bje61s  leave  to  doubt. 

AVho  this  thy  'fcape  fiom  rumour  gratuiate 
No  lef  rlian  if  from  peril;  and  dtvout 

Do  hft  'hy  care  unto  thy  after-ftate. 
For  w<-.  li  at  have  our  eyes  Dill  in  ;i:r  tprs, 

Look  not  upon  thy  dangers,  but  our  fears. 


CouRTLiNG,  I  rather  thou  fhould'fl  utterly 
Difi'raife  my  work,  than  pra'fe  it  froftily  : 

When  I  am  read,  thoufeign'fl  a  weak  applaufc, 
As  if  thou  wort  my  friend,  but  lack'di^  a  caufe. 

This  but  thy  ju^'gment  fools  •   the  o'her  way 
Would  both  thy  folly  and  thy  fpite  betray. 

LII  I.    To  Oldend  Gatbertr. 

I>ONG-GA-^«ERrNC  Old-end,  T  did  fear  thee  wife, 

When  having  pill'd  1  book  which  no  man  buys, 
Th'U  wert  content  the  author's  name  to  l-ife  : 

But  when  (in  place)  thou   didft  the  patron's 
choofe. 
It  was  as  if  thou  printed  hadft  an  oath. 

To  give  the  world  afitirance  thou  wert  both  ; 
And  that,  as  puritans  at  baptifm  do, 

Thou  art  the  father,  and  the  witncfs  fo».         • 
For  bat  thyfelf,  where  out  of  motly,  's  he 

Could  fave  that  line  to  dedicate  to  thee  ? 

LIV,    On  Che-veril 

Cuev'ril  cries  out,  my  verfes  libels  are  ; 

And  threatens  the  Star-chamber,  and  the  Bar.' 
What  are  thy  petulant  pleadings,  Chev'ril,  then, 

I'hat  quit'fl  the  caufe  fo  oft,  and  rail'fl  at  men  ? 

LV.    To  Francis  Beaumont, 

How  I  do  love  thee,  Beaumont,  and  thy  mufe, 

'i'hat  unto  me  doft  fuch  religion  ufe  I 
How  r  do  fear  myfelf,  that  aiii  nor  worth 

The  leaft  indulgent  thought  thy  pen  drops  fortHl 
At  once  thou  mak'fl:  me  happy,  and  unm^k'H: : 

And  giving  largely  to  me,  more  thou  tak'fl ! 
What  fate  is  mine,  that  fo  itfelf  bereaves  ? 

Wliat  art  is  thine,  that  fo  thy  friend  deceives? 
V/htn  even  there,  where  moft  thou  praifeft  me, 

For  writlig  better,  1  muft  envy  thee. 

LVI.    On  Poet-ape. 

Poor  Poet-ape,  that  v.-ould  be  thought  our  chief, 

Whofe  works  are  ev'n  the  frippery  of  wit, 
From  bocage  is  become  fo  bold  a  thief. 

As  we,  the  robb'd,  have  rage,  and  pity  it. 
At  firft  he  made  low  fliifts,  would  pick  and  glean; 

By  the  revtrfion  of  old  plays  now  grown 
To  a  lirtic  wealth,  and  credit  in  the  fcene, 

He  takrs  up  all,  makes  each  man's  wit  hisown. 
And  told  of  this,  he  flights  it.    Tut.  fuch  crimes 

The  fluggifli  gapirg  auditor  devours  ; 
He  marks  not  whofe  'twas  firft  :.  and  after,  times 

May  jv.dge  it  to  be  his,  as  well  as  ours. 
Fool,  as  if  half  eyes  will  not  know  a  fleece 

From  locks  of  wool,  or  ilireds  from  the  whole 
piece  ? 

LVIl.   On  Bavuds  and  U/urers. 

If,  as  their  ends,  their  fruits  were  fo  the  fame, 
Buwdry  and  ufury  were  one  kind  of  game. 
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LVIII.  Tu  Groom  IJeot. 


ISEOT,  laft  night  I  pray'd  thee  but  forbear 

To  read  my  verfes ;  now  I  muft  to  hear  : 
For  ofF'ring  with  thy  fmil's  '^\y  wit  to  grace, 

Thy  ignorance  ftill  laughs  in  the  wrong  place. 
And  fo  my  fharpnefs  thou  no  lefs  disjoints. 

Than  thou  didft  late  my  fetife,  loofuig  my  points. 
So  have  I  feen  at  Chriftmas  fports,  one  loll; 

And  hood-wijik'd,  for  a  iiiau  embrace  a  poft. 

LIX.     OnSpks. 

S?iES,  you  are  lights  in  ftate,  bu'  bafe  of  fluff, 
Who,  when  you've  burnt  yourfelves  down  to  the 

fnuff, 
Stink,  and  are  thrown  away.     End  fair  enough, 

LX.      To  IVilllam  Lord  Mounteaglc. 

Lo,  what  my  country  Ihould  have  done  (have 
rais'd 

An  obelifk,  or  column  to  thy  name, 
Or,  if  (he  would  but  modeftly  have  praia'd 

Thy  fadt,  in  brafs  or  marble  writ  the  fame) 
I,  that  am  glad  of  thy  great  chance,  here  do ! 

And  proud,  my  work-  ihall  out-laft  common 
deeds, 
Durft  think  it  great,  and  worthy  wonder  too, 

But  thine,  for  which  I  do't,  fb  much  exceeds  1 
My  country's  parents  I  have  many  known  ; 

But  favour  of  my  country  thee  alone. 

LXI.     To  Fool,  or  Knave. 

Thy  praifc  or  difpraife  is  to  me  alike  ; 

©ne  doth  not  ftroak  me,  nor  the  other  ftrike. 

LXII.    Tofne  Lady  lVou!d-be. 

Fine  madam  Would-be.,  wherefore  fliould  you  fear, 

That  love  to  make  fo  well,  a  child  to  bear  ? 
The  world  reputes  you  barren  :  but  I  know 

Your  'pothecary,  and  his  drug,  fays  no. 
Is  it  the  pain  affriglits  ?  that's  loon  forgot. 

Or  your  complexion's  h  A  ^  you  have  a  pot. 
That  can  reftore  that.    Will  it  hurt  your  feature  ? 

To  make  amends,  you're  thought  a  wholefome 
creature. 
What  fhould  the  caufebe  ?  oh,  you  live  at  court : 

And  there's  both  lofs  of  time,  and  lofs  ef  fport, 
In  a  great  belly.  Write  then  on  thy  womb ; 

Of  the  not  born,  yet  buried,  here's  the  tomb. 

LXHl.    To  Robert,  Earl  of  Salijhury. 

Who  can  conPder  thy  right  courfcs  run. 

With  what  thy  virtue  on  the  times  hath  won. 
And  not  thy  fortune  .'  who  can  clearly  fee 

The  judgment  of  the  king  fo  fliine  in  thee  ; 
And  that  thou  feek'fl  reward  of  thy  each  aft. 

Not  from  the  public  voice,  but  private  fadl  i 
Who  can  behold  all  envy  fo  deciin'd 

By  conflant  iuff'ring  of  thy  equal  mind  ; 
And  can  to  thefe  be  fiient,  Salifbury, 

Without  his,  thine,  and  ail  tinie't  injury  \ 
Curil  be  his  mufe,  that  could  lie  dumb,  ^r  hid 
,'   To  fo  true  worth,  though  thou  thyfelf  forbid. 


LXIV.   To  thefame^^Ufon  the  acceffton  of  the  Trsa* 
f'urerfhip  to  him. 

Not  glad,  like  thofe  that  have  new  hopes,  or  fuits. 

With  thy  new  place,  bring  I  thefe  early  fruit* 
Of  love,  and,  what  the  golden  age  did  hold 

A  treafure,  art  :  contemn'd  in  th'  age  of  gold. 
Nor  glad  as  thofc,  that  old  dependents  be. 

To  fee  thy  father's  rites  new  laid  on  thee.  ' 
Nor  glad  for  falhion.  Nur  to  fliow  a  fit 

Of  fiattf^ry  to  thy  titles.   Nor  of  wit. 
But  I  am  glad  to  fee  that  time  furvive. 

Where  merit  is  not  fepulcher'd  alive. 
Where  good  men's  virtues  them  to  honours  bring', 

And  not  to  dangers.  When  fo  wife  a  king 
Contends  t'  have  worth  enjoy,  from  his  regard. 

As  her  own  confcience,  ftiil,  the  fame  reward. 
Thefe  (nobleft  Cecil)  labour'd  in  my  thought, 

Wherein   what   wonder    fee   thy   name   hath 
brought } 
That  whilft  I  meant  but  thine  to  gratulate, 
•  I've  fung  the  greater  fortunes  of  our  Uate. 

LXV.     To  my  ^  'ufe. 

Away,  and  leave  me,  thou  thing  moll  abhorr'd, 

That  haft  betray'd  me  to  a  worthlefs  lord; 
Made  me  commit  moft  fierce  idolatry 

To  a  great  image  througii  thy  luxury. 
Be  thy  next  matter's  more  unlucky  mufe. 

And,  as  thou'aft  mine,  his  hours,  and  youth 

_  abufe.  [will; 

Get  hitti  the  time's  long  grudge,  the  court's  ill 

And  rcconcil'd,  keep  him  fufpefted  ftill. 
Make  him  lofe  all  his  friends;  and,  which  is  worfe, 

Almoft  all  ways,  to  any  better  courfe. 
With  me  thou  leav'ft  an  happier  mufe  than  thee. 

And  which  thou  brought'ik  me,  welcome  pa- 
verty : 
She  fliall  inftrud  my  after  thoughts  to  write 

rhings  manly,  and  not  fmelling  parafite. 
But  I  repent  me  :  flay     Whoe'er  is  rais'd, 

for  worth  he  has  not,  he  is  tax'd,  not  prais'd. 

LXVI.    To  Sir  Hiiiry  Gary. 

That  neither  fame,  nor  love,  might  wanting  be 

To  greatnefs;  Gary,  I  fiiig  that,  and  thee, 
Whcfe  houfe,  if  it  no  other  honour  had, 

In  only  thee,  might  be  both  great  and  glad. 
Who,  to  upbraid  the  floth  of  this  our  time, 

Durft  valour  make,  almoft,  but  not  a  crime. 
Which  deed  I  know  not,  whether  were  m»re  high. 

Or  thou  more  happy,  it  to  juftify 
Againft  thy  forjtune  :  when  no  foe  that  day. 

Could  conquer  thee,  but  chance,  who  did  betray. 
Love  thy  great  lofs,  which  a  renown  hath  won. 

To  live  when  Broeck  not  ftands,  nor  Roordoth 
run. 
Love  honours,  which  of  beft  example  be. 

When  they  coft  deareft,  and  are  done  mofl;  free. 
Th'Ugh  ev'ry  fortitude  defer ves  applaufe, 

It  may  be  much,  or  little   in  the  caufe. 
He's  valiant'ft,  that  dares  fight,  and  not  for  pajf  j 

That  virtuous  is,  when  the  reward's  away. 
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LXVII.    To  rbomas.  Earl  of  Suffolk. 

Since  men  have  left,  to  do  pralfc-worthy  things, 

Moft  think  allpraifesfla  t'ries.  Rut  truth  brings 
That  found,  and  that  authority  with  her  name, 

As,  to  be  rais'd  by  her,  is  only  famp. 
Stand  high,  then,  [lov.'ard,  high  in  eyes  of  men. 

High  in  thy  blood,  thy  place  ;  hut  hightll  then, 
When,  m  mens  wiCies,  fn  thy  virtues  v.TOught, 

As  all  thy  hontiurs  were  by  them  firft  fought  ! 
And  thou  defign'd  to  be  the  fun-,e  thou  art. 

Before  thoa  wert  it.  in  each  good  man's  heart. 
Which,  by  no  lefs  cnnfirm'd,  than  thy  king's  choice. 
Proves,  that  is  God'.s,  which  was  the  people's  voice. 

LXVIII.   On  Play-ivright. 

PLAY-wRiGHt  convifl  of  public  wrongs  to  men, 
Takes  private  beatings,  and  begins  again. 

Two  kinds  of  valour  lie  doth  (how  at  once; 
A<ftive  in's  brain,  and  paflive  in  his  bones. 

LXIX.     To  F-rthax  Cob. 

Co3,  thou  not-  foldier,  thief,  nor  fencer  arti 

"i^et  by  thy  weapon  livTt ;  th'  haft  one  good  part. 

LXX.    To  William  Rot. 

"iVHHN  nature  bids  us  leave  to  live,  'tis  late 

Then  to  begin,  my  Roe.   He  makes  a  ftate 
in  life,  that  can  employ  it;  and  takes  hold 

On  the  true  caufe?,  ere  they  grow  too  old. 
Delay  is  bad,  doubt  worfe,  depending  v^^orft  ; 

Each  beft  day  of  our  life  efcap.-s  us,  firrt. 
Then  fmce  we  (more  than  many)  thefe  truths 
know  ; 

Though  life  bfe  fhort,  let  us  not  make  it  fo. 

1.XXI.     O/i  Court  Parrot. 

To  pluck  down  mine,  jpoll  fets  up  new  wits  ftill, 
Still  'tis  his  luck  to  praife  be  'gainft  his  will. 

LXX  II.  To  Courtling. 

\  irrleve  net,  Courtling,  thou  art  flarted  up 
A  chamber  critic,  and  doth  dine  and  fup 

At  tnadam's  tabk,  where  thou  mak'ft  all  wit 
Go  high,  or  low,  as  thou  wilt  value  it. 

'Tis  not  thy  judgment  breeds  thy  prejudice. 
Thy  perion  only,  Courtling,  is  the  vice. 

LXX  ill.    To  Fine  Grand. 

\VkAT  is't,  fine  Grand,  makes  thee  my  fiiendlhip 

Or  take  ah  epigram  fb  fcariiilly,  [fly, 

As't  were  a  challenge,  or  a  borrower's  letter  ? 

The  ^world  miiii;  know  your  grcatncfs  is  my 
debtor. 
Imprimis,  Grand,  you  owe  me  for  a  jeft,    „ 

I  lent  you,  on  mere  acquaintance,  at  a  fcaft. 
Item,  a  tale  or  twb,  fome  f.rtnight  after ; 

That  yet  maintams  you,   and  your  houfe   iti 
laughter. 
2^w,  the  Babylonian  fong  yoti  fing; 

Ittm,  -d  fair  Greek  potiy  for  a  ring, 
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With  which  a  learned  madam  you  "belie. 

Item,  a  charm  furrounding  fearfully 
Your  partie-per-pale  picture,  one  half  drawn 

In  folemn  cyjirefs,  th*  other  cobweb  lawn. 
Item,  a  gulling  imprtfs  for  you,  at  tilt. 

liem,  your  mifb-cfs' anagram,  i'  your  hilt. 
Item,  your  own,  few'd  in  your  miftrefs'  fmock. 

Item,  an  epitaph  on  my  lord's  cock, 
In  moft  vile  yerfcs,  and.coft  me  more  pain, 
.    'I'han  had  I  made  'em.  good,  to  fit  your  vein. 
Forty  things  more,  dear  Grand,  which  you  know 
true. 

For  which,  or  pay  me  quickly,  or  I'll  pay  you. 

LXXIV.    To  Thomas,  Lord  Cbicn'-.ellor, 

Whilst  thy  wcigh'd  judgments, Egerton,  1  hear. 

And  know  thee  then  a  judge,  not  of  one  year; 
Whili^  I  behold  thee  live  with  pureft  hand"; ; 

;That  no  aifedlion  in  thy  ycice  commands; 
That  (till  thou'rt  prefent  to  the  better  caufe ; 

And  no  lefs  wife,  than  fkilful  in  the  laws; 
Whilft  thou  art  certain  to  tliy  v/ords,  once  gone, 

As  is  thy  confcience,  which  is  always  one  : 
The  virgin,  long  finee  fled  from  earth,  I  fee,  [thee. 

T'  our  times  retiirn'd,  hath  made  her  heav'n  in 

I.XXV.    On  Lippe  th:  Teacher. 

I  CANNOT. think  there's  that  antipathy 
'Twixt  puritans  and  player?,  as  fome  cry; 

Though  Lippe,  at  Paul's,  ran  from  his  text  away, 
T'  inveigh  'gainft  plays :  what  did  he  then  but 
play  ? 

LXX  VI.    On  Lucy,   Cauntefs  of  Bedford 

This  morning,  timely  rapt  w^th  holy  fire, 

I  thought  to  form  unto  my  zealous  n)ufe, 
What  kind  of  creature  I  could  moft  dciire. 

To  honour,  ferve,  and  love  ;  as  poets  ufe. 
I  meant  to  make  her  fair,  and  free,,  and  wife. 

Of  grcateft  blood,  and  yet  more  good  than  great  \ 
\  meant  the  day-ftar  ftiould  not  brighter  rife. 

Nor  lend  like  influence  from  his  lucent  feat. 
I  meant:  ftie  fhould  be  courteous,  facile,  fweef, 

Hating  that  folemn  vice  of  greatnef?, pride; 
I  meant  each  Ibl'teft  virtue  there  ihould  meet. 

Fit  in  that  fofter  bofom  to  refide. 
Only  a  learned,  and  a  manly  foul  . 

I  purpos'dher;  that  fliouid,  with  even  pow'rs, 
The  rork,  the  fplndle,  and  the  fiieers  controul 

Of  deftiny,  and  fpin  her  oW'n  free  hours. 
Such  when  I  meant  to  feign,  and  wifli  to  fee, 

My  mufe  bad,  Bedford  write,  and  that  was  flie. 

LXXVII.   To  one  thai- defircd mc  not  io  nam:  him. 

Be  fafe,  nor  fear  to  thyfelf  fo  good  a  fame, 

That  any  way  my  book  fliould  fpeak  thy  name: 

For,  if  thou  {hame,  rank'd  with  my  friends,  to  go, 
I'm  more  afham'd  to  have  thee  thought  my  foe. 

LXXVIII.    To  Hornet. 

HoiiNET,  thoti  haft  thy  wife  dreft  for  the  ftall. 
To  draw  thee  ctiftcm  :  but  hcrfelf  gets  all. 
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LXXIX.     To  Ellzaheth,  CounUfi  of  Rutland. 

That  poets  are  far  rarer  births  than  kings, 

Your  nobleft  fatlier  prov'd  :  like  whom,  before, 
Or  then,  or  fince,  about  our  mufes  fpriags. 

Came  not  that  foul  exhaufled  to  their  ftore. 
Hence  was  it,  that  the  deftinies  decreed 

(Save  that  moft  mafculine  iffue  of  his  brain) 
No  male  unto  him  :  who  could  fo  exceed 

Nature,  they  thought,  in  all  that  he  would  feign. 
At  which,  fhe  happily  difpleas'd,  made  you  : 

On  whom,  if  he  were  living  now,  to  look. 
He  fliould  thofe  rare,  and  abf  Jute  numbers  view, 

As  he  would  burn,  or  better  far  his  book. 

LXXX.  Of  Life  and  Death. 

The  .ports  of  death  are  fms ;  of  life,  good  deeds  ; 

Through  which  our  merit  leads  us  to  our  meeds. 
How  wilful  blind  is  he  then,  that  fliould  ftray, 

And  hath  it  in  his  pow'r  to  make  his  way  1 
This  world  death's  region  is,  the  other  life's: 

And  here,  it  fhould  be  one  of  our  firft  llrifcs, 
So  to  front  lieath,  as  men  might  judge  us  pad  it  : 

for  good  men  but  fee  death,  the  wicked  tafte  it. 

LXXXI.    To  Proule  the  Plagiary. 

Forbear  to  tempt  me,  Proule,  I  will  not  fliow 

A  line  unto  thee,  till  the  world  it  know  ; 
Or  that  I've  by  two  good  fufEcient  men, 

To  be  the  wealthy  witnefs  of  my  pen  : 
For  all  thou  hear'ft,  thou  fwear'ft  thyfelf  didft  do. 

Thy  wit  lives  by  it,  Proule,  and  belly  too. 
Which,  if  thcu  leave  not  foon  (though  I  am  loth) 

i  muft  a  libel  make,  and  cozen  both. 

LXXXil.    On  cafikid  Captain  Surly. 

SoRLv's  old  whore  in  her  new  filks  doth  fwim  : 
He  call,  yet  keeps  her  well  I  No,  Ihe  keeps  him. 

LXXX  HI.   Tea  Frknd. 

To  PUT  out  the  word,  whore,  thou  dofc  me  woo, 
Throughout  my  book,  '  I'roth,  put  out  woman  too. 

LXXXIV.    To  Lucy,  Countef  of  Bedford. 

Madam,  f  told  you  late,  how  I  repented, 

i  afii'd  a  lord  a  buck,  and  he  deny'd  me; 
And,  ere  I  could  afk  you,  I  was  prevented  : 

for  your  moft  noble  offer  had  fupply'd  me. 
Straight  went  I  liome  ;  and  there,  moll  like  a  poet, 

I  fancied  to  myftlf,  what  wine,  what  v/it        [it, 
I  would  have  fpent:  how  ev'ry  mufe  fhould  know 

And  Phcebus'  felf  Ihould  be  at  eating  it. 
O  madam,  if  your  grant  did  thus  transfer  me, 

Make  it  your  gift.  See  whither  that  willbear  me. 

L.XXXV.   To  Sir  Henry  Goodyere. 

Good  YE  RE,  I'm  glad,  and  grateful  to  report, 
Myfelf  a  witnefs  of  thy  few  days  fport ; 

Where   I  both   learn'd,  why  wife  men  hawking 
follow, 
And  why  that  bird  was  facred  to  Apollo  : 

She  doth  inftni6i:  men  by  her  gallant  flight, 

That  they  to  knowledge^  fo  iboMld  tow'rwpright ^ 
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And  never  ftoop,but  to  flrike  ignorance  : 

Which,  if  they  mifs,  yet  they  ftiould  re-sdvancc 

To  former  height,  and  there  in  circle  tarry, 

Till  they  be  fure  to  make  the  fool  their  quarry. 

Now,  in  whofe  pleafuies  I  have  this  difcerned, 
What  would  hisferious  adtions  me  have  learned  } 


LXXXVI.   To  thefaTnt. 

When  I  would  know  thee,  Qoodyere, my  thought 
looks  [books ; 

Upon  thy  well-made  choice  of  friends,  an. I. 
Then  do  I  luve  thee,  and  behold  thy  ends  [friends 

In  niaking  thy  friends  boolis,  and  thy  books 
Now,  I  mufl  give  thy  life,  and  deed,  the  voice 

Attending  fuch  a  lludy,  fuch  a  choice,  [move. 
Where,  though  't  be  love,  that  to  thy  praife  doth 

Ic  was  a  knowledge,  that  begat  that  love, 

LXXXVII.     On  Captain  Hazard,  the  Cheatrr. 

Touch'd  with  the  fm  of  falfe-play  in  his  punk. 
Hazard  a  month  forfwore  his  ;  and  grew  drunk,- 

Each  night,  to  drown  his  cares  :  but  when  the  gain' 
Of  what  fne  had  wrought  came  in,  and  wak'd 
his  brain. 

Upon  th' account,  hers  grew  the  quicker  trade. 
Since  when  he's  fober  again,  and  all  play's  made. 

LXXXVII  I.    On  Englifh  Monfieur. 

Would  you  believe,  when  you  this  monfieur  fee, 

That  his  whole  body  fhould  fpeak  French,  not  he. 
That  fo  much  fcarf  of  France,  and  hat,  and  feather, 

And  flioe,and  tie, and  garter  fhould, come  hither  ? 
And  land  an  one,  whofe  face  durft  nevcir  be 

Toward  the  fea,  farther  than  half-way  tree  '*. 
That  he,  untravell'd,  fhould  be  French  fo  much. 

As  Frenchmen   in   his  company    fhould  fctm 
Dutch  ? 
Or  had  his  father,  when  he  did  him  get. 

The  French  difeafe,  with  which  he  labours  yet,? 
Or  hung  fome  monfieur's  piiffure  on  the  wall. 

By  which  his  dam  conceiv'd  him,  clothcsandall  ? 
Or  is  it  fome  French  flatue  ]  no  :  't  doth  move, 

And  ftoop,  and  cringe,     O  then,  it  needs  muft 
prove 
The  new  French  taylor's  inotion,  monthly  madcg- 

Daily  to  turn  in  Paul's,  and  help  the  trade. 

LXXXIX.   T,  Edivard^llen. 

If  Rome  fo  great,  and  in  her  wifeft  age, 

Fcar'd  not  to  boall  the  glories  of  her  ftage,' 
As  fldli"ul  Rofcius,  and  grave  ^Efnp,  men. 

Yet  crown'd  with  honours,  as  with  riches,  then  j 
Who  had  no  lefs  a  trumpet  of  their  name. 

Than  Cicero,  whofe  ev*ry  breath  was  fame  : 
How  can  fo  great  example  die  in  me. 

That,  Allen,  I  fhould  paufe  to  publifh  thee  ? 
Who  both  their  graces  in  thyfelf  haft  more 

Outllript,  than  they  cid  all  that  went  before  : 
And  prefcnt  worth  in  all  doft  fo  contradl, 

As  others  fpeak,  but  only  thou  dofl  a<3:. 
Wear  this  renown.  '  I'is  juil,  that  who  did  give 

S<j  many  poets  lifs,  by  <;iie  fhould  live. 
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XC.   On  Mill,  tny  Lady's  Wtman, 

When  Mill  firft  came  to  court,  th'  unprofiting 
fool, 

Unworthy  fiich  a  miftrefs,  fuch  a  fchool, 
Was  dull,  and  long,  ere  fhe  would  go  to  man  : 

At  laft,  eafe,  appetite,  and  example  wan 
The  nicer  thing  to  tafte  her  lady's  page; 

And,  finding  good  fecurity  in  his  age. 
Went  on  :  and  proving  him  ftill,  day  by  day, 

Difcern'd  no  difference  of  his  years  or  play. 
Jlot  though  that  hair  grew  brown,  which  once 
was  amber,  [chamber ; 

And  he  grown  youth,  was  call'd  to  his  lady's 
Still  Mill  continu'd  :  nay,  his  face  growing  worfe, 

And  he  remov'd  to  gcntl'man  of  the  horfe. 
Mill  was  the  fame.    Since,  both  his  body  and  face 

Blown  up ;  and  he  (too  unwieldy  for  that  place) 
Hath  got  the  fteward's  chair  ;  he  will  not  tarry 

Longer  a  day,  but  with  his  Mill  will  marry, 
/jid  it  is  hop'd,  that  flie,  like  Milo,  wull 

firft  bearing  him  a  calf,  bear  him  a  bull. 

XCr.   To  Sir  Horace  Vere. 

Which  of  thy  names  I  take,  not  only  bears 

A  Roman  found,  but  Roman  virtue  wears, 
Jlluftrious  Vere,  or  Horace ;  fit  to  be 

Sung  by  a  Horace,  or  a  mufe  as  free  ; 
Which  thou  art  to  thyfelf :  whofe  fame  was  won 

In  th'  eye  of  Europe,  where  thy  deeds  were  done, 
When  on  thy  trumpet  fhe  did  found  a  blaft, 

Whofe  relifh  to  eternity  fhal!  laft. 
Heave  thy  aifts,  which  flaould  I  profecute 

Throughout,mightflatt'ryfcem;and  to  be  mute 
To  any  one,  were  envy  :  which  v/ould  live 

Againft  my  grave,  and  time  could  not  forgive. 
i  fpeak  thy  other  graces,  not  lefs  fhown, 

Nor  lefs  in  practice  ;  but  lefs  mark'd,  lefs  known 
Humanity,  and  piety,  which  are 

As  noble  in  great  chiefs,  as  they  are  rare; 
And  bcft  become  the  valiant  man  to  wear. 

Who  more  fliouldfeekmensreverence,  thanfear. 

XCII.   The  Ne-w  Cry. 

Ere  cherries  ripe,  and  ftrawberries  be  gone  ; 

Unto  the  cries  of  London  I'll  add  one  ; 
Ripe  ftatefmen,  ripe  :  they  grow  in  ev'ry  ftreet ; 

At  fix-  and-twenty,  ripe.     You  fhall  'em  meet, 
And  have  him  yield  no  favour,  but  of  ftatc. 

Ripe  are  their  ruffs,  their  cufts,  their  beards, 
their  gate, 
And  grave  as  ripe,  like  mellow  as  their  faces. 

They  know  the  ftates  of  Chriftendom,  not  the 
places  : 
Yet  have  they  fcen  the  maps,  and  bought  'em  too, 

And  underftand  'em,  as  moft  chapmen  do. 
The  counfels,  projc<£ls,  pradice-  they  know, 

And  what  each  prince  doth  for  intelligence  owe, 
And  unto  whom;  they  are  the  almanacks 

For  twelve  years  yet  to  come,  what  each  ftate 
lacks 
They  carry  in- their  pgckets  Tacitus, 

And  the  Gazette,  or  Gallo-Selgicus : 
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And  talk  referv'd,  lock'd  up,  and  full  of  feaf  * 

Nay,  afk  you  how  the  day  goes,  in  your  ear. 
Keep  a  (hir-chamber  fentence  clofe  twelve  days : 

And  whifper  what  a  proclamation  fays. 
They  meet  in  fixes,  and  at  ev'ry  mart, 

Are  fure  to  con  the  catalogue  by  heart ; 
Or  ev'ry  day,  fome  one  at  Rimee's  looks. 

Or  bills,  and  there  he  buys  the  name  of  books. 
They  all  get  Porta,  for  the  fundry  ways 

To  write  in  cypher,  and  the  fereral  keys. 
To  ope  the  charafter.     They've  found  the  flight 

With  juice  of  lemons,  onions,  pifs,  to  write  ; 
To  break  up  feals,  and  clofe  'era.    And  they  know, 

If  the  ftates  make  peace,  how  it  will  go 
With  England.  All  forbidden  books  they  get, 

And  of  the  powder-plot,  they  wili  talk  yet. 
At  nartiing  the  French  king,  their  heads  they  fiiake. 

And  at  the  Pope,  and  Spain,  flight  faces  make. 
Or  'gainft  the  bifhops,  for  the  brethren  rail, 

Much  like  thofe  brethren  ;  thinking  to  prevail 
With  ignorance  on  us,  as  they  have  done 

On  them  :   and  'herefore  do  not  only  fhun 
Others  more  modeft,  but  contemn  us  too,        [do> 

That  know  not  fo  much  ftate,  wrong,  as  they 

XCIII.   To  Sir  John  Radcliffe. 
I 
How  like  a  column,  Radcliffe,  left  alone 

For  the  great  mark  of  virtue,  thofe  being  gone 
Who  did,  alikeWith  thee,  thy  houfe  upbear, 

Stand'ft  thou,  to  fhow  the  times  what  you  all 
were  ? 
Two  bravelyin  the  battle  fell,  and  dy'd.  \In  Ireland. 

Upbraiding  rebels  arms,  and  barbarous  pride  : 
And  two  that  would  have  fall'n  as  great,  as  they, 

I'he  Belgic  fever. raviftied  away. 
Thou,  that  art  all  their  valour,  all  their  fpirit, 

And  thine  own  goodnefs  to  increafe  thy  merit, 
Than  thofe  I  do  not  know  a  whiter  foul. 

Nor  could  I,  had  1  feen  all  nature's  roll, 
Thou  yet  remain'ft  unhurt,  in  peace  or  war,    [are 

Though  not  unprov'd ;  which  fhows  thy  fortuned 
Willing  to  expiate  the  fault  in  thee. 

Wherewith,  againft  thy  blood,  they  offenders  be. 

XCIV.   TeLucy.  Countefs  of  Bedford,  ivith 
Ivlr.  Dunne's  Satires. 

Lucy,  you  brightnefs  of  our  fphere,  who  are 

Like  of  the  mufesday,  their  morning  ftar  ! 
If  works  (not  th'  authors)  their  own  grace  fhould 
look, 

Whofe  poems  would  not  wifh  to  be  your  book  ? 
But  thefe,  dcfir'd  by  you.  the  maker's  ends 

Crown  with  their  own.     Rare  poems  alk  rare 
friends. 
Yet  fatires,  fmce  the  moft  of  mankind  be 

Their  unavoided  fubjedt,  feweft  fee  : 
For  none  e'er  took  that  pleafure  in  fin's  fenfe, 

But,  when  theyheard  it  tax'd, took  more  offencf. 
They  rhen,  that  living  where  the  matter  is  bred. 

Dare  for  thefe  poems,  yet  but  alk,  and  read. 
And  like  them  too  ;  muft  needfully,  though  few, 

Be  of  the  beft^  and  'naongft  thofe  beft  are  ycu; 
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J^ucy,  you  brlghtnefs  of  our  fphere,  who  are 
The  mufes  ev'ning,  as  their  morning-ftar. 

XCV.   To  Sir  Henry  Savtk. 

Jr,  my  religion  fafe,  I  durft  embrace 

That  ftranger  dodtrinc  of  Pythagoras,* 
I  fhould  believe,  the  foul  of  Tacitus 

In  thee,  moft  weighty  Savile,  liv'd  to  us  : 
So  haft  thou  render'd  him  in  all  his  beunds,     • 

And  all  his  numbers,  both  of  fenfe  and  founds. 
But  when  I  read  that  fpecial  piece  reftor'd, 

Whei-e  Nero  falls,  and  Galba  is  ador'd, 
To  thine  own  proper  I  afcribe  then  more  : 

And  gratulate  the  breach  I  griev'd  before  ; 
Which  fate  (it  feems)  caus'd  in  the  hiftory, 

Only  to  boaft  thy  merit  in  fupply. 
O,  wculdft  thou  add  like  hand  to  all  the  reft  I 

Or,  better  work  I   were  thy  glad  countrybl  eft 
fo  have  her  ftory  woven  in  thy  thread  ; 

Minerva's  loom  was  never  richer  fpread. 
For  who  can  mafter  thofe  great  parts  like  thee, 

That  liv'ft  from  hope,  from  fear,  from  fadion 
free  ? 
Thou  haft  thy  breaft  fo  clear  of  prefent  crimes, 

Thou  need'ft  not  Ihrlnk  at  voice  of  after-times  : 
Whofe  knowledge  claimeth  at  the  helm  to  ftand; 

But  wifely  thrufts  not  forth  a  forward  hand. 
No  more  than  Saluft  in  the  Roman  ftate^ 

As  then  his  caufe,  his  glory  emulate. 
Although  to  write  be  lefler  than  to  do, 

It  is  the  next  deed,  and  a  great  one  too. 
We  need  a  man  that  knows  the  feveral  graces 

Of  hiftory,  and  how  to  apt  their  places ; 
Where  brevity,where  fplendour,  and  //here  height, 

Where  fweetnefsis  requir'd,  and  where  weight. 
We  need  a  man  can  fpeak  of  the  intents. 

The  counfels,  aiflions,  orders,  and  events 
Of  ftate,  and  cenfure  them  :  we  need  his  pen 

Can  write  the  things,  the  caufes,  and  the  men. 
But  moft  we  need  his  faith  (and  all  have  you) 

That  dares  not  write  thingsfalfe,  nor  hide  things 
true. 

XCVI.   To  John  Denne. 

Who  Ihall  doubt,  Donne,  whe'r  1  a  poet  be, 

When  I  dare  fend  my  epigrams  to  thee  ? 
That  fo  alone  canft  judge,  fo  alone  doft  make  : 

And  in  thy  cenfures,  evenly,  doft  take 
As  free  fimplicity,  to  difavow, 

As  thou  haft  beft  authority  t'  allow. 
Read  all  I  fend,  and  if  I  find  but  one 

Mark'd  by  thy  hand,  and  with  the  better  ftone. 
My  title's  feal'd.  Thofe  that  for  claps  do  write, 

Let  pui'nees,  porters,  players  praife  delight. 
And  till  they  burft,  their  backs,  like  afles,  load  : 

A  man  fhould  fcek  great  glory,  and  not  broad. 

XCVII,   On  the  Ne-w  Motion. 

See  you  yond'  motion  ?  not  the  old  fa-ding, 
Nor  Captain  Pod,  nor  yet  the  Eltham  thing; 

But  one  more  rare,  and  in  the  cafe  fo  new  : 
Jiis  cloak  with  orient  velvet  ^uite  lin'd  through; 


His  rofy  ties  and  garters  fo  o'erhlown, 

By  his  each  glorious  parcel  to  be  known  ! 
He  wont  was  to  encounter  me  aloud. 

Where'er  he  met  me ;  now  he's  dumb,  or  proud. 
Know  you  the  caufe  ?  he  'as  neither  land,  nor  leafe, 

Nor  bawdy  ftock,  that  travels  for  increafe. 
Nor  office  in  the  town,  nor  place  in  court. 

Nor  'bout  the  bears,  nor  noife  to  make  lordg 
fport. 
He  is  no  fav'rite's  fav'rite,  no  dear  truft 

Of  any  madam,  hath  need  o'  fquires,  and  muft. 
Nor  did  the  king  of  Denmark  him  falute. 

When  he  was  here.  Nor  hath  he  got  a  fuit, 
Since  he  was  gone,  more  than  the  one  he  wears. 

Nor  are  the  queen's  moft  honour'd  maids  by 
th'  ears 
About  his  form.    What  then  fo  fwells  each  limb  ? 

Oaly  his  clothes  have  over-ieaven'd  him. 

XCVIII.   To  Sir  Thomas  Roe. 

Thou  haft  begun  well,  Rae,  which  ftand  well  to. 

And  I  know  nothing  more  thou  haft  to  do. 
He  that  is  round  within  himfelf,  and  ftraight. 

Need  feck  no  other  ftrength,  no  other  height; 
Fortune  upon  him  breaks  herfelf  if  ill, 

And  what  would  hurt  his  virtue,  makes  it  ftill. 
That  thou  at  once  then  nobly  may'ft  deftnd 

Witli  thine  own  courfe  the  judgment  of  thy 
friend. 
Be  always  to  thy  gather'd  felf  the  fame  :     [fame. 

And  ftudy  conlcicnce  more  than  thou  would'Il 
Though  both  be  good,  the  latter  yet  is  worft. 

And  ever  is  ill  got  without  the  iirft, 

XCIX.    To  the  fame. 

That  thou  haft  kept  thy  love,  increas'd  thy  wiH, 

Better'd  thy  truft  to  letters :  that  thy  Ikill 
Haft  taught  thyfelf  worthy  thy  pen  to  tread, 

And  that  to  write  things  worthy  to  be  reads 
How  much  of  great  example  wert  thou.  Roe, 

If  time  to  fad;s,  as  unto  men  would  owe  ? 
But  much  it  now  avails,  what's  done,  of  whom: 

The  felf-fame  deeds,  as  diverfely  they  come, 
From  place,  or  fortune,  are  made  high,  or  low. 

And  e'en  the  praifer's  judgment  fufFers  fo. 
Well,  though  thy  name  lefs  than  our  great  ones  be. 

Thy  fadt  is  more :  let  truth  encourage  thee. 

C.    On  Play-  ivriglt, 

Play-wright,   by  chance,  hearing   fome   toys 
I'd  writ, 

Cry'd  to  my  face,  they  were  th'  elixir  of  wit  i 
And  I  muft  now  believe  him  ;  for  to-day, 

Five  of  my  jefts,  then  ftol'n,  paft  him  a  play. 

CI.   Inviting  a  Trlend  to  Svpper, 

To-NiGHT,  grave  Sir,  both  my  poor  houfe  and  I 

Do  equally  defire  your  company  : 
Not  that  we  think  us  worthy  fuch  a,  gueft. 

But  that  your  worth  will  dignify  our  feaft. 
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With  thr.fe  that  come ;  whofe  grace  may  make 
that  feem 

Something,  which  elfe  could  hope  for  noefleem. 
It  is  thp  fair  acceptance,  Sir,  creates 

The  tntertainnicnt  perfedl,  not  the  cates. 
Yet  ihal!  you  have,  to  reftify  your  palate, 

An  olive,  capers,  or  fome  better  fallad 
Ufh'ringthe  mutton  ;  with  a  fhort-legg'd  hen, 

If  we  can  get  her,  full  of  eggs,  and  then, 
Lemons,  and  wire  for  fauce  :  to  thcfe,  a  coney- 
Is  not  to  be  defpair'd  of,  for  our  money  ; 
And  though  fowl  now  be  fcarce,  yet  there  are 
clerks. 

The  Iky  not  falling,  think  we  may  have  larks, 
I'll  tell  you  of  more,  and  lie,  fo  you  will  come  : 

Of  parcridge,phe£fant,woodcock,  of  which  fome 
May  ytt  be  there:  and  godwit  if  we  can  : 

Kuat,  rail,  and  ruff  too.  Howfoe'er  my  man 
Shall  read  a  pi-ce  of  Virgil,  Tacitus, 

Livy,  or  of  fome  better  book  to  us, 
Of  which  we'll  fpeak  our  minds,  amidfl:  otir  meat; 

And  I'll  profefs  no  vcrfes  to  repeat ; 
Te  this  if  ought  appear,  which  I  not  know  of, 

That  will  the  paftry,  not  my  paper,  fhow  of. 
Pigeftive  cheefe,  and  fruit  there  fure  will  be  ;  [me. 

But  that,  which  moft  doth  take  my  mufe  and 
Is  a  pure  cup  of  rich  Canary  wine, 

Which  i*.  the  Mermaid's  now,  but   fliall  be 
mine  : 
Of  which  had  Horace,  or  Anacreon  tafted. 

Their  lives,  as  do  their   lines,  till  now   had 
lafted. 
Tobacco,  nedar,  or  the  Thefpian  fpring, 

Are  all  but  Luther's  beer,  to  this  I  fing. 
Of  this  we  will  fup  free,  but  moderately, 

And  we  will  have  no  Pooly,  or  Parrot  by ; 
Nor  fhall  our  cups  make  any  guilty  men  : 

But  at  our  parting,  we  will  be,  as  when 
We  innocently  met.  No  fimple  word. 

That  ftiall  be  utter'd  at  our  mirthful  hoard, 
ghall  make  us  fad  next  morning,  or  affright 

The  liberry  that  we'll  enjoy  to-night. 

CII.  "To  Wdllam,  Earl  of  Pembroke. 

I  DO  but  name  thee,  Pembroke,  and  I  find 
■  'It  is  an  epigram  on  all  mankind; 
Againft  the  bad, but  of,  and  to  the  good  : 

Both  which  are  alk'd,  to  have  thee  underflood. 
Nor  could  the  age  have  mifs'd  thee,  in  this  ftrife 

Of  vice,  and  virtue,  wherein  all  great  life 
Almoft  is  exercls'd  :  and  fcarce  one  knows, 

To  which,  yet,  of  the  fide  himfelf  he  owes. 
They  follow  virtue,  for  reward,  to-day; 

To-morrow  vice,  if  Ihe  give  better  pay  : 
And  are  fo  good,  or  bad,  juR  at  a  price. 

As  nothing  elfe  dlfcernsthe  virtue  or  vice. 
But  thou,  whofe  noblefs  keeps  one  flature  flill,  _ 

And  one  true  pofture,  though  befieg'd  with  ill 
Of  what  ambition,  fadicn,  pride  can  raife  ; 

Whofe  life,  ev'n  they  that  envy  it,  muft  praife ; 
That  arefo  reverenc'd,  as  thy  coming  in. 

But  in  the  view,  doth  interrupt  their  lin ; 
Thou  muft  draw  more  :  and  they  that  hope  to  fee 

The  commonwealth  ftill  fafe,  muft  ftudy  thee. 
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cm.   To  Mary,  Lady  Wrtfl. 

How  well,  fair  crown  of  your  fair  fex,  might  he 

Thar  brt  the  twilight  of  your  fp'rit  did  fee, 
And  noted  f  t  what  flefh  fuch  fouls  were  fram'd, 

Krow  you  to  be  a  Sidney,  though  unnam'd  J  ' 
And  being  nam'd,  how  little  doth  that  name 

Need  any  mufe's  praife  to  give  it  fame  ? 
Which  is  itfelf  the  imprefs  of  the  great, 

And  g'lory  of  them  all,  but  to  repeat  I 
Forgive  me  then.,  if  mine  but  fay  you  are 

A  Sidney  :  but  in  that  extend  as  far 
Asloudeft  praifes,  who  perhaps  would  find 

For  every  part  a  charaifler  afTign'd. 
My  praife  is  plain,  and  vvherefoe'er  profeft. 

Becomes  none  mare  than  you,  who  need  it  leaft, 

CIV.    T^o  Sufan,  Countefs  of  Montgomery. 

Were  they  that  nam'd  you, prophets?  did  they  fee, 

Ev'n  in  the  dew  of  grace,  what  you  would  be  f  ; 
Or  did  our  times  require  it,  to  behold 

A  new  Sul'anna,  equal  to  that  old  ? 
Or,  becaufe  fome  fcarce  think  that  ftory  true, 

To  make  thofe  faithful  did  the  fates  fend  you  ? 
And  to  your  fcene  lent  no  lefs  dignity 

Of  birth,  of  match,  of  form,  of  chaftity  ? 
Or,  more  than  born  for  the  comparifon 

Or  former  age,  or  glory  of  our  own, 
Were  you  advanced,  pail  thofe  times  to  be 

The  light  and  mark  unto  pofterity  ? 
Judge  they  that  can  :  here  I  have  rais'd  to  (how 

A  pi6ture,  which  the  world  for  yours  mu^ 
know. 
And  like  it  too  ;  if  they  look  equally : 

If  not, 'tis  fit  for  you,  fome  fliould  envy. 

CV.   To  Mary,  Lady  WrOtb. 

Madam,  had  all  antiquity  been  lofl, 

Ail  hiftory  feal'd  up,  and  fables  croft, 
That  we  had  left  us,  Bor  by  time,  nor  place, 

Leafl  mention  of  a  nymph,  a  mufe,  a  grace, 
But  ev'n  their  names  were  to  be  made  anew. 

Who  could  not  but  create  them  all,  fron  you  J 
He,  that  but  faw  you  wear  the  wheaten  hat, 

Would  call  you  more  than  Ceres,  if  not  that : 
And  drell  in  ftepherd's  tire,  who  would  not  fay, 

You  were  the  bright  CEnone,  Flota,  or  May  ? 
If  dancing,  all  would  cry,  th'  Idalian  queen 

Were  leading  forth  the  Graces  on  the  green ; 
And  armed  to  the  chafe,  fo  bare  her  bow, 

Diana  alone,  fo  hit,  and  fo  hunted  fo. 
There's  none  fo  dull,  that  for  your  ftyle  would  ait, 

That  faw  you  put  on  Pallas'  plumed  calk  ; 
Or  keeping  your  due  llate,  that  would  not  cry, 

There  Juno  fat,  and  yet  no  peacock  by. 
So  are  you  nature's  index,  and  reftore, 

I'  yourfglf,  all  treafure  loft  of  th'  age  before. 

CVI.  To  Sir  Edward  Herbert. 

If  men  get  name  for  ifome  one  virtue ;  thcHj 
What  mm  art  thou,  that  art  fo  many  men. 
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All-virtu6us  Herbert !  on  whofe  every  part 

Truth  might  fpend  her  voice,  fame  all  her  art. 
Whether  thy  learning  they  would  take,  or  wit, 

Or  valour,  or  thy  judgment  fenfoning  it,- 
Thy  {landing  upright  to  thyfelf,  thy  ends 

Like  ftraight,  thy  piety  to  God,  and  friends  : 
Their  latter  praife  would  ftill  the  greatefl;  be, 

Arid  yet  they  altogether  lels  than  thee. 

Cyil.    To  Captain  Hungry. 

Do  what  you  come  for,  Captain,  v/irh  your  news; 

That's  fit  and  eat :   do  not  my  ears  abufe. 
I  oft  look  on  falfe  coin,  to  know't  from  true  : 

Not  that  I  love  it  more,  than  I  will  yoii. 
Tell  the  grof»Dutch  thofe  groffer  tales  of  yours. 

How  great  you  were  with  their  two  emperors; 
Arid  yet  are  with  their  princes  :  fill  them  full 

■Of  your  Moravian  horfe,  Venetian  bull,  [away, 
TelPthem,  what  parts  you've  ta'en,  whence  run 

What  ftates  you've  guU'd,  and  which  yet  keeps 
you  in  pay. 
Give  them  your  fervices,  and  embaflles 

Ireland,  Holland,  Sweden  ;  pompous  lies ! 
In  Hungry;  and  Poland,  Turky  too  ; 

What  &t  Leghorn,  Rome,  Florence  you  did  do: 
And  in  fome  years,  all  thefe  together  heap'd 

For  which  there  rauft  more  fea  and    land  'be 
leap'd,  ■ 

If  but  to  be  believ'd  you  have  the  hap. 

Than  can  a  flea  at  twice  fkip  i'  the  map. 
Give  your  yauftg  flatefmen  (that  firfl:  make  you 
drunk; 

And  then  lie  with  you,  clofer  than  a  punk. 
For  news)  your  Villeroys,'and  Silleries,     " 

lanins  your  Nuncios,  and  your  Thuilleries, 
Your  archdukes  agents,  and  your  Beringhams, 

That  are  your  wordsof  credit.  Keep  your  names 
Of  Hannow,  Shieter-huifiin,  Popenheim, 

Hans-fpeigle,  Rotteinberg,  and  Bouterflieim, 
For  your  next  meal ;  this  you  are  fure  of.     Why 

Will  you  part  with  them  here  unthriftily  ? 
■  Nay,  now  you  pufF,  fu(k,  and  draw  up  your  chin. 

Twirl  the  poor  chain  you  run  a-feafl:ing  in. 
Come,  be  not  angry,  you  are  Hungry  ;  eat  : 

Do  what  you  come  for,  Captain,  there's  your 
meat, 

C  VIII,   To  true  SeldUrs. 

Strength  of  my  country,  whilft  I  bring  to  view 

Such  as  are  mifcall'd  captains,  and  wrong  you  ; 
And  your  high  names  :   1  do  defire  that  thence 

Be  not  put  on  you,  nor  you  take  offence. 
I  fwear  by  your  true  friend,  my  mufe,  I  love 

Your  great  profeflion;  which  I  once  did  prove; 
And  did  not  fliame  it  with  my  adions  then, 

No  more  than  I  dare  now  do  with  my  pen. 
He  that  nottrufts  me,  having  vow'd  thus  much 

But's^angry  for  the  captain  iiill,  is  fuch. 

CIX.    7o  Sir  Henry  NevU. 

Who  now  calls  on  thee,  Nevll,  is  a  mufe. 
That  fervts  tipt  fari-.e,  nbr  tikles^  but  doth  choofe 
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Where  virtue  makes  them  both,  and  that's  in  thee; 

Where  all  is  fair  befide  thy  pedigree. 
Thou  art  not  one  feek'lt  miferies  with  hope, 

Wreflileth  with  dignities,  or  feign'il  a  (cope 
Of  fcrvice  to  the  public,  when  the  end 

Is  private  gain,  which  hath  lorig  guilt  to  friend. 
Thou  rather  ftriv'ft  the  matter  to  pofleft. 

And  elements  of  honour  than  the  drefs; 
To  make  thy  lent  life  good  againft  the  fates: 

And    firH    t.)  know  thine  own   ftate,    thenth^ 
ftate's. 
To  be  the  fame  in  root,  thou  art  in  height ; 

And    that  thy  foul  ihould  ^ive  thy  flefh  her 
weight. 
Go  on,  and  doubt  not,  what  poflerity. 

Now  I  have  fung  thee  thus,  fhall  judge  of  thee. 
Thy  deeds  unto  thy  name  will  prove  new  wombs, 

Whilft;  others  toU  for. titles  to  their  tombs. 
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obferveJ  and  trati/lated. 

Not  Cifar's  deeds,  nor  all  his  honours  won. 

In  thefe  weft  parts,  nor  when  that  war  was  »Jone, 
The  name  of  Pompey  for  an  enemy, 

Cato's  to  boot,  Rome,  and  her  liberty. 
All  yielding  to  his  fortune,  nor,  the  while, 

-  To  have  engrav'd  thefe  afts  with  his  own  flyle. 
And  that  fo  ftrong  and  deep,  as't  might  be  though* 

He  wrote  with  the  fame  fpirit  that  he  fought,  ' 
Nor  that  his  work  liv'd  in  the  hands  of  foes, 

Unargiied  then,  and  yet  hath  fame  from  thofe  j 
Not  all  thefe,  Edmonds,  or  what  elfe  put  too, 

Can  fo  fpeak  C^ffar,  as  thy  labours  do. 
For  where  his  perfon  liv'd  fcarce  one  juft  age. 

And   that  raidll  envy  and  parts ;  then  fell  by 
rage: 
His  deeds  too  dying,  but  in  books  (whofe  good 

How  few  have  read  !  hovi'  fewer  underftood  '.  j 
Thy  Icamesl  hand,  arid  true  Promethean  art 

(Ashy  a  new  creation)  part  by  part 
In  every  counfel,  fi;ratagem,  defign, 

Adion,  or  engine,  worth  a  note  of  thine, 
T'  all  future  time  not  only  doth  reftore 

His  life,  but  makes,  that  he  tan  die  no  more, 

CXI.    To  the  fame,  on  the  fame. 

Who,  Edmonds,  reads  thy  book,  and  doth  not  fee 

What  th'  antique  foldiers  were,  the  modern  bef 
Wherein  thou  fhoiv'ft,  how  much  the  latter  are 

Beholden  to  this  mafter  of  the  war ; 
And  in  that  adion  there  is  nothing  new, 

More,  than  to  vary  what  our  elders  knew  : 
Which  all  but  ignorant  captains  will  confefs  : 

Nor  to  give  Cafar  this,  makes  ours  the  lefs. 
Yet  you,  perhaps,  flialt  meet  fome  tongues  will 
grutch. 

That  to  the  world  thou  fhould'ft  reveal  fo  much 
And  thence  deprave  thee  and  thy  work.  To  thofe 

Cxfar  fiands  up,  as  from  his  late  urn  rofe 
By  thy  great  help  :  and  doth  proclaim  by  me, 

Tliey  murder  him  again,  that  envy  thee. 
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CXII.   To  a  ■weal  Gatmjier  in  Poetry. 


With  thy  fmall  ftctk,  why  art  thou  vent'ring  flill, 

At  this  fo  lubtle  Iport,  and  play'ft  fo  ill ' 
Think'ft  thou  it  is  iv,erc  fortune,  that  can  win  ? 

Or  thy  rank  fetting  ?    that  thou  dar'll  put  in 
Thy  all,  at  all  :   and  vvhatfoe'er  I  do, 

Ate  ftill  at  that,  and  think'ft  to  blow  me  up  too : 
J  cannot  for  the  ftage  a  drama  lay. 

Tragic,  or  comic  ;  hut  thou  writ'ft  the  play. 
I  leave  thee  there,  and  giving,  way  intend       , 

An  epic  poem  ;  thou  hail  the  fame  end. 
I  modeftly  quit  chat,  and  think  to  write 

Next  morn,  an  Sdc;    thou  mak'ft  a  fong  ere 
night. 
Ipafs  to  elegies ;  thou  meet'ft  me  there ; 

To  fatires;  and  thou  dofl  purfue  me.  Where, 
Where  ihall  I  'fcape  thee  ?  in  an  ej^igram  ? 

O  (thou  cry'il  i>ut)  ihat  is  thy  proper  game. 
Troth  if  it  be,  I  pity  thy  ill  luck; 

That  both  for  wit  and  fenfe  fo  oft  doft  pluck, 
And  never  art  encounter'd,  I  confcfs  : 

Nor  fcarce  doft  colour  for  it,  which  is  lefs. 
Pr'ythee,  yet  fave  thy  reft;  give  o'er  in  time: 

There's  no  vexation,  that  can  make  thee  prime. 

CXIII.   To  Sir  Thomas  Overbury, 

So  Phoebus  make  me  worthy  of  his  bays, 

Af  but  to  fpeak  thee,  Oveibury's  praife  : 
So  where  thou  liv'ft,  thOu  mak'ft  life  underftood  ! 

Where,  what  makes  other  great,  doth  keep  thee 
*  good ! 

I  think,  the  fate  o'  th'  court  thy  coniing  crav'd. 

That  the  wit  there,  and  manners  might  be  fav'd: 
For  fince,  what  ignorance,  what  pride  is  fled ! 

And  letters  and  humanity  in  the  ftead! 
JR.ept-nt  thee  not  of  thy  fair  precedent, 

Could  make  fuch  men.  and  I'uch  a  place  repent: 
Mor  may  any  fear,  to  lofe  of  their  degree, 

Who  in  fuch  ambition  can  but  follow  thee. 

CXIV.    ToMrs.Fhil.Sid"^y. 

5  MCST  believe  fome  miracles  ftill  be, 

When  Sidney's  name  I  hear,  or  face  I  fee  : 
For  Cupid,  who  (at  firft)  took  vain  delight 

In  mere  out-forms,  until  he  loft  his  ftght, 
Hath  chang'd  his  fuul,  and  made  his  objedt  you  : 

Wliere  finding  lo  much  beauty  met  with  virtue, 
He  hath  not  only  gain'd  himfelf  his  eyes, 

Bat  in  your  love  made  ail  his  fervants  wife. 

CXV.    On  the  Totuns  honejl  Matt. 

YoCT  wonder  who  this  is :  and  why  I  name 

Him  not  aloud,  that  boafts  fo  good  a  fame  ; 
Naming  fo  many  too  '.  but  this  is  one, 

Suffes  s  no  name,  but  a  defcription  : 
Beiniv  no  vicious  perfon,  but  the  vice 

About  the  town     and  known  too,  at  the  price. 
A  fubtle  thing  that  doth  affedions  win 

By  fpeaking  well  o'  th'  company  it's  in. 
Taljis  loud  and  bawdy,  has  a  gather'd  deal 

©f  Dews  and  noife,  to  few  out  a  long  maal.j 


Can  come  from  I'ripoly,  leap  ftools,  and  wink, 

Do  ail  that  'longs  to  th'  anarchy  of  drink. 
Except  the  duel.     Can  fing  fongs  and  catches; 

Give  every  on<;  hisdofe  of  mirth;  and  watches 
Whofc  name's  unwelcome  to  the  prefein  ear. 

And  him  it  lays  on  ;  if  he  be  not  there. 
Tell-  of  him  all  the  tales,  itfelf  then  makes; 

But  if  it  fhall  be  queftion'd,  undertakes, 
It  will  deny  all ;  and  forfwear  it  too; 

Not  that  it  fears,  but  will  not  have  to  do 
With  fuch  a  one.     And  therein  keeps  its  word. 

Twill  fee  its  fifter  naked,  ere  a  fword. 
At  every  meal  where  it  doth  dine  or  fup. 

The  cloth's  no  fooner  gone,  but  it  gets  up, 
And  fhifting  of  its  faces,  doth  play  more 

Parts  than  th'  Italian  could  do.  with  his  door, 
AtSls  old  Iniquity,  and  in  the  fit 

Of  miming,  gets  th'  opinion  of  a  wit. 
Executes  men  in  pitflure.     By  dcfecfl. 

From  friendlhip,  is  its  own  fame's  architedV. 
An  engineer,  in  flanders,  of  all  faflTions, 

That  feeming  praifcs  are  yet  accufations. 
Defcrib'd  it  thus  ;  defin'd  would  you  it  have  ; 

Thenthetown'shoneftman'sherarranteftknave, 

CXVI.    To  Sir  William  Jephfen. 

Jephson,  thou  man  of  men,  to  whofe  lov'd  name 

All  gently,  yet,  owe  part  of  their  beft  flame  ! 
So  did  thy  virtue  inform,  thy  wit  fuftain 

That  age,   when  thou  ftoodft  up  the  mafter- 
hrain  : 
Thou  wertthe  firft  mad'ft  merit  know  herftrength, 

And  siiofe  that  lack'd  it,  to  fufpedl  at  length, 
'  I'was  not  entail'd  on  title.  That  fome  word 

Might  be  found  out  as  good,  and  not  my  lord  : 
rhac  nature  no  fuch  difference  had  impreft 

In  men,  but  ev'ry  braveft  was  the  beft  : 
That  blood  not  minds,  but  minds  did  blood  adorn: 

And  to  live  great  is"  better  than  great  born. 
Thefe  were  thy  knowing  arts  :   which  who  doth 
now 

Virtuoufly  pradife,  muft  at  leaft  allow 
Them  in,  if  not  from  thee,  or  muft  commit 

A  defperate  foleciim  in  truth  and  wit. 

CXVII.    On  Groyne, 

Groyne,  come  of  age,  his  'ftate  fold  out  of  hand 
For's  whore :  Groyne  doth  ftill  occupy  his  land. 

CXVIII.  On  Gut. 

Gut  eats  all  day,  and  lechers  all  the  night, 
60  all  his  meat  he  taftefh  over,  twice  : 

And  ftriving  fo  to  double  his  delight. 

He  makes  himfelf  a  thorough-fare  of  vice. 

Thus,  in  his  belly,  can  he  change  a  fin, 
Luft  itxomcs  out,  that  gluttony  went  in. 

CXIX.   To   Sir  Ralph  Sheltin. 

Not  that  he  flies  the-court  for  want  of  clotheSj, 
At  hunting  rails,  having  no  gift  in.  oaths. 
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Cries  6iit  'gainft  cndcLng,  fince  h»  cannot  bet, 

Shuns  preale  *,  for  two  main  caufes,  pox  and]debt, 
With  me  can  merit  more  tlian  that  good  man, 

Whofe  dice  not  doing  well  t'  a  pulpit  ran. 
No,  Shelton,  give  me  thee,  canft  want  all  thefe, 

But  doft  it  out  of  judgment,  not  difeafe ; 
Dar'fl  breathe  in  any  air  ;  and  with  fafe  flcill, 

Till  thou  canft  find  the  beft,  chooCe  the  lead  ill. 
That  to  the  vulgar  canft  thyfelf  apply, 

Treading  a  better  path,  not  contrary; 
And  in  their  error's  maze  thine  own  way  know  : 

Which  is  to  live  to  confcience,  not  to  (how. 
He  that,  but  living  half  his  age,  dies  fuch,  [much. 

Makes  the  whole  longer  than  'twas  given  him, 

CXX.   An  Epitaph  on  S.  P.  a  Child  of  ^eea 
Elizabeth's   Chapel. 

Weep  with  me,  all  you  that  read 

This  little  ftory  ; 
And  kn6w,  for  whom  at  tear  you  flied 

Death's  felf  is  forry. 
'Twas  a  child  that  fo  did  thrive 

In  grace  and  feature, 
As  heaven  and  nature  feeni'd  to  flrive 

Which  own'd  the  creature; 
Years  he  numbcr'd  fcarce  thirteen 

When  fates  turn'd  cruel, 
Yet  three  fill'd  zodiacs  had  he  been 

The  ftage's  jewel ; 
And  did  adt  (what  now  we  moan) 

Old  men  fo  duly, 
As,  foothe,  the  Parcse  thought  him  one,' 

He  play'd  fo  truly. 
So,  by  error  to  his  fate 

They  all  confented ; 
But  viewing  him  fmce  (alas,  too  late) 

They  have  repented  ; 
And  have  fought  (to  give  new  birth) 

In  baths  to  fteep  him  ; 
But  being  fo  much  too  gt)od  for  earth, 

Keav'n  vows  to  keep  him. 

CXXf.   To  Benjamin  Rudyerd. 
RtJDYERB,  as  lefier  dames  to  great  ones  ufe, 

My  lighter  comes  to  kifs  thy  learned  mufe ; 
Whofe  better  ftudies  while  ftie  emulates, 

She  learns  to  know  long  diff'rence  of  theirftates, 
Yet  is  the  office  not  to  be  defpis'd, 
.    If  only  love  (hould  make  the  adion  priz'd  : 
Nor  he  for  friendfhip  can  be  thought  unfit. 

That  ftrives  his  manners  ftiould  precede  his  wit. 

CXXII,   To  the  fame. 
If  I  would  wi{h  for  truth,  and  not  for  (how, 

The  aged  Saturn's  age,  and  rites  to  know  ; 
if  I  would  ftrive  to  bring  back  times,  and  try 

The  world's  pure  gold,  and  wife  fmiplicity  ; 
If  I  would  virtue  fet,  as  fhe  was  young,  [tongue  ; 

And  hear  her  fpeak  with  one,  and  her  firft 
Jf  holieft  ftiendftiip,  naked  to  the  touch, 

I  would  reftore,  and  keep  it  ever  fuch  ; 
I  need  no  other  arts,  but  ftudy  thee  : 

Who  prov'ft,  all  thefe  were,  and  again  may  be. 

•  S.hwts  preafe  Y\.  t.  A  croivd:  it  is  tr.ore  ufual, 
ind perhjps  Jhoiitd  b;  f.cie,   i»rotf  prsfs. 
YoL,  IV. 


CXXIII.   To  ttefame. 


Writing  thyfelf,  or  judging  others  writ, 

I  know  not  which  r.hou'ft  moft,  caridmir  or  Witt 

But  both  thou'ft  f ),  as  who  affedts  the  Hate 
Of  the  beft  writer  and  judge  Ihould  emulate. 

CXXIV.   Epitaph  on   Elizabeth  L.  H. 

Would'st  thou  hear,  what  man  can  fiy 

In  a  little  ?  reader,  ftay. 
Underneath  this  ftone  doth  lie 

As  much  beauty  as  could  die  : 
Which  in  life  did  harbour  give 

To  n>ore  virtue  than  doth  live. 
If,  at  all,  fhe  haid  a  fault, 

Leave  it  buried  in  this  vault. 
Oine  name  was  Elizabeth, 

Th'  other  let  it  llcep  with  death  ; 
Fitter,  where  it  died,  to  tell,  , 

Than  that  it  liv'd  at  all.  Farewell, 

CXXV.    To  Sir  William  U-vedaU, 

UvEDALE,  thou  piece  of  the  firft  times,  a  man 

Made  for  what  nature  could,  or  virtue  can  ; 
Both  whofe  dimenfions  loft,  the  world  might  find 

Reftored  in  thy  body,  and  thy  mind  ! 
Who  fees  a  foul  in  fiich  a  body  fet, 

Might  love  the  treafure  for  the  cabinet. 
But  I,  no  child,  no  fool,  refpetSi  the  kind. 

The  full,  the  flowing  graces  there  enftirin'd  ; 
Which  (Would  the  world  not  mifcall't  flattery) 

1  i:ould  adoire,  alfnbft  t'  idolartry. 

CXXVI.   7*6  his  Lady,  then  Mrs.  Qary, 

Retir'd,  with  pufpofe  your  fair  worth  to  praif*, 
'Mong'ft  Hampton  fhadss,  and  Phoebus'  grove 
of  bays, 

I  pluck'd  a  branch  ;  the  jealous  god  did  frown, 
And  bade  me  lay  th'ufurped  laurel  down  : 

Said  I  wrong'd  him,  (and  which  was  more),  hia 
love. 

I  anfwcr'd.  Daphne  now  no  pain  can  prove. 

Phoebus  reply'd,  Bold  head,  it  is  not  fhe  : 
Gary  my  love  is,  Daphne  but  my  tree. 

CXXVII.   To  Efme  Lord  Aubigny.- 

Is  there  a  hope,  that  man  would  thankful  be, 

If  I  ftiould  fail  in  gratitude  to  thee. 
To  whom  t  am  fo  bound,  lov'd  .A.ubigny  ? 

No,  I  do  therefore  call  pofterity  > 

Into  the  debt ;  and  reckon  on  her  head, 

How  full  of  want,  how  fwallow'd  up,  how  dead 
I  and  this  mufe  had  been,  If  thou  hadfl  not 

Lent  timely  fuccours,  and  new  life  begot : 
So  all  reward  or  name,  that  grows  tt>  me 

By  her  attempt,  fhall  ftill  be  owing  thee, 
nd  than  this  fame  1  know  no  abler  way 

To  thank  thy  benefits  ;  which  is  to  pay. 

CXXVIII.   To  Willktm  Roi. 

Roe,  (and  my  joy  to  name),  th'  art  now  to  go, 
Goun tries  and  climes,  manners  and  men  tofcnoWj 
M  m 
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T'  extravSt  and  choofc  the  befl;  of  all  thefc  known, 

And  thofc  to  turn  to  blood,  and  make  thine 
own. 
May  winds,  as  fof;  as  breath  of  kiding  friends, 

Attend  thee  hence,  and  there  may  all  thy  ends, 
As  the  beginnings  here,  prove  purely  fweet, 

And  pcrfed  in  a  circle  always  meet 
So  when  we,  bleft  with  thy  return,  Ihall  fee 

Ihyfelf,  with  thy  firll  thoughts  brought  home 
by  thee; 
Wc  each  to  other  may  this  voice  infpire ; 

This  is  that  good  iEneas,  paft  through  fire. 
Through  feas,  ftorms,  tempells,  and  enibark'd  for 
hell,  [well. 

Came  back  untoiich'd.     This  man  hath  travell'd 

CXXIX.    To  EJzvard  FUmer,  on  his  Mufical  Worh 
dedicated  to  the  ^een.   Anno  l6ay  *. 

What  charming  peals  are  thefe, 

That  while  they  tind  the  fenfes  do  fo  pleafe  ! 

They  are  the  marriage-rites 
Of  two,  the  choiceft  pair  of  man's  delights, 

Mufic  and  Poefy  : 
French  air,  and  Englifli  verfe  here  wedded  lie. 

Who  did  this  knot  compofe, 
Again  hath  brought  the  lily  to  the  rofe ; 

And  with  their  chained  dance. 
Recelebrates  the  joyful  match  with  France. 

They  are  a  fchool  to  win 
The  fair  Fi  ench  daughter  to  learn  Englidi  in ; 

And  graced  with  her  fong, 
To  make  the  language  fweet  upon  her  tongue. 

CXXX,    To  Mime. 

That  not  a  pair  of  friends  each  other  fee. 

But  the  firfl  qucflion  is,  When  .'ne  faw  thee  ? 
That  there's  no  journey  fet  or  thought  upon. 

To  Brentford,  Hackney,  Buw,  but  thou  mak'Il 
one ;         ■ 
That  fcarce  the  town  defigneth  any  feaft 

To  which  thou'rt  not  a  week  befpokc  a  guefl ; 
That  (till  thou'rt  made  the  fupper's  flag,  the  drum, 

The  very  call,  to  make  all  others  come  ;  [ftrive 
Think'ft  thou,   Mime,  this  is  great  ?   or  that  they 

Whofe  noife  fliall  keep  thy  miming  moll  alive, 
Whdft  thou  doll  raife  fome  player  from  tlie  grave. 

Out-dance  the  Babioun,  or  out-boaft  the  brave  ; 
Or  (mounted  on  a  flool)  thy  face  d'lth  hit 

On  fome  new  gefture,  that's  imputed  wit  ? 

*  To  Edward  Filmer,on  hisiVIufical  Work,  ^c.\ 
This  epigram  Jiijl  appeared  in  the  folio  ofl().\0,  after 
i'le  death  of  our  poet ^  It  ii  not  certain.y  Lnoivn  ivho 
lad  the  care  of  that  edition,  or  into  xvhofe  hands  our  au- 
thor s  papers  fell  after  his  deceafc  Fojpbly  this  epi- 
gram might  ha-ve  been  prefixed  to  the  ivork  it  Celebrates, 
andjr'o'in  thence  tranfcriOed  into  the  edition  above  mention- 
ed. Though  no  date  is  fet  to  any  of  the  epigrams,  this 
I'eing  excepted,  yet  circumfiances  tuill  afffl  us  to  guefs  at 
the  time  of  thnfe  copies  addrejfed  to  the  greatc/l  per  fans 
then  iivi-ig.  Ja  general,  they  ■u>ere  ivrete  before  I ()l6, 
ai  ffto/l  »f  them  arc  contained  in  the  edition  of  Jonfon^s 
iVvrks,  -aihlih  ivas  puh'.ifcedin  thai  year. 


O,  run  not  pruud  of  tliis.  Yet  take  thy  due. 

I'hou  dofl  out-zany  Cokely,  Pod,  nay.  Que  : 
And  thine  own  Coriat  too,  but  (^wnuld'it  thou  fee) 

Men  love  thee  not  for  this  :  they  laugh  at  thee. 

CXXXI.   To  Alphonfo  FerralofcOfOn  his  Book  *, 

To  urge,  my  lov'd  Alphonfo,  that  bold  fame, 

Of  building  tov/ns,  and  making  wild  beaftstamc, 
Which  mufic  had  ;  or  fpeak  her  own  effedls, 

That  file  removeth  cares,  faduefs  ejeds, 
Declineth  anger,  perfuadcs  clemency. 

Doth  Iweeteii  mirth,  and  heighten  piety, 
And  is  t'  a  body,  often  ill  inclin'd. 

No  lefs  a  fov'reign  cure,  tlian  to  the  mind  ; 
T'  allege,  that  greateU  men  were  not  afliam'd 

Of  old,  ev'n  by  her  pradice  to  be  fam'd ; 
To  fay  indeed,  flie  were  the  foul  of  heav'n, 

That  the  eighth  fphere  no  lefs  than  planetsfeven, 
Mov'd  by  her  order,  and  tlic  ninth  more  high, 

Including  all,  were  thence  call'd  harmony  : 
I  yet  had  utter'd  nothing  on  thy  part, 

When  th.efe  were  but  the  praifes  of  the  art. 
But  when  1  have  faid,  the  proofs  of  all  thefe  be 

Shed  in  thy  fongs,  'tis  true ;  but  ihort  of  thee. 

CXXXII.    To  the  fame. 

When  we  do  give,  Alphonfo,  to  the  light, 

A  work  of  ours,  we  part  with  our  own  right ; 
For  then,  all  mouths  will  judge,  and  their  own 
way ; 

The  Icarn'd  have  no  more  privilege  than  the  lay. 
And  though  we  could  all  men,  all  cenfures  hear, 

We  ought  not  give  them  fade,  we  had  an  ear. 
For  if  the  hum'rous  world  will  talk  at  large, 

rheyfhould  be  fooh  forme,  at  their  own  charge. 
Say  this  or  that  man  they  to  thee  prefer  ;       [err  : 

Even  thofe  for  whom  they  do  this,  know  they 
And  would  (being  aik'd  the  truth)  afbamed  fay, 

I'hey  were  not  to  be  nam'd  on  the  fume  day. 
Then  Hand  unto  tb.yu'if,  nor  feek  without        [out 

For  fame,  with  breath  foon  kindled,  foon  blown 

CXXXni.  To  Mr.  fofiua  Sil-vfler. 

If  to  admire  vt'ere  to  commend,  my  praifc 

Might  then  both  thee,  thy  work  and  merit  raife: 
Bur  as  it  is,  (the  cliild  of  ignorance, 

And  utter  flranger  to  all  air  of  France) 
How  can  I  fpeak  of  thy  great  pains,  but  err  ? 

Since  they  can  only  judge,  that  can  confer. 
Behold  .   the  reverend  fhade  of  Bartas  (lands 

Before  my  thought,  and  (in  thy  right)  commands 
That  to  the  world  I  publifh  for  him  this ; 

Bartas  doth  wilh  thy  Englifli  now  were  his. 


•  To  Alphonfo  Ferrabofco,  on  hisBook.'j  This  per- 
fon,  dfcended  of  Italian  parents,  tvas  born  at  Green- 
■zfieb  in  Kent :  He  ivas  much  admired,  both  at  home 
and  abroad,  for  his  excellent  compofttions  and  fancies, 
as  they  ivere  then  called,  in  tnufic ;  he  ivas  principally 
employed  in  fetting  the  fongs  U  mtific  in  tur  pott  s 
mafjues. 
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So  well  in  that  arc  his  inventions  wrought, 
As  his  will  now  be  the  tranllation  thought. 

Thine  the  original ;  and  France  (hall  boalt. 
No  more  thofe  maiden  glories  (he  hath  loft. 

CXXXIV.    On  the  famous  Voyagt, 

No  more  let  Greece  her  bolder  fables  tell 

Of  Hercules,  or  Thefeus  going  to  hell, 
Orpheus,  Ulyffes ;  or  the  Latian  mufe,         [abufe. 

With    tales  of   Troy's  juft  knight,  our  faitlis 
We  have  a  Shelton,  and  a  Hcyden  got. 

Had  power  to  adl,  what  they  to  feign  had  not. 
All  that  they  boaft  of  Styx,  of  Acheron, 

Cocytus,  Phlegethon,  ours  have  prov'd  in  one  *, 
The  filth,  (fench,  noife  :  fave  only  what  was  there 

Subtly  diflinguifh'd,  was  confufed  here. 
Their  wherry  had  no  fail  too ;  ours  had  ne'er  one  : 

And  in  it,  two  more  horrid  knaves  than  Charon. 
Arfes  were  heard  to  croak,  inllead  of  frogs ; 

And  for  one  Cerberus,  the  whole  coaft  was  dogs. 
Furies  there  wanted  not  :  each  fcold  was  ten. 

And  for  the  cries  of  ghofts,  women,  and  men, 
leaden  with  plague-fores,  and  their  fms,  were  heard, 

Lafli'd  by  their  confciences,  to  die  afear'd. 
Then  let  the  former  age,  with  this  content  her. 

She  brought  the  poets  forth,  but  ours  th'  ad- 
venture. 

The  Voyagi:  itfelf. 
I  SING  the  brave  adventure  of  two  wights, 
And  pity  'tis,  I  cannot  call  'em  knights  : 
One  was;  and  he,  for  brawn,  and  brain,  right  able 
To  have  been  ftyled  of  king  Arthur's  table. 
The  other  was  a  fquire,  of  fair  degree ; 
But  in  the  adion,  greater  man  than  he, 
Who  gave,  to  take  at  his  return  from  hell. 
His  three  for  one.  Now,  lordhngs,  liftcn  well. 

It  vns  the  day,  what  time  the  powerful  moon 
Makes  the  poor  bankfide  creature  wet  its  flioon, 
In  its  own  hall ;  when  thefe  (in  worthy  fcorn 
Of  thofe,  that  put  out  monies,  on  return 
From  Venice,  Paris,  or  fome  inland  paflage 
Of  fix  times  to  and  fro,  without  embalTage, 
Or  he  that  Backward  went  to  Berwick,  or  which 
Did  dance  the  famous  Morris  unto  Norwich) 
At Bread-ftreet'smermaid,havingdin'd,and  merry, 
Propos'd  CO  go  to  Holborn  in  a  wherry  : 
A  harder  tafe,  than  either  his  to  Erifto', 
Or  his  to  Antwerp.  Therefore,  once  more,  lift  ho'. 

A  do'ck  there  is,  that  called  is  Avernus, 
or  fome  Bridewell,  and  may,  in  time  concern  us 
All,  that  are  readers  :  but,  methinks,  'tis  odd, 
I'hat  all  this  while  I  have  forgot  fome  god, 
Orgoddefsto  invoke,  to  ftuif  my  verfe; 
And  with  both  bombaft  ftyle,  and  phrafe,  rehearfe 
The  many  perils  of  this  port,  and  how 
Sans  help  of  Sibyl,  or  a  golden  bough, 
Or  magic  facrifice,  they  part  along  ! 
Alcidcs,  be  thou  fQccouring  to  my  fong. 
'I'hou  haft  feen  hell  (fome  fay)  and  know'ft  all 

nooks  there, 
Canft  tell  ras  beft,  how  ev'ry  fury  loeks  there, 


And  art  a  god,  if  fame  thee  not  abufes, 

Always  at  hand,  to  aid  the  merry  mufes. 

Great   club-fift,  though  thy  back  and  bones  be 

fore. 
Still,  with  thy  former  labours;  yet,  once  mofe, 
Adl  a  brave  work,  cjU  it  thy  laft  adventry  : 
But  hold  my  torch,  while  I  defcribe  the  entry 
To  this  dire  paffage.    Say  thou  ftop  thy  nofe  : 
'Tis  but  light  pains :  incteed  this  dock's  no  rofe. 

In  the  firft  jav/s  appear'd  that  ugly  monfter, 
Ycleped  mud,  which,  when  their  oars  did  once  ftir, 
Belch'd  forth  an  air,  as  hot,  as  at  the  mufter 
Of  all  your  night-tubs,  when  the  carts  do  clufter, 
Who  fhail  difcharge  firft  his  merd-urinoi>s  load  : 
Thorough  her  womb  they  make  their  famous  road, 
Between  two  walls ;  where,  on  one  fide,  to  fears 

men, 
Were  feen  your  ugly  centaurs,  ye  call  carmen, 
Gorgonian  fcolds,  and  Harpies  :  on  the  other 
Hung  ftench,  difeafes,  and  old  iilth,  their  mother, 
With  famine,  wants,  and  forrows  many  a  dozen, 
The  leaft  of  which  was  to  the  plague  a  cozen. 
But  they  unfrigfited  pafs,  though  many  a  privy 
Spake  to  them  louder,  than  the  ox  in  Livy; 
And  many  a  fink  pnur'd  out  her  range  anenft  'em; 
But  ftill  their  valour  and  their  virtue  fenc'd  'em, 
And  on  they  went,  like  Caftor  brave,  and  Pollux, 
Ploughing  the  main.     When,  fee  (the  worft  of  all 

lucks) 
They  met  the  fecond  prodigy,  would  fear  a 
Man,  that  never  heard  of  a  chimera. 
One  faid,  'twas  bold  Briareus,  or  the  beadle, 
(Who  hath  the  hundred  hands   when    he   doth 

meddle) 
The  other  thought  it  Hydra,  or  the  reck 
Made  of  the  trull  that  cut  her  father's  lock  : 
But  coming  near,  they  found  it  but  a  lighter, 
So  huge,  it  IVem'd,  they  could  by  no  means  quit  her. 
Back  cry'd  their  brace  of  Charons :  they  cry'd,  No, 
No  going  back  ;  on  ftill  you  rogues,  and  row. 
How  hight  the  place  ?  A  voice  was  heard,  Cocytus. 
Row  clofe  then  flaves.    Alas,  they  will  beHiite  us. 
No  matter,  ftinkards,  row.  What  croaking  found 
Is  this  we  hear  ?  of  frogs  ^  No,  guts  wind-bound, 
Over  your  heads  :  well,  fow.  At  this  a  loud 
Crack  did  report  itfelf,  as  if  a  cloud 
Had  burft  with  florm,  and  down  fell,  ah  exctl/ls. 
Poor  Mercury,  crying  out  on  Paracelfus, 
And  all  his  followers,  that  had  fo  abus'd  him ; 
And  in  fo  fliitten  fort,  fo  long  had  us'd  him  : 
For  (w'here  he  was  the  god  of  eloquence, 
And  fubtilty  of  metals)  they  difpenfs 
His  fpirits,  now,  in  pills,  and  eke  in  potions, 
Suppofitories,  catapiaims,  and  lotions. 
But  many  moons  tliere  fliaii  not  \vanc  (quoth  he)  ■ 
(In  the  mean  time,  let  'em  imprifon  Uiv: ) 
But  I  will  fpeak  (and  know  f  fliall  be  heard) 
Touching  this  caufe,  where  they  >.viil  br  afear'd 
To  anfwer  me.  And  fure,  it  was  th'  intent 
Of  the  grave  fart,  late  let  in  parliament, 
Had  it  been  feconded,  and  not  in  fume 
Vanifli'd  away  :  as  you  muft  ail  prefume 
rheir  Mercury  did  now.  By  thi--,  the  ftem 
Of  the  hulk  touch'd,  and  ashy  Polvphemc 
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The  fly  Ulyffes  ftole  irt  a  fhcep-flcin, 
The  wcll-grcas'd  wherry  now  had  got  between, 
And  bade  her  farewell  I'outjh  unto  the  lurdcn  : 
Never  did  b'ntom  more  betray  her  burden  ; 
The  meat-boat  of  bear's-college,  Paris-garden, 
Stunk  not  fo  ill ;  nor  when  fhe  kifs'd  Kate  Arden. 
Yet  one  day  in  the  year,  for  fweet  'tis  voit'd, 
And  that  is  when  it  is  the  Lord  Mayor's  t'oift. 

By  this  time  had  they  reacli'd  the  Stygian  pool, 
By  which  the  mafters  fwcar,  when  on  the  Itool 
Gf  worfhip,  they  their  nodding  chins  do  hit 
Againft  their  breafls.   Here  iev'ral  ghofls  did  flit 
Ahout  the  flaorc  of  farts,  but  late  departed, 
White,  h.t-^ck,  blue,  green,  and  in  more  forms  out- 

ftarted. 
Than  all  thofe  Atomi  ridiculous, 
Whereof  old  Democrite,  and  Hill  Nicholas, 
One  faid,  the  other  fwore,  the  world  confifls. 
Thefe  be  the  caufc  of  thofe  thick  frequent  mifts 
Arifing  irt  that  place,  through  which  v/ho  goe>, 
Muft  try  th'  unufed  valour  of  a  nofe  : 
And  that  ours  did.    For  yet  no  nare  was  tainted, 
Nor  thumb,  nor  finger  to  the  flop  acquainted, 
But  open,  and  anarni'd,  encounter'd  all]: 
Whether  it  languifhing  {luck  upon  the  wall, 
Or  were  precipitated  down  the  jakes. 
And  after,  fwam  abroad  in  ample  flakes, 
Or  that  it  lay  heap'd  like  an  ufirrer's  mafs, 
All  was  to  them  the  fame,  they  were  to  pafs, 
And  fo  they  did,  from  Styx  to  Acheron  : 
The  ever-boiling  flood ;  whofe  backs  upon 
"Your  Fleet-lane  furies,  and  hot  cooks  do  dwell, 
Thatwith  ftill-fcalding  fleams,  make  the  place  hell. 
The  finks  ran  greafe,  and  hair  of  nieazled  hogs. 
The  heads,  houghs,  entrails,  and  the  hides  of  dogs  : 
For,  tcC  fay  truth,  what  fcuUion  is  fo  nafly, 
To  put  the  fcins  and  offiil  in  a  pafly? 
Cats  there  lay  divers  had  been  fiea'd  and  roafted. 
And  after  mouldy  grown,  again  were  toafled, 
Then  felling  not,  a  difh  was  ta'en  to  mince  *em, 
But  flill,  it  feem'd,  the  ranknefs  did  convince  *em. 
For  here  they  were  thrown  in  with  th'  melted 

pewter, 
Yetdrown'd  theynot.  Th^yhad  five  lives  in  future. 

But  'mongft  thefe  *  tiberts,  who  do  you  think 
there  was  ? 
Old  Banks  the  jugler,  our  Pythagoras, 
Grave  tutor  to  the  learned  horfe.  Both  which^ 
Being  beyond fea,  burned  for  one  witch; 
Their  fpirits  tranfmigrated  to  a  cat : 
And  now,  above  the  pool,  a  face  right  fat. 
With  great  grey  eyes,  are  lifted  up,  and  mew'd ; 
Thrice  did  it  fpit ;  thrice  div'd.    At  lafl  it  view'd 
Our  braver  heroes  with  a  milder  glare, 
And  in  a  piteous  tune,  began.  How  dare 
Your  dainty  noflrils  (in  fo  hot  a  feafon, 
When  every  clerk  eats  artichokes  and  peafon, 
Laxative  lettdce,  and  fuch  vfrindy  meat). 
Tempt  fuch  a  paiTage  ?  When  each  privy's  feat 
Isfill'd  with  buttock  ?  and  the  walls  do  fweat 
Ufine  iuid  plaillcrs  ?  when  the  noife  doth  beat 
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Upon  your  ears,  of  difcords  fo  nnfweet? 

And  outcries  of  the  damned  in  the  Fleet  ? 

Cannot  the  plague-bill  keep  you  back  ?  nor  bells 

Of  loud  Sepulchre's,  with  their  hourly  knells. 

But  you  will  vifit  griliy  Pluto's  hall  ? 

Behold  where  Cerberus,  rear'd  up  on  the  wall 

Of  Holborne  (three  ferjeants  heads)  looks  o'er. 

And  flays  but  till  yon  come  unto  the  door( 

Tempt  not  his  fury,  Pluto  is  away  : 

And  Madam  C'jelar,  great  Proferpina, 

Is  now  from  home.  You  lofe  your  labours  quite. 

Were  you  Jove's  fons,  or  had  Alcides'  might. 

They  cry'd  out,  Pufs.  He  told  them  he  was  Banks, 

That  had  fo  often  fliow'd  'em  merry  pranks. 

They  laugh'd  at  his  laugh-worthy  fate.    And  pail 

The  triple-head  without  a  fop.   At  lafl, 

Calling  for  Rhadamanthus,  that  dwelt  by, 

A  foap-boiler;  and  ./Eacus  him  nigh. 

Who  kept  an  aie-houfe ;  with  my  little  Minos, 

An  ancient  pur-blind  fletcher,  with  a  high  nofe; 

They  took  'em  all  to  witnefs  of  their  acSlion  : 

And  fo  went  bravely  back  without  protradlion. 

In  memory  of  which  moft  liquid  deed. 
The  city  fince  hath  rais'd  a  pyramid. 
And  I  could  wifh  for  their  eterniz'd  fakes. 
My  muie  had  plough 'd  with  his,  that  fung  A-jax-. 

CXXXVI.  An  Ex f  ovulation  ■with  Inigo  Jonet. 

Mr.  Surveyor,  you  that  firfl  began 
From  thirty  pounds  in  pipkins,  to  the  man 
You  are  :  from  them  leap'd  forth  an  architeA, 
Able  to  talk  of  Euclid,  and  corredt. 
Both  him  and  Archimede ;  damn  Archytas, 
The  noblefl  engineer  that  ever  was  : 
Control  Ctefippus  overbearing  us 
With  miflook  names,  out  of  Vitruvius; 
Drawn  Ariflotle  on  us,  and  thence  fhowa 
How  much  Architeftonice  is  your  own  : 
Whether  the  building  of  the  ftage,  or  fcenc. 
Or  making  of  the  properties  it  mean. 
Vizors,  or  antics ;  or  it  comprehend 
Something  your  fur-lhip  doth  not  yet  intend- 
By  all  your  titles,  and  whole  flyle  at  once. 
Of  tireman,  mountebank,  and  Juflice  Jones, 
I  do  falute  you  :  are  you  fitted  yet  ? 
Will  any  of  thefe  exprcfs  your  place,  or  wit  ? 
Or  are  you  fo  ambitious  'hove  your  peers. 
You'd  be  an  AfTinigo  by  your  years? 
Why,  much  good  do'tyou;  be  what  part  you  will^ 
You'll  be,  as  i.angley  faid,  "  an  Inigo  ftill." 
What  makes  your  wretchednefs  to  bray  fo  loud. 
In  town  and  court  ?   are  you  grown  rich,  and 

proud .' 
Your  trappings  will  not  change  you,  change  your 

mind; 
No  velvet  fuit  you  vrear  will  alter  kind. 
A  wooden  dagger  is  a  dagger  of  wood. 
Nor  gold,  nor  ivory  haft  can  make  it  good. 
What  is  the  caufe  you  pomp  it  fo,  I  afk. 
And  all  men  echo,  you  have  made  a  mafque; 
I  chime  that  too,  and  1  have  met  with  thole 
Tiiat  do  cry  up  the  machine,  and  the  Ihows; 
I'he  majefly  of  Juno  in  the  clouds. 
And  peering  forti  of  Iris  in  the  flirouds 
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Th'  afrent  of  lac'y  Fame,  which  none  could  fpy, 

Not  they  that  fided  her,  dame  Poetry, 

Dame  Hillory,  dame  Architedture  too. 

And  goody  Sculpture,  broue^ht  with  !*»uch  ado 

To  hold  her  up  :  O  fhows,  iliows,  mij;hty  Ihows, 

The  eloquence  of  mafques  !  what  need  of  profe, 

Or  verfe  or  profe,  t'  cxprefs  immortal  you  ? 

You  are  the  fpedlacles  of  flate,  'tis  true, 

Court-hieroglyphics,  and  all  arts  afford. 

In  the  mere  perfpe»Sive  of  an  inch-board  ; 

You  aflc  no  more  than  certain  politic  eyes, 

Eyes,  that  can  pierce  into  the  myfteries 

Of  many  colours,  read  them,  and  reveal 

Mythology,  there  painted  on  flit-deal. 

O,  to  make  boards  to  fpeak  !  there  is  a  talk  I 

Painting  and  carpentry  are  the  foul  of  mafque. 

Pack  with  your  pedling  poetry  to  the  flage, 

This  is  the  money-got,  mechanic  age. 

To  plant  the  mufic,  where  no  ear  can  reach. 

Attire  the  pcrfons,  as  no  thought  can  teach 

Senfe,  what  they  are ;  which  by  a  fpecious,  fine 

Term  of  architedts,  is  call'd  defign  ; 

But  in  the  pradis'd  truth,  deftrudion  is 

Of  any  art,  befide  what  he  calls  his. 

Whither,  O  whither  will  this  tireman  grow  ? 

His  name  is  XKnioriiioi,  we  all  know. 

The  maker  of  the  properties  ;  in  fum 

The  fcene,  the  engine ;  but  he  now  is  come 

To  be  the  mulic-mafter ;  tabler  too  ; 

He  is,  or  would  be,  the  main  Dmiinus  Da 

All  of  the  work,  and  fo  fliall  ftill  for  Ben, 

Be  Inigo,  the  whiftle,  and  his  men. 

He's  warm  on  his  feet,  now  he  fays ;  and  can 

Swim  without  cork  :  why,  thank  the  good  Queen 

Anne. 
I  am  too  fat  to  envy,  he  too  lean 
To  be  worth  envy ;  henceforth  I  do  mean 
To  pity  him,  as  fmiling  at  his  feat 
Of  Lanteni-lerry,  with  fuliginous  heat 
"Whirling  his  whimfies,  by  a  fubtilty 
Suck'd  from  the  veins  of  fhop-philofophy. 
What  would  he  do  now,  giving  his  mind  that  way, 
In  prefentation  of  fome  puppet-play  .' 
Should  but  the  king  his  juftice-hood  employ. 
In  fetting  forth  of  fuch  a  folemn  toy. 
How  would  he  firk,  like  Adam  Overdo, 
Up,  and  about ;  dive  into  cellars  too, 
Difguis'd,  and  thence  drag  forth  enormity, 
Difcover  vice,  commit  abfurdity  : 
Urder  the  moral,  fhow  he  had  a  pate 
Moulded  or  ftrok'd  up  to  furvey  a  ftatc, 
O  wife  furveyor,  wifer  arLhiteiib, 
But  wifeft  Inigo;  who  can  refled 
On  the  new  priming  of  thy  old  lign-pofts, 
Reviving  with  frefh  colours  the  pale  ghofts 
Of  thy  dead  flandards  ;  or  with  marvel  fee 
Thy  twice  conceiv'd,  thrice  paid  for  imagery  ; 
And  not  fall  down  before  it,  and  confefs 
Almighty  architedure,  who  no  Icfs 
A  goddel's  is,  than  painred  cloth,  deal  board, 
Vermilion,  lake,  or  crimfon  can  afford 
ExprefTion  for;  with  that  unbounded  line, 
Aim'd  at  in  thy  omnipotent  dtfign. 
What  poel^  e'er  was  painted  on  a  wall, 
Th%t  inijjht  compare  with  thee ;  wh^it  ftory  fliaU, 


Of  all  the  worthies,  hope  outlaft  thy  own, 

So  the  materials  be  of  furbeck  ftone. 

Ijive  long  the  ftafting-room,  and  e'er  thou  burn 

Again,  thy  architecT:  to  afhes  turn  ; 

Whom  not  ten  fires,  nor  a  parliament,  can 

With  all  remonftrance,  make  an  honetl  man. 

To  a  Frknd,  an  JiJ>igram  efh'tm. 

Sir,  Inigo  doth  fear  it,  as  I  hea^. 

And  labours  to  feem  worthy  of  this  fear  ; 
That  t  fliould  write  upon  him  fome  {harp  verfe. 

Able  to  eat  into  his  bones,  and  pierce 
The  marrow.  Wretch  I   I  quit  thee  of  thy  pain, 

Thou'rt  too  ambitious,  and  doft:  fear  in  vain  : 
The  Lybian  lion  hunts  no  butterflies; 

He  makes  the  camel  and  dull  afs  his  prize. 
If  thou  be  fo  defirous  to  be  read^ 

Seek  out  fome  hungry  painter,  that  for  bread, 
With  rotten  chalk,  or  coal,-  upon  the  wall. 

Will  well  defign  thee  to  be  vicw'd  of  alj, 
That  fit  upon  the  common  draught  or  ftrand; 

Thy  forehead  is  too  narrow  for  my  brand,  ■ 

Ta  In'tgo  Marquis  Would-be.      A  Corollary, 

But  'caufc  thou  hear'ft  the  mighty  kingof  Spaia 
Hath  made  his  Inigo  marquis,  would'fl  thou  fain 
Our  Charles  fhouid  make  thee  fuch  ?  'twill  not 

become 
All  kings  to  do  the  felf-fame  deeds  v/ith  fome  : 
Befides,  his  man  may  merit  it,  and  be 
A  noble  honeft  foul :  what's  this  to  thee  ? 
He  may  have  Ikill,  and  judgment  to  defiga 
Cities  and  temples,  thou  a  cave  for  wine,     . 
Or  ale  ;  he  build  a  palace,  thou  the  (hop, 
With  Aiding  windows,  and  falfe  lights  a-top  : 
He  draw  a  forum,  with  quadrivial  ftreets ; 
Thou  paint  a  lane  where  Tom  Thumb  Geffrey 

meets. 
He  fome  ColofTus,  to  bcflrlde  the  feas. 
From  the  fam'd  pillars  of  old  Hercules  : 
Tiiy  canvas  giant  at  fome  channel  aims, 
Or  Dowgate  torrents  falling  into  Thames  ; 
And  (Iradling  fliows  the  boys  brown  paper  Sect 
Yearly  fet  out  there,  to  fail  down  the  ftreet  : 
Your  works  thus  differing,  much  lefs  fo  yourflyk. 
Content  thee  to  be  f  aucridge  earl  the  while. 
An  earl  of  fliow ;  for  all  thy  worth  is  fliow  : 
But  when  thou  turn'll  a  real  Inigo, 
Orcanft  of  truth  the  lead  entrenchment  pitch. 
We'll  have  thee  flyl'd  the  Marquis  of  Town-ditch. 

On  the  honoured  Poems  nf  his  honoured  Friend,  Sir  John 
Beaumont,  Baronet. 

This  book  will  live,  it  hath  a  genius ;  this 

Above  his  reader  or  his  praifer  is.  [pence 

Hence,  then,  profane  :  here  needs  no  words  ex- 

In  bulwarks,  rav'lins,  ramparts  for  defence  : 
Such  as  the  creeping  common  poineers  ufe, 

When  they  do  fweat  to  fortify  a  mufe. 
Though  I  confefs  a  Beaumont's  book  to  be 

The  bound  and  frontier  of  our  poetry; 
And  doth  deferve  all  muniments  of  praife, 

Thit  art,  or  engine,  ar  the  flrength  can  raife, 
M  m  iij 
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Yet  who  dares  ofTcr  a  redoubt  to  rear  ? 

To  cut  a  dike  ?  or  flick  a  ftake  up  here 
Before  this  work  ?  where  envy  hath  not  caft 

A  trench  againft  it,  nor  a  batt'ry  piac'd  ' 
Stay  till  {he  make  her  vain  apjToachcs ;  then, 

If  maimed  flie  come  off,  'tis  not  uf  nieu 
This  fort  of  fo  impregnable  acccfs; 

But  higher  pow'r,  as  fpight  could  not  make  lefs, 
Nor  flatt'ry;  but  fecur'J  by  th'  author's  name 

Denes  what'n  crofs  to  pitty,  or  pjood  fame  : 
And  like  a  hollowed  temple,  free  from  taint 

Of  ethnicifm,  makes  his  uiufe  a  faint. 

Te  Mr.  John  Fletcher,  uf^on  U<  Faithful  ShepJierdefs. 

The  wife  and  many-rheaded  bench  that  fits 
Upon  the  life  and  deaih  of  plays  and  wits, 
(Compos'd  of  gamefter,  captain,  knight,  knight's 

man, 
Lady  or  pucelle,  that  wears  rnallc  or  fan, 
Velvet,  or  taffeta  cap,  rank  d  in  the  dark 
"With  the  fliop's  foreman,  or  lomefuch  brave  fpark 
That  may  judge  for  his  fixpence)  had,  before 
I'hey  faw  it  half,  damn'd  thy  whole  play  and  more: 
Their  motives  were,  fincc  it  had  not  to  do 
With  vices,  which  they  look'd  for,  and  came  to. 
I,  that  am  glad  thy  innocence  was  thy.  guilt. 
And  wifh  that  all  the  mufes  blood  were  fpilt 
In  fuch  a  martyrdom,  to  vex  their  eyes, 
Do  crown  thy  murder'd  poem  :  which  fhall  rife 
A  glorified  work  to  time,  when  fire 
Or  moths  fhall  eat  what  all  thcfe  fools  admire. 

Epitaph  on  the  Cciinicfs  cf  Penihrole,  Syier  to  Sir 
Fhillp  Sidney. 

Underneath  this  marble  herfe 
Lies  the  fubjedi  of  all  verfe, 
Sidney's  Cfler,  Pembroke's  mother ; 
Death,  ere  thou  haft  flain  another, 
Learn'd  and  fair,  and  good  as  fhe, 
Time'fhall  throw  his  dart  at  thee. 

A  Vijton  en  the  lilvfes  ^nf  his  Friend  AI.  Drayton. 

It  hath  been  queflion'd,  Rlichael,  if  I  be 
A  friend  at  all ;  or,  if  at  all,  to  thee  : 
Eecaufe  who  make  the  quellion,  have  net  feen 
Thofe  ambling  vifits  pafs  m  vcrfe  between 
Thy  mufe  and  mine,  as  they  expcdl :  'tis  true, 
You  have  not  writ  to  me,  nor  J  to  you. 
And  though  I  now  begin,  'tis  not  to  rub 
Haunch  againft  haunch,  or  raife  a  rhyming  club 
About  the  town  ;  this  reck'ning  I  will  pay, 
W^ithout  conferring  fymbols ;  this 's  my  day. 
It  was  no  dream  '.   1  Vv-as  awake,  and  faw. 
Lend  me  thy  voice,  O  Fame,  that  1  may  draw 
Wonder  to  truth,  and  have  my  vifion  hurl'd 
Hot  from  thy  trumpet  round  about  the  world. 
1  faw  a  beauty,  from  the  fea  to  rife. 
That  all  earth  look'd  on,  and  that  earth  all  eyesl 
It  call  a  beam,  as  when  the  cheerful  fun 
Is  fair  got  up,  and  day  iome  hours  begun  : 
And  fiU'd  an  orb  as  circular  as  heav'n  I 
The  orb  was  cut  forth  into  regions  feven. 
And  thofe  fo  fwett,  and  well-proporticn'u  parts, 
As  it  had  been  the  ciiclc  of  the  art! ; 
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When,  by  thy  briglit  ideas  ftandi'cjb^', 

I  found  it  pure  and  perfetfl  poefy. 

'I'liere  read  I,  llraight,  thy  learned  legends  three. 

Heard  the  foft  airs,  between  ourfvvalns  and  thee, 

Which  made  me  think  the  old  Theocritu?, 

Or  rural  Virgil  come  to  pipe  to  us. 

But  then  thy  Epiftolar  Heroic  Songs, 

1  heir  loves,  their  quarrels,  jealoufies,  and  wrongs, 

Did  all  fi)  finke  me,  as  I  cried,  who  can  ' 

With  us  be  call'd  the  Nafo,  but  this  man  ? 

And  looking  up,  I  faw  Minerva's  fowl, 

Perch'd  over  head,  the  wife  Athenian  owl  : 

I  thought  thee  then  our  Orpheus,  that  would'fl  try, 

Like  him,  to  make  the  air  one  volary. 

And  I  had  flyl'd  thee  Orpheus,  but  before 

My  lips  could  form  the  voice,  I  heard  that  roar, 

And  roufe  the  marching  of  a  mighty  force. 

Drums  againil  drums,  the  neighing  of  the  horfe, 

The  fights,  the  cries,  and  wond'ring  at  the  jars, 

I  faw  and  read  it  was  the  Barons  Wars. 

0  how  in  thofe  doft:  thou  inflrudf  thefe  times, 
That  rebels  aftions  are  but  valiant  crimes. 

And  carried,  though  with  fhout  and  noife,  confefs 

A  wild  and  an  unauthoris'd  wickedncfs  '. 

Say 'ft  thou  fo,  Lucan  ?  but  thou  fcornTr  to  flay 

Under  one  title  :  thou  haft  made  thy  way 

And  flight  about  the  ifle,  well  near,  by  tliis 

In  thy  admired  Periegefis, 

Or  univerfal  circumduAJon 

Of  all  that  read  thy  Poly-Oiblon. 

That  read  it ;  tliat  are  ravilh'd  ;  fuch  was  I, 

With  every  fong,  I  fwear,  and  fo  would  die. 

But  that  I  hear  again  thy  drum  to  beat 

A  better  caufe,  and  ftrike  the  braveft  heat 

That  ever  yet  did  fire  the  Englifh  blcod. 

Our  right  in  France,  if  rightly  undcrftood. 

There  thou  art  Homer ;  pray  thee  ufe  the  ftyle 

Thou  haft  deferv'd,  and  let  me  read  the  while 

Th)  catalogue  of  fhips,  exceeding  his. 

Thy  lift  of  aids  and  force,  for  fo  it  is  : 

The  poet's  &&,  and  for  his  country's  fake, 

Brave  are  the  muftcrs  that  the  mufe  will  make. 

And   when  he  fliips  them,  where  to  ufe  their 

arms. 
How  do  his  trumpets  breathe  !  what  loud  alaimsl 
Look  how  we  read  the  Spartans  were  iiiflam'd 
With  bold  Tyrtxub'  verfe,  when  thou  art  nam'd, 
So  fnall  our  Engliih  youth  urge  on,  and  cry 
An  Agincourt,  an  Agincourt,  or  die. 
This  book,  ir  is  a  catcchifm  to  fight. 
And  will  be  bought  of  every  lord  or  knight 
That  can  but  read  ;  who  cannot,  may  in  profe 
Get  broken  pieces,  and  fight  well  by  thole. 
The  miferiesof  Margaret  the  queen. 
Of  tender  eyes  will  more  be  wept  than  feen. 
I   I  feel  it  by  mine  own,  that  overilow 
And  ftop  my  fight  in  every  line  I  go. 
But  then,  refrefhed  by  thy  Fairy  court, 

1  look  on  Cynthia,  and  Syrena's  fport. 
As  on  two  flow'ry  carpets,  that  did  rife, 

And  with  their  graffy  green  reftor'd  mine  eyes. 

Ytt  give  me  leave  to  wonder  at  the  birth 

Of  thy  ftrange  Moon-calf,  both  thy  ftrain  of  mirth, 

And  goflip-got  acquaintance,  as  to  us 

Thou  haft  brought  Lapland,  or-old  CobaluSj 
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Empufa,  I^amia,  or  fome  monfter  more, 
Than  Afric  knew,  or  the  full  Grecian  (lore. 
I  gratulate  it  to  ihee?  and  thy  end-!, 
To  all  thy  virtuous  and  well-chofcn  friends ; 
Only  my  Igfs  is,  that  I  am  not  there, 
And  till  [  worthy  am  to  wifh  I  were, 
I  call  the  world  that  envies  me,  to  fee 
If  I  can  be  a  friend,  and  friend  to  thee. 

Gn  AUchail  Drayicit,  buried  in  Wtjlmir'jlcr-Ahhry''^, 

To,  pious  marble,  let  thy  readers  know 
What  they,  and  what  their  chiidrcii  owe 
To  Drayton's  facred  name  ;  whofe  dull 
We  recommend  unto  thy  truil. 
ProteiS;  liis  memory,  preferve  his  fiory, 
And  be  a  lading  monument  of  his  glory. 
And  when  thy  ruins  fhail  difclai-m. 
To  be  the  treafury  of  his  name  ; 
His  n'^me,  which  cannot  fade,  Ihall  be 
An  everlafling  monument  to  thee. 

Vo  the  Memory  of  my  hsloved  NLr.  WiUiam  ELal- 
f^iare,  and  xvbut  he  haih  left  us.  ' 

To  draw  no  envy,  Shakfpeare,  on  thy  name, 
Am  r  thus  ample  to  thy  book  and  fam.e  : 
While  I  confefs  thy  v/ritings  to  be  fuch, 
As  neirher  man  nor  mufe  can  praife  too  much, 
■'lis  true,  and  all  men's fnftrage.  But  thcfe  ways 
s  Were  not  the  paths  I  meant  unto  thypraifo, 
For  filueft  ignorance  en  thcfe  may  light. 
Which,  when  it  founds  at  beft,  but  echoes  right  ; 
Or  blind  a5ei5tion,  which  doth  ne'er  advance. 
The  tiuth  but  gropes,  and  urgeth  all  by  chance  ; 
Or  crafty  malice  might  pretend  this  praife. 
And  think  to  ruin,  where  it  feem'd  to  raife. 
Thefe  are,  as  fome  infamous  bawd  or  whore, 
Should  praife  a  matron.     What  could  hurt  her 

more  ? 
But  thou  art  proof  againfl:  them,  and  indeed 
Above  th'  iil  fcntune  of  them,  or  the  need. 
1  therefore  will  begin  :   Soul  of  tlie  age  ! 
Th'  applaufc  !  delight  '   the  wonder  of  our  ftage! 
Aly  bhakfpcare  rife  !  I  will  not  lodge  thee  by 
Chaucer,  nr  Sptnfer,  or  bid  Beaumont  lie 
A  little  further,  to  make  thee  a  room  : 
Thou  art  a  monument  without  a  t'  inb. 
And  art  ahve  flill,  while  thy  book  doth  live. 
And  we  have  wits  to  read,  and  praife  to  give. 
That  I  not  mis  rhee  fo,  my  brain  excufep, 
I  mean  with  great,  but  difproportion'd  mufes  : 

•   TLis  epitnph,  ivbicb   las   been   givii:   to  fonfun,  I 
"U^iis  ivriiteii  hy  Quarks,  .  ' 
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For  if  1  thought  my  judgment  were  of  years, 
I  fliould  commit  thee  furely  with  thy  peers. 
And  tell  how  far  thou  dldft  our  Lily  outfhine, 
Or  fporting  kid,  or  Marlow's  mighty  line. 
And  though  thou  hadft  fmall  Latin  and  lefs  Gi'cekj 
From  thence  to  honour  thee,  I  will  not  feek 
For  names;  but  call  forth  thund'ring  Efchylus, 
Euripides,  and  Suphocks  to  us, 
Pacuvius,  Accius,  him  of  Cordova  dead. 
To  live  again,  to  hear  thy  bullcin  tread, 
Aird  fiiake  a  fiage  :  or  when  thy  focks  were  on, 
I^eave  thee  alone  for  the  comparifon 
Of  all,  that  infolent  Greece,  or  haughty  Rome 
Sent  forth,  or  fmce  did  from  their  afhes  come. 
Triumph,  my  Britain,  thou  hafl  one  to  fliow 
To  whom  all  fcencs  of  Europe  homage  owe. 
He  was  not  of  an  age,  but  for  all  time  1 
And  ail  the  mufes  flill  v/ere  in  their  prime. 
When,  lik'e  ApoFio,  he  came  forth  to  warn* 
Our  cars,  or  like  a  J^Iercury  lo  charm  1  ; 

Nature  herfclf  was  proud  of  his  defign'--. 
And  joy'd  to  wear  tlie  drefTing  of  his  lines  ^ 
Which  were  fo  richly  fpun,  and  woven  fo  fit. 
As,  fince  flie  will  vouchfafe  no  other  wit. 
The  merry  Greek,  tart  Ariflophanes, 
Neat  Terence,  witty  Plautus,  now  not  pleafe; 
But  antiquated  and  de'"erted  lie. 
As  they  were  not  of  nature's  faniilj'. 
Yet  mufl  I  not  give  nature  all  :  thy  art. 
My  gentle  Sliakfpeare,  mufl  enjoy  a  part. 
For  though  the  puet's  matter  nature  be. 
His  art  do:h  give  the  faftion.     And  that  he. 
Who  cafls  to  write  a  living  line,  mufl  fweat, 
(Such  as  thine  are)  and  (Irike  the  fecond  heat 
Upon  the  mufes  anvil  ;  turn  the  fame. 
And  himftlf  with  it,  that  he  tiiirks  to  frame  ; 
Or  for  the  laurel,  he  may  gain  a  fcorn. 
For  a  good  poet's  made,  as  well  as  born. 
And  fuch  wert  thou.  Look  how  the  father's  face 
Lives  in  liis  ilTue,  even  fo  the  race 
Of  Shakfpeare's  mind  and  manners  brightly  {Iiincs 
In  his  well-turned,  and  true  filed  lines  : 
In  each  of  v/hich  he  feems  to  fliake  a  lance, 
As  brandifn'd  at  the  eyes  of  ignorance. 
Sweet  fv.an  of  Avon  !  v/hat  a  fight  it  were 
To  fee  thee  in  our  water  yet  appear. 
And  make  thofe  flights  upon  the  banks  of  Thames, 
That  fo  did  take  Eliza,  and  our  James  1 
But  {lay,  I  fee  thee  in  the  hemifphere 
Advanc'd,  and  made  a  conftellation  there  I 
Shine  forth,  thou  liar  of  poets,  and  with  rage, 
Or  Influence,  chide,  or  cheer  the  drooping  flage. 
Which,  fince  thy  flight  from  hence,  hath  mourn'd 

like  night. 
And  defpairs  day,  but  for  thy  volumes  light. 
AI  ra  iiij 
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T.    Why  I  ivrite  not  cf  Lo'ue. 

fcoME  3(51  of  Love's  bound  to  rehearfc, 
I  thought  to  bind  him  in  my  verfe  r 
Which  when  he  felt,  away,  (quoth  he) 
Cati  poets  hope  to  fetter  me  ? 
It  is  enough  they  once  did  get 
Mars  and  my  mother  in  their  net ; 
I  wear  not  thefe  my  wings  in  vain, 
With  which  he  fled  me  ;  and  again. 
Into  my  rhymes  could  ne'er  be  go^ 
By  atjy  arc.     Then  wonder  not, 
That  fince  my  numbers  are  fo  cold. 
When  love  is  fled,  and  !  grow  old. 

II.  To  Penfourjl. 

Thou  art  not,  Penlhurft,  built  to  envious  flio\y- 

Of  touch  or  marble  ;  nor  canft  bcaft  a  row 
Of  polifn'd  pillars,  or  a  roof  of  gold  : 

Thou  haft  no  lantern,  whereof  tales  are  told  ; 
Or  flair,  or  courts ;  but  ftand'ft  an  ancient  pile, 

And  thefe  grudg'dat,  are  reverenc'd  the  while. 
Thou  joy'fl  in  better  marks,  of  foil,  of  air, 

Of  wood,  of  wattr  ;  therein  thou  art  fair. 
Thou  haft  thy  walks  for  health,  as  well  as  fport : 

Thy  mount  to  which  thy  Dryads  do  refort. 
Where  Pan  and  Bacchus  their  high  feafls  have 
made,  '      ' 

Beneath  the  broad  beech,  and  the  chefnut  fhg,de; 
That  taller  tree,  which  of  a  nut  wasfet, 

At  his  great  birth,  where  all  the  mufes  met. 
There,  in  the  writhed  bark,  are  cut  the  names 

Of  many  a  Sylvan,  taken  with  his  flames. 
And  thence  the  ruddy  Satyrs  oft  provoke 

The  ligliter  ■Fa\\ns,  to  reach  thy  lady's  oak. 
Thy  cople  too,  nam'd  of  Gamnge,  thou  haft  there. 

That  never  fails  to  ferve  thee  feafon'd  deer, 
"When  thou  would^ft  feafi,  or  exercife  thy  friends. 

The  lower  land,  that  to  the  river  bends, 
1  hy  flicep,  thy  bullocks,  kine,  and  calves  do  feed  ; 

The  middle  grounds  thy  marc?,  and  horfesbreed, 
Pach  bank  doth  yield  thee  conies  ;  and  the  tops 

ftrtiie  of  wood,  Afliore  and  Sydneys  copfc, 
X o  crown,  thy  open  table  doth  provide 

Tilt  purjpied  phcafant,  with  the  fpeckled  fide  : 


The  painted  partridge  lies  in  ev'ry  field  ; 

And  for  thy  mefs  is  willing  to  be  kill'd. 
And  if  the  high-fwoU'n  Medway  fail  thy  difli. 

Thou  haft  thy  ponds,  that  pay  thee  tribute  Cfc. 
Fat  sged  carps,  that  run  into  thy  net, 

And  pikes,  no>v  weary  their  own  kind  to  eat, 
As  loth  the  fecond  draught,  or  caft  to  llay, 

Officiouily  at  firft  themfelves  betray. 
Bright  eels  that  emulate  them,  and  leap  on  land, 

before  the  fifher,  or  into  his  hand. 
Then  hath  thy  orchard  fruit,  thy  garden  flow'rs, 

f  refti  as  the  air,  and  new  as  are  the  hours. 
The  early  cherry,  with  the  later  plum, 

fig,  grape,  and  cjuince,  each  in  his  time  doth 
come : 
The  blufliing  apricot,  and  woolly  peach 

Hang  on  thy  walls,  that  ev'ry  child  may  reach. 
And  though  thy  walls  be  of  the  country  ftone. 

They're  rear'd  with  no  man's  ruin,  no  man's 

groan ;  [down ; 

There's  none  that  dwell  about  them  wiih  theni 

But  all  come  in,  the  farmer  and  the  clown  ; 
And  no  one  emj  ty  handed,  to  falute 

Thy  lord  and  lady,  though  they  have  no  fuit. 
Some  bring  a  capon,  fome  a  rural  cake,         [make 

Some  nuts,  u,me  apples;  fome  that  think  they 
The  better  cheefes,  briiig  'em ;  or  elfe  fepd 

i3y   their  ripe  daughters,  whom    they   would 
commend 
This  way  to  hulbands  ;  and  whofe  balkets  bear 

An  emblem  of  themiclves  in  plum  or  pear. 
But  what  can  this  (more  than  exprefs  their  love) 

Add  to  thy  free  }^iovifjons,far  above 
The  need  of  Inch  ?  whofe  liberal  board  doth  flew, 

With  all  that  hofpitality  doth  know  ! 
Where  comes  no  gueft,  but  is  allovv'd  to  eat. 

Without  his  fear,  and  of  th.y  lord's  own  meat : 
Where  the  fame  beer  and  bread,  and  felf  fame  winq 

That  is  his  lordfiiip's,  fhall  be  alfo  mine. 
And  1  not  fain  to  lit  (as  fome  this  day. 

At  great  mens  tables)  and  yet  dine  away. 
Here  no  man  ttUsmy  cups;  nor  ftandingby, 

A  waiter,  doth  my  gluttony  envy  : 
But  gives  me  what  I  call,  and  lets  me  eat, 

He  knows,  below,  he  fliall  find  plenty  of  meat ; 
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Thy  tables  hoard  not  up  for  the  next  day, 

Nor,  when  1  take  my  lodging,  need  I  pray 
For  fire,  or  lights,  or  livery  ;  all  is  there  ; 

As  if  thou  then  vvcrt  mine,  or  I  reign'd  here  : 
There's  nothinjj  I  can  wilh,  for  which  I  (lay. 

That  found  King  James,  when  hunting  late  this 
way 
With  his  brave  fon  the  prince,  they  faw  thy  fires 

Shine  bright  on  ev'ry  liearth,  as  the  defires 
Of  thy  Penates  had  been  fet  on  flame 

To  entertain  them;  or  the  country  came, 
With  all  their  zeal,  to  warm  their  welcome  here. 

What  (great,  I  will  not  fay,  but)  fudden  cheer 
pidft  thou  then  make  "^em  !  and  what  praifc  was 
heap'd 

On  thy  good  lady,  then !  who  therein  rcap'd 
The  jull  reward  of  her  high  hufwifry  ; 

To  have  her  linen,  plate,  and  all  things  nigh, 
When  flie  was  far  :  and  not  a  room  but  dreft. 

As  if  it  had  expected  fuch  a  gueft  ! 
Thefe,  Penfliurft,  are  thy  praife,  and  yet  not  all ; 

Thy  lady's  noble,  fruitful,  chafte  withal. 
His  children  thy  great  lord  may  call  his  own  : 

A  fortune,  in  this  age,  but  rarely  known, 
'^hey  are,  and  have  been  taught  religion ;  thence 

Their  gentler  fpirits  have  luck'd  innocence. 
Each  morn,  and  even,  they  are  taught  to  pray 

With  the  whole  houfehold,  and  may,  ev'ry  day. 
Read  in  their  virtuous  parents  noble  parts, 

The  myfteries  of  manners,  arms,  and  arts. 
Now,  Penfliurft,  they  that  will  proportion  thee 

With  other  edifices,  when  they  fee 
Thofe  proud  ambitious  heaps,  and  nothing  elfe. 

May  fay,  their  lords  have  built,  but  thy  lord 
dwells. 

Ill,    To  Sir  Robert  Wroth. 

JJow  blefl  art  thou,  canft  love  the  country,  Wroth, 

Whether  by  choice,  or  fate,  or  both ! 
And  though  fo  near  the  city,  and  the  court, 

Are  ta'en  with  neithcr's  vice  nor  fport  : 
That  at  great  times,  art  no  ambitious  gueft. 

Of  fheriff 's  dinner,  or  mayor's  feaft  ; 
Nrir  com'ft  to  view  the  better  cloth  of  ftate. 

The  richer  h^angings,  or  crown-plate  ; 
Nor  throng'ft  (when  mafquing  is)  to  have  a  fight 

Of  the  Ihort  bravery  of  the  night ; 
To  view  the  jewels,  ftuffs,  the  pains,  the  vyit 

There  wafled,  fome  not  paid  for  yet  1 
But  canft  at  home,  m  thy  fecyrer  reft, 

Live,  vvith  unbought  provifion  bleft  ; 
Free  from  proud  porches,  or  the  gilded'rqofs, 

'Mongft  lowing  herds,  and  folid  hoofs  : 
Along  the  curled  woodd,  and  painted  meads^ 

Through  which  a  ferpent  river  leads 
To  fome  cool  courteous  fhade,  which  he  calls  his, 

Anc  makes  fleep  fofter  than  it  is  1 
Or  if  thou  lift  the  night  in  watch  to  break, 

A-bed  canft  hear  the  loud  ftag  fpeak. 
In  fpring,  oft  roufed  for  thy  mafter'sfport. 

Who  for  it  makes  thy  houfe  his  court ; 
Or  with  thy  friends,  the  heart  of  all  the  year, 

Divid'ft,  upon  the  leffer  deer  : 
in  autumn,  at  the  patridgc  mak'ft  a  flight, 

And  giv'ft  thy  gladder  guells  the  fight ; 


And  in  the  winter  hunt'ft  the  flying  hare. 

More  for  thy  exercife  than  fare  ; 
While  all  that  follow,  their  glad  ears  apply 

To  the  full  greatnefs  of  the  cry  : 
Or  hawking  at  the  river,  or  the  bufli. 

Or  (hooting  at  the  greedy  thrufli, 
Thou  doft  v^ith  fome  delight  the  day  outwear. 

Although  the  coldeft  of  the  year  ! 
The  whil'ft  the  feveral  fcafons  thou  haft  fcen 

Offlow'ry  fields,  of  cop'ces  green. 
The  mowed  meadows,  with  the  fleeced  fiieep. 

And  feafts,  that  either  (hearers  keep  ; 
The  ripened  ears,  yet  humble  in  their  height. 

And  furrows  laden  with  their  weight ; 
The  apple-harveft,  that  doth  longer  laft  ; 

The  hogs  rcturn'd  home  fat  from  maft ; 
The  trees  cut  out  in  log,  and  thofe  boughs  made 

A  fire  now,  that  lent  a  fliade  1 
Thus  Pan  and  Sylvan  having  had  their  rites, 

Comus  puts  in  for  new  delights  ; 
And  fills  thy  open  hall  with  mirth  and  cheer. 

As  if  in  Saturn's  reign  it  were; 
Apollo's  harp,  and  Hermes'  lyre  refound. 

Nor  are  the  mufes  ftrangers  found  : 
The  rout  of  rural  folk  come  thronging  in, 

(Their  rudencfs  then  is  thought  no  fin). 
Thy  nobleft  fpoufe  affords  them  welcome  grace ; 

And  the  great  heroes  of  her  race 
Sit  mix'd  with  lofs  of  ftate,  or  reverence. 

Freedom  doth  with  degree  difpenfe. 
The  jolly  waflal  walks  the  often  round; 

And  In  their  cups  their  cares  are  drown'd  : 
They  think  not  then,  which  fide  the  caufe  fhal 
leefe, 

Nor  how  to  get  the  lawyer  fees. 
Such  and  no  other  was  that  age  of  old. 

Which  boafts  t'  have  had  the  head  of  gold. 
And  fuch,  fince  thou  canft  make  thine  own  contcntj 

Strive,  Wroth,  to  live  long  innocent. 
Let  others  watch  in  guilty  arms,  and  fland 

The  fury  of  a  rafh  command, 
Go  enter  breaches,  meet  the  cannons  rage. 

That  they  may  fleep  with  fears  in  age  ; 
And  fhow  their  feathers  (hot,  and  colours  torn, 

And  brag  that  they  were  therefore  born. 
Let  this  man  fweat,  and  wrangk  at  the  bar. 

For  ev'ry  price  in  ev'ry  jar, 
And  change  poffe{fions  oft'ner  with  his  breath. 

Than  either  money,  war,  or  death  : 
Let  him,  than  hardefi  fires,  more  difinherit. 

And  each  where  boaft  it  as  his  merit. 
To  blow  up  orphans,  widows,  and  their  ftates, 

And  think  his  power  doth  equal  fate's. 
Let  that  go  heap  a  mafs  of  wretched  wealth, 

Purchas'd  by  rapine,  worfethan  ftealth. 
And  brooding  o'er  it  fit,  with  broadeft  eyes. 

Not  doing  good,  fcarce  when  he  dies. 
Let  thoufands  more  go  flatter  vice,  and  win. 

By  being  organs  to  great  fin, 
Get  place  and  honour,  and  be  glad  to  keep 

The  fecrets  that  (hall  break  their  fleep  ; 
And  fo  they  ride  in  purple,  eat  in  plate, 

Though  poiion,  think  it  a  great  fate. 
But  thou,  my  Wroth,  if  I  can  truth  apply, 
Shalt  neither  that,  nor  this  envy : 
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Thy  peace  is  macle  ;  and  when  man's  (late  is  well, 

'Tis  better,  if  he  there  can  dwell. 
God  vviflieth  none  (liould  wreck  on  a  flrange  fhelf : 

•Q"o  him  man's  dearer,  than  t'  hinifelf. 
And  howfoever  we  may  think  things  fweet. 

He  always  gives  what  he  knows  meet; 
Which  who  can  ufe  is  happy  :   Such  be  thou. 

Thy  morning's  and  thy  evening's  vow 
Be  thanks  to  him,  and  earned:  pray'r,  to  find 

A.  body  found,  with  founder  mind  ; 
To  do  thy  country  fervice,  thyfelf  right ; 

That  neither  want  do  thee  affright. 
Nor  death  ;  but  when  thy  lateft  fand  is  fpent, 

Thou  may'ft  think  life  a  thing  but  lent. 

TV.   To  tl)t  JVarlJ.   A  farewell  for  a  GentUzuoman, 
•vlrtueus  andnebli. 

False  world,  good  night,  fince  thou  haft  brought 

That  hour  upon  my  morn  of  age, 
Henceforth  I  quirthee  from  my  thought, 

My  part  is  ended  on  thy  flage. 
Do  not  once  hope,  that  thou  canfb  tempt 

A  fpirit  fo  refolv'd  to  tread 
Upon  thy  throat,  and  live  exempt 

from  all  the  nets  that  thou  canfl  fprcad. 
1  know  thy  forms  are  ftudied  arts,       .     , 

Thy  fubtil  ways  be  narrow  flraits; 
Thy  curtefy  but  fudden  ftarts, 

And  what  thou  call'll  thy  gifts,  are  baits. 
I  know  too,  though  thou  flrut  and  paint. 
Yet  art  thou  both  Ihrunk  up,  and  old; 
That  only  fooh  make  thee  a  faint, 

And  all  thy  good  is  to  be  fold. 
.1  know  thou  whole  art  but  a  fhop 

Of  toys,  and  trifles,  traps,  and  fnares, 
To  take  the  weak,  or  make  them  flop  : 

Yet  art  thou  falfer  than  thy  wares. 
And  knowing  this  lliould  I  yet  flay. 

Like  fuch  as  blow  away  their  lives, 
And  never  will  redeem  a  day, 

Enamour'd  of  their  golden  gyves  ? 
Or  having  'fcap'd,  fhall  I  return, 

-  And  thruft  my  neck  into  the  noofe, 
From  wtience  fo  lately  I  did  burn 

With  all  my  powers,  myfclf  to  loofc  ? 
What  bird  or  bcaft  is  known  fo  dull, 

That  fled  his  cage,  or  broke  his  chain, 
And  tailing  air  and  freedom,  wull 
Render  his  head  in  there  again  ? 
If  thefe  who  have  but  fenfe,  can  fluin 

The  engines',  that  have  them  acm^y'd  ; 
Little  for  me  had  reafon  done, 
If  I  could  not  thy  gins  avoid. 
Yes,  threaten,  do.  Alas,  I  fear 

As  little,  as  I  hope  froni  thee  : 
I  know  thou  canH  nor  fhovv,  nor  bear 
More  hatred,  than  thou  haft  to  me. 
My  tender  firft  and  fimple  years 

Thou  didft  abufe,  and  then  betray  ; 
Since  llirr'dfl  up  jealoufies  and  fears, 

When  all  the  caufes  were  away. 
Then  in  a  foil  haft  planted  me, 

Where  breathe  the  bafeft  of  thy  fools ; 
Where  envious  arts  proftfted  be, 
And  pride  aud  iguoraucc  chs  fchools  ; 


Where  nothing  is  examln'd,  weigh' J, 

But  as 'tis  rumour'd  fobtliev'd; 
Where  ev'ry  freedom  is  betray'd. 

And  ev'ry  goodnefs  tax'd  or  griev'd. 
But  what  we're  born  for,  we  muft  bear  : 

Our  frail  cfindition  it  is  fuch. 
That  what  to  all  may  happen  here. 

If 't  chance  to  me,  I  muft  not  grutch. 
Elfe  I  my  ftate  fhould  much  miftake. 

To  harbour  a  divided  thought 
From  all  my  kind  ;  that  for  my  fake, 

There  (hould  a  miracle  be  wrought. 
No  !  I  do  know,  that  I  was  born 

To  age,  misfortune,  ficknefs,  grief: 
But  I  will  bear  thefe.  with  that  fcorn, 

As  fhall  not  need  thy  falfe  relief. 
Nor  for  my  peace  will  I  go  far. 

As  wand'rers  do,  that  ftill  do  roam  ; 
But  make  my  ftrengths,  fuch  as  they  are. 

Here  in  my  bofom,  and  at  home. 

V.   Song.     Te  Celia, 

Come,  my  Celia,  let  us  prove, 
While  we  may,  the  fports  of  love  ; 
rime  will  not  be  ours  for  ever  : 
He  at  length  our  good  will  fever. 
Spend  not  then  his  gifts  in  vain, 
huns  that  fet,  may  rife  again  : 
But  if  once  we  lofe  this  light, 
'  ris  with  us  perpetual  night. 
Why  fhould  we  defer  our  joys  ? 
Fame  and  rumour  are  but  toys. 
Cannot  we  delude  the  eyes 
Of  a  few  poor  houfehcid  fples  ? 
Or  his  eafter  ears  beguile. 
So  removed  by  our  wile  ? 
'Tis  no  fin  love's  fruit  to  fteal. 
Bur  the  fweet  theft  to  reveal  : 
To  be  taken,  to  be  feen, 
Thefe  have  crimes  accounted  been, 

Vr.    To  the  fame. 

Kiss  me,  fweet :  the  wary  lover 

Can  your  favours  keep,  and  cover, 

When  the  common  courting  jay 

All  your  bounties  will  betray. 

Kifs  again    no  creature  comes. 

Kifs  and  fcore  up  wealthy  fums 

On  my  lips,  thus  hardly  fundred. 

While  you  breathe.  Firft  give  a  hundred, 

Then  a  thoufand,  then  another 

Hundred,  then  unto  the  other 

Add  a  thoufand,  and  fo  more  : 

Till  you  equal  with  the  ftore, 

All  the  grafs  that  Rumney  yields, 

Or  the  fan  da  in  Cheifea  fields. 

Or  the  drops  in  filvt  r  Thames, 

Or  the  ftars  that  gild  his  ftreams. 

In  the  filent  fummer  nights, 

When  youths  ply  their  ftol'n  delight* ; 

That  the  curious  may  not  know 

How  to  tell  'em  as  they  flow. 

And  the  envious,  when  they  find 

What  their  number  is,  be  pin'd* 
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VII.  iTswT.   That  PVtmsn  are  hut  Mens  Shadoius, 

FoLtovv  a  {hadow,  it  ftiU  flies  you, 

Seem  to  fly  it,  it  will  purfue  : 
So  court  a  niiilrels,  ftie  denies  you; 

Let  her  alone,  llie  will  court  you. 
Say,  are  not  women  truly,  then, 

Styl'd  but  the  fliadows  of  us  men  .' 
At  morn  and  even,  ihades  are  longeft  ; 

At  noon  they  are  or  fliort,  or  none  ; 
So  men  at  weakeft,  they  arc  ftrongeft, 

But  grant  us  perfciS,  they're  not  known. 
Say,  are  not  women  truly,  then, 

Styl'd  but  the  Ihadows  of  us  men  ? 

VIII.  Song.    ToShkit/fs. 

Why,  difeafe,  doft  thou  moleft 
Ladies,  and  of  them  the  b;:Il  ? 
Do  not  men,  enow  of  rites 
To  thy  altars,  by  their  nights 
Spent  in  furfeits ;  and  their  days, 
And  nights  top,  in  worfer  ways  ? 

Take  heed,  Sicknefs,  what  you  do, 
1  Ihall  fear,  you'll  furfeit  too. 
Live  not  we,  as  all  thy  flails. 
Spittles,  peft-houfe,  hofpitals, 
Scarce  will  take  our  prcfent  ftore  ? 
And  this  age  will  build  no  more  : 

'Pray  thee,  feed  contented  then, 

Sicknefs,  only  on  us  men. 

Or  if  it  needs  thy  lull  will  tafte 

Womankind,  devour  the  wade 

Livers,  round  about  the  town. 
But,  forgive  me,  wi^i  thy  crown 
They  maintain  the  truefl  trade, 
And  have  more  difeafes  made. 

What  Ihould  yet  thy  palate  pleafe  ? 

Daintinefo,  and  fofter  eafe. 

Sleeked  limbs,  and  iineft  blood  ? 

If  thy  leannefslove  fuch  food, 

There  are  thofe,  that  for  thy  fake, 

Do  enough;  and  who  would  take 

Any  pains,  yea,  think  it  price. 

To  become  thy  facrifice  ? 

That  diflll  their  hufband's  land 
.     In  decodlions;  and  are  man'd 

With  ten  emp'rics,  in  their  chamber, 

I-ying  for  the  fpirit  of  amber. 

That  for  the  oil  of  talc  dare  fpend 

More  than  citizens  dare  lend 

Them,  and  all  their  ofScers. 
,  That  to  make  all  pleafure  theirs. 

Will  by  coach  and  water  go, 

Every  ftew  in  town  to  know  ; 

T)are  eniail  their  loves  on  any. 

Bald,  or  blind,  or  ne'er  fo  many  : 

And  for  thee  at  common  game, 

Vlay  away  health,  wealth,  and  fame. 
Thefe,  Difeafe,  will  thee  deferve  : 
And  will  long,  ere  thou  fljould'il  flarve, 
On  their  beds,  moft  proltitute. 
Move  it,  as  their  humbleft  fuit. 
In  thy  juftice  to  moleft 
None  bat  them,  and  leave  the  reft. 


IX.  Sons-    2'fl  Cella, 


Drink  to  me,  only  with  thine  eyes, 

And  I  will  pledge  with  mine ; 
Or  leave  a  kifs  but  in  the  cup, 

And  I'll  not  look  for  wine. 
The  thirft,  that  from  the  foul  doth  rife, 

Doth  aik  a  drink  divine  r 
But  might  I  of  Jove's  nedlar  fup, 

I  would  not  change  for  thine. 
I  fent  thee  late  a  rofy  wreath,  ^ 

Not  fo  much  honouring  thee. 
As  giving  it  a  hope,  that  there 

It  could  not  withered  be. 
But  thou  thereon  didfl  only  breathe. 

And  fent'ft  it  back  to  me : 
Since  when  it  grows,  and  fmclls,  I  fwear, 

Not  of  itfelf,  but  thee. 

X. 

And  muft  I  fing  ?  what  fubjedl  fliall  I  choofe  ? 
Or  whoft  great  name  in  poets  heaven  ufe  ? 
For  the  more  countenance  to  my  adive  niufe  ? 

Hercules  ?  alas,  his  bones  are  yet  fore, 
V/ith  his  old  earthly  labours.  T'  exadl  more. 
Of  his  dull  godhead,  were  fin.   I'll  implore 

PhoEbus  ?  No,  tend  thy  cart  fall.  Envious  day 
Shall  not  give  out,  that  1  have  made  thee  ftay, 
Andfounder'd  thy  hoc  team,  to  tune  my  lay. 

Nor  will  I  beg  of  thee,  lord  of  the  vine. 
To  raife  my  fpirits  with  thy  conjuring  wine. 
In  the  green  circle  of  thy  ivy  twine. 

Pallas,  nor  thee,  I  call  on,  mankind  maid, 
That  at  thy  birth,  mad'ft  the  poor  fmith  afraid. 
Who  with  his  ax,  thy  father's  midwife  play'd. 

Go  cramp  dull  Mars,  light  Venus,  when  he  fnortsi 
Or  with  thy  tribade  trine,  invent  new  fports. 
Thou  nor  thy  loofenefs  with  my  making  forts. 

Let  the  old  boy,  your  fon,  ply  his  old  talk. 
Turn  the  Hale  prologue  to  fome  painted  nialk  ; 
His  abfcnce  in  my  verfe  is  all  1  alk. 

Hermes,  the  cheater,  (hall  not  mix  with  us. 
Though  he  would  fteal  his  fifler's  Pegafus, 
And  riflle  him  ;  or  pawn  his  Petafus. 

Nor  all  the  ladies  of  Ifhe  Thefpian  lake,  [make 
(Though  they  were  crulh'd  into  one  form)  could 
A  beauty  of  that  merit,  that  Ihould  take 

My  mufe  up  by  commifHon  :  no,  I  bring 

My  own  true  fire.  Now  my  thought  takes  wingj 

And  now  an  epode  to  deep  ears  I  fing. 

XI.      F.pode. 

Nor  to  know  vice  at  all,  and  keep  true  flate. 

Is  virtue  and  not  fate  : 
Ne^t  to  that  virtue,  is  to  know  vice  wellj 

And  hsr  black  fpite  expel. 
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Which  to  elTeifl  (fince  no  bread  is  fo  fure, 

Or  lafe,  but  (he'll  procure 
Some  way  of  entrance)  we  niuft  plant  a  guard 

Of  thoughts  to  watch,  and  ward 
At  th'  eye  and  ear  (the  ports  unto  the  mind) 

That  no  ftrange,  or  unkind 
Obie<ft  arrive  there,  hut  the  heart  (our  fpy) 

Givelcnowledge  inftantly, 
To  wakeful  reafon,  our  affedtions  king: 

Who  (in  th'  examining) 
Will  quickly  tafte  the  treafon,  and  commit 

Clofe,  the  clofe  caufe  of  it. 
'Tis  the  fecureft  policy  we  have, 

To  make  our  fenfe  our  flave. 
But  this  true  courfe  is  not  embrac'd  by  many  : 

By  many  ?  fcarce  by  any. 
Tor  cither  our  afFedions  do  rebel, 

Or  elfe  the  fentinel 
^That  fiiould  ring  larum  to  the  heart)  doth  flecp, 

Or  fome  great  thought  doth  keep 
Back  the  intelligence,  and  falfely  fwears. 

They're  bafe,  and  idle  fears 
Whereof  the  loyal  confcience  fo  complains. 

Thus  by  thefe  fubtle  trains, 
I)o  feveral  paffions  invade  th«  mind. 

And  ftrike  our  reafon  blind  ; 
Of  which  ufijrping  rank,  fome  have  thought  love 

The  firft  ;  as  prone  to  move 
■Moft  frequent  tumults,  horrors,  and  unrefts. 

In  our  enflamed  breads. 
But  this  doth  from  the  cloud  of  error  grow. 

Which  thus  we  overblow. 
The  thing  they  here  call  love,  is  blind  defire, 

Arm'd  with  bow,  fhafcs,  and  fire ; 
Inconftant,  like  the  fea,  of  whence  'tis  borrt, 

Rough,  fwelUng,  like  a  ftorm  : 
With  whom  who  fails,  rides  •n  the  furgc  of  fear, 

And  boils,  as  if  he  were 
Sn  a  continual  tempefl.  Now,  true  love, 

No  fuch  efFeds  doth  prove  ; 
That  is  an  efFence  far  more  gentle,  fine. 

Pure,  perfe(ft,  nay  divine  ; 
It  is  a  golden  chain  let  down  from  heaven, 

Whofe  links  are  bright  and  even. 
That  falls  like  fleep  on  lovers,  and  combines 

The  foft,  and  fweeteft  minds 
In  equal  knots :  this  bears  no  braads,  nor  darts, 

To  murther  different  hearts. 
But  in  a  calm,  and  godlike  unity, 

Preferves  community. 
O,  who  is  he,  that  (in  this  peace)  enjoys 

Th'  elixir  of  all  joys? 
,A  form  more  frefh,  than  are  the  Eden  bow'rs, 

And  lafling,  as  her  flow'rs  : 
Richer  than  time,  and  as  time's  virtue  rare  : 

Sober,  as  faddell  care  : 
A  fixed  thought,  an  eye  untaught  to  glance ; 

Who  (bleft  with  fuch  high  chance) 
Weuld,  at  fuggeftion  of  a  fleep  defire, 

Caft  himfeif  from  the  fpire 
Gf  all  hie  happinefs  ?  But  foft :   I  hear 

Some  vicious  fool  draw  near, 
•^hut  critts,  we  dream,  and  fwearg  there's  nb  fuch 

^  this  ch,afte  love  we  finjj. 
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Peace,  luxury,  thou  art  like  one  of  thofe 

Who,  being  at  fea,  fuppofe, 
Becaufe  they  move,  the  continent  doth  fo. 

No,  vice,  we  let  thee  know,  [fly^ 

Though  thy  wild  thoughts  with  fparrows  wings  dft 

Turtles  can  chaftely  die  ; 
And  yet  (in  this  t'  exprefs  ourfelves  more  clear) 

We  do  not  number  here 
Such  fpirits  as  are  only  continent, 

Becaufe  lull's  means  are  fpent : 
Or  thofe,  who  doubt  the  common  mouth  of  fame, 

And  for  their  place  and  name. 
Cannot  fo  fafely  fin.    Their  chaility 

Is  mere  neceffity. 
Nor  mean  we  thofe,  whom  vows  and  confcience 

Have  fiU'd  with  abftinence  : 
Though  we  acknowledge,  who  can  fo  abflain. 

Makes  a  moft  bleffed  gain. 
He  that  for  love  of  good»iefs  hatcth  ill. 

Is  more  crown-worthy  ftil). 
Than  he,  which  for  fin's  penalty  forbears  ; 

His  heart  fins,  though  he  fears. 
But  we  propofe  a  perfon  like  our  dove, 

Grac'd  with  a  phcenix  love  ; 
A  beauty  of  that  clear,  and  fparkling  light. 

Would  make  a  day  of  night, 
And  turn  the  blackeft  forrows  to  bright  joys  T 

Whofe  od'rous  breath  deftroys 
All  tafte  of  bitternefs,  and  makes  the  air 

As  fweet  as  flie  is  fair. 
A  body  fo  harmonioufly  compos'd, 

As  if  nature  difclos'd 
All  her  beft  fymmetry  in  that  one  feature ! 

O,  fo  divine  a  creature. 
Who  could  be  falfe  to  ?  chiefly  when  he  knows 

How  only  (he  bellows 
The  wealthy  treafure  of  her  love  on  him ; 

Making  his  fortunes  fwim 
In  the  full  flood  of  her  admir'd  perfedlion  ? 

Whatfavage,  brute  affection', 
Would  not  be  fearful  to  offend  a  dame 

Of  this  excelliug  frame  .' 
Much  more  a  noble,  and  right  gen'rous  mind 

(To  virtuous  moods  inclin'd) 
That  knows  the  weight  of  guilt ;  he  will  refrain 

From  thoughts  of  fuch  a  ftrain. 
And  to  his  fenfe  objed.  this  fentence  ever,  , 

"Manmay  fecure!yfin,but  fafely  never." 

XII.    £^!fk.      To  Elizabeth^  C»tmtefs  of  Rutland. 
MADAM, 

Whilst  that,  for  which  all  virtue  now  is  fold, 

And  almoftev'ry  vice,  almighty  gold. 
That  which,  to  boot  with  hell,  is  thought  worth 
heav'n. 

And  for  it,  life,  confcience,  yea  fouls  are  giv'n, 
Toils,  by  grave  cuftom,  up  and  down  the  court. 

To  ev'ry  fquire,  or  groom,  that  will  report 
Well  or  ill,  only  all  the  following  year, 

Jnft  to  the  weight  their  this  day's  prefentsbeap;i 
While  it  makes  huiftiersferviceable  men, 

And  fome  one  apteth  to  be  trufted  then, 
Though  never  after ;  whiles  it  gains  the  voice  ^     j 

Of  fome  grand  peer,  whofe  air  doth  make  rejoice  ■ 
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The  fool  that  gave  it ;  who  will  want,  and  weep, 
I      When  his  proud  patron's  favours  are  afleep  ; 
i  While  thus  it  buys  great  grace,  and  hunts  poor 

I  fame ;  [dame ; 
Runs  between  man  and  man  ;  'tween  dame  and 

Solders  crack'd  friendfhip  ;  makes  love  laft  a  day  ; 
Or  perhaps  lefs  :  whilil  gold  bears  all  thisfway, 

II  that  have  none  to  fend  you, fend  you  veife  ; 
1     A  prefent  which  (if  elder  writs  rehearfe 
JThe  truth  of  times)  was  once  of  more  eftcem, 

[      Than  this  our  gilt,  nor  golden  age  can  deem, 
When  gold  was  made  no  weapon  to  cut  throats, 
I      Or  put  to  flight  Aftrea,  when  her  ingots 
!  Were  yet  unfound,  and  better  plac'd  in  earth, 

Than  here, to  give  pride  fame,  and  peafantsbirth. 
[But  let  this  drofs  carry  what  price  ic  will 
I      With  noble  ignorants,  and  let  them  ftili 
IXurn  upon  fcorned  vetfe  their  quarter-face  : 

With  you,  I  know,  my  ofF'ring  will  find  grace. 
For  what  a  fm  'gainft  your  great  father's  fpirit, 

Were  it  to  think,  that  you  Ihould  not  inherit 
His  love  unto  the  mufes,  when  his  flcill 

Almoft  you  have,  or  may  have  when  you  will  ? 
Wherein  wife  nature  you  a  dowry  gave, 
i     Worth  an  eftate,  triple  to  that  you  have. 
[Beauty  I  know  is  good,  and  blood  is  more; 

Riches  thought  moft ;  but,  madam,  think  what 
1  fiore 

'The  world  hath  feen,  which  all  thefe  had  in  truft, 
I     And  now  lie  loft  in  their  forgotten  duft. 
lit  is  the  niufe  alone,  can  raife  to  heaven, 
I     And  at  her  ftrong  arms  end,  hold  up,  and  even, 
[The  fouls  Ihe  loves.  Thofe  other  glurious  notes, 

Infcrib'd  in  touch  or  marble,  or  the  coats 
[Painted,  or  carv'd  upon  our  great  mens  tombs, 
I     Or  in  their  windows,  do  but  prove  the  wombs 
That  bred  them,  graves:  when  they  were  born 
they  dy'd, 

That  had  the  mufe  to  make  their  fame  abide. 
How  many  equal  with  the  Argive  queen, 

Have  beauty  known,  yet  none  fo  famous  feen  ? 
Achilles  wa'*  not  firfl:,  that  valiant  was, 

Or,  in  an  army's  head,  that  lock'd  in  brafs 
JGave  killing  ftrokes.  There  were  brave  men  before 

Ajax,  or  (domen,  or  all  the  ftore 
That  Homer  brought  to  Troy ;  yet  none  fo  live, 

Becaufe  t,hey  lack'd  the  facred  pen,  could  give  . 
Like  life  unto 'cm.  Whoheav'd  Hercules 

Unto  the  flars  ?  or  the  Tyndarides  ? 
Who  placed  Jafon's  Argo  in  the  fky  ? 
!     Or  fet  bright  Ariadne's  crown  fo  high  ? 
Who  made  a  lamp  of  Berenice's  hair  i 

Or  lifted  Caffiopeia  in  her  chair  ? 
But  only  poets,  rapt  with  rage  divine  ?         [fhine. 

And  fuch,  or  my  hopes  fail,  fhall  mike  you 
You,  and  that  other  ftar,  that  puieft  light 

Of  all  Lucina's  train,  Lucy  the  bright. 
irhan  which  a  nobler  heav'n  itfelf  knows  not ; 
I    Who  though  {he  have  a  better  verfer  got, 
l(Or  poet,  in  the  court-account)  than  I, 

And  who  doth  me  (though  I  not  him)  envy, 
Yet  fc)r  the  timely  favours  llie  hath  done, 

To  my  lefs  fanguine  mufe, wherein  fhe  hath  won 
'My  grateful  foul,  the  fubje(S  of  her  pow'rs, 
I    i  have  already  iii'd  fomrbappy  ho«is 


To  her  remembrance   whi3K\*hen  timefiiallbringt 

To  curious  light,  to  notes,  I  then  fliall  fing,     ~ 
Will  prove  old  Orpheus'  a(S  no  tale  to  be  : 

For  I  (hall  move  ftocks,  flones,  no  lefs  than  he. 
Then  all  that  have  but  done  my  mufe  leaft  grace. 

Shall  thronging  come,  and  boaft  the  happy  place 
They  hold  in  my  ftrange  poems,  which,  as  yet. 

Had  not  their  form  toueh'd  by  an  Englilli  wit. 
There,  like  a  rich  and  golden  pyramid, 

Born  up  by  ftatues,  fhall  I  rear  your  head, 
Above  your  under  carved  ornaments. 

And  fliow  how  to  the  life  my  foul  prefents 
Your  form  impreft  there :  not  with  tickling  rhymes^ 

Or  common  places,  frlcli'd,  that  take  thcfe  times. 
But  high,  and  noble  matter,  fuch  as  flies' 

From  brains  entranc'd,  and  fill'd  with  exftafiesj' 
Moods,  which  the  godlike  Sidney  oft  did  prove, 

And  your  brave  friend  and  mine  fo  well  did  love.' 

Who,  wherefoe'er  he  be 

[Jherejihhjl.l 

XIII.   Ep'ijile  to  Kaihaiins,  Lady  Aaiivn^ 

'Tis  grown  almoC:  a  danger  to  fpeak  true- 

Of  any  good  nfind,  now  :  there  are  fo  few. 
The  bad,  by  number,  are  fo  fortify'd. 

As  what  they've  loft,  t'  expeft  they  dare  deride  j 
So  both  the  prais'd  and  praifers  fuffer  :  yet, 

For  others  ill  ought  none  their  good  forget. 
I  therefure,  who  profefs  myfelf  in  love 

With  ev'ry  virtue,  wherefoe'er  it  move. 
And  howfoever  ;  as  I  am  at  feud 

With  fyi  and  vice,  though  with  a  throne  endu'd  j 
And  in  this  name  am  given  out  dangerous 

By  arts,  and  pradice  of  the  vicious, 
Such  as  fufpedl  thcmfelves,  and  think  it  fit 

For  their  own  capital  crimes,  t'  indid  my  wit;. 
I  that  have  fuffer'd  this;   and  though  forfook 

Of  fortune,  have  not  alter'd  yet  my  look,. 
Or  fo  myfelf  abandon'd,  as  becaufe 

Men  are  not  juft,  or  keep  no  holy  law* 
Of  nature  and  fociety,  I  Ihould  faint; 

Or  fear  to  draw  true  lines,  'caufe  others  paint  ; 
I,  madam,  am  become  your  praifer;  where. 

If  it  may  ftand  with  your  foft  blufh,  to  hear 
Yourfelf  but  told  -unto  yourfelf,  and  fee 

In  my  charaifler  what  your  features  be. 
You  will  not  from  the  paper  flightly  pafs  : 

No  lady  but  at  fome  time  loves  her  glafs. 
And  this  fhall  be  no  falfe  one,  but  as  much 

Remov'd,  as  you  from  need  to  have  it  fucbi 
Look  then,  and  fee  yourfelf.  I  will  not  fay 

Your  beauty  ;  for  you  fee  that  ev'ry  day ; 
And  fo  do  many  more.  All  which  can  call 

It  perfedt,  proper,  pure,  and  natural. 
Not  taken  up  o'  th'  doiftors,  but  as  well 

As  I,  can  fay  and  fee  it  doth  excel. 
That  afks  but  to  be  cenfur'd  by  the  eyes  j 

And  in  thofe  outward  forms,  all  fools  are  wifev 
Nor  that  your  beauty  wanted  not  a  dow'r. 

Do  I  refledt.  Some  alderman  has  pow'r, 
Or  coz'ning  farmer  of  the  cuftoms  fo, 

T'  advance  his  doubtful  ifl"ue,  and  o'erflnw 
A  prince's  fortune  :  thefe  are  gifts  of  chance, 

Aud  laife  not  virtue  ;  they  msy  vice  enhafic%. 
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My  mirror  Js  more  fubtle,  clear,  refin'd, 

And  takes  and  gives  the  beauties  of  the  mind  ; 
Though  it  rejc(5l  not  thofe  of  fortune  :  fuch 

As  blood,  and  match.  Wherein,  how  more  than 
much 
Arc  you  engaged  to  your  happy  fate, 

For  fuch  a  lot  !  that  mist  ymi  with  a  ftate 
Of  fo  great  title,  birth,  but  virtue  moft. 

Without  which  all  the  reft  were  founds,  or  loft. 
'Tis  only  that  can  time  and  chance  defeat  : 

For  he  that  once  is  good,  is  ever  great. 
Wherewith  then,  madam,  can  you  better  pay 

This  blefGng  of  your  ftars,  than  by  that  way 
Of  virtue,  which  you  tread  ?  What  if  alone, 

Without  companions  ?  'tis  fafe  to  have  none. 
In  fingle  paths,  dangers  with  eafe  are  watch'd  : 

Contagion  in  the  prefs  is  fooneft  catch'd. 
This  makes,  that  wifely  you  decline  your  life 

Far  from  the  maze  of  cuftom,  error,  ftrife, 
And  keep  an  even,  aird  unalter'd  gait ; 

Not  looking  by,  or  back,  (like  thofe  that  v^ait 
Times  and  occafions,  to  ftart  forth,  and  feem) 

"Which  though  the  turning  world  may  difefteem, 
Eecaufe  that  ftudies  fped>acies  and  fhows. 

And  after  varied,  as  frefti  objecSts,  goes. 
Giddy  with  change,  and  therefore  cannot  fee 

Right,  the  right  way  ;  yet  muft  your  comfort 
be 
Your  confcience,  and  not  wonder  if  one  aflcs 

For  truth's  complexion,  where  they  all  wear 
mafks. 
Let  who  will  follow  falhions  and  attires, 

Maintain  their  liegers  forth,  for  foreign  wires 
Melt  down  their  huibands  lands,  to  pour  away 

On  the  clofe  groom  and  page,  on  New-year's 

And  a'molt  all  days  after,  while  they  live  ; 

(They  find  it  both  fo  witty,  and  fafe  to  give) 
Let  'em  on  pov/ders,  oils,  and  paintings  fpeiid. 

Till  that  no  ufurer,  nor  his  bawds  dare  lend 
Them  or  their  officers  :   and  no  man  know, 

Whether  it  be  a  face  they  wear  or  no. 
Let  'emwafte  body  and  'ftate  ;  and  after  all. 

When  their  own  parafitcs  laugh  at  their  fall, 
May  they  have  nothing  left,  whereof  they  can 

Eoaft,  but  how  oft  they  have   done  wrong  to 
man. 
And  call  it  their  brave  fin.     For  fuch  there  be 

That  do  fm  only  for  the  infamy  : 
And  never  think,  how  vice  doth  ev'ry  hour. 

Eat  on  her  clients,  and  fome  one  devour. 
You,  madam,  young  have  learn'd  to  fhun  thefe 
.fhelves,  [felves, 

Whereon  the  moft  of  mankind    wreck  them- 
And  keeping  a  jufl  courfe,  have  early  put 

Into  your  harbour,  and  all  palTage  fnut 
'Gainft  ftorms  or  pirates,  that  might  charge  your 
peace; 

For  which  you  worthy  are  the  glad  increafe 
Of  your  bleft  womb,  made  fruitful  from  above. 

To  pay  jour  lord  the  pledges  of  chafte  love. 
And  raife  a  noble  ftcm,  to  give  the  fame 

To  Clifton's  blood,  that  is  deny'd  their  name. 
Grow,  grow,  fair  tree,  and  as  thy  branches  (hoot, 

Hear  what  the  n-.ufcs  fmg  above  thy  root, 


By  me,  their  prieft  (if  they  can  ought  dirlne') 

Before  the  moons  have  fiH'd  tbcir  triple  trinc, 
To  crown  the  burden  which  you  go  withal, 

It  fliall  a  ripe  and  timely  iffue  fall, 
T'expeft  the  honours  of  great  Aubigny  : 

And  greater  rites,  yet  writ  in  myftery. 
But  which  the  fates  forbid  me  to  reveal. 

Only  thus  much  out  of  a  ravifh'd  zeal 
Unto  your  name,  and  goodnefs  of  your  life, 

They  fpcak  ;  fince  you  are  truly  that  rare  wife. 
Other  great  wives  may  blufh  at,  when  they  fee 

What  your  try'd  manners  are,  what  theirs  ftiould 
be; 
How  you  love  one,  and  him  yon  fhould,  how  ftill 

You  are  depending  on  his  word  and  will; 
Nor  falhion'd  for  the  court  or  ftrangers  eyes; 

But  to  pleafe  him,  who  is  the  dearer  prize 
Unto  himfelf,  by  being  fo  dear  to  you. 

This  makes,  that  your  affedlions  ftill  be  new. 
And  that  your  fouls  confpire,  as  they  were  gone 

Each  into  other,  and  had  nowniade  one. 
Live  that  one  ftill ;  and  as  long  years  do  paf?. 

Madam,  be  bold  to  ufe  this  trueft  glafs : 
Vv^'herein  your  form  you  ftill  the  fame  fhall  find  ; 

Becaufe  nor  it  can  change,  nor  fuch  a  mind. 

XIV.   Odi.     To  Sir  IVilliam  Sidney,  on  hit  Birih'iay. 

\ 
Now,  that  the  hearth  is  crowm'd  with  fmiling  firej 
And  fome  do  drink,  and  fome  do  dance, 
Some  ring. 
Some  fing, 
And  all  io  ftrive  t'  advance 
The  gladnefs  higher : 

Wherefore  fhould  I 
Stand  Glent  by. 

Who  not  the  leaft. 
Both  love  the  caufe,  and  authors  of  the  feafl? 

Give  me  my  cup,  but  from  the  Thefplan  well, 
That  I  may  tell  to  Sidney  what 
This  day 
Doth  fay, 
And  he  may  think  on  that 
Which  I  do  tell : 

When  all  the  noife 
Of  thefe  forc'd  joy?, 
Are  fled  and  gone. 
And  he  with  his^eft  genius  left  alone. 

This  day  fays,  then,  the  number  of  glad  years 
Are  juftly  fumm'd  that  make  you  man  ; 
Your  vow 
Muft  now 
Strlve  all  right  ways  it  can, 
T'  outllrip  your  peers  : 

Since  he  doth  lack 
Of  going  back 
Little,  whofe  will 
Dolh  urge  him  to  run  wrong,  or  to  fland  ftill* 

Nor  can  a  little  of  the  common  ftore, 
Of  nobles  virtue,  fliow  in  yOu  ;■ 
Your  blood 
So  good 
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And  great,  muft  feek  for  new, 
And  ftudy  more  : 

Nor  weary,  reft 
On  what's  deceas'd, 
For  they,  that  fwell 
With  duft  of  anceflors,  in  graves  but  dwell. 

'Twill  be  exadled  of  your  name,  whofe  fon, 
Whofc  nephev/,  whofe  grandchild  you  are  ; 
And  men 
Will  then 
Say  you  have  follow'd  far, 
When  well  begun : 

Which  muft  be  now, 
They  teach  you  how. 

And  he  that  ftays  [days. 

To  live  until  to  mo-morrow,  hath  loft  two 

So  may  you  live  in  honour,  as  in  name, 
If  with  this  truth  you  be  infpir'd ; 
So  may 
This  day 
Be  more,  and  long  defir'd  I 
And  with  the  ilame 

Of  love  be  bright, 
As  with  the  light 
Of  bonfires.     Tben 
The  birth-day  fhines,  when  logs  not  burn, 
but  men.  < 


XV. '  2*0  Htavirtt 


Good  and  great  God  !  can  I  riot  think  of  thee, 
But  it  muft  ftraight  my  melansholy  be  ? 

Is  it  interpreted  in  me  dil'eafe, 

That,  laden  with  my  ftns,  I  feek  for  eafe  ? 

0  be  thou  witnefs,  that  tlie  reins  doft  know. 
And  hearts  of  all,  if  I  be  fad  for  fliow ; 

And  judge  me  after  :  if  [  dare  pretend 

To  oBght  but  grace,  or  aim  at  other  end. 
As  thou  art  all,  fo  be  thou  all  to  mc, 

Firft,  midft,  and  laft,  converted  one  and  three, 
My  faith,  my  hope,  my  love ;  and  in  this  ftate. 

My  judge,  my  witnefs,  and  my  advocate 
Where  have  I  been  this  while  exil'd  from  thee  ? 

And  whither  rapt,  now  thou  but  ftoop'ft  to  me  \ 
Dwell,  dwell  here  ftill :   O,  being  ev'ry-where, 

How  can  1  doubt  to  find  thee  ever  here  ? 

1  know  my  ftate,  both  full  of  ftiame  and  fcorn, 

Conceiv'd  in  fin,  and  unto  labour  born, 
Standing  with  fear,  and  muft  with  hofror  fall. 

And  deftin'd  unto  judgment  after  all. 
I  feel  my  griefs  too,  and  there  fcarce  is  ground 

Upon  my  flefli  to  inflid  another  wound. 
Yet  dare  I  not  complain,  or  wifli  for  death 

With  holy  Paul,  left  it  be  thought  the  breatii 
Of  difcontent :  or  that  thefe  prayers  be 

For  wearinefs  of  life,  not  love  of  thee. 


UNDER-WOODS^ 

CONSISTING  OF  DIVERS  POEMS. 

Cinerl,  gloria  fera  venit. Mart. 


ro  rHE  READER. 

With  the  fame  leave  the  ancients  called  that  kind  of  body  ^yfoiz,  or"TX»t  in  which  there  were 
works  of  divers  nature  and  nlatter  congefled;  as  the  tnuhitude  call  timber-trees,  promifcuoufly 
growing,  a  wood  or  foreft ;  fo  I  am  bold  to  entitle  thefe  leffer  poems,  of  later  growth,  by  thi* 
•f  Underwood,  out  of  the  analogy  they  hold  to  the  Foreft  in  my  former  book,  and  no  other- 
wife. 

Ben,  Jonson. 


POEMS  OF  DEVOTION. 
7HE  SINNERS  SACRIFICE. 

TO  THE  HOLT  TRINITY. 


O  HOtT,  blcffed,  glorious  Trinity 
Of  perfons,  flill  one  God  in  Unity. 
The  faithfal  man's  believed  myftery, 

Help,  help  to  lift 
II. 
Myfelf  up  to  thce,harroW'd,  torn  and  bruis'd 
Sy  fin  and  Satan  ;  and  my  flefh  mifus'd, 
Ai&  my  heart  lies  in  pieces,  all  confus'd, 

O  take  my  gift. 
III. 
All-gracious  God,  the  finner's  facrifice, 
A  broken  heart,  thou  wert  not  wont  defpife  ; 
But  'hove  the  fat  of  rams,  or  bulls,  to  prize 

An  off 'ring  meet, 

IV. 

For  thy  acceptance.     O,  behold  me  right, 
And  take  compaflion  on  my  grievous  plight. 
What  odour  can  be,  than  a  heart  contrite, 

To  thee  more  fweet  ? 

V. 

Eternal  Father,  God,  who  didft  create 
This  all  ©f  nothing,  gav'ft  it  form  and  fate, 


And  breath'ft  into  It,  life  and  light,  with  (late 
Toworlhip  thee. 

VI. 

Eternal  God  the  Son,  who  not  deny'dft: 
To  take  our  nature  ;  becam'ft  man,  arid  dy'dft, 
To  pay  our  debts,  upon  thy  crofs,  and  cry'dft 
All's  done  in  me. 

VII. 

Eternal  Spirit,  God  from  both  proceeding, 
Father  and  Son;  the  Comforter, in  breeding 
Pure  thoughts  in  man :  with  fiery  zreal  them  feeding 

For  adls  of  grace. 
viti. 
Increafe  thofe  adts,  O  gloriohs  Trinity 
Of  perfons,  (till  one  God  in  unity  ; 
Till  I  attain  thelong'd  for  myftery 

Of  feeing  your  face; 

IX. 

Beholding  one  in  three,  and  three  in  one, 
A  Trinity,  to  ftiine  in  unity  ; 
The  gladdeft  light  dark  man  can  think  upon  | 
'  O  grant  it  me  ! 

X. 

Father,  and  Son,  and  Holy  Ghoft,  you  threCj 
All  co-eternal  in  your  majefty, 
Diftindl  in  perfons,  yet  in  unity 

One  God  to  fee, 

XI. 

My  Maker,  Saviour,  and  my  Sandlifier: 
To  hear,  to  meditaic^fweeten  my  defire. 
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With  grace,  with  love,  with'cherlfliing  entire  • 
O  then  how  blcft  1 
xir. 

Among  thy  faints  eledted  to  abide, 

And  with  thy  angels  placed,  fide  by  fide. 

But  in  thy  prefence,  truly  glorify'd 

Shall  I  there  reft  1 

^/t  Hymn  to  God  the  Father. 
Hear  me.  O  God  \ 

A  broken  heart 

Is  my  beft  part  : 
Ufe  flill  thy  rod, 

That  I  may  prove 

Therein  thy  love. 

If  thou  hadfl:  not 

Been  ftern  to  me. 

But  left  mc  free, 
I  had  forgot 

Myfelf  and  thee, 

For  fin  -s  fo  fweet, 

As  minds  ill  bent 

Rarely  repent. 
Until  they  meet 

Their  puniihment. 

Who  more  can  crave 

Than  thou  haft  done  ? 

That  gav'ft  a  Son 
To  free  a  flave  : 

Firft  made  of  nought ; 

Withal  fince  bought. 

Sin,  death,  and  hell, 

His  glorious  name 

C^ite  overcame ; 
Yet  I  rebel, 

And  flight  the  fame, 

But  I'll  come  in 

Before  my  lofs 

Me  farther  tofs, 
As  fure  to  win 

Under  his  crofs. 

Au  Hymn  on  the  T^ativHy  of  my  Saviour, 
[  SING  the  birth  was  born  to-night, 
phe  Author  both  of  life  and  light ; 

The  angels  fo  did  found  it. 
Lnd  like  the  ravifh'd  fiiepherds  faid, 
Vho  faw  the  light,  and  were  afraid. 

Yet  fearch'd,  and  true  t^ey  found  it. 

j'he  Son  of  God,  th'  Eternal  King, 
j'hat  did  us  all  falvation  bring. 

And  freed  the  foul  from  danger; 
fe  whom  the  whole  world  could  not  take, 
'he  Word,  which  heaven  and  earth  did  make, 

Was  now  laid  in  a  manger. 

I'hc  Father's  wifdom  will'd  it  fo, 
phc  Son's  obedicHce  knew  no  No, 

Both  wills  were  in  one  ftature: 
Voc.  IV. 


And  as  that  Wifdom  had  decreed. 
The  Word  was  now  made  flefli  indeed. 

And  took  on  him  our  nature. 

What  comfort  by  him  do  we  \vin, 
Who  made  himfelf  the  price  of  fin. 

To  make  us  heirs  of  glory. 
To  fee  this  babe,  all  innocence; 
A  martyr  born  in  our  defence  : 

Can  man  forget  the  flory  ? 


A  CELEBRATION  OF  CHARIS, 

IN  TEN  tYRIC  PIECES. 

1.     His  txcufe  for  Lov'.sg 

Let  it  not  your  wonder  move, 

Lefs  your  laughter,  that  I  love. 

Though  I  now  write  fifty  years, 

I  have  had,  and  have  my  peers ; 

Poets,  though  divine,  are  men  j 

Some  have  lov'd  as  old  again. 

And  it  is  not  always  face. 

Clothes,  or  fortune,  gives  the  grace ; 

Or  the  feature,  or  the  youth  : 

But  the  language,  and  the  truth. 

With  the  ardour,  and  the  paflion. 

Gives  the  tover  weight  and  faftiiou.  1 

If  you  then  will  r^ad  the  ftory, 

Firft,  prepare  you  to  be  forry. 
That  you  never  knew  till  now, 
Either  whom  to  Jove,  or  how  : 

But  be  glad,  as  foon  with  me, 

When  you  know  that  this  is  file 
Of  whofe  beauty  it  was  fung. 
She  fliall  make  the  old  man  young. 
Keep  the  middle  age  at  ftay. 
And  let  nothing  high  decay, 
Till  file  be  the  reafon  why 
All  the  world  for  love  may  die. 

II.  Hoio  be  faw  her. 

I  BEHELD  her  on  a  day 
When  her  look  out-flourifti'd  May  5 
And  her  drefling  did  outbrave 
All  the  pride  the  fields  then  have  : 
Far  I  was  from  being  ftupid, 
For  I  ran  and  call'd  on  Cupid; 
Love,  if  thou  wilt  eve»  fee 
Mark  of  glory,  come  with  me ; 
Where's  thy  quiver,  bend  thy  bow  ; 
Here's  a  fliaft,  thou  art  too  flow  1 
And,  withal,  I  did  untie 
Every  cloud  about  his  eye ; 
But  he  had  not  gain'd  his  fight 
Sooner  than  he  loft  his  might. 
Or  his  courage;  for  away 
Straight  he  ran,  and  durft  not  fl;ay, 
Letting  bow  and  arrow  fall ; 
Nor  for  any  threat  or  call 
Could  be  brought  once  back  to  look. 
I,  fdol-hardy,  there  uptook 
Both  the  arrow  he  had  quit 
And  the  bow,  which  thought  to  hie 
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"Thh  my  ch]p^  :  but  fhe  threw  I 

Such  a  li{;litniiig  (as  I  drew) 

At  my  face,  that  to(^k  my  fight 

And  my  motion  from  me  quite ; 

fo  that  there  I  ftood  a  {lone, 

3\Tock'd  ^f  all,  and  call'd  of  one 

(  Which  with  grief  and  wrath  1  heard) 

Cupid's  ftatue  with  a  heard; 

Or  elfe  one  that  played  his  ape, 

In  a  Hercules  his  fhspe. 

111.    What  he  Suffered. 

^FTER  many  frorns  like  thefe, 
Which  the  prouder  beauties  pleafe ; 
She  content  was  to  rcftore  ,  ■ ; 

Eyes  and  limbs,  to  hurt  me  more, 
And, would,  on  condition?,  be        , 
Heconcil'd  to  love  and  me. 
Firft,  that  I  muft  kneeling  yield 
Both  the  bow  and  fiuft  I  held 
Unto  her  ;  which  Love  might  take 
At  her  hand,  with  oaths,  to  make,; 
li'Ie  the  fcope  of  his  next  draught, 
Aimed  with  that  felf-fame  ihaft.  ,    ■- 
He  DO  fooner  heard  tlie  law,     . 
JBut  the  arrow  home  did  draw. 
And  (to  gain  her  by  his  art)    . 
i.efc  itfticking  in  my  heiirt  : 
l.\'hich  when  fhe  beheld  to  bleed. 
She  repented  of  the  deed,  ' 

And  w?ouId  fain  have  chang'd  the  fate, 
J3ut  tlie  pity  comes  too  late.  .■  , 

3^ofer-liko,  now,  all  my  wreak 
Is,  that  1  have  leave  to  fpeak. 
And  in  cither  profe,  or  fong, 
'i"o  revenge  me  with  my  tongue  | 
Which  how  dexteroufly  1  do,      ; 
Hear,  and  make  exan-iple  too. 

IV.    Her  Tr-iumph. 

See  fhe  chariot  at  hand  here  of  Love, 

■  'Wherein  my  iady  rideth  ! 

Each  that  dravi^s  is  a  fwan  or  a  dove. 

And  wellthe  c^rLove  guideth.. 
As  file  goes,  all  hearts  do  duty 

Unto  her  beauty, 
And  enamour'd,  il^o  wifh  fo  they  might 

But  enjoy  fuch  a  fight ; 
That  they  flill  were  to  run  by  her  fide,  [ride. 

'I  hrougii  fwords,  through  feas,  Avhither  fbe  would 

po  but  look  on  her  eyes,  they  do  light 

All  that  L.ove's  world  comprifeth  ! 
Do  but  look  on  her  hair,  it  js  bright 

As  Love's flar  when  itriferh  : 
^o  but  mark,  her  forehead's  fmoother 

Than  words  that  loothe  her  ! 
And  from  her  arched  brows,  fuch  a  grace 

Sheds  itfelf  through  the  face, 
A' alone  there  triumphs  to  the  life 
Ail  the  gain,  all  the  good  of  the  elements  flrife. 

Have  you  feen  but  a  bright  lily  grow, 
\  Before  rude  hands  have  touch'd  it  ? 


Ha'  you  mark'd  but  the  fall  o'  the  fnow 
Before  the  foil  hath  fmutch'd  it  ? 
Ha'  you  felt  the  wool  of  bever  ? 

Or  fwan's  down  ever  ? 
Or  havefraelt  o'  the  bud  o'  the  briar? 

Or  the  nar<3  in  the  fire? 
Or  have  tafted  the  b;ig  of  the  bee .' 
O  fo  white  ;  O  fo  foft '.  O  fo  fvveet  is  fhe  \ 

V.    ¥:is  Difcourfe  luitb  Cupid. 

Noblest  Charis,  you  that  are 
Both  my  fortune  and  my  ftar  ; 
And  do  govern  more  my  blood, 
Than  the  various  moon  the  flood  ', 
Hear  what  late  difcourfe  of  you 
Love  and  I  have  had,  and  true. 
'Mongft  my  mufes  finding  me, 
Where  he  chanc'd  your  naaie  to  fee 
Set,  and  to  this  fofter  llrain ; 
j  Sure,  faid  he,  if  I  have  brain, 
This  here  fung  can  be  no  other. 
By  defcription,  but  my  mother  I 
So  hath  Homer  prais'd  her  hair ; 
So  Anacreon  drawn  the  air 
Of  her  face,  and  made  to  rife 
Juft  about  her  fparkling  eyes, 
Both  her  brows  bent  like  my  bow. 
By  her  looks  I  do  her  know. 
Which  ^)U  call  my  fhafts.     And  fee  ! 
Such  my  muther'si  blufhes  be,  ' 

As  the  bath  your  verfe  difclofes 
In  her  cheeki=,  of  milk  and  rofes, 
Such  as  oft  1  wanton  in  1 
And,  above  her  even  chin, 
Have  you  plac'd  the  bank  of  kifles. 
Where,  you  fay.  men  gather  bliffcs, 
Ripen'd  with  a  breath  more  fvveet 
Than  when  fiow'rs  and  wefl-winds  meet> 
Nay,  her  white  and  polifn'd  neck,        . 
With  the  lace  that  doth  it  deck,  . 
Is  my  mother's  !   hearts  of  flain. 
Lovers,  made  into  a  chain  '.' 
And  between  each  rifing  breafl. 
Lies  the  valley  call'd  my  nelt. 
Where  I  fit  and  proyn  my  wings 
After  flight ;  and  put  new  flings 
To  my  fcafts !  her  very  name     ■ 
With  my  mother's  is  the  lame. 
I  confels  all,  I  reply'd, 
And  the  glafs  hangs  by  her  fide, 
And  the  girdle  'bout  her  waift, 
All  is  Venus,  fave  unchafte. 
But  alas,  thou  feefl  the  leaft 
Of  her  good,  who  is  the  heft 
Of  her  lex:   but  couldfl  thou,  Love, 
Call  to  mind  the  forms  that  llrovc  , 
For  the  apple,  and  thofe  three 
Make  in  one,  the  fame  were  flie. 
For  this  beauty  yet  doth  hide 
Something  more  than  thou  had  fpy'd. 
Outward  grace  weak  love  beguiles:- 
She  is  Venus  when  (he  fmiles; 
But  file's  Juno  when  fhe  walks, 
And  Minerva  when  flie  talks.   . 
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VI.   CLlwin^  a  Second  KJfs  hy  Defert. 

Charis,  giiefs,  and  do  not  niifs. 

Since  I  drew  a  morning  kifs 

From  your  lips,  and  fuck'd  an  air 

Thence,  as  fweet  as  you  are  fair. 
What  my  mule  and  I  have  done; 

Whether  we  have  loft  or  won, 

If  by  us  the  odds  were  laid, 

That  the  bride  (allow'd  a  maid) 

Look'd  not  half  I'o  frefh  and  fair, 

With  th'  advantage  oi  lier  hair, 

And  lier  jewels  to  the  view 

Of  th'  affembly,  as  did  you,! 
Or  that  did  you  fit  or  walk, 

You  were  more  the  eye  and  talk 

Of  the  court,  to-day,  than  all 

Elfe  that  glifler'din  Whitehall, 

So,  asthofe  that  had  your  fight, 

Wills'd  the  bride  were  chan:;'d  to-night, 

And  did  think  fuch  rites  were  due 

I'o  no  other  grace  but  you! 

Or,  if  you  did  move  to. night, 

In  the  dances,  with  what  fpite 

Of  your  peers  you  were  beheld, 
1  That  at  every  motion  fwell'd 

So  to  fee  a  lady  tread, 
1  As  might  all  the  Graces  lead, 
[  And  was  worthy  (being  fo  feen)  , 

To  be  envy'd  of  the  queen. 

Or  if  you  would  yet  have  flay'd, 
I  Whether  any  would  upbraid 
'  To  himfelf  his  lofs  of  time ; 
I  Or  have  charg'd  his  fight  of  crime, 
I  To  have  left  all  fight  for  you. 

Guefs,  of  thefe,  which  is  the  true  ; 
1  And,  if  fuch  a  verfe  as  this. 

May  not  claim  another  kifs. 

VII.  Beggl/i^  another,  on  colour  of  Ivf ending  the  former, 

I  For  Love's  fake,  kifs  me  once  again, 

I I  long,  and  lliould  not  beg  in  vain. 

Here's  none  to  fpy,  or  fee ; 

Wliy  do  you  not  doubt  or  flay  ? 
I'll  talle  as  lightly  as  the  bee, 
That  doth  but  touch  his  flower,  and  flies  away. 
Once  mote,  and  (faith)  I  will  be  gone. 
Can  he  that  loves  alk  lefs  than  one  ? 
Nay,  you  may  err  in  this, 
And  all  your  bounty  wrong  : 
■  This  could  be  call'd  but  half  a  kifs  ; 
What  we're  but  once  to  do,  we  fhould  do  long. 
I  will  but  mend  the  lafl,  and  tell 
Where,  how  ic  would  have  rclifli'd  well; 
Join  lip  to  lip,  and  try  : 
Each  fuck  others  breath, 
j         And  whilli  our  tongues  perplexed  lie. 
Let  who  will  think  us  dead,  or  wifh  our  death. 

VIII.     Urging  her  of  a  Pronrife. 
1  Charts  one  day  in  difcourfe 

Had  of  love,  and  of  his  force, 

Lightly  promis'd  flie  would  tell 
(What  a  man  fhe  could  love  well  t 
jAnd  that  promife  fet  on  fire 

All  that  heard  her  with  defire. 


With  the  reft  I  loBg  expeded 

When  the  work  would  be  efrs(5led  : 

V>vX  we  find  that  cold  delay, 

And  excufe  ipun  every  day. 

As,  until  flie  tell  her  one, 

We  all  fear,  flie  loveth  none. 

Therefore,  Charis,  you  niufl  do't, 

For  I  will  fo  urge  you  to't. 

You  fliall  neither  eat  nor  fleep, 

No,  nor  forth  your  window  peep, 

With  your  emiflary  eye, 

To  fetch  in  the  forms  go  by  : 

And  pronounce,  which  bnnd  or  la^ 

Better  fits  him  than  his  face; 

Nay,  1  will  not  let  you  fit 

'Fore  your  idol  glafs  a  whit,       ' 

To  fay  over  every  purl 

There,  or  to  reform  a  curl ; 

Or  with  fecretary  Cis 

To  confult,  if  fucus  this 

Be  as  gofvJ,  as  was  the  laft : 

All  your  fvi^eet  of  life  is  paft, 

Make  account,  unlefs  you  can, 

(And  that  quickly)  fpeak  your  man. 

IX.   Her  Man  Hefcribed  by  her  ozull  DtSlamm, 

Of  your  trouble,  Ben,  to  eafe  me, 
i  will  ti.-ll  what  man  would  pleafe  me. 
I  would  have  him,  if  I  could. 
Noble,  or  of  greater  blood  ; 
Titles,  I  confefs,  do  take  me. 
And  a  woman  God  did  make  me  ; 
French  to  boot,  at  leafl  in  fafliion, 
And  his  manners  of  that  nation. 

Young  I'd  have  him  too,  and  fair. 
Yet  a  man,  with  crifped  hair, 
Caft  in  thoufand  fnares  and  rings, 
For  Love's  fingers,  and  his  wings :. 
Chefnut  colour,  or  more  flack, 
Gold,  upon  a  ground  of  black. 
Venus  and  Minerva'-seyes, 
For  he  mull  lock  wanton-wife. 

Eyebrows  bent,  like  Cupid's  bow, 
Front,  an  ample  field  of  fnow  ; 
F.vsH  nofe,  and  cheek  (witlial) 
Smooth  as  is  the  billiard-ball  : 
Chin  as  woolly  as  tJie  peach ; 
And  his  lipfhould  kifilng  teach. 
Till  he  chtiifli'd  too  much  beard, 
And  make  love  or  me  afear'd. 

He  would  have  a  hand  as  foft 
As  the  down,  and  JSiow  it  oft ; 
Skin  as  fmooth  as  any  rufli, 
And  fo  thin  to  fee  a  blufli 
Rifing  through  it,  e'er  it  came  ; 
All  his  blood  ihould  be  a  flame. 
Quickly  fir'd,  as  in  beginners 
In  Love's  fchocl,  and  yet  no  finners. 

'  fwere  loo  long  to  fpeak  of  ail. 
What  we  harmouy  do  call 
In  a  body,  lliould  be  there. 
Well  he  fliould  his  clothes  to  wear  ; 
Yet  no  taylnr  help  to  make  him, 
Dreft,  you  Hill  for  man  Ihould  take  hi'mj 
N  n  ij 
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And  not  think  he  had  cat  a  flake, 
Or  were  fet  up  in  a  brake. 

Valiant  he  fhould  be  as  fire, 
Showing  danger  more  than  ire. 
Bouii'.'^ous  as  the  clouds  to  earth, 
And  p.s  honeft  as  his  birth. 
All  his  adtions  to  be  fuch, 
As  to  'io  no  thinqf  too  much.  ' 

Nor  o'erpraife,  nor  yet  condemn  ; 
Nor  out-value,  ncr  contemn; 
Kor  do  wrongs,  ror  wrongs  receive  ; 
Nor  tie  knots,  nor  knots  unweave  ; 
And  from  baferefs  to  be  free, 
As  he  durft  love  truth  and  me. 

Such  a  man,  with  every  part, 
I  could  give  my  very  heart ; 
But  of  one  if  Ihort  he  came, 
I  can  reft  me  where  I  am. 

X.   Another  Lady's  exception, prefent  at  the  bearing. 

For  his  mind,  I  do  not  care, 

That's  a  toy  that  I  could  fpare  : 

Let  his  title  be  but  great, 

His  clothes  rich,  and  band  fit  neat, 

Himfelf  young,  and  face  be  good, 

All  \  wifli  is  underftood. 

What  you  pleafe,  you  parts  may  call, 

'Tis  one  good  part  I'd  He  withal. 

The  Mnfical  Strife :  in  a  Pajloral  Dialogue. 

She.  Come,  with  our  voices,  let  us  war. 
And  challenge  all  the  fpheres. 
Till  each  of  us  be  made  a  ftar. 
And  all  the  world  turn  ears. 

He.  At  fuch  a  call,  what  beaft  or  fowl, 
Of  reafon  empty  is ! 
"What  tree  or  ftone  doth  want  a  foul  ? 
What  man  but  muft  lofe  his  ? 

She.  Mix  then  your  notes,  that  we  may  prove 
To  ftay  the  running  floods ; 
To  make  the  mountain  qviarries  move ; 
And  call  the  walking  woods. 

He.  what  need  of  me  ?  do  you  but  fing, 
Sleep,  and  the  grave  will  wake  : 
No  tunes  are  fweet,  nor  words  have  fling, 
But  what  thofe  lips  do  make. 

She.  They  fay,  the  angels  naark  each  deed. 
And  exercife  below. 
And  out  of  inward  pleafure  feed 
Gn  what  they  viewing  know. 

He.  O  ftng  not  you  then,  led:  the  befb, 
Of  angels  fhould  be  driven 
To  fall  again,  at  fuch  a  feaft  ; 
Miftaking  earth  for  heaven. 

She.  Nay,  rather  both  our  fouls  be  flrain'd 

To  meet  their  high  defire; 

So  they  in  flate  of  grace  retain'd, 

May  wifh  us  of  their  (juirc. 


THE   WORKS   OF   JONSON. 

A  Song. 

Ok  do  not  wanton  with  thofe  eyes, 

Left  I  be  fick  with  feeing ; 
Nor  caft  them  down,  but  let  them  rife, 

Left  fhame  deftroy  their  being. 
O  be  not  angry  with  thofe  fires. 

For  then  their  threat?  will  kill  me  ; 
Nor  look  too  kind  on  my  defires, 

For  then  my  hopes  will  fpill  me. 
O  do  not  fteep  them  in  thy  tears. 

For  fo  will  forrow  flay  me  ; 
Nor  fpread  them  as  diftraft  with  fears ; 

Mine  own  enough  betray  me. 


In  the  per/on  of  Womankind.      A  Song  Apologetic 

Men,  if  you  love  us,  play  no  more 

The  fools  or  tyrants  with  your  friends, 
To  make  us  ftill  fing  o'er  and  o'er, 
Our  own  falfe  praifes,  for  your  ends : 
We  have  both  wits  and  fancies  too. 
And  if  we  muft,  let's  fing  of  you. 

Nor  do  we  doubt,  but  that  we  can. 

If  we  would  fearch  with  care  and  pain. 
Find  fome  one  good,  in  fome  one  man  ; 
So  going  thorough  all  your   ftrain. 
We  fhall  at  laft,  of  parcels  make 
One  good  enough  for  a  fong's  fake. 

And  as  a  cunning  painter  takes 
In  any  curiou''  piece  you  fee, 
Mote  pleafure  wSile  the  thing  he  makes. 
Than  when  'tis  made  ;  why,  fo  will  we. 
And  having  pleas'd  our  art,  we'll  try 
To  make  a  new,  and  hang  that  by. 

Another,  in  Defince  of  their  Inconjiancy, 

Hang  up  thofe  dull  and  envious  fools 

That  talk  abroad  of  woman's  change, 
We  were  not  bred  to  fit  on  ftools, 
Our  pi  oper  virtue  is  to  range  : 

Take  that  away,  you  take  our  lives, 
Wc  are  no  women  then,  but  wives. 

Such  as  in  valour  would  excel. 

Do  change,  though  men,  and  often  fight, 
Which  we  in  love  muft  do  as  well. 
If  ever  we  will  love  aright. 

The  frequent  varying  of  the  deed, 
Is  that  which  doth  perfedion  breed, 

Nor  is't  inconftancy  to  change 

For  Vv  hat  is  better,  or  to  make 
(By  fearching)  what  before  was  ftrange. 
Familiar,  for  the  ufcs  fake  : 

The  good  from  bad  is  not  defcry'd. 
But  as  'tis  often  vext  and  try'd. 

And  this  profelTion  of  a  ftore 

In  love,  doth  not  alone  help  forth 
Our  pleafure  ;  but  prefe^^es  us  more 
From  being  forfaken,  than  doth  worth  ; 
For  were  the  worthieft  woman  curft 
To  love  one  man,  he'd  leave  her  fixifJ. 
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A  N'ymJ>L^s  Pajfion, 
I  LOVE,  and  he  loves  me  again, 

Yet  dare  I  not  to  tell  who ; 
For  if  the  nymphs  fliould  know  my  fwaini 
I  fear  they'd  love  him  too  ; 

Yet  if  he  be  not  known, 
The  pleafure  is  as  good  as  none, 
^or  that's  a  narrow  joy  is  but  our  own. 

I'll  tell,  that  if  they  be  not  glad, 

They  yet  may  envy  me  : 
But  then  if  I  grow  jealous  mad, 

And  of  them  pitied  be. 
It  were  a  plague  'bove  fcorn, 

And  yet  it  cannot  be  forborn, 
Unlefs  my  heart  would  as  my  thought  be  torn. 

He  is,  if  they  can  find  him,  fair, 

And  frefli  and  fragrant  too. 
As  fummer's  flcy,  or  purged  air, 

And  looks  as  lilies  do 

That  are  this  morning  blown  ; 

Yet,  yet  I  doubt  he  is  not  known. 
And  fear  much  more,  that  more  of  him  be  IhoWn. 

But  he  hath  eyes  fo  round,  and  bright, 

As  make  away  my  doubt, 
Where  Love  may  all  his  torches  light, 

Though  Hate  had  put  them  out : 
But  then  t'  increafe  my  fears. 

What  nymph  foe'er  his  voice  but  hears. 
Will  be  my  rival,  though  flie  have  but  ears. 

I'll  tell  no  more,  and  yet  I  love, 

And  he  loves  me ;  yet  no 
One  unbecoming  thoitglit  doth  move 

From  either  heart  I  know; 
But  fo  exempt  from  blame. 

As  it  would  be  to  each  a  fame, 
!f  love  or  fear  would  let  mc  tell  his  name^ 

On  a  Lover  s  Dajl,  mads  Sand  for  an  Hour-glafs*. 

£>o  but  confider  this  fmall  dull. 
Here  running  in  the  glafs, 
By  atoms  mov'd: 
Could  you  believe  th^t  this 
The  body  was 

Of  one  that  lov'd  ? 


*  In  the  edition  1640,  the  title  of  this  epigram  is. 
On  a  Gentlewoman  working  by  an  Hour-glafs. 
7lie  njerfes  are  lite-wife  of  a  different  meafure. 

On  a  Centle-zvsman  luerii/ig  by  an  Hour-glafs, 

"  Do  but  conOder  this  fmall  duft, 

"  Here  running  in  the  glafs  ; 
"  Would  you  believe  that  it  the  body  was 

"  Of  one  that  lov'd  ?  [fly, 

"  And  in  his  miftrefs'  flames  playing  like  a 
"  Was  turned  into  cinders  by  her  eye  ? 
"  Yes ;  as  in  life,  fo  in  their  deaths  unbleft, 
'"  A  lovers  aflies  never  can  find  reft." 
7be  above  it  coftsd  fnm  tin  Latin  of  Jerome  Ar^al- 


And  in  his  miftrefs'  flame,  playing  like  a  fly, 
Turn'd  to  cinders  by  her  eye  ? 
Yes,  and  in  death,  as  life  unbleft. 

To  have't  cxpreft, 
Ev'n  alhes  of  lovers  find  no  reft, 

My  PiHure  left  in  Scotland. 

I  NOW  think,  love  is  rather  deaf  than  blind, 
For  elfe  it  could  not  be 
That  flie, 
Whom  I  adore  fo  much,  ftiould  fo  flight  me, 

And  caft  my  love  behind  ; 
I'm  fure  my  language  to  her  was  as  fweet, 
And  every  ck>fe  did  meet 
*  In  fentence  of  as  fubtil  feet. 

As  hath  the  yo.mgeft  he, 
That  fits  in  fhadow  of  Apollo's  tree. 
Oh,  but  my  confcious  fears. 

That  fly  my  thoughts  between, 
Tel!  me  that  fbe  hath  feen 
My  hundreds  of  gray  hairs. 
Told  feven  and  forty  years. 
Read  fo  much  waile,  as  Ihe  cannot  embrace 
My  mountain  belly,  and  my  rocky  face, 
Andall  thefe  throughher  eyes,  have  llopt  her  ears. 

Againf  fealoufy. 

Wretched  and  foolifti  Jealoufy, 
How  cam'ft  thou  thus  to  enter  me  ? 

I  ne'er  was  of  thy  kind  : 
Nor  have  I  yet  the  narrow  mind 

To  vent  that  poor  deCre, 
That  others  lliould  not  warm  them  at  my  fire : 

I  wifti  the  fun  fliould  fhine 
On  all  mens  fruits  and  flowers,  as  well  as  mine. 

But  under  the  difguife  of  love. 

Thou  fay'ft,  thou  only  cam'ft  to  prove 

What  my  affccflions  were. 
Think'ft  thou  that  iove  is  heip'a  by  fear  ? 

Gi(,  get  thee  quickly  forth. 
Love's  ficknefs,  and  his  notea  want  of  worth, 

theus,  one  sf  the  mojl  ingenious  and  eLgant  of  the  modern, 
Italian  poets  ; 

Horologium  pulvereum,^umulus  Alcippi. 
Perfpicuo  in  -vitro  pul-uis  qui  diviJit  hot  as, 

Duni  vagus  a:>gufumf£i:e  recurrit  iter, 
Olim  erat  Alcippus,  qui  Gallde  ut  "uidit  ocellos^ 

Arfit,  et  ef  cacofai7iu  ah  igns  ciiiis. 
Irrequiete  cinis,  mijeros  teflabcre  amantes 

More  tuo  nulla  poffe  quietifrui. 
Iden.,  (ols  tuniulus. 
Horarum  in  -vitro  pul'uls  nur.c  men/or.  Iota 

Sunt  cineres,  urnam  conJidit  acer  amor. 
Ut,  ft  qua  extinSio  remanent  in  amore  fa-villa^^ 

Nee  jam  tutus  eat,  nee  requietus  amet, 

*  This,  and  ihe  preceding  copy,  •a.'cre  -written  in 
Scotland,  ivhen  Jonfon  paid  a  -vfil  to  Drummond  of 
Haiiithoruden,  in  the  year  1619;  and  are  printed  in 
Brummond's  -works,  -without  any  divfion,  and  -witb 
the  title  here  gii-en  to  tbefrfl,  and  a  long  infcription  tv 
Drummtnd;,  '    "     "  - 

^'  ft  iij 
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Seek  doubtitip!  men  toplcafe, 
I  ne'er  will  owe  my  health  to  a  dileafe. 

The  Dream. 

Or  fcnrn,  or  pity,  on  me  take, 
1  mufl  the  true  relation  make, 

I  am  undone  to-night  : 
Love  in  a  fubtil  dream  difgiiit  d. 
Hath  both  my  heart  and  me  lurpris'J, 
Wliom  never  yet  he  durft  attempt  awake  J 
Nor  will  he  tell  me  for  whofe  fake 
He  did  me  the  delight, 
Or  fi'ight. 
But  leaves  me  to  inquire 
In  all  my  ^vilddefire 
Of  fleep  apain,  who  was  his  aid. 
And  fiecp  fo  guilty  and  afraid. 
As  Ciice  he  dares  not  come  within  my  fights 

An  Epitaph  on  A'Tafur  Vincent  Corbet. 

I  HAVE  my  piety  too,  which,  could 

It  vent  itfelf,  but  as  it  would, 

Would  fay  as  much  as  both  have  done 
Before  me  here,  the  friend  a:nd  fon  : 

Fnr  I  both  loft;  a  friend  and  father, 

Of  him  whofe  bones  this  grave  doth  gather  j 
Dear  Vincent  Corbet,  who  fo  long 
Had  wreftled  with  difeales  ftrorg, 

That  though  they  did  pofiefs  each  limb. 

Yet  he  broke  them,  ere  they  could  him. 
With  the  juft  canon  of  his  life  ; 
A  life  that  knew  nor  noife,  nor  ftrife  } 

Ent  was  by  fweetning  fo  Iiis  will, 

AH  order  and  difpofure  ftill. 

His  mind  as  pure,  and  neatly  kept. 
As  were  his  nurferies,  and  fwept 

So  of  uncleannefs  or  offence, 

That  never  came  ill  odour  thence  ! 
And  add  his  adlions  unto  thefe. 
They  were  as  fpecious  as  his  trees. 

'Tjs  true  he  could  not  reprehend. 

His  very  manners  taught  t'  amend, 

They  were  fo  even,  grave,  and  holy; 
No  flubboninefs  fo  fiiff,  nor  folly 

To  licence  ever  was  fo  light. 

As  twice  to  trefpafs  in  his  fight ; 

His  locks  would  fo  corredt  it,  when 
It  chid  the  vice,  yet  not  the  men. 

Much  from  him,  I  profefs,  I  won. 

And  more,  and  more,  I  fhruld  have  done, 
But  that  I  underftood  him  fcant, 
Now  I  conceive  him  by  my  want ; 

And  pray  who  (hall  my  forrows  read, 

That  they  for  me  therr  tears  will  flied  ; 
For  truly,  fince  he  left  fo  be, 
I  feel,  I'm  rather  dead  than  he! 

Reader,  whofe  life  and  name  did  e'er  become 

An  jpitaph,  deferv'd  a  tomb  : 
Nor  wants  it  here  through  penury  or  floth, 

Who  makes  the  one,  fo  it  be  the  tirfl,  makes 
both. 


OF    J  O  N  S  0  N. 

An  Epyilc  tu  Sir  Edtvard  SoiiviUe,  noiv  Ear! of 

Borf.t. 

If  J'ackville,  all  that  have  the  power  to  do 

Great  and  good  turns,  as  well  could  time  them  too. 

And  knew  their  how  and  where,  we  (hould  have 

then 
I.cfs  lift  of  proud,  hard,  rr  ungrateful  men. 
For  benefits  are  uw'd  with  the  fame  mind 
As  they  are  done,  and  fuch  returns  they  find  : 
You  then,  whofe  will  not  only,  but  dcfire 
To  fuccuur  my  ncceftities,  took  fire 
Not  at  my  prayers,  hut  your  fenfe,  which  laid 
The  way  to  meet,  what  others  would  upbraid, 
And  in  the  a<ft  did  fo  my  blufh  prevent, 
As  I  did  feel  it  done,  as  foon  as  meant  : 
You  cannot  doubt,  but  I  who  freely  know 
This  good  from  you,  as  freely  will  it  owe; 
And  though  my  fortune  humble  me  to  take 
The  fmallefl  courtefies  with  thanks,  I  make 
Yet  choice  from  whom  I  take  them  ;  and  would 

fhame 
To  have  fuch  do  me  good,  I  durfl;  not  name  : 
They  are  the  noblcft  benefits,  and  fink 
Decpeft  in  man,  of  which,  when  he  doth  think, 
The  memory  delights  him  more,  from  whom 
Than  what  he  hath  receiv'd.     Gifts  (link  from 

fome. 
They  are  fo  long  n  coming,  and  fo  hard ; 
\\''here  any  deed  is  forc'd,  the  grace  is  marr'd. 

Can  I  owe  thanks  for  courtefies  receiv'd 
Againfl  his  will  that  does  'em  ?  that  hath  weav'd 
Excufes  or  delays  ?  or  done  'em  fcant. 
That  they  have  more  oppreft  me  than  my  want  ? 
Or  if  he  did  it  not  to  fuccour  me. 
But  by  mere  chance  ?  for  intereft  ?  or  to  free 
Himfelf  of  farther  trouble,  or  the  weight 
Of  prefTure,  like  one  taken  in  a  (Vrait  ? 
All  this  corrupts  the  thanks  :   lefs  hath  he  won. 
That  puts  it  in  his  debt-book  ere't  be  done; 
Or  that  doth  found  a  trumpet,  and  doth  call 
His  grooms  to  witnefi-  ;  or  elfe  lets  it  fall 
In  that  proud  manner,  a^  a  gond  fo  gain'd, 
Muft  make  me  fad  fir  what  !  l-.ave  obtain 'd.  [face. 

No  !  gifts  and  thanks  fiiould  have  one  cheerful 
So  each  that's  done,  and  ta'en,  becomes  a  brace. 
He  neither  gives,  or  does,  that  d.th  delay 
A  benefit :  or  that  doth  throw't  away. 
No  more  than  he  doth  th.ink,  that  will  receive 
Nought  but  in  corners,  ard  is  loth  to  leave 
l.eaft  air,  or  print,  but  flies  it :  fuch  men  would 
Run  from  the  ccnfcience  of  it,  if  they  could. 

As  1  have  feen  fome  infants  of  the  fword 
Well  known,  and  praclis'd  borrowers  on  their 

v^rord, 
Give  thanks  by  ftealth,  and  whifpering  in  the  ear. 
For  what  they  ftraight  would  to  the  world  for-* 

fwear  ; 
And  fpeaking  worft:  of  thofe  from  whom  they  went 
But  then  fili-fill'd,  to  rut  me  off  the  fcent. 
Now,  dam'me,  Sir,  if  you  (liall  not  command 
IVIy  fword  ('tis  but  a  poor  fword  underHand) 
As  far  as  any  poor  fword  i'  the  l.md  ; 
Then  turning  unto  hini  is  ne.Kt  at  iiand, 
Dr.mns  whom  he  damn'd  too,  is  the  veiieft  gull, 
H'as  feathers,  and  will  fcrve  a  man  to  pull. 


U  NDE  R- 

Are  they  not  worthy  to  be  sr.fwer'd  fo. 
That  to  fuch  natures  let  their  full  hands  fiow, 
A^iil  feek  no  wants  tofuccour  ;   but  inquire. 
Like?  money-brokers,  after  names,  and  hire 
iTbeir  bounties  forth,  to  him  that  hft  was  made, 
Or  (lands  to  be'n  coniinifTioa  o'  the  blade  ? 
Srili,  ftill  the  hunters  of  falfc  f^me  apply 
Their  thouj^hts  and  means  to  makingloud  the  cry: 
But  one  is  hirten  by  the  dog  he  fed, 
And  hurt,  feeks  cure;  the  (urgeon  bid;  take  bread, 
And  fpunge-like  with  it  dry  up  the  blood  qi;ite  : 
Then  give  it  to  the  hound  that  did  him  bite  : 
Pardon,  fays  he,  that  were  a  way  to  fee 
•All  the  towi>curs  take  each  their  fnatch  at  me. 
O,  is  it  fu  ?  knows  he  fo  much  ?  and  will 
Feed  thofe,  at  whom  the  table  points  at  ftill  ? 
I  not  deny  it,  but  to  help  the  need 
Of  any,  ii^  a  great  and  gen'rous  deed  : 
Yea,  of  th'  ungrateful ;  and  he  forth  mud  tell 
Many  a  pound,  and  piece  will  place  one  well; 
But  thefe  men  ever  want ;  their  very  trade 
Is  borrowing;  that  but  ftopt,  they  do  invade 
All  as  their  prize,  turn  pirates  here  at  land. 
Ha'  ihcir  Bermudas,  and  their   Streights  i'  th' 
'■  Strand  ;  -        ,.' 

Mao  out  tlieir.boats  to  th' Temple,  and  not  fhjft 
Now,  but    command;   make    tribute    what  was 

gift. 
And  it  is  paid  'em  vi'ith  a  trembling  zeal. 
And  fuperftition,  I  dare  fcarce  reveal. 
If  it  were  clear;  but  being  fo  in  cioud 
Carried  and  wrapt,  1  only  am  allow'd        . 
My  wonder  !  why  thC:  taking  a  clown's  ptirTe, 
Or  robbing  the  poor  market-folks,  flsould  nurfe 
Such  a  religious  horror  in  the  brealls 
Of  our  town-gallantry  I  or  why  there  refls 
Sure  wprfliip  due  to  kicking  of  a  punk  ! 
Or  fwaggering  vvMth  the  watch,  or  drawer  drunk; 
Or  feat?  of  darkncfs  adied  in  mid-fun. 
And  told  of  with  more  licence  than  th'  were  done  1 
Such  there  is  niyftery  in  it  I  not  know, 
That  men  furh  reverence  to  fuch  aitions  fliow ! 
And  alnioft  deify  the  authors  1   make 
JLoud  facrifice  of  diink,  for  their  health's  fake: 
iLtac  flippers  in  their  names  1    and  Ipend  whole 
;  nights  ,  . 

Unto  their  praife  in  certain  fwearing  rites: 
Cannot  a  man  be  reck'ned  in  the  ftate 
Of  val  jur,  hut  at  this  idolatrous  rate  ? 
1  thought  ijiat  fortitude  liad  been  a  mean 
Twixt  fear  and  raflmel's ;  not  a  lull  obfcene 
Or  appetite  of  offending,  but  a  (kill 
Or  fcience  of  difctrning  t;ood  ^.nd  ill. 
And  you,  Sir,  know  it  well,  to  v/hora  I  write, 
1  hat  wiih  tlicfe  mixtures  vve  put  out  her  light; 
Her  ends  are  honelly,  and  public  good  I 
And  where  they  want,  flie  is  not  underftood. 
No  more  are  thefe  of  us,  let  them  tlien  go, 
I  have  the  litl  of  mine  own  faults  to  know, 
J.o<ik  to  and  cure  :  he's  not  a  man  hath  none. 
But  like  to  be,  that  rvery  day  mends  one. 
And  feels  it :   elfe  he  tarries  by  the  beaft  ; 
Can  I  difcern  how  fliadovvs  are  decreaft. 
Or  grown  by  hci;,;ht  or  lownefs  o'f  the  fun  ? 
And  can  I  lefs  cf  iubHiUce  ?  when  1  run, 
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Ride,  fail,  a:n  coach'd,  know  T  ho^'  far  1  have  gone  j 
And  my  mind's  motion  not  ?  or  have  I  none  ; 
No  !  he  muft  feel  and  know,  that  will  advance. 
Men  have  lieen  great,  but  never  good  by  chance. 
Or  on  the  fcdden.   It  were  ftrange  that  he 
Wiio  was  this  morning  fuch  a  one,  fhouid  be 
Sydney  ere  night  ?  or  that  to  go  to  bed 
Coriat,  fbould  rife  the  mod  fufficient  head 
Uf  ChriHendom;  and  neither  of  thefe  know, 
Were  {he  rack  offer'd  them,  how  they  came  fo  5 
'  ("i^  by  degrees  that  men  arrive  at  glad 
Profit,  in  ought  each  day  fome  little  add. 
In  time  'twill  be  a  heap  :   this  is  not  true 
Alone  in  money,  but  in  manners  too. 
Yet  we  muft  more  than  move  ftill,  or  go  on, 
We  muft  accomplifh  :   'ris  the  laft  key-ftone 
That  makes  the  arch  ;  the  reft  that  there  were  put 
Are  nothing  till  that  comes  to  bind  and  fliut 
Then  ftands  it  a  ttiiimphal  mark!  then  men 
Oi)ferve  the  ftrength,  the  height,  the  why,  and 

when 
It  was  ereci,;d  ;  and  ftill  walking  undcf^ 
Meet  f-mie  new  matrer  to  look  up  and  wondT  1 
Sucii  notes  are  virtuous  men !  they  live  as  fuft 
As  they  are  high;   are  rooted,  and  will  laft. 
They  need  no  Itiltg,  nor  rife  upon  their  toes. 
As  if  they,  woald  bely  their  ftature  ;  thofe 
Are  dwarfs  of  honour,  and  have  neither  weight 
Nor  fafliitm  ;  if  they  chance  afpire  to  height, 
Tis  like  light  canes,  that  firft  rife  big  and  brave, 
Sha<-t  forth  in  fmooth  and  comely  fpaces  ;  have 
But  few  and  fair  divifions;  but  being  got 
Aloft,  grow  lefs  and  rtreightned  :   full  of  knot. 
And  laft,  go  out  in  nothing  ;  you  that  fee 
Their  difference,  cannot  choofe  which  you  will  be. 
You  know  (x'^ithout  my  flattering  you)  too  much 
For  me  to  be  your  indice.     Keep  you  fuch, 
I'hat  i  may  love  your  perfon  (as  1  do) 
Without  your  gift,  though  I  can  rate  that  too. 
By  thanking  th\is  the  courtefy  to  life, 
Which  you  will  bury,  but  therein  the  ftrife 
May  grow  fo  great  to  be  example,  when 
(As  their  true  iu!e  or  leffun)  either  men, 
Donnors  or  Donnees,  to  their  practice  fhall 
Find  you  to  reckon  nothing,  me  owe  all. 

An  Ep'ijlle  to  Mr.  °john  S  el  J  en, 

I  KNOW  to  whom  I  write  here,  I  am  fure, 
I'iiougli  I  am  fliort,  I -cannot  be  obfcure  : 
I>efs. ihall  I  f.ii  the  art  or  drefting  care, 
Truth,  and  the  Graces  beft,  when  naked  are. 
Your  book,  my  Seldcn,  1  huve  read  *,  and  nxuch 
Was  trufted,  that  you  tliough'  my  judgment  iucfr 
'I"o  a/lc  it :   though  in  moft  of  works ^it  be 
A  penance  where  a  man  may  not  be  free; 
Ratlier  than  office,  when  it  doth,  or  may 
Chance  that  the  friend's  affciilions  prove  allay 
Unto  the  ttnfure.  Yours  all  need  doth  fly 
Of  this  fo  tieious  humanity. 
Thar!  which  there  is  not  un'o  ftudy,  a  mors 
Pcrrricious  enemy  :  we  foe  before 
A  many  of  books,  even  good  judgments  wound 
Themfilves,  through  favouring  what  is  there  i>ot 
found; 
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But  I  on  yours  far  othcrwife  fliall  do 
Kot  fly  the  crime,  but  the  fufpicion  too  : 
Though  I  confcls  (as  every  mufe  hath  err'd, 
i\ndmine  not  leaft)  I  have  too  oft  preferr'd 
Men  pad  their  terms,  and  prais'd  fome  names  too 

much, 
But  'twas  with  purpofe  to  have  made  them  fuch ; 
Si'.ice  being  deceiv'd,  I  turn  a  fharper  eye 
Upon  myfelf,  and  a(k  to  whom  ?  and  why  ? 
And  what  I  write  ?  and  vex  it  many  days 
Before  men  gtt  a  verfe  ;  much  lefs  a  praife  : 
So  that  my  reader  is  affur'd,  I  now 
Mean  what  ^  fpeak,  and  ftill  will  keep  that  vow. 
Stand  forth  my  objeft,  then,  you  that  have  been 
Ever  at.  home  ;  yet  have  all  conntries  feen  : 
And  like  a  compafs,  keeping  one  foot  ftill 
tJpon  your  centre,  do  your  circle  fill 
Of  general  knowledge  ;  watch'd  men,  manners  too. 
Heard  what  times  paft  have  faid,feen  what  ours  do: 
"Which  grace  fhall  I  make  love  to  firft  ?  your  Ikill, 
Or  faith  in  things  ?  or  is't  your  wealth  and  will 
T'  inftrudt  and  teach  ?  or  your  unweary'd  pain 
Of  gathering  ?  bounty  in  pouring  out  again  ? 
What  fables  have  you  vext !  what  truth  redeem'd! 
Antiquities  fearch'd  !  opinions  difefteem'd  1 
Impoftures  branded  !  and  authorities  urg'd  I 
What  blots  and  errors  have   you  watch'd  and 

purg'd 
Records  and  authors  of  1  how  redified, 
Times,  manners,  cuftoms  !  innovations  fpied  I 
Sought  out  the  fountains,  fources,  creeks,  paths, 

ways, 
And  noted  the  beginnings  and  decays  1 
Where  is  that  nominal  mark,  or  real  rite, 
J'orm,  a&  or  enfign,  that  hath  'fcap'd  your  fight  ? 
llow  are  traditions  there  examin'd  1  how 
Conjedtures  retriev'd  1  and  a  ftory  now 
And  then  of  times  (befides  the  bare  condudt 
Of  what  it  tells  us)  weav'd  into  inflrud. 
I  wonder'd  at  the  richnefs,  bu-  am  loll, 
To  fee  the  workmanfliip  fo  exceed  the  cofl '. 
To  mark  the  excellent  leas'ning  of  your  ftyle 
And  manly  elocution  !  not  one  while 
With  horror  rough,  then  rioting  with  wit '. 
But  to  the  fubjeft  ftill  the  colours  fit. 
In  fliarpnefs  of  all  fearch,  wifdom  of  choice, 
Newnefs  of  fenfe,  antiquity  of  voice  ! 

I  yield,  I  yieid,  the  matter  of  your  praife 
Flows  in  upon  me,  and  I  cannot  raife 
A  bank  againft  it.  Nothing  but  the  round 
Large  clafp  of  nature  fuch  a  wit  can  bound.    - 
Monarch  in  letters '.  'mongfl  their  titles  Ihown 
Of  others  honours,  thus  enjoy  thy  own. 
I  firfl  falute  thee  fa ;  and  gratulate 
With  that  thy  ftyle,  thy  keeping  of  thy  ftate  ; 
In  offering  this  thy  work  to  no  great  name. 
That  would,  perhaps,  have  prais'd  and  thank'd  the 

fame. 
But  nought  beyond.  He  thou  haft  giv'n  it  to. 
Thy  learned  chamber-fellow,  knows  to  do 
It  true  refpcdls.  He  will  not  only  love. 
Embrace,  and  cherilh,  but  he  can  approve 
And  eftimate  thy  pains,  as  having  wrought 
In  the  fame  mioes  of  knowledge;  and  thence 

brought 
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Humanity  etiuugh  to  be  a.  friend, 

And  ftreng-h  to  be  a  champion,  and  defend 

Thy  gift  'gainft  envy.  O  how  1  do  couht 

Among  my  comings  in,  and  fee  it  mount, 

'Ihe  grain  of  your  two  friendlhips  !  Hay  ward  anj 

Selden  !  two  names  that  fo  much  underftand ! 

On  whom  I  could  take  up,  and  ne'er  abufe 

The  credit,  what  would  furnifli  a  tenth  mufe ! 

But  here's  no  time  nor  placc»my  wealth  to  tell, 

You  both  are  modeft.     So  am  I.     Farewell. 

An  EptJlU  to  a  Friend  to  pcrfuade  him  to  the  Wars. 
Wake,  friend,  from  forth  thy  lethargy .   the  drum 
Beats  brave  and  loud  in  Europe,  and  bids  come 
All  that  dare  roufe  :   or  are  not  loth  to  quit 
Their  vicious  eafe,  and  be  o'erwhelm'd  with  it. 
It  is  a  call  to  keep  thefpirits  alive 
That  gafp  for  aftiun,  and  would  yet  revive 
Man's  buried  honour,  in  his  lleepy  life  : 
Quickning  dead  nature  to  her  nobleft  ftrife. 
All  wther  ads  of  worldlings  are  but  toil 
In  dreams,  begun  in  hope,  and  end  in  fpoil. 
Look  on  th'  ambitious  man,  and  fee  him  nurfe 
His  unjuft  hopes,  with  praifes  begg'd,  (or  worfe) 
Bought  flatteries,  the  iffuc  of  his  parfe, 
fill  he  become  both  their  and  his  own  curfe ! 
Look  on  che  falfe  and  cunning  man,  that  loves 
No  perfon.  nor  is  lov'd  :  what  ways  he  proves 
To  gain  upon  his  belly ;  and  at  laft 
Crufli'd  in  the  fnaky  brakes  that  he  had  paft  1 
See  the  grave,  four  and  fupercilious  fir. 
In  outward  face,  but  mward,  light  as  fur, 
Or  feathers;  lay  his  fortune  out  to  fliow. 
Till  envy  wound  or  maim  it  at  a  blow  1 
See  him  that's  call'd,  and  thought  the  happieft 

man, 
Honour'd  at  once,  and  envy'd  (if  it  can 
Be,  honour  is  fo  mix'd)  by  fuch  as  would 
For  all  their  Ipite,  be  like  him,  if  they  could  : 
No  part  or  corner  man  can  look  upon. 
But  there  are  objcds  bid  him  to  be  gone 
As  far  as  he  can  fly,  or  follow  day. 
Rather  than  here  fo  bogg'd  in  vices  ftay  : 
The  whole   world  here  leavcn'd  with   madne& 

fwells ; 
And  being  a  thing  blown  out  of  nought,  rebels 
Againft  his  Maker,  high  alone  with  weeds. 
And  impious  rankiiefs  of  ail  ftdls  and  feeds  : 
Not  to  be  check'd  or  frighted  now  with  late. 
But  more  licentious  made  and  defperate  ! 
Our  delicacies  are  grown  capital, 
And  ev'n  our  fports  are  dangers !  what  we  call 
Friendfliip,  is  now  maik'd  hatred  1  juftice  fled, 
And  ftiamefac'dncfs  together  '   all  laws  dead 
That  kept  man  living  ;  pleafures  only  fought  1 
Honour  and  honcfty,  as  poor  things  thought 
As  they  are  made  1  pride  and  ftiff  clownage  mixt 

[fix'd 
To  make  up  greatnefs !  and   man's  whole  good 
In  bravery,  or  ghittony,  or  coin. 
All  which  he  makes  the  fervants  of  the  groin, 
Thither  it  flows;  how  much  did  Stallion  fpend 
To  have  his  court-bred  fiiley  there  commend 
His  lace  and  ftarch ;   and  fall  upon  her  back 
In  aduiiration,  ftretch'd  upon  the  rack 
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Of  lull,  to  his  rich  fuit,  and  title, lord  ? 

I,  that's  a  charm  and  half !  ftie  muft  afford 

That  all  refped ;  flie  muft  lie  down  :  nay  more, 

*Tis  there  civility  to  be  a  whore  : 

He's  one  of  blood  and  faihion  '   and  with  thefe 

The  bravery  makes,  (he  can  no  honour  leefe. 

To  do't  with  cloth,  or  fluffs,  luft's  name  might 

merit ; 
With  velvet,  plufh,  and  tifTues,  it  is  fpirit. 

O  thefe  fo  ignorant  monfters !  light,  as  proud. 
Who  can  behold  their  manners,  and  not  cloud- 
Like  upon  them  lighten  ?  If  nature  could 
Not  make  a  verfc,  anger  or  laughter  would. 
To  fee  *em  aye  difcourfing  with  their  glafs. 
How  they  may  make  fome  one  that  day  an  afs. 
Planting  their  purls,  and  curls,  fprcad  forth  like 

net, 
And  every  drelfing  for  a  pit-fall  fet 
To  catch  the  flefh  in,  and  to  pound  a  — — — 
Be  at  their  vifits,  fee  'em  fqucamifh,  fick, 
Ready  to  caft  at  one  whofe  band  fits  ill. 
And  then  leap  mad  on  a  neat  pickardill ; 
As  if  a  brize  were  gotten  i*  their  tail. 
And  firk,  and  jerk,  and  for  the  coachman  rail. 
And  jealous  each  of  other,  yet  think  long 
To  be  abroad  chanting  fome  bawdy  fong. 
And  laugh,   and   meafure   thighs,    then  fqueak, 

fpring,  itch. 
Do  all  the  tricks  of  a  fait  lady  bitch  : 
For  t'other  pound  of  fweetmeats,  he  fhall  feel 
That  pays,  or  what  he  will.     The  dame  is  fteel  : 
For  thefe  with  her  young  company  ihe'Il  enter, 
Where  Pjttes  or  Wright,  or  Modet  would  net 

venture, 
And  comes  by  rhcfe  degrees  the  flyle  t'inherit 
Of  woman  of  faibion,  and  a  lady  of  fpirit : 
Nor  is  the  title  queltion'd  with  our  proud. 
Great,  brave  and  fafhion'd  folk,  thefe  are  allow'd  ; 
Adulteries  now,  are  not  fo  hid,  or  ftrange, 
They're  grown  commodity  upon  exchange ; 
He  that  will  follow  but  another's  wife, 
Is  lov'd,  though  he  let  out  his  own  for  life  : 
The  hufband  now's  call'd  churlifh,or  a  pc.or 
Nature,  that  will  not  let  his  wife  be  a  whore ; 
Or  ofe  all  arts,  or  haui.t  ail  companies 
That  may  corrupt  her  even  in  his  eyes. 
The  brother  trades  a  fifter,  and  the  friend 
Lives  to  the  lord,  but  to  the  lady's  end. 
Lefs  muft  not  be  thought  on  than  miftrefs  :  or 
If  it  be  thought,  kiU'd  like  her  embrions  ;  for 
Whom  no  gi^'at  miilrcls,  bach  as  yet  infam'd 
A  fellow  of  coarl'e  letchery,  isnam'd 
The  fcrvant  of  the  fervirg  woman  in  fcorn. 
Ne'er  came  to  tafte  the  plenteous  marriagi-horn. 

Thus  they  do  talfc      .-^nd  are  thefe  objedts  fit 
For  man  to  fpend  his  money  on  ?  his  wit  ? 
His  time  ?  health  ?  foul  i    Will  he  for  thefe  go 

thrij.Y 
Thofe  thv  ul^nds  on  his  back,  fhall  aftf.r  blow 
His  body  t.  the  Counters,  or  the  Fleet  ? 
Is  it  for  thefe  that  fine  man  r.-.eets  the  ftreet    [day, 
Coach'd,    jr     n  foot-cloth,  thrice  chang'd  every 
To  teach  each  fuit  he  lias  the  jeady  way 
From  Hyde-park  to  the  'lage,  where  at  the  laft 
His  dear  snd  borrow'd  bravery  he  Qiuft  call  i 


When  not  his  combs,  his  curling-irons,  his  glafs, 
Sweet  bags,  fweet  powders,  nor  fweet  words  wiU 
pafs 

For  lefs  fecurity  ?  O for  thefe 

Is  it  that  man  pulls  on  himfi-lf  difeafe  ? 

Surfeit  '  and  quarrel  ?  drinks  the  other  health  ? 

Or  by  damnation  voids  it  ?  or  by  ftealth  ? 

What  fury  of  late  is  crepi  int<'  our  feafts  ? 

What  honour  given  to  the  drunkeneft  guefts? 

What  reputation  to  bear  one  glafs  more  ? 

When  oft  the  bearer  is  born    lUt  of  door  ? 

This  hath  our  ill  us'd  freedom,  and  loft  peace       ' 

Brought  on  us,  and  will  every  hour  increafe. 

Our  vices  do  not  tarry  in  a  place, 

But  being  in  motion  llill,  (nr  rather  in  a  race) 

Tilt  one  upon  anorher,  and  now  bear 

This  way.  now  that,  as  if  their  number  were 

More  than  themfelves,  or  than  our  lives  could  take. 

But  both  fell  preft  under  the  load  they  ;-'iake. 

rUbid  thee  look  no  more,  but  flee,  flee,  friend. 
This  precipice,  and  rocks  that  have  no  end. 
Or  fide,  hut  threatens  ruin      The  whole  day 
Is  not  enough,  now,  but  the  nights  to  play  : 
And  whilft  our  ftates,ftrength,body  and  niindwc 

wafte; 
Go  make  ourfelves  the  ufurers  at  a  caft. 
He  that  no  more  for  age,  cramps  palfies  can     , 
Now  ufe  the  bones,  we  fee  doth  hire  a  man 
To  take  the  box  up  for  him  ;  and  purlues 
The  dice  with  glaffen  eyes,  to  the  glad  views 
Of  what  he  throws  :  like  letchers  grow  content 
I'o  be  beholders  when  their  powers  are  fpent. 

Can  we  not  leave  tins  worm  ?  or  will  we  not! 
Is  that  the  truer  excufe  ?  or  have  we  got 
In  this,  and  like  an  itch  of  vanity, 
That  fcratching  now's  our  beft  felicity  ? 
Well,  let  it  go      Yet  this  is  better  than 
To  lofe  the  forms  and  dignities  of  men, 
To  flatter  my  good  lord,  and  cry  his  bovirl 
Runs  fweecly,  as  it  had  his  li>idfhip's  foul : 
i-\i(hough,  perhaps  i'  has,  what's  that  to  me. 
That  may  ftand  by,  and  hold  my  peace  ?  will  he 
When  I  am  hoarfc  with  praifing  his  each  caft, 
Give  me  but  that  again,  that  I  muft  wafte 
In  iugar  candied,  or  in  butter'd  beer,  ~ 

Fur  the  recovery  of  my  voice  :'   No,  there 
Pardon  his  lordihip,  fiatt'ry's  grown  fo  cheap 
With  him,  for  he  is  foliowed  with  that  heap, 
I'hat  watch  and  catch,  at  what  they  may  applaud 
x-\9  a  poor  fingie  flatterer,  without  bawd 
is  noihiiig,  fuc'i  f^aroc  meat  and  drink  he'll  give,. 
But  he  that's  both,  and  fl.tvc  to  both,  fhall  live. 
And  be  belov'd,  while  the  whores  lafl:      O  times  ! 
Friend,  fly   from  hence,    and  let    thefe  kindled 
rhymes  [ipies. 

Light  thee  from  hell  on  earth;  where  fiatteierg. 
Informers,  mafters  both  of  arts  and  lies  : 
Lewd  flanderers.lofc  whifperers,  that  let  blood 
rhe  life,  and  fame-veins  (yet  not  underftood 
Of  the  poor  fufferers)  where  the  envious,  proud, 
Ambitious,  fa(5iious,  fuperltitious,  loud 
Boafters,  and  perjur'd,  with  the  infinite  r^ore 
Prevaricators  fvvarm  :   of  which  the  ftore 
(Becaufe  they're  everywhere  amongft  mankind 
fapread  thcough  the  world)  is  eafier  far  to  find, 
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Than  once  to  number,  or  bring  forth  to  hand, 
3"hf)Ugh  thou  wert  mufter-mafter  of  the  land. 

Go  quit  'em  all.     And  take  along  with  thee. 
Thy  true  friend's  wifiies,  Colby,  which  fliall  be, 
That  ihinebc  juft  and  honefl,  that  thy  deeds 
Not  wound  thy  confcience,  when  thy  body  bleeds  ; 
That  thou  doft  all  thing?  more  for  truth  than  glory, 
And  never  but  for  doing  wrong  be  forry  ; 
That  by  commanding  firft  thyfclf,  thou  mak'ft 
Thy  perfon  fit  for  any  charge  thou  tak'll, 
That  fortune  never  make  thee  to  complain, 
But  what  file  gives,  thou  dar'ft  give  her  again  : 
That  Vv'hatfoever  face  thy  fate  puts  on. 
Thou  ftirink  or  ftart  not ;  but  be  always  one, 
That  thou  think  nothing  great,  but  what  is  good  ; 
And  from  that  thought  flrive  to  be  underftood. 
So,  'live  or  dead,  thou  wilt  preferve  a  fame 
^till  precious  with  the  odour  of  thy  name. 
And  lall,  blafpheme  not ;  we  did  never  hear 
Man  thought  the  valianter,  'caufe  he  durft  fwear : 
No  more,  than  we  (hould  think  a  lord  had  had 
More   honour  in  him,  'caufe  we've  known  him 

mad : 
Srhefe  take,  and  now  go  feek  thy  peace  in  war, 
Who  falls  for  love  of  God,  {hall  rife  a  flar. 

Jn  Epitaph  bn  Majlsr  Philip  Gray. 

Reader,  flay, 

And  if  1  had  no  more  to  fay. 

But  here  doth  He  till  th^  laft  day," 

All  that  is  left  of  Philip  Gray, 

It  might  thy  patience  richly  pay  :  , 
For  if  fuch  men  as  he  could  die. 
What  furety  of  life  have  thou  and  I  ? 

Efifle  to  a  Friend. 

They  are  not,  Sir,  worft  owers  that  do  pay  [day; 

Debts  when  they  can  :  good  men  may  break  their 

And  yet  the  noble  nature  never  grudge, 

'Tis  then  a  crime,  when  the  ufurer  is  judge. 

And  he  is  not  in  friendfhip.    Nothing  there 

Is  done  for  gain  :  if 't  be,  'tis  not  fincere. 

Noi;  Ihould  1  at  this  time  protefted  be, 

But  that  fome  greater  names  hath  broke  with  me, 

And  their  words  too  :  where  I  but  break  my  band  ; 

I  add  that  (but)  becaufe  I  undetftand 

That  as  the  leffer  breach  :  for  he  that  takes 

Simply  my  band,  his  truft.  in  me  ferfakes. 

And  looks  unto  the  forfeit.  If  you  be 

Now  fo  much  friend,  as  you  would  truft  in  me, 

Venture  a  longer  time,  and  willingly  : 

All  is  not  barren  land  doth  fallow  lie  : 

&om€  grounds  are  made  the  richer  for  the  reft; 

And  I  will  bring  a  cf  op,  if  not  th6  beft. 

An  Ekgy. 

Can  beauty,  that  did  prompt  me  firft  to  write. 

Now  threaten,  with  thofe  means  Ihe  did  invite 

Did  her  perfetftions  call  me  on  to  gaze  '. 

Then  like,  then  love  ;  and  now  would  they  amaze  1 

Or  was  Ihe  gracious  afar  off  ?  but  near 

A  terror  ?  or  is  all  this  but  my  fear  ? 

That  as  the  water  makes  things,  put  in't,  ftralt, 

Crooked  appear  :  fo  that  doth  my  conceit : 


I  can  help  that  with  boldnefs;   and  Love  fware,-! 

And  Fortune  once,  t'  aflift  the  fpirits  that  dare. 

But  which  ftiall  lead  me  on  .'  both  thefc  are  blind  • 

Such  guides  men  ufe  not,  who  their  way  would  find. 

Except  the  way  be  err-r  to  thofe  ends  : 

And  then  the  beft  are  ftill  the  blindeft  friends '. 

Oh  how  a  lover  mav  miftake  !  to  think, 

Or  love,  or  fortune  blind,  when  they  but  wint 

To  fee  men  fear  :  or  elfe  for  ti  uth  and  ftate, 

Becaufe  they  would  free  juftice  imitate, 

Veil  their  own  eyes,  and  would  impartially 

Be  brought  by  us  to  meet  our  deftiny. 

If  it  be  thus ;  come  Love  and  Fortune  go, 

I'll  lead  you  on  ;  or  if  my  fate  will  fo. 

That  1  muft  fend  one  firft,  my  choice  afligns 

I^ove  to  my  heart,  and  Fortune  to  my  lines. 

Another. 

Br  thofe  bright  eye?,  at  whofe  immortal  fires 
Love  lights  his  torches  to  inflame  defires; 
By  that  fair  ftand,  your  forehead,  whence  he  bends 
His  double  bow,  and  round  his  arrow  fends ; 
By  that  tall  grove,  your  hair,  whofe  g'oby  rings 
He  flying  curls,  and  crifpeth  with  his  wings; 
By  thofe  pure  baths  your  either  cheek  difclofes. 
Where  he  doth  fteep  himfclf  in  milk  and  rofes ; 
And  laftly,  by  your  lips,  the  bank  of  kiffes. 
Where  men  at  once  may  plant  and  gather  hlifTi^s: 
Tell  me  (my  lov'd  friend)  do  you  love  or  no  I 
So  well  as  I  may  fell  in  verfe  'tis  fo  ? 
You  blufti,  but  do  not  :  friends  are  either  none, 
(Though  they  may  number  bodies)  or  but  one. 
I'll  therefore  aflc  no  more,  but  bid  you  love, 
And  fo  that  cither  may  example  prove 
Unto  the  other ;  and  live  patterns,  how 
Others,  in  time,  may  love  as  we  do  now. 
Slip  no  occafion  ;  as  Time  flands  not  ftill, 
I  know  no  beauty,  nor  no  youth  that  will. 
To  ufe  the  prefent,  then,  is  not  abufe, 
You  have  a  hufband  is  the  juft  excufe 
Of  all  that  can  be  done  him  ;  fuch  a  one 
As  would  make  fliift,  to  make  himfclf  alone 
That  which  we  can  ;  who  both  in  you,  his  wife. 
His  iffue,  and  all  circumftance  of  life, 
As  in  his  place,  becaufe  he  would  not  vary, 
la  tonftant  to  be  extraordinary. 

A  Satirical  ShruL 
A  woman's  frlendiliip!  God,  whom  I  truft  in, 
Forgive  me  this  one  foolifh  deadly  fin, 
Amongft  my  many  other,  that  I  may 
No  more,  I  am  forry  for  fo  fond  caufe,  fay 
At  fifty  years,  almoft,  to  value  it, 
That  ne'er  was  knowq  to  laft  above  a  fit ! 
Or  have  the  leaft  of  good,  but  what  it  muft 
Put  on  our  faftiion,  and  take  up  on  truft  : 
Knew  I  all  this  afore  ?  had  I  perceiv'd,      [weav'd 
That  their  whole  life   was   wickednefs,   though 
Of  many  colours;  outward,  frefh  from  fpots. 
But  their  whole  infide  full  of  ends,  and  knots. 
Knew  I  that  all  their  dialogues  and  difcourfe 
Were  fuch  as  I  will  now  relate,  or  worfe. 
\_Ht'rc  fomdhing  is  Tuanti-i^.] 


UNDER 

Knew  I  this  wnman  ?  yes,  and  do  you  fee, 
How  penitent  I  am,  or  I  ihould  be. 
Di)  not  yon  afk  to  know  her,  fhe  is  worfe    ' 
Than  all  ingredients  made  into  one  curfe, 
And  that  poiir'd  out  upon  mankind,  can  be '. 
Think  but  the  fin  of  all  her  ftx,  'tis  ihe  ! 
I  could  forgive  her  being  proud  '.  a  whore  I 

Ferjur'd  '.  and  painted  !  if  fiie  were  no  more 

But  flie  is  fuch,  as  (Ise  might  yet  foreflal 
The  devil,  and  be  the  damning  of  us  ail. 

A  Little  S'jrui  Grotvlng  by. 
Ask  not  to  know  this  man.  If  Fame  fnould  fpeak 
His  name  in  any  metal,  it  v.'ould  break. 
't'wo  letters  were  enough  the  plague  to  tear 
Out  of  his  grave,  and  poifon  every  ear. 
A  parcel  of  cqurt  dirt,  a  heap,  and  mafs 
Of  all  vice  hurl'd  together,  there  he  was. 
Proud,  falfe  and  treacherous,  vindictive,  all 
That  thought  can  add,  unthankful,  the  lay-ftall 
Of  putrid  flefh  1  of  blood  the  fink  ! 
And  fo  I  leave  to  Ilir  him,  left  he  ftink. 

An  ElsTy. 

Though  Beauty  be  the  mark  of  piaife. 
And  yours  of  whom  I  fnig,  be  fuch. 
As  not  the  world  can  praift  too  much. 

Yet  is't  your  virtue  now  I  raife. 

A  virtue,  like  allay,  fo  gone 

Throughout  your  form ;  as  though  that  move, 
And  draw,  and  conquer  ail  mens  love. 

This  fubjedls  you  to  love  of  one. 

Wherein  you  triumph  yet ;  bccaufe 

*Tis  of  yourfelf,  and  that  you  ufe 

The  nobleft  freedom,  not  to  choofe 
Againfl,  or  faith,  or  honour's  laws. 

But  who  fliould  lefs  evpefl  from  you, 

In  whom  alene  Love  lives  atren  ? 

By  whom  he  is  reftor'd  to  men  : 
And  kept,  and  bred,  and  brought  up  true  ? 

His  falling  temples  you  have  rear'd. 

The  wither'd  garlands  ta'en  away ; 

His  altars  kept  from  the  decay, 
That  envy  wifli'd,  and  nature  fear'd. 

And  on  them  burn  fo  chafte  a  flame. 

With  fo  much  loyalty's  expence, 

As  love  t'  acquit  fuch  excellence, 
Is  gone  himfelf  into  your  name. 

And  you  -are  he  :  the  deity 

To  whom  all  lovers  are  deflgn'd  : 
That  would  their  better  objcds  find  : 

Among  which  faithful  troop  am  I. 

Who,  as  an  offering  at  your  fiirine, 

Have  fung  this  hymn,  and  here  entreat 
One  fpark  of  your  diviner  heat 

To  light  upon  a  love  of  nainei 

Whidi,  if  it  kindle  not,  hut  fcant 
Appear,  ar4  that  to  Ihortcft  view, 
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Yet  give  me  leave  t'  adore  in  yi'i 
What  I,  in  her,  am  griev'd  to  want. 

An  Ode.     To  Himfelf. 

Where  dofl:  thou  carelcfs  lie 

Buried  in  eafe  and  floth  .' 
Knowledge,  that  fleeps,  doth  die  ; 
And  this  fecurity, 

It  is  the  common  moth  [them  both-. 

That  eats  on  wits  and  arts,  and  quite  deftroys 

Are  all  th'  Aonian  fprings 

Ury'd  up  ?  lies  Thefpia  wafle  ? 
Doth  Ciarius' harp  want  firings, 
That  not  a  nymph  now  fings  1 

Or  droop  they  as  difgrac'd,  [dcfac'd  ? 

To  lee  their  feats  and  bowers  by  chatt'ring  pics 

If  hence  thy  (ilence  be. 

As  'tis  too  jufl  a  caufe  ; 
Let  this  thought  quicken  thee  : 
Minds  that  are  great  and  free, 

Siiould  not  on  Fortune  paufe,  plaufe. 

'Tis  crown  enough  to  Virtue  flill,  her  own  ap- 

What  though  the  greedy  fry 

Be  taken  with  falfe  baits 
Of  worded  balladry, 
.  And  think  it  poefy  ? 

They  die  with  their  conceits. 
And  only  piteous  fcorn  upon  their  folly  waits* 

Then  take  in  hand  thy  lyre, 

Strike  in  thy  proper  flrain, 
With  Japhet's  line,  afpire 
Sol's  chariot  for  new  fire, 

To  give  the  world  again  : 
Who  aided  him,  will  thee,  the  ilTue  of  Jove's  brain. 

And  fmce  our  dainty  age 

Cannot  endure  reproof, 
Make  not  thyfelf  a  page. 
To  that  flrunipet  the  flage, 

But  fing  high  and  aloof,  [hoof. 

Safe  from  the  wolves  black  javy,  and  the  dull  affes 

7!.ie  MinJofthe  Frontffphce  to  a  Booh. 

From  death,  and  dark  oblivion,  near  the  fame,     • 

The  midrefs  of  man's  life,  grave  hiflory 
Raifmg  the  world  to  good  and  evil  fame 

Doth  vindicate  is:  to  eternity. 
Wife  Providence  v>fould  fo  ;  that  nor  the  good 

Might  be  defrauded,  nor  the  great  fecur'd. 
But  both  might  know  their  ways  were  underftood, 

When  vice  a'lke  in  time  with  virtue  dur'd  : 
Which  makes  that  (lighted  by  the  beamy  hand 

Of  Truth,  that  fearcheth  the  moll  fecret  fprings,- 
And  guided  by  Experience,  whofe  flraight  wand 

Doth  mete,  v/hofe  line  dotli  found  the  depth  oj 
things : ) 
She  cheerfully  fapportcth  what  fhe  rears, 

Afliiled  by  no  flrengths  but  are  her  own. 
Some  note  of  whicli  each  varied  pillar  bears, 

By  which,  as  proper  titles,  £i\t  is  known 
Time's  witnefs,  herald  of  Antiquity, 

The  light  of  Truth,  a:id  lite  of  Memofyi 
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/In  Ode  to  James  Earl  of  Defmond,  -writ  in  ^een  Eli' 

zaiatL^s  time,ftnee  S»Ji,  and  recovered. 
Where  art  thou,  genius?  1  fliould  ufe 
Thy  prefent  aid  :  arife  Invention, 
Wake,  and  put  on  the  wings  of  Pindar's  mufe, 

To  tower  with  my  intention 
High,  as  his  mind,  that  doth  advance 
Her  upright  head,  above  the  reach  of  Chance, 

Or  the  times  envy. 

Cynthius,  I  apply 
My  bolder  numbers  to  thy  golden  lyre : 

O  then  infpire 
Thy  prieft  in  this  ftrange  rapture  I  heat  my  brain 

With  Delphic  fire,  [flrain. 

That  I  may  fing  my  thoughts  in  fome  invulgar 

Rich  beam  of  honour,  flied  your  light 
On  thefe  dark  rhymes,  that  my  affcdion 
May  Ihine  (through  every  chink)  to  every  fight, 
Graced  by  your  refledion  ! 
Thap  fliall  my  verfes,  like  flrong  charms, 
Break  the  knit  circle  of  her  ftony  arms, 
That  holds  your  fpirit : 
And  keeps  your  merit 
Lock'd  in  her  cold  embraces,  from  the  view 

Of  eyes  more  true,  [elude, 

Who  would  with  judgment  fearch,  fearching  con- 

(As  prov'd  in  you) 
True  noblefs.  Palm  grows  ftraight,  though  hand- 
led ne'er  fo  rude. 

Nor  think  yourfelf  unfortunate, 

If  fubjedl  to  the  jealous  en-ors 
Of  politic  pretext,  that  wries  a  ftate, 

Sink  not  beneath  thefe  terrors : 

But  whifper;  O  glad  Innocence! 
Where  only  a  man's  birth  is  his  offence ; 

Or  the  dis-favour 

Of  fuch  as  favour 
Nothing,  but  pradlice  upon  Honour's  thrall. 

O  Virtue's  fall  \ 
When  her  dead  effence  (like  the  anatomy 

In  furgeon's  hall) 
Is  but  a  ftatift's  theme  to  read  phlebotomy. 

Let  Brontes,  and  black  Steropes, 
Sweat  at  the  forge,  their  hammers  beating ; 
Pyracmon's  hour  will  come  to  give  them  eafe. 

Though  but  while  the  metals  heat- 
ing : 
And,  aftet  all  the  ..ffitnean  ire, 
Sold,  that  Is  perfed,  will  outlive  the  fire. 
For  fury  wafteth, 
As  patience  lafteth. 
No  armour  to  the  mind  1  he  is  fliot-free 

From  injury, 
That  Is  not  hurt ;  not  he,  that  is  not  hit ; 

So  fools  we  fee,  [wit. 

Oft  'fcape  an  imputation,  more  through  luck  than 

But  to  yourfelf,  moft  loyal  lord, 
(Whofe  heart  in  that  bright  fphere  flames 
cleareft, 
Though  many  gems  be  in  your  bofom  ftor'd, 
UflkaewQ  which  is  the  deareft) 


S  OF  JONSON. 

If  I  aufpicioufly  dlvhie, 
(As  my  hope  tells)  that  our  fair  Phoebus*  fhlnc, 

Shall  light  thofe  places. 

With  luftrous  graces. 
Where  Darknefs,  with  her  gloomy-fceptred  bandj 

Doth  now  command. 
O  then  (my  beft  beft  lov'd)  let  me  importune. 

That  you  will  {land, 
As  far  from  all  revolt,  as  you  are  now  from  fortune* 

An  Ode. 

HiGu-fpIrited  friend, 

I  fend  nor  balms,  nor  cor'fives  to  your  woundj 

Your  faith  hath  found 
A  gentler,  and  more  agile  hand,  to  tend 
The  cure  of  that  which  is  but  corporal, 
And  doubtful  days  (which  were  nam'd  critical) 

Have  made  their  faireft  flight, 

And  now  are  out  of  fight. 
Yet  doth  fome  wholefome  phyfic  for  the  mind, 

Wrapt  in  this  paper  lie. 
Which  in  the  taking  if  you  mifapply, 
You  are  unkind. 

Your  covetous  hand, 
Happy  in  that  fair  honour  it  hath  galn'd, 

Muft  now  be  rein'd. 
True  valour  doth  her  own  renown  command 
In  one  full  adtion;  nor  have  you  now  more 
To  do,  than  be  a  hufband  of  that  flote. 

Think  but  how  dear  you  bought 

This  fame  which  you  have  caught,      [truth  ; 
Such  thoughts  will  make  you  more  in  love  with 

Tis  wifdom,  and  that  high. 
For  men  to  ufe  their  fortune  reverently, 
Even  in  youth. 

Another. 

Helen,  did  Homer  never  fee 

Thy  beauties,  yet  could  write  of  thee  ?  A 

Did  Sappho,  on  her  feven-tongu'd  lute, 

So  fpeak  (as  yet  it  is  not  mute) 

Of  Phaon's  form  .?  or  doth  the  boy. 

In  whom  Anacreon  once  did  joy, 

Lie  drawn  to  life  in  his  foft  verfe. 

As  he  whom  Maro  did  rehearfe  I  A 

Was  Lefbiafungby  learn 'd  Catullus  J 

Or  Delia's  graces  by  Tibulius  ?  a 

Doth  Cynthia,  in  Propertius'  fong, 

Shine  more  than  flie  the  ftars  among  I 

Is  Horace  his  each  love  fo  high  1 

Rapt  from  the  earth  as  not  to  die  1 

With  bright  Lycoris,  Callus'  choice, 

Whofe  fame  hath  an  eternal  voice  ? 

Or  hath  Corinna,  by  the  name  i 

Her  Ovid  gave  her,  dim'd  the  fame  | 

Of  Caefar's  daughter,  and  the  line 

Which  all  the  world  then  ftyl'd  divine 

Hath  Petrarch  fince  his  Laura  rais'd 

Equal  with  her  .?  or  Ronfart  prais'd 

His  new  Coflandra  'bove  the  old, 

Which  all  the  fare  of  Troy  foretold? 

Hath  our  great  Sidney,  Stella  fet  ' 

Where  never  ftar  ihons  brighter  yat  i 
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Or  Conftable's  ambroflac  mufe 
Made  Dian  not  his  notes  refufe  ? 
Have  all  thefe  done  (and  yet  I  mifs 
The  fwan,  fo  relifti'd  Pancharis) 
/^nd  fhall  not  I  my  Celia  bring, 
"Where  men  may  fee  whom  I  do  fing  ? 
Though  I,  in  working  of  my  fong. 
Come  fliort  of  all  this  learned  throng, 
Yet  fure  my  tunes  will  be  the  beft, 
So  much  my  fubjedt  drowns  the  reft. 

A  Sonnet,  to  the  noble  Lady,  the  Lady  Mary  Wroth. 

J  THAT  have  been  a  lover,  and  could  ftiow  if, 
Though  not  in  thefe,  in  rhymes  not  wholly  dumb, 
Since  I  cxfcribe  your  fonnets,  am  become 

A  better  lover,  and  much  better  poet. 

J»lor  is  my  mufe  or  T  alhani'd  to  owe  it 

To  thofe  true  numerous  graces,  whereof  fome 
But  charm  the  fenfes,  others  overcome  [it ; 

Both  brains  and  hearts;  and  mine  nowbeftdo  know 

For  in  your  verfe  all  Cupid's  armory. 

His  flames,  his  (hafts,  his  quiver,  and  his  bow, 
His  very  eyes  are  yours  to  overthrow. 

But  then  his  mother's  fweets  you  fo  apply, 
Her  joys,  her  fmiles,  her  loves,  as  readers  take 
For  Venus'  Ccfton  every  line  you  make. 

A  jit  of  Rhyme  againji  Rhyme, 

IIhtme,  the  rack  of  fineft  wits, 
That  expreffeth  but  by  fits 

True  conceit. 
Spoiling  fenfes  of  their  treafurc. 
Cozening  judgment  with  a  mcafure, 

But  falfe  weight. 
Wrefting  words  from  their  true  calling ; 
Propping  verfe  for  fear  of  falling 

To  the  ground. 
Jointing  fyllables,  drowning  letters, 
Faft'ning  vowels,  as  with  fetters 

They  were  bound  i 
Soon  as  lazy  thou  wert  known. 
All  good  poetry  hence  was  flown, 

And  was  banifli'd. 
For  a  thoufand  years  together. 
All  Parnaffus'  green  did  wither, 

And  wit  vanilh'd, 
Pegafus  did  fly  away. 
At  the  wells  no  mufe  did  ftay. 

But  bewailed. 
So  to  fee  the  fountain  dry, 
And  Apollo's  mufic  die, 

All  light  failed  I 
Starveling  rhymes  did  fill  the  ftagc. 
Not  a  poet  in  an  age 

Worthy  crowning. 
No^  a  work  deferving  bays. 
Nor  a  line  deferving  praife, 

Pallas  frowning : 
Greek  was  free  from  rhyme's  infe«SiIon, 
Happy  Greek  by  this  prote<5lion ! 

Was  not  fpoiled. 
Whilft  the  Latin,  queen  of  tongues, 
Is  not  yet  free  from  rhyme's  wrongs, 

But  refts  foiled. 
Scarce  the  hill  again  doth  flourifli, 
Scarce  the  world  a  wit  doth  nourifiij 


To  reftore 
Phoebus  to  his  crown  again  ; 
And  the  mufes  to  their  brain; 

As  before. 
Vulgar  languages  that  want 
Words,  and  fweetnefs,  and  be  fcant 

Of  true  meafure,  ' 

Tyrant  rhyme  hath  fo  abufed, 
That  they  long  fince  have  refufed 

Other  cefure 
He  that  firft  invented  thee. 
May  his  joints  tormented  be, 

Cramp'd  for  ever ; 
Still  may  fyllables  jar  with  time, 
Still  may  reafon  war  with  rhyme, 

Refting  never. 
May  his  fenfe,  when  it  would  meet 
The  cold  tumour  in  his  feet,  ' 

Grow  unfounder. 
And  his  title  be  long  fool, 
That  in  rearing  fuch  a  fchool 

Was  the  founder. 

An  Epigram  on  William  Lord  Burleigh,  Lord  High 
Treafurer  of  England  ;  prefented  upon  a  plat?  of  troli 
to  hii  Son  Robert  Earl  of  Salifbury,  -when  he  zvat  aU 
fo  Treafurer. 

If  thou  wouldft  know  the  virtues  of  mankind, 
Read  here  in  one,  what  thou  in  all  canft  find, 
And  go  no  further :  let  this  circle  be 
I'hy  univerfe,  though  his  epitome. 
Cecil,  the  grave,  the  wife,  the  great,  the  good, 
What  is  there  more  that  can  enoble  blood  ? 
The  orphan's  pillar,  the  true  fubjed's  fliield. 
The  poor's  full  ftore-houfe,  and  juftfervant's  field. 
The  only  faithful  watchman  for  the  realm. 
That  in  all  tempefts  never  quit  the  helm. 
But  flood  unfliaken  in  his  deeds  and  name, 
And  labour'd  in  the  work,  not  with  the  fame. 
That  ftill  was  good  for  goodnefs-fake,  nor  thought 
Upon  reward,  till  the  reward  him  fought. 
"Whofe  offices  and  honours  did  furprife. 
Rather  than  meet  him :  and  before  his  eyes, 
Clos'd  to  their  peace,  he  faw  his  branches  fliootj   , 
And  in  the  nobleft  families  took  root, 
Of  all  the  land ;  who  now  at  fuch  a  rate  "■ 

Of  divine  blefling,  would  not  ferve  a  flate? 

(For  a  poor  Man.')   An  Epigram  to  Thomas  Lord  Elf 
mere,  the  laf  term  he  fat  Chancellor,  in  1616. 

So,  jufteft  lord,  may  all  your  judgments  be 
Laws ;  and  no  change  e'er  come  to  one  decree : 
So  may  the  king  proclaim  your  confcience  is 
Law  to  his  law ;  and  think  your  enemies  his  1 
So,  from  all  ficknefs,  may  you  rife  to  health. 
The  care  and  wifh  ftill  of  the  public  wealth  : 
So  may  the  gentler  mtifes,  and  good  fame, 
Still  fly  about  the  odour  of  your  name ; 
As  with  the  fafety  and  honour  of  the  laws. 
You  favour  truth  and  me  in  this  man's  caufe, 

{For  the  fame.")  Another  to  him. 
The  judge  his  favour  timely  then  extends, 
When  a  good  caufe  is  deftjtutc  of  frieods. 
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Without  the  pomp  of  counfel ;  or  more  aid, 
Than  to  make  fallchood  blufh,  and  fraud  afraid  : 
When  thofc  ;^ood  few,  that  her  aefenders  be, 
Are  there  fr^r  charity,  and  not  fur  fee. 
Such  fhall  you  hear  to-day,  and  find  great  foes 
Bftth  arni'd  with  wealth  and  flander  to  oppofe. 
Who  thus  long  fafe,  lliould  gain  upon  the  times 
A  right  by  tlie  profppricy  of  thtir  crimes; 
Who,  though  their  guik  and  perjury  they  know, 
Think,  yea,  and  boaft,  that  they  have  done  it  fo, 
As  though  the  court  purfues  them  on  the  fcent. 
They  will  come  off,  and  'fcape  the  punilhment  : 
When  this  appear?,  juft.  lord,  to  your  Iharp  fight, 
He  does  you  wrong,  that  craves  you  to  do  right. 

/fa  Epigram  to  the  Counfcllor  that  pleaded,  and  carried 

the  Caufc. 
That  1  hereafter  do  not  think  the  bar, 
The  feat  made  of  a  more  than  civil  war, 
Or  the  great  hall  at  Weftminft^r,  the  field 
Where  mutual  frauds  are  fought,  and  no  fide  yield, 
That  henceforth  1  believe  ror  books,  nor  men, 

Who  'gainfl  the  law  weave  calumnies,  my .. 

But  when  I  read  or  hear  the  names  fo  rife. 

Of  hirelings,  wranglers,  fi;itchers-to  of  ftrife, 

Hook-handed  harpies,  gowned  vultures,  put 

Upon  the  reverend  pleaders  ;  do  now  (hut 

All  mouths  that  dare  entitle  them  (from  hence) 

To  the  wolves  fludy,  or  d®gs  eloquence  ; 

Thou  art  my  caufe  :  whofe  manners  fincc  I  knew, 

Have  made  me  to  conceive  a  lawyer  new. 

So  doft  thou  ftudy  matter,  men,  and  times, 

Mak'fl;  it  religion  to  grow  rich  by  crimes ; 

Dar'ft  not  abufe  thy  wifdom  in  the  laws, 

Or  Ikiii  to  carry  out  an  evil  caufe  I 

But  firfl;  dofl  vex,  and  fearch  it  I  if  not  found. 

Thou  prov'ft  .J.e  gentlerways  to  cleanfe  the  wound, 

And  make  the  fear  fair,  if  that  will  not  be. 

Thou  haft  the  brave  fcorn  to  put  back  the  fee  1 

3?ut  in  a  bufinefs  that  will  bide  the  touch, 

What  ufc,  what  ftrength  of  reafon, and  how  much 

Of  books,  of  precedents  hafl  thou  at  hand  ? 

As  if  the  general  ftore  thou  didfl  command 

Of  argument,  ftill  drawing  forth  the  beft, 

And  not  being  borrow'd  by  thee,  but  poffcfl:. 

So  com'ft  thou  like  a  chief  into  the  court, 

Arm'd  at  all  piece!:.,  as  to  keep  a  iJrt 

Againft  a  multitude ;  and  with  thy  ftyle 

So  brightly  brandifli'd,  wound'ft,  defend'fl !  the 

while 
Thy  adverfaries  fall,  as  not  a  word 
They  had,  but  were  a  reed  unto  thy  fword. 
Then  com'ft  thou  off  with  vidory  and  palm, 
Thy  hearers  nctShar,  and  thy  clients  balm. 
The  court's  juft  honour,  and  thy  judges  love. 
And  (which  doth  all  atchievements  get  above) 
Thy  fincere  pradice  breeds  not  thee  a  fame 
Alone,  but  all  thy  rank  a  reverend  name. 

An  Epigram,  to  the  Small-Pox. 

Envious  and  foul  difeafe,  could  there  not  be 
One  beauty  in  an  age,  and  free  from  thee  ? 
What  did  fhe  worth  thy  fpite  ?  were  there  not 

ftore 
Of  thofc  that  fet  by  their  falfe  faces  more 
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Than  this  did  by  her  true  ?  flie  never  foutrht         ' 
Quarrel  with  nature,  or  in  balance  brought 
Art  her  falfe  fervant ;  nor  for  Sir  Hugh  Plot, 
Was  drawn  to  pradife  other  hue,  than  that 
Her  own  blood  gave  her  :  fhe  ne'er  had,  nor  hath 
Any  belief  in  madam  Baud-bee's  bath. 
Or  Turner's  oil  of  talc  :  nor  ever  got 
Spanifh  receipt  to  make  her  teeth  to  rot.      [grace 
What  was  the  caufe  then  .'  thought'ft  thou,  in  dif- 
Of  beauty,  fo  to  nullify  a  face,  [amif» 

That  heaven  Iho.uld  make   no  more  ;  or  ihould 
Make  all  hereafter,  hadft  thou  ruin'dthis? 
I,  that  thy  aim  was ;  but  her  fate  prevail'd  : 
And  fcorn'd,  thou'aft  fliown  thy  malice,  but  ha{^ 
fail'd. 

An  Epitaph. 
What  beauty  would  have  lovely  ftyl'd, 
What  manners  pretty,  nature  mild. 
What  wonder  perfedt,  all  were  fil'd 
Upon  record  in  this  bleft  child. 
And  till  the  coming  of  the  foul 
To  fetch  the  fleih,  we  keep  the  roil. 

A  Song. 
LOVER. 

Come,  let  us  here  enjoy  th:  ihade. 
For  love  in  fhadow  beft  is  made. 
Though  envy  oft  his  fhadow  be. 
None  brooks  the  fun  light  worfe  than  he. 

MISTRESS. 

Where  love  doth  fhine,  there  needs  no  fun, 
All  lights  into  his  own  doth  run  ; 
Without  which  all  the  world  were  dark ; 
Yet  he  himfelf  is  but  a  fpark. 

ARBITER. 

A  fpark  to  fet  whole  world  a-fire. 
Who,  more  they  burn,  they  more  defire. 
And  have  their  being,  their  wafte  to  fee ; 
And  wafte  ftill,  that  they  ftill  might  be. 

CHORUS. 

Such  are  his  powers,  whom  Time  hath  ftyl'd. 
Now  fwift,  now  flow,  now  tame,  now  mild ; 
Now  hot,  now  cold,  now  fierce,  now  wild , 
The  eldtft  god,  yet  ftill  a  child. 

An  Epijlle  to  a  Friend. 

Sir,  I  am  thankful,  firft  to  heaven  for  you ; 
Next  to  yourfelf,  for  making  your  love  true  : 
Then  to  your  love  and  gift.   And  ail's  but  due. 

You  have  unto  my  ftore  added  a  book. 

On  which  wjth  profit  I  fhall  never  look. 

But  muft  confcfsfrom  whom  what  gift  I  took. 

Not  like  your  country  neighbours  that  commit 
I  heir  vice  of  loving  for  a  Chriftmas  fit ; 
Which  is  indeed  but  friendfliip  of  the  fpit : 

But,  as  a  friend,  which  name  yourfelf  receive. 
And  which  you  (being  the  worthier)  gave  me  leave. 
In  letters,  that  mix  fpirits,  thus  to  weave. 

Which,  how  moft  facred  I  will  ever  keep, 
So  may  the  fruitful  vine  my  temples  fteep, 
And  fame  wake  for  me  when  I  yield  to  ileep. 


UNDER. 

Thoujjh  you  fometimes  proclaim  me  too  fevere,  • 

Rigid  and  harfh,  which  is  a  drug  auflere 

In  friendftiip,  I  confcfs :  but  dear  friend,  hear. 

Little  know  they,  that  profefs  amity, 
And  feek  to  fcant  her  ccmely  liberty, 
How  much  they  lame  her  in  her  property. 

And  lefs  they  know,  who  being  free  to  ufe 

That  fricndfliip  which  no  chance  but  love  did  choofe, 

Will  unto  licenle  that  fair  leave  abufe. 

It  is  an  aft  of  tyranny,  not  love. 

In  pradlis'd  friendftiip  v.-holly  to  reprove, 

As  flatt'ry,  with  friends  humours  lliil  to  move. 

From  each  of  which  I  labour  to  be  free, 
Yet,  if  with  either's  vice  I  tainted  be, 
Forgive  it,  as  my  frailty,  and  not  me. 

For  no  man  lives  fo  out  of  paflion's  fway, 
But  Ihall  fometimes  be  tempted  to  obey 
Her  fury,  yet  no  friendfhip  to  betray. 

An  E!cgy. 

'Tis  true,  I'm  broke '.  vows, oaths,  and  all  I  had 
Of  credit  loft.  An  1  I  am  now  run  mad  ; 
Or  do  upon  myfelf  fome  defperate  ill  : 
This  fadnef;*  makes.no  approaches,  but  to  kill. 
It  is  a  darknefs  hath  block'd  up  my  fenfe, 
And  drives  it  in  to  eat  on  my  offence, 
Or  there  to  ftarve  it.   Help,  O  you  that  may 
Alone  lend  fuccours,  and  this  fury  (lay. 
Offended  miftrefs,  you  are  yet  fo  fair, 
As  light  breaks  from  you,  that  affrights  defpair, 
And  fills  my  powers  with  perfuaditig  Joy, 
That  you  fhould  be  too  noble  to  deftroy. 
There  may  fome  face  or  menace  of  a  form 
Look  forth,  but  cannot  laft  in  fuch  a  ftorm. 
If  there  be  nothing  worthy  you  can  fee 
Of  graces,  or  your  mercy,  here  in  me. 
Spare  your  own  goodnefs  yet ;  and  be  not  great 
In  will  and  power,  only  to  defeat. 
God,  and  the  good,  know  to  forgive  and  fave  ; 
The  ignorant  and  fools  no  pity  have. 
I  will  not  fland  to  juftify  my  fault. 
Or  lay  th'  excufe  upon  the  vintner's  vault; 
■  Or  in  confelTing  of  the  crime  be  nice, 
Or  go  about  to  countenance  the  vice, 
By  naming  in  what  company  'twas  in, 
As  I  would  urge  authority  for  fin. 
Ko,  I  will  fland  arraign'd  and  caft,  to  be 
The  fubjedl  of  your  grace  in  pardoning  mc, 
And(fi:yrd  your  mercies  creature)  will  live  more. 
Your  honour  now,  than  your  difgrace  before; 
Think  it  was  frailty,  miftrefs,  think  me  man. 
Think  that  yourl'elf,  hke  heaven,  forgive  me  can, 
Where  weakncfs  doth  offend,  alid  virtue  grieve. 
There  greatnefs  takes  a  glory  to  relieve. 
Think  that  I  once  was  yours,  or  may  be  now  ; 
Mothing  is  vile,  that  is  a  part  of  you. 
Error  and  folly  in  me  may  have  croft 
Your  juft  commands;  yetthofe,not  I  be  loft. 
1  am  regenerate  now,  become  the  child 
Of  your  ccmpaffion  ;  parents  fhould  be  mild  : 
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There  is  no  father  that  for  one  demerit, 

Or  two  or  three,  a  fon  will  difinherit; 

That  is  the  laft  of  punlfhments  is  meant; 

No  man  inflitHis  that  pain,  till  hope  be  fpcnt : 

An  ili-afFeded  limb  (whate'er  it  ail) 

We  cut  not  off,  till  all  cures  elfe  do  fail ; 

And  then  with  paufe ;    for  fever'd  once,   that'* 

gone. 
Would  live  his  glory,  that  could  keep  it  on. 
Do  not  defpair  my  mending;  to  diftruft 
Before  you  prove  a  med'cine,  is  unjuft  : 
You  may  fo  place  me,  and  in  fuch  an  air, 
As  not  alone  the  cure,  but  fear  be  fair. 
That  is,  if  flill  your  favours  you  apply, 
And  not  the  bounties  you  have  done,  deny. 
Could  you  demand  the  gifts  you  gave,  again  ! 
Why  was't  ^  did  e'er  the  clouds  aflc  back  their  rain? 
The  fun  his  heat  and  light  ?  the  air  his  dew  ? 
Or  winds  the  fpirit  by  which  the  flower  fo  grew? 
That  were  to  wither  all,  and  make  a  grave 
Of  that  wife  nature  would  a  cradle  have. 
Her  order  is  to  cherifh  and  preferve  ; 
Confumption's,  nature  to  deftroy  and  ftarve. 
But  to  exadt  again  what  once  is  given. 
Is  nature's  mere  obliquity ;  as  Heaven 
Should  afk  the  blood  and  fpirits  he  hath  infua'd 
In  man,  becaufe  man  hath  the  flefh  abus'd. 
O  may  your  wifdom  take  example  hence, 
Ood  lightens  not  at  man's  each  frail  offence  : 
He  pardons  flips,  goes  by  a  world  of  ills. 
And  then  his  thunder  frights  more  than  it  kills. 
He  cannot  angry  be,  but  all  muft  quake  ; 
It  fhakes  e'en  him,  that  all  things  elfe  doth  fliakcj 
Ar.d  how  more  fair  and  lovely  looks  the  world 
In  a  calm  fey,  than  v.'hen  the  heaven  is  hurl'd 
About  in  clouds,  and  wrapt  in  raging  weather, 
As  all  with  frorm  and  tempeft  ran  together  ? 

0  imitate  that  fvveet  ferenity 

That  makes  us  live,  not  that  which  calls  to  die. 

In  dark  and  fullen  morns  do  we  not  fay, 

This  looketh  like  an  executio.a-day  .' 

And  with  the  vulgar  doth  it  not  obtain 

The  name  of  cruel  weather,  ftorm  and  rain  ? 

Be  not  affedted  with  thefe  marks  too  much 

Of  cruelty,  left  they  do  make  you  fuch. 

But  view  the  m.ildnefs  of  your  Maker's  ftate. 

As  I  the  penitent's  here  emulate. 

He,  when  he  fees  a  forrow,  fuch  as  this, 

Straight  puts  off  all  his  anger,  and  doth  kifs 

The  contrite  foul,  who  hath  no  thought  to  wiu 

Upon  the  hope  to  have  another  fin 

Foririven  him  :  and  in  that  line  Hand  I, 

Rather  than  once  difpleafe  you  more,  to  die. 

To  fuffer  tortures,  fcorn,  and  infamy, 

■What  fools,  and  all  their  parafites  can  apply; 

The  wit  of  ale,  and  genius  of  the  malt 

Can  pump  for,  or  a  Ubel  without  fait 

Produce;  thoKgh  threat'ning with  a  coal  or  chalk. 

On  every  wall,  and  fung  where'er  I  walk. 

1  number  thefe,  as  being  of  the  core 

Of  contumely,  and  urge  a  good  man  more 
Than  fword '  or  fire,  or  what  is  of  the  race 
To  carry  noble  danger  in  the  face  : 
There  is  not  any  pumfhm.ent  or  pain, 
A  man  ihould  fly  from,  as  he  would  difdaJQ. 
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Then.miftre's,  liere,  here  let  your  ritjour  end. 
And  let  your  mercy  make  me  afliam'd  t'  offend, 
I  will  iio  more  abufe  my  vows  to  you. 
Than  I  will  ftudy  falfehood,  to  be  true. 

0  tha!  you  could  but  by  diffc<ftioii  fee 
How  much  y.  u  are  the  better  part    T  me  ; 
How  all  my  fibres  by  your  fpirit  do  move, 
And  that  there  is  no  life  in  me,  but  love  ! 
You  would  be  then  moft  c<  nfident,that  though 
Public  affairs  command  me  now  to  go 
Out  of  your  eyes,  arid  be  a  while  away ; 
Abftnce  or  diftance  ftiall  not  breed  decay. 
Your  form  Ihines  here,  here,  fixed  in  my  heart : 

1  may  dilate  myfelf,  but  not  depart. 
Others  by  common  ftars  their  ci  urfes  run, 
When  I  fee  you,  then  I  do  fee  my  fun  : 
Till  then  'tis  all  but  darknefs,  that  I  have ; 
Rather  than  wan:  your  light,  I  wifli  a  grave. 

An  Elegy. 

To  make  the  doubt  clear,  that  no  woman's  true. 

Was  it  my  fate  to  prove  it  full  in  you*  ? 

Thought  I  but  one  had  breath'd  the  purer  air, 

And  muft  flie  needs  be  falfe,  becaufc  fhe's  fair  ? 

It  is  your  beauty's  mark,  or  of  your  yeuth, 

Or  your  pcrfedion  not  to  ftudy  truth ;  ^ 

Or  think  you  heaven  is  deaf,  or  hath  no  eyes  ? 

Or  thofe  it  has,  wink  at  your  perjuries  ? 

Are  vows  fo  cheap  with  women  ?  or  the  matter 

Whereof  they  are  made,  that  they  are  writ  in 

water, 
And  blown  away  with   wind  ?    or  doth    their 

breath, 
Both  hot  and  cold  at  once,  threat  life  and  death  ? 
Who  could  have  thought  fo  many  accents  fweet 
Ttm'd  to  our  words,  fo  many  fighs  ftiould  meet 
Blown  from  our  hearts,  fo  many  oaths  and  tears 
Sprinkled  among,  all  fweeter  by  our  fears  ? 
And  the  divine  impreffion  of  flol'n  kiffcs, 
That  feal'd  the  reft,  could  now  prove  empty  bliffesr 
Did  you  draw  bonds  to  forfeit,  fin  to  break  ? 
Or  muH  we  read  you  quite  from  what  you  fpeak, 
And  find  the  truth  out  the  wrong  way  ?  or  muft 
He  firft  defire  you  falfe,  would  wifii  you  juft? 
O,  I  profane  1  though  moft  of  women  be 
The  common  monfter,  love  fhall  except  thee, 
My  deareft  love,  however  jealoufy 
With  circumftance  might  urge  the  contrary. 
Sooner  I'll  think  the  fun  would  ceafe  to  cheer 
The  teeming  earth,  and  that  forget  to  bear ; 
Sooner  that  rivers  would  ri:n  back,  or  Thames 
With  ribs  of  ice  in  June  would  bind  his  ftreams : 
Or  nature,  by  whofe  ftrength  tlie  world  endures. 
Would  change  her  courfe,  before  you  alter  yours. 
But,  O  that  treacherous  breaft,  to  whom  weak  you 
Didtruft  our  counfels,  and  we  both  may  rue. 
Having  his  falfehood  found  too  late  1  'twas  he 
That  made  me  caft  you  guilty,  and  you  tjie. 
Whilft  he,  black  wretch, betray'd  each  fimple  word 
We  fpake,  unto  the  coming  of  a  third  ! 
Curft  may  he  be  that  fo  our  Igve  hath  flain, 
And  wander  wretched  on  the  earth,  as  Cain  ; 

*   Tills  Ele^y  is  printed  among   Donne  s  Poems  in 
%V0,  r669,  but  it  is  undoubtedly  Jon/bn's, 
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Wretched  as  he,  and  not  deferve  leaft  pity  r 

In  plaguing  him,  let  Mifery  be  witty. 

Let  all  eyes  fliun  him,  and  he  fliun  each  eye, 

Till  he  be  noifome  as  his  infamy  : 

May  he  without  remorfe  deny  God  thrice. 

And  not  be  trufted  more  on  his  foul's  price  : 

And  after  all  felf-torment,  when  he  dies. 

May  wolves  tear  out  his  heart,  vultures  his  eye^j 

Swine  eat  his  bowels,  and  his  falfet  tongue, 

That  utter'd  all,  be  to  fome  raven  flung  : 

And  let  his  carrion  corfe  be  a  longer  feaft 

To  the  king's  dogs,  than  any  other  beaft. 

Now  I  have  curft,  let  us  our  love  receive  ; 

In  me  the  flame  was  never  more  alive. 

I  could  begi'i  again  to  court  and  praife. 

And  in  that  pleafure  lengthen  the  ftiort  days 

Of  my  life's  leafe ;  like  painters  that  do  take 

Delight,  not  in  made  works,  but  whilft  they  make. 

I  could  renew  thofe  times  when  firft  I  faw 

Love  in  your  eye^,  that  gave  my  tongue  the  law 

To  like  what  you  lik'd,  and  at  mafques  or  plays. 

Commend  the  felf-fame  aiflors  the  fame  ways. 

Aflc  how  you  did,  and  often  with  intent 

Of  being  crflicious,  grow  ioipertinent ; 

All  which  were  fuch  foft  paftimes,  as  in  thefe, 

Love  was  as  fubtly  catch'd  a?  a  difeafe. 

But,  being  got,  is  a  treafure  fweet, 

Which  to  defend,  is  harder  than»to  get ; 

And  ought  not  be  profan'd  on  either  part, 

For,  though  'tis  got  by  chance,  'tis  kept  by  arti 

Another. 

That  love's  a  bitter  fweet,  I  ne'er  conceive, 

Till  the  four  minute  comes  of  taking  leave. 

And  then  I  tafte  it,  but  as  men  drink  up 

In  hafte  the  bottom  of  a  med'cin'd  cup, 

And  take  fome  fyrup  after;  fo  do  I, 

To  put  all  relifli  from  my  memory 

Of  parting,  drown  it,  in  the  hope  to  meet 

Shortly  again,  and  make  our  abfence  fweet. 

This  makes  me  miftrefs,  that  fometimes  by  ftealth^ 

Uijder  another  name  I  take  your  health. 

And  turn  the  ceremonies  of  thofe  nights 

I  give,  or  owe  my  friends,  unto  your  rites; 

But  ever  without  blazon,  or  leaft  fiiade 

Of  vows  fo  facred,  and  in  filence  made  :       [cheer, 

For  though  love  thrive,  and  may  grow  up  witk 

And  free  fociety,  he's  born  elfewhere. 

And  muft  be  bred,  fo  to  conceal  his  birth. 

As  neither  wine  do  rack  it  out,  or  mirth. 

Yet  fhould  the  lover  ftill  be  airy  and  light 

In  all  his  a<5lions,  rarified  to  fprite  : 

Not  lilfe  a  Midas,  ftiut  up  in  himfelf. 

And  turning  all  he  toucheth  into  pelf, 

Keep  in  referv'd  in  his  dark-lantern  face. 

As  if  that  exc^knt  dulnefs  were  love's  grace  ; 

No,  miftrefs,  no,  the  open  merry  man 

Moves  likea  fprightly  river,  and  yet  can 

Keep  fecret  in  his  channels  what  he  breeds, 

'Bove  all  yourftanding waters,  chock'd  with  weeds. 

They  look  at  heft  like  cream  bowls,  and  you.foon 

Shall  find  their  depths,  they're  founded  with  3 

fpoon. 
They  may  fay  grace,  and  for  Love's  chaplains  pafs, 
But  the  grave  lover  ever  was  an  afs ; 
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is  lix'd  wpon  one  leg,  an  J  aarcs  not  coa:i 
Out  with  Hie  other,  for  he's  ftill  at  home  : 
Like  the  dull  wearied  crane,  that  (come  on  land) 
Doth  while  he  keeps  his  watch,  betray  his  ftand; 
Where  he  that  knows,  will  like  a  lapwing  fly 
Far  from  the  iielt,  aiid  fo  himfelf  belie 
To  others,  as  he  will  defcrve  the  truft 
Due  to  that  one  that  doth  b*-lieve  him  juff. 
And  fuch  your  fervant  is,  who  vows  to  keep 
The  jewel  of  your  name,  as  clofc  as  fleep 
Can  lock  the  fenfe  up,  or  the  henrt  a  thought, 
And  rever  be  by  time  or  folly  brought, 
Weakncfs  of  brain,  or  any  chnrm  of  wine, 
The  fm  of  boail,  or  other  countermine, 
(VHide  to  blow  up  love's  fecrcts)  to  difcover 
Thar  article  may  not  become  our  lover  : 
Which  in  affurance  to  your^breafl:  I  tell, 
If  1  had  writ  no  word,  but,  Dear,  farewell. 

An  Elegy. 

Since  you  mud  go,  and  I  mufl:  bid  farewell, 
Hear,  midrefg,  your  departing  fervant  tell 
What  it  is.like  :   and  do  notthuik  theycaa 
Be  idle  v/ords,  though  of  a  parting  man  i  ^ 
It  is  as  if  a  nigbt  fiioukl  fha<ie  noon-day. 
Or  that  the  fun  was  j>ere,  but  forc'd  away; 
And  we  were  left  under  that  hemifphere, 
Where  we  niuil  feet  it  dark  for  half  a  year. 
What  fate  is  this,  to  change  mens  days  and  hours, 
To  fliift  tbfirfeafons,  and  deftroy  their  powers  1 
/I'as!  1  ha' loll  my  heat,  my  .blood,  my  prime, 
\Vintei?  is  come  a  quarter  e'er  iiis  time, 
Ky  health  will  leave  me;  and  when  you  depart, 
How  (hall  I  do,  fweet  miflrcfs,  for  my  heart  ? 
't'ou  would  rellore  it  ?  no,  that's  worth  a  fear, 
As  if  it  were  not  worthy  to  be  there  : 
O  keep  it  ftill :  for  it  had  rather  be 
Your  facrifice,  ihan  here  remain  with  me. 
And  fo  I  fpare  it :  come,  what  can  become 
Of  me,  ril  foftly  tread  unto  my  tomb ; 
Or,  like  a  ghol>,  walk  fileut  amongd  men, 
Till  I  may  iee  both  it  and  you  again.  . 

4 

Another. 

Li:t  me  be  what  I  am  :  as  Virgil  cold ; 
As  Horace  fat ;  or  as  Anacreon  old  ; 
No  poet's  verfes  yet  did  ever  move, 
Whofe  readers  did  not  think  he  was  in  love. 
Who  Ihall  forbid  me  then  in  rhyme  to  be 
As  light  and  adlive  as  the  youngefl  he 
That  from  the  mufes  fountains  dor])  endorfe 
His  lines,  and  hourly  fits  the  poet's  horfe. 
'Put  on  my  ivy  garland,  let  me  fee 
Who  frowns,  who  jealous  is,  who  taxeth  me. 
Fathers  and  hufbands,  I  do  claim  a  right 
In  all  that  is  call'd  lovely :    take  my  light. 
Sooner  than  my  aifedlion  from  the  fair. 
No  face,  no  hand,  proportion,  line  or  air 
Of  beauty,  but  the  mufe  hath  intereft  in  : 
There  is  not  wern  that  lace,  purl,  knot,  or  pin, 
But  is  the  poet's  matter ;  and  he  muft, 
When  he  is  furious,  love,  although  not  luft. 
But  then  content,  your  daughters  and  your  wives 
(If  th.  v  be  fair  and  worth  it)  have  their  lives 
-       Vol..  IV. 


Made  longer  by  our  praifes :  or,  if  rof, 
Willi  you  liad  foul  ones,  and  deformed  got, 
Curlt  in  their  cradles,  or  there  chang'd  by  elves, 
So  to  be  fare  you  do  enjoy  yourfelvcs. 
Yet  keep  thofe  up  in  fackcloth  too,  or  leather. 
For  fdk  will  draw  feme  fneaking  fongfter  thither. 
It  is  a  rhyming  age,  and  verfes  fvvarm 
At  every  (lall ;  the  city's  cap's  a  charm. 
But  I  who  live,  and  have  liv'd  twenty  year, 
Where  I  may  handle  lilk  as  free  and  near. 
As  any  mercer,  or  the  whalebone  man, 
fhat  quilts  thofe  bodice  I  have  leave  to  fpan; 
Have  eaten  with  the  beauties  and  the  wits. 
And  braveries  of  court,  and  felt  thtir  fits 
Of  love  and  hate;  and  came  fo  high  to  know 
Whether  their  faces  were  their  6v>'n  or  no. 
It  is  not  likely  1  lliould  now  look  down 
Upon  a  velvet  petticoat,  pr  gown, 
Whofe  like  I  have  known  the  tayior's  wife  put  on, 
To  do  her  hufband's  rites  in,  e'er  'twere  gone 
Home  to  the  cuftomer  :  his  lechery 
Being  the  beft  clothes  ftill  to  pre-occupy. 
Put  a  coach-mare  in  tiffae,  muft  1  horfe 
Her  prefently  ?  or  leap  thy  wife  ot  force, 
When  by  thy  fordid  bounty  ^(iz  hath  ou 
A  gu\«n  of  that  was  the  caparifon  ? 
So  I  might  doat  upon  thy  chairs  and  ftools, 
That  are  like  cioth'd  :  muft  '  be  of  thofe  fools 
Of  race  accounted,  that  no  pafTion  have. 
But  when  thy  wife  (as  th.m  conceiv'ft)  Is  brave? 
Then  ope  thy  wardrobe,  think  me  that  poor  groom 
That  from  the  footman,  when  he  was  become 
An  ollicer  there  did  make  moft  folemn  love 
To  every  petticoat  he  brufli'd,  and  glove 
He  >lid  lay  up  ;  and  would  adore  the  flioe 
Or  flipper  was  left-  off,  and  kifs  it  too;- 
Coutt  every  hanging  gown,  and  sfter  that 
Lift  up  fome  one,  and  do,  I  teil  not  what. 
Thou  didlc  tell  me,  and  wert  o'erjoy'd  to  peep 
In  at  a  hole,  and  fee  thofe  adions  creep 
From  the  poor  wretcli,  which  though  he  play'd  in 

profe, 
He  would  have  done  in  verfe,  with  any  of  thofe 
Wrung  on  the  withers,  by  Lord  Love's  defpite, 
Had  he  the  faculty  to  read  and  write  ! 
Such  fongfters  there  are  ftore  of ;  witnefs  he 
That  chanc'd  the  lace  laid  on  afmock  to  fee. 
And  ftraightway  fpent  a  fonnct :  with  that  other 
That  (in  pure  madrigal,  unto  his  mother 
Commended  the  French  hood  and  fcarlet  gown 
Tiie  lady  May'refs  pafs'd  in  through  che  town. 
Unto  the  Spittle  fermon.  O  what  ftraiige 
Variety  of  filfcs  were  on  th'  Exchange 
Or  in  Moorfields  '.   this  other  mght  fings  one, 
Another  anfwers,  lafs  thofe  li Iks  are  nmc, 
Tn  fmlling  1/envoy.  as  he  would  deri :;e 
Any  comparifnn  had  with  his  Cue:.pf)de. 
And  vouches  both  the  pageant  and  x!T\t.  day. 
When  not  the  fti ops  but  windows  do  difplay 
The  ftuff?',  the  velvets,  piufhes,  fringes,  lace, 
And  ail  the  original  riots  of  thj  place  :. 
Let  the  poo--  fools  er/joy  their  f(>llies,  love 
A  goat  in  velvet;  or  fom'^  block  could  move 
Under  that  cover;   an  old  midwife's  hat  I 
Or  a  clole-ftool  fo  cas'd ;  or  aoy  fat 
O  y 
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33awd  in  a  velvet  fcubbar'd  '.  1  envy 
None  of  their  i^learurcs  !  nor  will  alTi  tliee  why 
Thou  art  jcaloiis  of  thy  wife's  or  daughter's  cafe  : 
More  than  of  elthcr's.  manners,  wit,  or  fiice  ! 

>frt  Ernrat'wn  upon  Vulcan. 
And  why  to  me  this,  thou  lame  lord  of  fire  ? 
What  had  I  done  that  mi>;ht  call  on  thine  ire  ? 
Or  urge  thy  greedy  iUimes  thus  to  devour 
So  maiiy  rtiy  years  labors  in  an  hour  ? 
1  ne'er  attempted,  Vulcan,  'gainll  thy  life; 
Nor  made  leaft  line  of  love  to  thy  loofe  wife; 
Or  in  remembrance  of  thy  affiont  and  fcorn, 
Withclow:isandtradtlmen,ke^.ttheeclos'd  inborn 
•Twas  Jupiter  that  hurl'i!  thee  headlong  down, 
And  Mars  that  gave  thee  a  lanthorn  for  a  crown 
Was  it  hecEule  thou  wert  of  old  deny'd 
By  Jove  to  have  Minerva  for  thy  bride  ; 
That  fince  thou  tak'll  all  tnviou".  care  and  pain 
To  ruin  e  -cry  ilTue  of  the  brain  ? 
Had  I  wrote  treafon  there,  or  herefy, 
Impoflure,  witchcraft,  charms,  or  blafphemy  ; 
1  hncl  deferv'd  then  ihy  confuming  looks, 
Perhaps  to  have  been  burned  with  my  books. 
But  on  thy  malice,  tell  ne,  didft  thou  fpy 
Any  leaft  loofe  or  fcurril  paper  lie 
Conctal'd,  or  kept  there,  that  was  fit  to  be, 
By  thine  own  vote,  a  facrifice  to  thee  ? 
Did  [  there  wound  the  honours  of  the  crown  ? 
Or  tax  the  glories  of  the  church  and  gown  ? 
Itch  to  defame  the  ftate  ?  or  brand  the  times  ? 
And  mylclf  moft,  tn  fome  felf-boafling  rhymes  ? 
If  1  one  of  thcfe,  then  why  this  Bre  ?  or  find 
A  caufe  before,  or  leave  me  one  behind. 
Had  I  compil'd  from  Amadis  de  Gaul, 
Th'  Efplandians,  Arthurs  Palmcrins,  and  all 
The  learned  library  of  Don  Quixote  ; 
And  fo  fome  goodlier  monfter  had  begot. 
Or  fpun  out  riddles,  and  weav'd  fifty  tomes 
Of  Logogriphes,  and  curious  Palindromes, 
Or  pump'd  for  thofehard  trifles.  Anagrams, 
Or  Eteofticks,  or  your  finer  flams 
Of  eggs,  and  halberds,  cradles,  and  a  hearfe, 
A  pair  of  fcifiars ,  and  a  comb  in  verfe  ; 
Acroftics,  and  teleaics  on  jump  names. 
Thou  then  har'il  had  fome  colour  for  thy  flames, 
On  fuch  my  ferious  follies  :   but,  thou'ltfay, 
There  were  fome  pieces  of  as  bafs  allay, 
And  as  falfe  ilamp  there  ;  parcels  of  a  play, 
Fitter  to  fee  the  fire-light  than  the  day  ; 
Adulterate  ;v.onies,  fuch  as  might  not  go  : 
Thou  Ihouldft  have  ftay'd,  till  public  fame  l»id  fo. 
She  is  the  judge,  ihou  executioner ; 
Or  if  thou  needs  would'It  trench  upon  her  power, 
Thou  migbt'ft  have  yet  enjny'd  thy  cruelty 
VJ-*\  feme  moic  thrift  and  mure  vanety  :      ^ 
Thou  might'a  have  had  me  periili  piece  by  piece, 
To  light  tobacco,  or  fave  roafced  geefe, 
Singe  capons,  or  poor  pigs,  dropping  their  eyes; 
Condemn'd  me  to  the  ovens  with  the  pies; 
And  fo  have  kept  me  dying  a  whole  age, 
Ivot  ravifh'd  all  hence  in  a  minute's  rage. 
But  that's  a  mark  whereof  ihy  rights  do  boaft. 
To  ma^te  tonfumption  every  where  thou  go  It. 
Had  I  foreknown  of  ihis  thy  leaft  defire 
T'  have  held  a  tiiumph,  or  -^  Itall  tf  fire, 


OF   J  ON  SON. 

ETpecially  in  paper  ;  that  that  fteam 
Had  tickled  thy  large  noftril :  many  a  ream 
To  redeem  mine,  I  had  fent  in  enough,         [ftuC 
Thou  fhould'ft  have  cried,  and   all  been  proper 
The  Talmud  and  the  Alcoran  had  come, 
With  pieces  of  the  legend  ;  the  whole  fum 
Of  errant  kni-,hthood,  with  the  dames  and  dwarfs; 
The  charmed  boars,  and  the  enchanted  wharfs, 
The  Tiiftram?,Lanc'lots,  I'urpins.and  the  Peers, 
All  the  mad  Rolands,  and  fweet  Olivers; 
To  Merlin's  marvels,  and  his  Cabal's  lofs, 
With  the  chimera  of  the  Rofy  Crofs, 
Thtir  feals,  their  charaders,  hermetic  rings, 
Their  gem  of  riches,  and  bright  ftone  that  brings 
Invifibility,  and  ftrength,  and  tongues; 
The  art  of  kindling  the  true  coal,  by  lungs ; 
With  Nicholas  Pafquill's  Meddle  with  your  match. 
And  the  ftrong  lines  that  lb  the  times  do  catch, 
Or  Captain  Paniphkt's  horfe  and  foof,  that  fally 
Upon  th' Exchange,  flill  out  of  Pope's-head-alley. 
The  weekly  courants;  with  Paul's  fcal ;  and  all 
Th'  admir'd  difcourfes  of  the  prophet  Ball : 
Thcfe,  hadft  thou  pleas'd  either  to  dine  or  fup, 
Had  made  a  meal  for  Vulcan  to  lick  up. 
Buc  in  my  dtlk,  what  was  there  to  excite 
So  ravenous  and  vail  an  appetite  ? 
I  dare  not  fay  a  body,  but  fome  parts 
There  were  of  fearch,  and  mall'ry  in  the  art». 
All  the  eld  Vcnufine,  in  poetry. 
And  lighted  by  the  Stagyrite,  could  fpy, 
Was  there  madeEnglifh  :  with  the  grammar  too. 
To  teach  fome  that  their  nurfes  could  not  do. 
The  purity  of  language  ;  and  among 
The  reft,  my  journey  into  Scotland  fong. 
With  all  th'  adventures  ;  three  books  not  afraid 
To  fpeak  the  fate  of  the  Sicilian  maid 
To  our  own  ladies  ;  and  in  ftory  there 
Of  our  fifth  Henry,  eight  of  his  nine  year; 
Wherein  was  oil,  befide  thefuccour  I'pent, 
Which  noble  Carew,  Cotton,  Selden  lent : 
And  twice  tv^relve  years  ftor'd  up  humanity, 
With  humble  gleanings  in  divinity  ; 
After  the  fathers,  and  thofe  wifer  guides, 
Whom  fadion  had  not  drawn  to  ftudy  fides. 
How  ill  thefe  ruins,  Vukan,  thou  doft  lurk, 
All  foot  and  embers!  odious  as  thy  work 
I  now  begin  to  doubt  if  ever  grace, 
Orgoddefs,  could  be  patient  of  thy  face. 
Thou  woo  Minerva  I   or  to  wit  afpire  1 
'Caufe  thou  canft  halt  with  ns  in  arts  and  fire!   • 
Son  of  the  Wind  '.  for  fo  thy  mother,  gone 
V/ith  luft,  conceiv'd  ihee;  father  thou  hadft  none. 
When  thou  wert  born,  and  that  thou  look'ft  at 

heft, 
She  durft  not  kifs,  but  flung  theeTrom  her  breaft. 
A::d  fo  did  Jove,  who  ne'er  meant  thee  his  cup  : 
No  mar'l  the  clowns  of  Lemnos  took  thee  up ; 
For  none  but  fmiths  would  have  made  thee  a  god. 
Some  alchymift  th.ere  may  be  yet,  or  odd 
'Squire  of  the  fquibs,  againft  the  pageant  day, 
May  to  thy  name  a  Vulcanale  fay  ; 
And  for  it  lofe  his  eyes  with  gunpowder. 
As  th'  other  may  his  brains  with  quick-filver. 
Well  fare  the  wil'cmen  yet,  on  the  Bank-fidc, 
My  friends,  the  waterman  1  they  could  provide 
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Agalnft  thy  fury,  when  to  ferve  their  needs, 
Tlicy  made  a  Vulcan  of  a  fheaf  of  reeds. 
Whom  theydurft  handle  in  their  holiday  coats, 
And  fafely  truiV  to  drcfs,  not  burn  their  boats. 
But,  O  thofc  reeds !  thy  mere  difdain  of  them, 
Made  thee  beget  the  cru^l  ftratagem, 
(Which  fume  are  plcas'd  to   llyle   but  thy  mad 

prank 
Againfl;  the  Globe,  the  glory  of  the  Bank  : 
Which,  though  it  were  the  fort  of  the  whole  pa- 

rifa, 
JFlank'd  with  a  ditch,  and  forc'd  cut  of  a  marifh, 
1  faw  with  two  poor  chambers  taken  in 
And  raz'd ;  e'er  thought  could  urge  this  might 

havv!:  been  ! 
See  the  world's  ruins;  nothing  but  the  piles 
Left!  and  wit  fince  to  cover  it  with  tiles. 
The  brethren  they  llraight  nois'd  it  out  for  news, 
'Twas  verily  fome  relic  of  the  flews  ;  } 

And  this  a  fparUe  of  that  fire  lee  loole. 
That  was  lock'd  up  in  the  Winchellrlan  goofe, 
Bred  on  the  B^nk  in  time  of  Popery, 
When  Venus  there  malntuin'd  her  niyftcry. 
But  others  fell,  with  that  conceit,  by  the  ears. 
And  cried  it  was  a  threat'ning  to  the  bears, 
And  that  accurfed  ground_,  the  Paris  garden  : 
Nay,  figh'd  a  filler,  'twas  the  nun  Kate  Arden 
liindled  the  fire  !  but  then,  did  «.ne  return, 
Ho  fool  would  his  own  harveft  fpoil  or  burtj  I 
If  that  were  fo,  thou  rather  wouldft  advance 
The  place  that  was  thy  wife's  inheritance. 
O  no,  cry'd  all.  Fortune,  for  being  a  whore, 
*Scap'd  not  his  juSice  any  jot  the  more  : 
He  burnt  that  idol  of  the  revels  too. 
Nay,  let  Whitehall  with  revels  have  to  do. 
Though  but  in  dances,  it  fliall  know  his  power  : 
There  was  a  iudgment  fhown  too  in  an  hour. 
He  is  true  Vulcan  (lill '.   he  did  not  fpare 
Troy,  though  it  were  fo  much  his  Venus'  care. 
Fool,  wilt  thou  let  that  in  example  come  ? 
Did  not  fhc  fave  from  thence  to  build  a  Rome  ? 
And  what  had  thou  done  in  thefe  petty  ipites, 
More  than  advanc'd  the  houfes  and  their  riceb  ? 
I,  will  not  argue  thee,  from  thofe,  of  guilt. 
For  thty  v/ere  burnt  but  to  be  better  built. 
'  ris  true,  that  in  thy  wifli  they  were  dellroy'd. 
Which  thou  haft  only  vented,  not  enjoy'd. 
Bo  wou'id'H  thou've  run  upon  the  rolls  by  flealth. 
And  didil  invade  part  of  the  commonwealth. 
In  thofe  records,  which,  were  all  chronicles  gone, 
Will  be  remember'd  by  fix  clerks  to  one. 
But  fay  all  fix,  good  men,  wliat  anfwer  ye  ? 
jLies  there  no  writ  out  of  the  Chancery 
Againft  this  Vulcan  ?  no  injundlion. 
No  order  }  no  decree  ?  though  we  be  gone 
Ar  Common-law  :   methinks  in  his  defpite 
A  court  of  equity  Ihould  do  us  right. 
But  to  confine  him  to  the  brew-houfes. 
The  glafs-houfe,  dye-fat«,  aind  their  furnaces ; 
To  live  in  fca-coal,  and  go  forth  in  fmoke ; 
Or  Itll  that  vapour  might  the  city  choke. 
Condemn  htm  to  the  brick  kilns,  or  fome  hill- 
Foot  (out  111  Suflex)  to  an  iron  mill; 
Or  in  fmall  faggots  have  him  blaze  about 
Vile  laviins,  and  the  drunkards  p if s  him  out; 


Or  in  the  bellman's  lanthorn,  like  a  fpy. 

Burn  to  a  fnufF,  and  then  iUnk  out  and  die: 

I  couJJ  invent  a  fentence,  yet  were  worfe  ; 

But  I'll  conclude  all  in  a  civil  curfe. 

Pox  on  your  flamednp,  Vulcan,  if  it  be 

To  all  as  fatal  as't  hath  been  to  me. 

And  to  Paul's  fteeple;  which  was  unto  us 

'Bove  all  your  fire-works  had  at  F.phefus, 

Or  Alexandria;  and  though  a  divine 

Lofs,  remains  yet  as  unrepair'd  as  mine. 

Would  you  had  kept  your  forge  at  ^.tna  ftill. 

And  there  made  fwords,  bills,  glaves,  and  arms 

your  fill : 
Maintain'd  the  trade  at  Bilbo,  or  elfewhsre; 
Struck  in  at  Milan  with  the  cutlers  there; 
Or  (laid  but  where  the  friar  and  you  firft  met, 
V/ho  from  the  devil's  arfe  did  guns  beget. 
Or  fi.i'd  in  the  Low  Countries,  where  you  might 
On  both  fides  do  your  mifchief  with  delight; 
Blow  Up  and  ruin,  mine  and  countermine. 
Make  your  petards  and  granades,  all  your  fine 
Kngincs  of  murder,  and  receive  the  praile 
Of  malTacring  mankind  fo  many  v.'ays. 
We  afk  your  abfence  here,  we  all  love  peace, 
And  pray  the  fruits  thereof  and  the  encreafe  ; 
So  doch  the  king,  and  mofl  of  the  king's  men 
That  have  good  places  :  therefore  once  again, 
P  >x  on  thee,  Vulcan  ;  thy  Pandora's  pox, 
And  ail  the  evils  that  flew  out  her  box 
Light  on  thee  :   or  if  thofe  plagues  will  not  do, 
T.Sy  wives  pox  on  thee  and  B.  B 's  lOO. 

A  Sfieech  according  to  Harace. 
WuY  yet,  my  noble  heart-,  they  cannot  fay, 
But  we  have  powder  flill  for  the  king's  day. 
And  ordnance  too  :  fo  much  as  from  the  Tower, 
T'  have  wak'd,  iffleeping,  Spain's  amhaffador. 
Old  iEfop  Gundomar  :  the  French  can  tell. 
For  they  did  fee  it  the  latl  tilting  well, 
That  we  have  trumpets,  armour,  and  great  horfe, 
Lances  and  men,  and  foine  a  breaking  crofj. 
They  faw,  tuo,  {lore  of  feathers,  and  more  may, 
Tf  they  flay  here  but  till  St.  George's  day. 
Ail  eiiugns  of  a  war  are  not  yet  dead, 
Nor  marks  of  wealth  fo  from  a  nation  ile^, 
But   they   may   fee  gold  chains    and  pearl  wora 

tiien. 
Lent  by  tlie  London  dames  to  the  lords  men  : 
Withal,  the  dirty  pains  thofe  citizens  take. 
To  fee  the  pride  at  ctiurt  their  wives  do  make  ; 
And  the  return  thofe  thankful  courtiers  yield, 
To  have  their  huibanda  drawn  forth  to  the  field. 
And  coming  home  to  tell  what  ails  were  done 
Undf  r  the  aufpice  of  young  Svvlnnerton. 
V/hat  a  flrong  fort  old  Pimbiicoe  had  been  I 
How  it  held  out !   (laft)  'twas  taken  in. I 
Well,  1  fay,  thrive,  thrive,  brave  artillery-yard. 
Thou  feetl-plot  of  the  war,  that  hafi  not  fpar'd 
Powder  or  paper  to  bring  up  t'le  youth 
of  London, 4n  the  military  truth 
Thele  ten  years  day;  as  all  may  fwear  that  look 
But  on  thy  pracSlice,  and  the  p^jfture-book  : 
He  that  but  faw  thy  curious  captain's  drill, 
Would  t'aiak  no  more  of  Flufiiing  or  the  Brill  % 
1  O  o  ij 
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Eut  give  them  over  to  the  common  ear, 

For  that  u.ineceiTury  charge  they  were. 

'Well  did  thy  crafty  clerk,  and  knight  Sir  Hugh, 

Supplanrb  Id  Panton.  and  brought  there  to  view 

Tranflated  Chan's  tactics  to  be  read, 

And  the  Gr.  ck  difcipline  (with  the  modern)  fhed 

So  inthat  ground,  asfoon  it  grew  to  be 

The  city-q)  eftion   whether  Tilly  or  he 

Were  now  (he-  greater  captain  ?  for  they  faw 

Tlie  Berghen  ficge,  and  taking  in  Breda, 

So  afted  to  the  life,  as  Maurice  might. 

And  Spinola  have  blufhed  at  the  fight. 

O  happy  art  1   and  wife  epitome 

Of  bearing  arms  1  moft  civil  fildiery  ! 

Thou  canft  draw  forth  thy  forces,  and  fight  dry 

The  battles  of  thy  aldermanity, 

Without  the  hazard  of  a  drop  of  blood, 

!More  than  the  furfcits  in  thee  that  day  flood. 

Go  on,  encreas'd  in  virtue  and  in  fame, 

And  keep  the  glory  of  the  Englifh  name 

Up  among  nations.  In  the  flead  of  bold 

Beauchamp*  and  Nevills,  Cliffords,  Audleys  old, 

Infert  thy  Hodges,  and  thofe  newer  men 

As  Stiles,  Dike"  Bitchfield,  Millar,  Crips  and  Fen  : 

That  keep  the  war,  though  now  't  be  grown  mere 

tame, 
Alive  yet  in  the  noife  and  flill  the  fame, 
And  cotild  (if  our  great  men  would  let  their  fons 
Come  to  their  fchools)  fliow  'em  the  ufe  of  guns; 
And  there  inrtrudl  the  noble  Englifh  heirs 
In  politic  and  military  affairs. 
But  he  that  Ihould  pcrfuade  to  have  this  done 
For  education  of  our  lordlings,  foon 
Should  he  hear  of  billow,  wind  and  florm, 
From  the  tempeftuous  grandlings,  who'll  inform 
U'^,  in  our  bearin",  that  are  thus  and  rhus. 
Born, bred,  allied  ?  what's  he  dare  tutor  us? 
Are  we  by  book-worms  to  be  aw'J  ?  nuift  we 
JLive  by  their  fcale,  that  dare  do  nothing  free  ? 
Why  are  we  rich  or  great,  except  to  (how 
All  licenfe  in  our  lives.'  what  need  we  know 
More  than  to  praife  a  dog  ?  or  horfe  .'  or  fpeak 
The  hawking  language  .'  or  our  day  to  break 
With  citizens?  let  clowns  and  tradefmen  breed 
Their  fons  to  ftudy  arts,  the  laws,  the  creed  : 
We  will  believe  like  men  of  our  own  rank. 
In  fo  much  land  a  year,  or  fuch  a  bank, 
That  turns  us  fo  much  monies,  at  which  rate 
Our  anceflors  impos'd  on  prince  and  flate. 
Let  poor  nobility  be  virtuous:  we, 
D  Icended  in  a  rope  of  titles,  be 
From  Guy,  or  Bevis,  Arthur,  or  from  whom 
The  herald  will.  Our  blood  is  now  become 
Pi'  av.y  need  of  virtue.  Let  them  care, 
That  in  the  crndle  of  their  gentry  are  ; 
To  ferve  the  (late  by  councils  and  by  arms  : 
We  neither  love  the  troubles  nor  the  harms,  [gait. 
What  love  you  then  ;  your  whore  ?  what  fludy  ? 
Carnage  and  drefling.    I'here  is  up  of  late 
TJ;s  academy,  where  the  gallants  meet— — 
Wh-ir,  to  make  legs  ?  yes,  and  to  fmell  moft  fweet : 
All  that  they  do  ar  plays,  O,  but  firll  here' 
Tliey  learn  and  lludy  ;  and  then  pradlife  there, 
lut,  why  art  al;  thefe  irons  i'  the  fiiC 
Oi  ic\eiA  makings  i  helps,  helps,  to  attire 
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His  lordlhip.  That  is  for  his  band,  his  hair 
i'hi?,  and  that  box  his  beauty  to  repair  ; 
This  other  for  his  eye-brows ;  hence,  away, 
I  may  no  longer  on  theft:  piifliires  flay, 
Tiicfe  carcafes  of  honour;  taylors  blocks 
Cover'd  with  tiffue,  who'e  profperity  mocks 
The  fate  of  things :  wliilll  totter'd  virtue  hold* 
Her  broken  arms  up  to  their  empty  moulds. 

yf»  E/>i/!k  to  Majer  Arthur  S^ulb. 

What  T  am  not,  and  what  I  fain  would  be, 

Whilft  I  inform  myfelf,  I  would  teach  thee, 

My  gentle  Arthur,  that  it  hiight  be  faid 

One  leflbn  we  b.ave  both  learn'dj-and  well  read- 

1  neither  am,  nor  art  thou  one  of  thofe 

That  hearkens  to  a  jacks-pulfe,  when  it  goes; 

Nor  ever  trulled.to  that  friendfhip yet 

Was  iflae  of  the  tavern  or  the  fpit : 

Much  Icfs  a  name  would  we  bring  up,  or  nurfe, 

I'hat  could  but  claim  a  kindred  froih  the  purfe. 

Thofe  are  poor  ties  depend  on  thofe  falfe  ends, 

'Tis  virtue  alone,  or  nothing,  that  knits  friends. 

And  as  within  your  office  you  do  take 

No  piece  of  money,  but  you  know,  or  make 

Inquiry  of  the  worth  :  fo  mufl  we  do, 

Firft  weigh  a  friend,  than.touch  and  try  him  too  r 

For  there  are  many  flips  and  counterfeits. 

Deceit  is  fruitful.    Men  have  mafques  and  nets, 

F«it  thcfe  with  wearir/<j  will  themfelves  unfold  : 

They  cannot  lafl    No  lie  grew  ever  old. 

Turn  him,  and  fee  his  threads  :  look  if  he  be 

Friend  to  himfelf  that  would  be  friend  to  thee. 

For  that  is  firft  requir'd,  a  man  be  his  own  ; 

Eiit  he  tliat's  too  much  that,  is  friend  of  none. 

Ihen  reft,  and  a  friend's  value  underftand. 

It  is  a  richer  purchafe  than  of  land. 

An  Epigram  on  Sir  Kd-zcard  Cole,  -when  he  "wat 
Lord  Chief  JuJI'ice  of  England 

He  that  fliould  fearch  all  glories  of  the  gown, 
And  flepsof  all  rais'd  fervants  of  the  crovvn. 
He  could  not  find  than  thee,  of  all  that  (lore. 
Whom  fortune  aided  lefs,  or  virtue  more. 
Such,  Coke,  were  thy  beginnings,  when  thy  good 
In  others  evil  heft;  was  und.irflood  :  [^'d. 

When,  being  the  flranger's  help,  the  poor  man'e 
Thy  jufl  defences  made  th'  oppreifor  afiaid. 
Such  was  thy  procefs,  when  integrity. 
And  ficill  in  thee  now  grew  authority : 
That  clients  ftrove  in  queftion  of  the  laws, 
Alore  for  thy  patronage,  than  for  their  caufe. 
And  that  thy  llrong  and  manly  eloquence 
Stood  up  thy  nation's  fame,  her  crown's  defence; 
And  now  fuch  is  thy  (land,  while  thou  dofl  deal 
Defired  iuftice  to  the  public  weal, 
Like  Solon's  felf,  explat'ft  the  knotty  laws 
Withendlefs  labours,  whilll  thy  learning  draws 
No  lefs  of  praife,  tkan  readers  in  all  kinds 
Of    evorthien;   knowledge,    that    can  take  men's 

minds. 
Such  is  thy  all,  that  (as  I  fung  before) 
None  fortune  aided  lefs,  or  virtue  more. 
Or  if  chance  muft  to  each  man  that  doth  rife,       , 
Needs  knd  an  aii,  to  thine  fhe  had  her  e/cs. 
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'tfiv  Epijlk,  anf'joirlng  to  one  thai  afi:ed  to  be  fcaled  of 
the  triple  of  Ben. 

Men  that  are  fafe  and  fiire  in  all  they  do. 
Care  not  what  trials  they  are  put  unto  : 
They  meet  the  fitc,  the  teft,  as  martyrs  would. 
And  though  opinion  (lamp  them  nor,  are  gold. 
I  could  fay  more  of  fuch,  but  that  I  fly 
To  fpeak  myfclf  (  ut  too  ambitioxifly, 
And  fliowing  fo  weak  an  a6t  to  vulgar  eyes. 
Put  confcience  and  my  right  to  conipromife. 
Let  thole  that  merely  talk,  and  never  think, 
That  live  in  the  wild  anarchy  of  drink, 
SubjetS  to  quarrel  only  ;  or  elfe  fuch 
As  make  it  thefr  proficiency,  how  much 
They've  glutted  in,  and  letcher'd  out  that  week, 
That  never  yet  did  friend  or  friendfhip  feek, 
BkI  for  a  fealing  :  let  thefe  men  protcfl. 
■Or  th'  other  on  their  borders,  that  will  jc-ft 
On  all  fouls  that  are  abfent ;  even  the  dead, 
Like  flies  or  worms,  which  man's  corrupt  parts 

fed: 
That  to  fpeak  well,  think  it  above  all  fin, 
Of  any  company  but  that  they  are  in, 
Call'd  every  night  to  fupper  in  thefe  fits. 
And  are  receiv'd  for  the  covey  of  wits. 
That  cenfure  all  the  town,  and  all  th'  affairs, 
And  know  whofe  ignorance  is  more  than  theirs; 
Let  thefe  men  have  their  ways,  and  take  their 

times 
To  vent  their  libels,  and  to  ifiue  rhymes, 
I  have  no  portion  in  them,  nor  their  deal 
Of  news  they  get,  t:>  ftrew  out  the  long  meal ; 
I  fludy  other  friendfhips,  and  more  one, 
Than  thefe  can  ever  be,  or  elfe  wifli  none. 
What  is't  to  me,  whether  the  French  dcfign 
Be,  or  be  not  to  get  the  Vall-telline  ? 
Or  the  States  fhips  fent  forth  belike  to  meet 
•  Some  hopes  of  Spain  in  their  Weft  Indian  fleet  ? 
Whether  the  difpenfation  yet  be  fent, 
Or  that  the  match  from  Spain  was  ever  m.eant  ? 
I  wifti  all  well,  and  pray  high  heaven  confpirc 
My  prince's  fafe ty,  and  my  king's  defire; 
But  if  for  honour  we  muft  draw  the  fwoi  d, 
And  force  back  that  which  will  not  be  reftor'd, 
I  have  a  body  yet  that  fpirit  draws, 
To  live   T  fall  a  carcafe  in  the  caufe. 
So  far  wirhout  inquiry  what  the  States, 
Brunsiield  and  Mansfield  do  this  year,  my  fates 
iShall  carry  me  at  call ;  and  I'il  be  well, 
Though  I  do  neither  hear  thefe  news,  nor  tell 
Of  Spain  or  France ;  or  were  not  prick'd  down 

one 
Of  the  late  myftery  of  reception. 
Although  my  fame  to  his  not  urder-hears, 
That  guides  the  motions,  and  directs  the  bears. 
But  that's  a  blow,  by  which  in  time  I  may 
Lofc  all  my  creoit  with  my  Chriftmas-clay, 
And  animated  porc'laine  of  the  court, 
I,  and  for  this  negled  the  C'  arfcr  fort 
Of  earthen  jars  there  may  moleft  me  too  : 
Well,  with  mine  own  frail  pitcher  what  to  do 
I  have  decreed ;  keep  it  fr  ni  waves  and  prefs. 
Left  it  be  juftled,  crack'd,  made  nought,  or  lefs  : 
Live  to  ihat  point  1  wil;   fo;  which  I'm  man, 
And  dwell  as  in  my  centre,  as  I  can, 
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Still  looking  to,  and  ever  loving  heaven ; 
With  reverence  ufing  all  the  gifts  thence  given. 
'Mongft  which,  if  I  nave  any  friendfliips  fent. 
Such  as  are  fquare,  well-tag'd,  anti  permanentj 
Not  built  with  canvas,  paper,  and  falfe  lights. 
As  are  the  glorious  fcenes  at  the  great  fights  : 
And  that  there  be  no  fev'ry  heats  nor  colds, 
Oily  expanlions,  or  flirunk  dirty-folds. 
But  all  fo  clear,  and  led  by  reafon's  flame, 
As  but  to  ftumble  in  her  fight  were-lhame. 
Thefe  I  will  honour,  love,  embrace,  and  ferve; 
And  free  it  fromall  queflion  to  preferve. 
So  ftiort  you  read  my  charadler,  and  theirs 
1  would  call  mine,  to  which  noc  many  flairs 
Are  aik'd  to  climb.     Firft  give  me  faith,  whft 

know 
Myfelf  a  little.     I  will  take  you  fo. 
As  you  have  writ  yourfeif.    Now  ftand,  and  thenj 
Sir,  you  are  fealed  of  the  tribe  of  Ben. 

The  Dedication  of  the  King's  new  Cellar  to  Bacchus^ 

SiNCE,  Bacchus,  thou  art  father 

Of  wines,  to  thee  the  rather 

We  dedicate  this  cellar, 

Where  new,  thou  art  made  dwellerj 

And  feal  thee  thy  commiflion  : 

But  'tis  with  a  cc^ndition, 

That  thou  remain  here  tafl.er 

Of  all  to  the  great  mailer. 

And  look  unto  their  faces,  -* 

Their  qualities  abd  races, 

That  b.jth  thtir  odour  take  hini, 

And  r.fci.fh  merry  make  him. 

Fur,  Bacchus,  thou  art  freer 
Of  cares,  and  overfecr 
Of  feaft  and  merry  meeting, 
And  iliU  begin'fl;  the  greeting  s 
See  then  thou  doft  attend  him, 
Lyseus,  and  defend  him. 
By  all  the  arts  of  gladnefs, 
From  any  thought  like  fatlnefs. 
€o  may'it  thou  flill  be  younger 
Than  Phcebus,  and  much  ftronger. 
To  give  mankind  their  eafes, 
And  cure  the  world's  difeafes  : 

So  may  the  mufes  follow 
Thee  fiiU  and  leave  Apollo, 
And  think  thy  ftreara  more  qulckei! 
Than  Hippocrene's  liquor: 
And  thnu  make  many  a  poet. 
Before  his  brain  do  know  it ; 
So  may  there  never  quarrel 
Have  iffue  from  the  barrel. 
But  Venus  and  the  Graces 
Puriue  thee  in  all  places. 
And  not  a  fong  be  other 
Than  Cupid  and  his  mother. 

That  when  King  James  above  here 
Shall  feaft  it,  thouniay'ft  love  there 
The  caufes  and  the  guefts  too, 
And  have  thy  tales  and  jefts  too. 
Thy  Circuits  and  thy  rounds  free. 
As  Ihall  the  feaft's  fairgrounas  be. 

Be  it  he  hold  communion 
iM  grtat  St,  George's  union  j 
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Or  gratulates  the  pnffsige 
Of  fonie  well  wrought  embalTage  ; 
Whereby  he  may  knit  frre  up 
The  wifhcd  peace  of  Europe: 
Or  clfe  a  health  advances, 
To  puL  his  court  in  dances, 
And  fet  us  all  on  {kipping, 
"VVJien  with  his  royal  Ihipping, 
The  narrow  feas  are  Ihady, 
And  Charles  brings  home  the  lady. 
Accejfit  fer-uor  capiti,  numerufque  lucernit. 

An  Epigram  on  the  Couri-Pucell. 
Does  the  CoprtrPucell  then  fo  cenfure  me, 
And  thinks  I  dare  not  her  ?  let  the  world  fee, 
■What  though  her  chamber  be  the  very  pit. 
Where  fight  the  prime  cocks  of  the  game  for  wit ; 
And  that  as  any  are  flroke,  her  breath  creates 
Kew  in  their  flead,  out  of  the  candidates; 
What  though  with  tribade  luft  Ihe  force  a  mufe, 
And  in  an  epicoene  fury  can  write  news 
Iqual  with  that  which  for  the  bett  news  goes. 
As  airy  light,  and  as  like  wic  as  thofe; 
What  though  flie  talk,  and  can  at  once  with  them 
Make  irate,  religion,  bzwtlry,  all  a  theme. 
And  as  lip-thirflyin  each  words  cxpence, 
Both  laboi^r  with  the  phrafe  more  than  the  fenfe  ; 
What  though  ihe  ride  two  mile  on  holidays 
To  church,  as  others  do  to  feafts  and  plays, 
To  Ihew  their  tires,  to  view,  and  to  be  view'd ; 
What  though  fhe  be  with  velvet  j/owns  endu'd, 
And  fpangled  petticoats  brought  forth  to  eye, 
■^s  new  rewards  of  her  old  fecrccy ; 
What  though  fhe  hath  won  on  truft  as  many  do, 
And  that  her  truiler  fears  her,  muft  I  too  ? 
1  never  ftood  for  any  place  :  my  wit 
Thinks  itfelf  nought,  though  fhe  Ihould  value  it. 
I  am  no  ftatefman,  and  much  lefs  divine  ; 
For  bawd'ry,  'tis  her  language,  and  not  mine, 
i'artheft  I  am  from  the  idolatry 
To  fluffs  and  laces,, thofe  my  man  can  buy. 
And  truft  her  I  would  kaft,that  hath  forefwore 
In  contradl  twice  :  what  can  fhe  perjure  more  \ 
Indeed  her  drefling  fome  man  might  delight. 
Her  face  there's  none  can  like  by  candle-light. 
Not  he,  that  fliouM  the  body  have,  for  cafe 
To  his  poor  inftrument,  now  out  of  grace. 
Shall  I  advife  thee,  Pucell  ?  fleal  away    '        [day  • 
Prom  court,  while  yet  thy  fame  hath  fome  fmall 
The  wits  will  leave  you  if  they  once  perceive 
You  cling  to  lord,;  and  lords,  if  thena  you  leave 
For  iermonecrs  :  cf  which  now  one,  now  other. 
They  fay  you  weekly  invite  with  fits  o'  th'  mother, 
And  pradife  for  a  miracle  ;  take  heed, 
This  age  will  lend  no  faith  to  I)>irrel's  deed ; 
Or  if  it  would,  the  court  is  the  worfl  place,  ' 
Both  for  the  mothers,  and  the  babes  (f  grace  ; 
For  there  the  wicked  in  the  chair  of  fcorn,       '■ 
Will  call't  a  baflard,  when  a  prophet's  born. 

Ah  Epigram  {o  the  honoured  *'**  Court efs  of  *** . 
The  wifdom,  madam,  of  your  private  life, 
Wherewith  this  while  you  live  a  widow'd  wife 
And  the  right  ways  you  take  unto  the  right,     ' 
X  0  conijuer  rumour,  and  triumph  on  fpite  5 
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Not  only  fliunning  by  your  afl  to  do 

Ought  that  is  ill,  but  the  fufpicion  too. 

Is  of  fo  brave  example,  as  he  were 

No  friend  ro  virtue,  could  be  Clent  Ijere  ; 

The  rather  when  the  vices  of  the  time 

Are  grown  fo  fruitful,  and  falfe  pleafures  climlj 

By  all  oblique  degrees  that  killing  height  [weight. 

From  whence  they  fall,  caft  down  with  their  own 

And  though  all  praife  bring  nothing  tw  your  name, 

Who  (herein  iliidying  confcience,  and  not  fame)  ' 

Are  in  yourfelf  rewarded ;  yet  'twill  be 

A  cheerful  wcrk  to  all  good  eyes,  to  fee 

Among  the  daily  ruins  that  fall  foul 

Of  flare,  of  fame,  of  body,  and  of  foul. 

So  great  a  virtue  fcand  upright  to  view, 

As  makes  Penelope's  old  fable  true, 

Whilft  your  UlyiTes  hath  ta'en  leave  to  go, 

Countries  and  climes,  manners  and  men  to  know. 

Only  your  time  you  better  entertain. 

Than  the  great  Homer's  wit  for  her  could  feign  ; 

For  you  admit  no  company  but  good,  [blood. 

And  when    you  wgnt   thofe  friends,  or  near  in 

Or  your  allies,  you  make  your  books  your  friends,' 

And  fludy  them  unto  the  noblefl  eiids, 

Searching  for  knowledge,  and  to  keep  your  mind 

The  fame  it  was  infpir'd,  rich  and  refin'd. 

Thefe  graces,  when  the  reft  of  ladies  view, 

Not  boafled  in  your  hfe,  but  pradis'd  true. 

As  they  are  hard  for  tliem  to  make  their  own, 

So  are  they  profitable  to  be  known  : 

For  when  they  find  fp  many  meet  in  one, 

It  will  be  fhame  for  them  if  they  have  none. 

Lord  Bacon'}  Birth-dsy, 
Hail  happy  genius  of  this  ancient  pile  1 
How  comes  it  all  things  fo  about  thee  fniile  ? 
The  fire, the  wine,  the  men  !   and  in  the  midft 
Thou  flard'ft  as  if  fome  myUery  thou  didfl  1 
Pardon,  I  read  it  in  thy  face,  the  day 
For  whofe  returns,  and  many,  all  thefe  pray  j 
And  fo  do  1.     This  is  the  fixtieth  year 
Since  Bacon,  and  thy  lord  was  born,  and  here  ; 
Son  to  the  grave  wife  keeper  of  the  feal. 
Fame  and  foundation  of  the  Englilh  weal. 
What  then  his  father  was,  tJ^at  iince  is  he. 
New  with  a  title  more  to  the  degree; 
England's  high  Chancellor  :  the  deftin'd  heir 
In  his  fqft  cradle  to  his  father's  chair; 
Whofe  even  thread  the  fates  fpin  round  and  fuU^ 
Out  of  their  choicefl  and  their  whitefl  wool. 
'  lis  a  brave  caufe  of  joy,  let  it  be  known. 
For  'twere  a  narrow  gladnefs,  kept  tliine  own. 
Give  me  a  deep-crown'd  bowl,  that  i  may  fing 
In  raifing  him  the  wifdom  of  my  king. 

A  Poemfent  me  by  Sir  IVilliam  Burlafe.   The  Paitneit 

to  ihe  Poet. 

To  paint  thy  worth,  if  rightly  I  did  know  it,       * 
And  were  but  painter  half  like  thee,  a  poet ; 
Ben,  I  would  fhow  it : 

But  in  this  Iklll  m  'unfkilfiH  pen  will  tire, 
Thou,  and  thy  worth  will  flill  be  found  far  higher; 
And  1  a  liar. 


UNDER 

Then,  what  a  painter's  here  ?  or  what  an  eater        I 
Of  great  attempts;  when  as  his  fkill's  no  greater, 
And  he  a  cheater  ?  | 

Then,  what  a  poet's  here  !  whom,  by  confeflion 
Of  all  with  me,  to  paint  without  digrefiiua 
There's  no  expreflion- 

My  Artf'Mr.      The  Pod  to  the  Palnttr. 

Why  ?  though  I  feem  of  a  prodigious  waift, 

I  am  notfo  voluminous  and  vai>, 

But  there  are  lines,  wherewith  I  might  b' embfac  d. 

'Tis  true,  as  my  womb  fwells.fo  my  hack  ftoops, 
And  the  whole  lump  grows  round,  deform'd,  and 

droops, 
But  yet  the  tun  at  Hcidplbprg  had  hoops. 

You  were  not  tied  by  any  painter's  law 
To  fquare  my  circle,  I  rcnfcis  but  draw 
My  fuperficies  :  that  was  all  you  faw. 

Which  if  in  compafs  of  no  art  it  came 

To  be  dtfcribed  by  a  monogram. 

With  one  great  blot  you'd  form'd  me  as  \  am. 

But  whllfl  you  curious  were  to  have  it  be 
An  archetype,  for  all  the  wo:ld  to  fee, 
You  made  it  a  braVe  piece,  but  not  like  me. 

Q  had  [  now  your  manner,  maft'ry,  might, 
Your  power  of  handling,  fliadow,  air,  and  fpright, 
Huw  I  would  draw,  and  take  hold  and  delight ! 

But  you  are  he  caq  paint,  I  can  but  write  : 
A  poet  hath  no  more  but  black  and  white, 
Ne  knows  he  flatt'ring  colours,  or  Talfe  light. 

Yet  when  pf  friendlhip  I  would  draw  the  face, 
A  letter'd  i^iind,  and  a  large  heart  would  place 
To  all  pofterity  ;  I  will  write  Burlale. 

An  Epigram  to  JVilliam  Earl  cf  NewcaJHi. 

When  firft,  my  lord,  1  faw  you  back  your  horfe, 
Provoke  his  mettle,  and  command  his  force 
To  all  the  ufes  of  the  field  and  race, 
Methought  I  read  the  ancient  art  of  Thrace, 
And  faw  a  centaur,  paft  thofe  tales  of  Greece,_ 
So  fecm'd  your  Imrfe  and  you  both  of --piece  \ 
You  ftiow'd  like  Perfeus  upon  Pegafus, 
Or  Caftor  mounted  on  his  Cyllar  us  : 
Or  what  we  hear  our  home-born  legend  ttll, 
Of  bold  bir  Bevis,  or  his  Arundcll  : 
Kay,  fo  your  feat  his  beauties  did  endorfe. 
As  1  began  to  wiih  niylelf  a  horfe  : 
And  furely,  had  I  but  your  {table  feen 
Before,  I  think  my  wilh  abfolv'd  had  been. 
For  never  faw  I  yet  the  mufes  dwell, 
Kor  any  of  their  houfehold  half  fo  well. 
So  well !  as  when  I  faw  the  floor  and  room, 
1  look'd  for  Hercules  to  be  the  groom  : 
And  cried,  away  with  the  Cffifarian  bread, 
At  thefe  immortal  mangers  Virgil  fed. 
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Epijih  to  Mr.  Arthur  Squlh. 

I  AM  to  dine,  friend,  where  I  muft  be  welgb'd 

For  a  juft  wager,  and  that  wager  paid 

If  1  do  lofe  it  :  and  without  a  tak, 

A  merchant's  wife  is  regent  of  the  fcale.         _ 

Who  when  Ihe  heard  the  match,  concluded  ftraigtit, 

An  ill  commodity  '.  't  muft  make  good  weight; 

So  that  upon  the  point  my  corporal  fear 

Is,'  fhe  will  play  dame  juftice  too  fevere  ; 

And  hold  me  to  it  dole  ;  to  {land  upright 

Within  the  balance,  and  not  want  a  mite  ; 

But  rr  ther  with  advantage  to  be  found 

Full  twenty  ftoat ,of  which  I  lack  two  pound  : 

That's  fix  in  filyer;  now  within  the  focket 

Stinketh  my  credit,  if  into  the  pocket 

It  do  not  come  :  one  piece  I  have  in  flore, 

Lend  me,  dear  Arthur,  for  a  week,  five  more,_ 

And  you  lliall  make  me  good  in  weight  and  fafhion, 

And  then  to  be  return'd ;  or  proteftation 

To  go  out  after- till  when  take  this  letter 

For  your  fecurity.  I  can  no  better. 

T»  Mr.  'John  Barges. 

WoutD  God,  my  Burges,  I  could  think 
Thoughts  worthy  of  thy  gift,  this  ink. 
Then  woidd  I  promife  here  to  give^ 
Vtrfe  that  ihould  thee  and  me  outlive,  ^ 
But  (ince  the  wine  hath  Iteep'd  my  brauij 
I  only  can  the  paper  {lain  ; 
Yet  v/ith  a  dye  that  fears  no  moth, 
But  fcaikt.like,  outUfts  the  cloth. 

Epyile  to  my  Lady  Covcll. 

You.  won  not  verfes,  madam,  yon  won  me. 
When  you  would  play  fo  nobly,  and  fo  free. 
A  book  to  a  fev/  lines. :  but  it  was  fit 
You  won  them  too,  your  odd^  did  merit  it, 
So  have  you  gahi'd  a  fervant  and  a  mule  : 
The  firft  of  wliich  I  fear  you  will  refuie  : 
And  yoa  m.iy  juflly,  being  a  tardy,  celd, 
Unprofitable  chattel,  fat  and  old, 
Laden  with  belly,  and  doih  hardly  approach 
His  friends,  but  to  break  chairs,  or  crack  a  coach. 
His  wcii-ht  is  twenty  ftone,  within  two  pound  ; 
And  tha'I's  made-  up,  as  doih  the  purfe  abound. 
Marry,  the  muf^  is  one  can  tread  the  air,      _ 
And  ftroke  the  water,  nimble,  chafle,  and  fair  i^ 
Sleep  in  a  virgin's  bofom  without  fear. 
Run  all  the  rounds  in  a  ioit  lady's  ear, 
Widow  or  wife,  without  the  jealouly 
Of  either  fuicor,  or  a  fervant  by. 
Such  (if  her  manners  like  you)  I  do  fend  5 
And  can  for  other  graces  her  commend. 
To  make  ycu  merry  on  tiie  drefling-aool 
A  mornings,  and  at  afternoons  to  fool 
Away  iil  company,  and  help  in  rhyme 
Ycur  Joan  to  s>afs  her  melancholy  time. 
Bv  this,  although  you  fancy  not  the  man. 
Accept  his  mule ;  and  tell,  I  know  you  can, 
How  many  verfes,  madam,  are  your  due  1 
I  can  lofe  none  in  icnd'ring  thefe  to  you. 
I  gain  in  having  leave  to  keep  my  day, 
And  fliould  grow  rich,  had  i  much  more  to  faj. 
0  0  iiij 
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To  Mr.  John  Surges. 
Father  John  Burges, 
Neceflity  urges 
My  wofu)  cry- 
To  Sir  Robert  Pie  : 

And  that  he  will  venture 

To  fend  my  debenture. 

Tell  him  his  Ben 

Knew  the  time  when 

He  lov'cl  the  mufes ; 

Though  now  he  refufes 

To  take  apprehenfion 

Of  a  year's  penfion. 

And  more  is  behind  : 

Put  him  in  mind 

Chriftmas  is  near ; 

And  neither  good  cheer. 

Mirth, fooling,  nor  wit, 

Nor  any  lead  fit 

Of  gambol  or  fnort 

Will  come  at  the  court; 

If  there  be  no  money, 

No  plover  or  coney 

Will  come  to  the  table. 

Or  wine  to  enable 

The  mufe  or  the  poet, 

The  parifli  will  know  it. 

Nor  any  quick  warming-pan  help  him  to  bed  ; 

II  the  'Chequer  be  empty,  fo  will  be  his  head. 

Epigram  to  my  Boof^feller. 
Thou,  friend,  wilt  hear  all  cenfures;  unto  thee 
All  mouths  are  open,  and  all  flomachs  free  : 
Be  thou  my  book's  intelligencer,  note 
What  each  man  fays  of  it,  and  of  what  coat 
His  judgment  is  ;  if  he  be  wife,  and  praife, 
Thank  hmi ;  if  other,  he  can  give  no  bays. 
If  his  vvit  reach  no  higher,  but  to  fpring 
Thy  wife  a  fit  of  laughter  ;  a  cramp-ring 
Will  be  reward  enough :  to  wear  like  thofe, 
i  hat  hang  their  richeft  jewels  i'  their  nofe  ; 
Like  a  rung  bear  or  fwine ;  grunting  out  wit 
Asi<ti)atpartlayfora(  )  moll  fit  I 

it  they  go  on,  and  that  thou  lov'ft  a  life 
Their  perfum'd  judgments,  let  them  kifs  thy  wife. 

An  Epigram  to  William  EarlofNt-zvcnfk. 
They  talk  of  fencing,  and  the  ufe  of  arms, 
-   Th^  art  of  urging  and  avoiding  harms, 
The  noble  Icience,  and  the  maflnng  Ikill 
Of  making  juft  a])proaches  how  to  kill : 
To  hit  in  angles,  and  to  clafli  with  time; 
As  all  defence  or  oflencc  were  a  chime  !  ' 
I  haic  fuch  meafur'd,  give  me  metal'd  fire,       [er  ' 
rhu  trembles  in  the  blai:e,  but 'then  mounts  high- 
A  quick  and  dazzling  motion  :  when  a  pair 
(n  bodies  meet  like  rarified  air  ! 
Their  weaponsftot  out,  with  that  flame  and  force* 
As  d)ey  outdid  the  lightning  in  the  couife  : 
i  lis  were  a  ipe^lacle :  a  ijght  to  draw 
Wonder  to  valour  :  no,  it  is  a  law 

*  T'leir  weapons  fliot  out  with  that  flame  and  i 
lOrce.J       Tlj.ir  zvcapons  darted:'   Ldit.X^m,  X(iAO. 
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Of  daring  not  to  do  a  wrong;  'tis  true 

Valour  to  flight  it  being  done  to  you  + ' 

To  know  the  heads  of  danger,  where  'tis  fit 

To  bend,  to  break,  provoke,  or  fuffer  it ' 

Ail  this,  my  lord,  is  valour  !  this  is  yours  ' 

And  was  your  father's !  all  your  anceftors ' 

Who  durft  live  great  'mongft  all  the  colds  and 

Jieats 
Of  human  life  !  as  all  the  frofls  and  fweats 
Of  fortune,  when  or  death  appear'd,  or  bands » 
And  valiant  were,  with  or  without  their  hands. 

An  Epitaph  on  Henry  Lord La-zvare. 

To  the  Pajfer  by. 

If,  pafienger,  thou  canft  but  read, 

Stay,  drop  a  tear  for  him  that's  dead  • 

Henry,  the  brave  young  Lord  La-warc. 

Minerva  s  and  the  mufes  care  ' 

What  could  their  care  do  'gainft  the  fpite 

Ol  a  difeale,  chat  lov'd  no  light 

Of  honour,  nor  no  air  of  good  • 

But  crept  like  darknefs  through  his  blood, 

Off^snded  with  the  dazzling  flame 

Of  virtue,  get  above  his  name  .' 

No  noble  furniture  of  parts. 

No  love  of  adion  and  hi^h  arts ; 

No  aim  at  glory,  or  in  war. 

Ambition  to  become  a  ftar, 

Coula  flop  the  malice  of  this  ill. 

That  fpread  his  body  o'er  to  kill : 

And  only  his  great  foul  envy'd, 

Becaufc  it  duril  have  noblier  dy'd. 

An  Epigram. 

That  you  have  feen  the  pride,  beheld  the  fport. 
And  all  tne  games  of  fortune,  play'd  at  court. 
View  d  there  the  market,  read  the  wretched  rate. 
At  which  there  are  would  fill  the  prince  and  {late : 
iiiat  Icarce  ycu  hear  a  public  voice  alive 
But  whifper'd  counfels,  and  thofe  only  thrive  ; 
Yet   are   got  off  thence,    with   clear    mind  'and 

hands 
To  lift  to  heaven,  who  is't  not  undcrflands 
Your  happmefs,  and  doth  not  fpeak  you  blefi 
To  fee  you  fet  apart  thus  from  the  refl,  '  ' 

T'  obtain  of  God  what  all  the  land  lliould  aik  ' 
A  nation's  fin  not  pardoned  !  'twere  a  talk 
Fit  for  a  bifhnp's  knees  :   O  bow  them  oft. 
My  lord;  till  felt  grief  make  our  flone-heart  foft, 
-4  lid  we  do  weep  to  water  for  our  fin. 
He,  that  in  fuch  a  flood  as  we  are  in 
Ofricfi  and  confumption,  knows  the  way 
To  teach  the  people  hov/  to  fafi:  and  pray. 
And  do  their  penance  to  avert  God's  rod 
He  is  the  man,  and  favourite  of  God. 

t  ■;— ^  No,  it  is  the  law 
Of  daring  not  to  do  a  wrong,  is  true 
Valour!  to  ilight  it  being  done  to  you.]  rhereKpt 
n  lac  a  little  dif.rbed,  but  u  eajdy  fct  right  ^Jh  L 
l-e.p  of  the  copy  mentwned  aho-ve.  For  the  la-w  of  daring, 
1VC  mujl  read  tben,  a  /<?  w  ;  and  alter  the  punSiuatm  ia 
t'^e  maimer  ting-w  funds  in  the  text. 


U  NDE  R- 

An  Tp'igi'am  to  King  Charles^  for  an  hundred  Pounds 

be  fait  me  in  myficinefs,  1629. 
Great  Charles,  among  the  holy  gifts  of  grace, 
Annexed  to  thy  perfon  and  thy  place, 
'Tis  rot  eni.tigli  (thy  piety  is  futh)     , 
To  cure  the  call'd  king's-evil  Vv-hh  thy  touch  ; 
But  thou  wilt  yet  a  kinglier  mafl'ry  try, 
To  cure  the  poet's  evil,  poverty  ; 
And  in  thefe  cures  doft  fo  thyfelf  enlarge, 
As  thou  doft  cure  our  evil  at  thy  charge. 
Nay,  and  in  this,  thou  ftiow'ft  to  value  niore 
One  poet,  than  of  other  folks  ten  fcore. 
O  piety  !    fo  to  wei^h  the  poors  cftates  \ 
O  bounty  \  fo  to  difference  the  rates  ! 
What  can  the  poet  wilh  his  king  may  do, 
But  that  he  cure  the  people's  evil  too .' 

2*0  Ktrg  Charles  and  ^een  Mary,  for  the  ' Lofs  cf 
their  Firfl-born.    An  Epigram  Confolaiary.    1 6 29. 

Who  dares  deny,  that  all  firft-fruits  are  dac 

To  God,  denies  the  Godhead  to  be  true  : 

Who  doubts  thofe  fruits  God  can  with  gain  re- 

flore, 
Doth  by  his  doubt  diftrufl  his  promife  more. 
He  can,  he  will,  and  with  large  int'reft,  pay 
What  (at  his  liking)  he  will  take  away. 
Then,  royal  Charles  and  Mary,  do  not  grutch 
That  the  Almighty's  will  to  you  is  fuck  : 
But  thank  his  greatnefs  and  his  goodnefs  too ; 
And  think  all  ilill  the  belt  that  he  will  do. 
That  thought  faall  make,  he  will  this  lofs  fupply 
With  a  long,  large,  and  bleft  pofterity  \ 
For  God,  whofe  eflence  is  fo  iiifiiiite, 
Cannot  but  heap  that  grace  he  will  requite. 

An  Fpigram  to  our  Great  and  Good  King  Charles,  en 
his  Anniverfary-day ,  1629. 

How  happy  were  the  fubjedl  if  he  knew, 
Mofl  pious  king,  but  his  own  good  in  you  !    [fay. 
How  many  times,  Live  long,  Charles,  would  he 
If  he  but  weigh'd  the  bleflings  of  this  day  ? 
And  as  it  turns  our  joyful  year  about. 
For  fafety  of  fuch  majefty  cry  out  ? 
Indeed  when  had  Great  Britain  greater  caufe 
Than  now,  to  love  the  fovcreign  and  the  laws; 
When  you  that  reign  are  her  example  grown, 
And  what  are  bounds  to  her,  you  make  your  own? 
When  your  afliduous  pradice  doth  fecure 
That  faith  which  fhe  profefTcth  to  be  pure  ? 
When  all  your  life's  a  precedent  of  days. 
And  murmur  cannot  quarrel  at  your  ways  ? 
How  is  fhe  barren  grown  of  love,  or  broke  ! 
That  nothing  can  her  gratitude  provoke  ! 
O  times  1   O  manners  !  furfeit  bred  of  eafe. 
The  truly  (epidemical  difeafe  I 
Tisnot  alone  the  merchant,  but  the  clown, 
Is  bankrupt  turn'd  !  the  caffock,  cloak  and  gown. 
Are  loft  upon  account,  and  none  will  know, 
How  much  to  heav'n  for  thee,  great  Charles,  they 
owe  1 

An  Epigram  on  the  Prince  s  Birth,  163©. 
And  art  the  u  bo  n,  brave  babe?  bleft  be  thy  birth. 
That  fo  hatli  crown'd  our  hopes,  our  fpring,  and 

ea^thj 
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The  bed  of  the  chaftc  Lily  and  the  Rofe  ! 
What  month  than  May  was  fitter  to  difclofe 
This  prince  of  llow'rs  ?  boon  flioot  thou  up  and 

grow 
The  fame  that  thou  art  promis'd,  but  be  flow, 
And  long  in  changing.  JLet  our  nephews  fee 
Thee  quickly  come  the  garden's  eye  to  be, 
And  there  to  fland  fo.  Hafte  now,  envious  mocnj 
And  interpofe  thyfelf  (care  not  how  foon) 
And  threat'  the  great  eclipfe.    Fwo  hours  but  run, 
Sol  will  re-lhine.  If  not,  Charles  hath  a  fon. 
JSlon  difplicuijfe  meretnr 
Jefinat  Cafar  qui  placuiffe  tibi. 

An  Epigram  to  the  ^_ucenthen  lying  in,   l630» 
Hail,  Mary,  full  of  grace,  it  once  was  faid,    » 
And  by  an  angel,  to  the  bleffed'ft  maid. 
The  mother  of  our  Lord  :  why  may  not  I 
(Without  profanenefs)  as  a  poet,  cry, 
Hail,  Mary,  full  of  honours,  to  my  queen. 
The  mother  of  our  prince  '.   when  was  there  feeri 
Except  the  joy  that  the  firft  Mary  brought, 
(Whereby  the  fafety  of  mankind  was  wrought) 
So  general  agladnefsto  an  ifle  ! 
To  make  the  hearts  of  a  whole  nation  fmile. 
As  in  this  prince  t  let  it  be  lawful,  fo 
To  compare  fmall  with  great   as  ftill  we  owe 
Glory  to  God.     Then,  hail  to  Mary  !  Ipring 
Of  fo  much  fafety  to  the  realm  and  king. 

An  Que  or  Song  by  all  the  Mufes,  in  celebration  efhet>^ 

JVL'Je/Iy's  Birih-djy,  163O. 
I.  Clio.    Up,  public  joy,  remember 

1'hii  fixtcenth  of  November, 

Some  brave  uncommon  way  : 
And  though  the  parifti-fteeple 
Be  filent  to  the  people 
Ring  thou  it  holiday. 

a.  Mel.  What  though  the  thrifty  Tower, 
And  giins  there  fparc  to  pour 

I'heir  noifcs  forth  in  thunder  ; 
As  fearful  to  awake 
This  city,  or  to  fliake 
Their  guarded  gates  afunder  ?  ] 

3.  Thai.  Yet  let  our  trumpets  found, 

And  cleave  bora  air  and  ground,  V; 

With  beating  of  our  drums 
Let  every  lyre  be  ftiung, 
Harp,  luce,  theorbo  fprung, 

With  touch  of  dainty  thumbs. 

4.  Eut.   That  when  the  quire  is  full, 

I'he  harmony  may  pull 

The  angels  from  their  fpheres  s 

And  each  intelligence 

May  wilh  itfeif  a  fenfe, 
Whilft  it  the  ditty  hears. 


't:rp.  Behold  the  royal  Mary; 

The  daughter  of  great  Harry  \ 

And  fifter  to  juft  Lewis  '. 
Comes  in  the  pomp  and  ftory 
Of  all  her  brother's  glory, 
And  of  her  father's  prowcfs  I 
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6.  Eraf,  She  fliowj  fo  far  atoTc 

The  feigufd  queen  of  Love, 

This  lea-girt  ifle  upon  : 
A"-  here  no  Venus  were  ; 
But  that  fhe  reigning  here^ 

Had  got  the  Cefton  on! 

g.  Call.  See,  fee  our  aftive  king, 

Hath  taken  twice  the  ring, 

Upon  his  pointed  lance  : 
Whilft  all  the  ravifh'd  rout 
Do  mingle  in  a  fhout, 

Hey  for  the  flower  of  France  ! 

f.  Ura,  This  day  the  court  doth  meafure 
Her  joy  in  ftate  and  pleafure ; 

And  with  a  reverend  fear. 
The  revels  and  the  play. 
Sum  up  this  crowned  day, 

Her  two  and  twenti'th  year. 

y.  Foly.  Sweet  happy  Mary,  all 
The  people  do  her  call  1 

And  this  the  womb  divine  1 
So  fruitful  and  fo  fair, 
Hath  brought  the  land  an  heir, 

And  Charles  a  Caroline. 

Ah  Epigram  U  the  Houfeheld,  1 6 JO. 

What  can  the  caufe  be,  when  the  king  hath  given 

His  poet  fack,  the  houfehold  will  not  pay  ? 
Are  they  fo  fcanted  in  their  flore,  or  driven 

For  want  of  knowing  the  poet,  to  fay  him  nay  ? 
Well,  they  fhould  know  him,  would  the  king  but 
grant 

His  poet  leave  to  fing  his  houfehold  true ; 
He'ld  frame  fuch  ditties  of  their  ftore  and  want. 

Would  make  the  very  green-cloth  to  look  blue: 
And  rather  wifli  in  their  expence  of  fack. 

So  the  allowance  from  the  king  to  ufe. 
As  the  old  bard  fhould  no  canary  lack, 

'Twere  better  fpare  a  butt,  than  fpill  his  mufe. 
J'or  in  the  genius  of  a  poet's  verfe. 

The  king's  fame  lives.  Go  now  deny  hi?  tierce. 

An  Epigram  to  a  Friend  and  Son. 

Son,  and  my  friend,  I  had  not  call'd  you  fo 
To  me ;  or  been  the  fame  to  you,  if  fliow. 
Profit,  or  chance  had  made  us  :  but  I  know 
What,  by  that  name,  we  each  to  other  owe 
Freedom  and  Truth  ;  with  Love  from  thofe  begot. 
Wife-crafts,  on  which  the  flatterer  ventures  not. 
His  is  more  fafe  commodity  or  none ; 
Kor  dares  he  come  in  the  comparifon. 
But  as  the  wretched  painter,  who  fo  ill 
Painted  a  dog,  that  now  his  fubtler  flcill 
Was  c'  have  a  boy  ftand  with  a  club,  and  fright 
All  live  dogs  from  the  lane,  and  his  Ihop's  fight. 
Till  he  had  fold  his  piece,  drawn  fo  unlike  : 
So  doth  the  flatterer  with  fair  cunning  ftrikc 
At  a  friend's  freedom,  proves  all  circling  means 
To  keep  him  off;  and  howfoe'er  he  gleans 
Some  of  his  forms,  he  lets  him  not  come  near 
Where  he  would  fir,  for  the  diIlin<aions  fear ; 
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For  as  at  diflance  few  Tiave  faculty 

To  judge  ;  fo  all  men  coming  near,  can  fpy; 

Though  now  of  flattery,  as  of  pidure,  are 

More  fubtil  works,  and  finer  pieces  far. 

Than  knew  the  former  ai^es ;  yet  to  life 

All  is  but  web  and  painting  ;  be  the  flrife         " 

Never  fo  great  to  get  them  ;  and  the  ends. 

Rather  to  boafl  rich  hangings  than  rare  friends. 

Pde  Pindaric,  to  the  immortal  Memory  and  Friendjhij, 
of  that  Noble  Pair,  Sir  Lucius  Carey,  and  Sir  H ' 
JMsrifon, 

_  The  Firji  Turn  of  Ten. 

Brave  infant  of  Saguntum,  clear 

Thy  cojjiing  forth  in  that  great  year, 

When  the  prodigious  Hannibal  did  crown 

His  ^age,  with  razing  your  immortal  town. 

Thou  looking  then  about. 

Ere  thou  wert  half  got  out. 

Wife  child  didft  haflily  return. 

And  mad'fi;  thy  mother's  womb  thine  um,  i, 

How  fumm'd  a  circle  didft  thou  leave  mankiad   1 

Of  deepeft  lore,  coidd  we  the  centre  find  ! 

The  FirJi  Ceunter-turn  of  Ten. 
Did  wifer  nature  draw  thee  back, 
From  out  the  horror  of  that  fack; 
Where  fhame,  faith,  honour,  and  regard  of  right,  ! 
Lay  trampled  on  ;  the  deeds  of  death  and  night, 
Urg'd,  hurried  forth,  and  hurl'd 
Upon  the  affrighted  world  : 
Sword,  fire,  and  famine,  with  fell  fury  met ; 
And  all  on  utmoft  ruin  fet : 
As,  could  they  but  life's  miferies  forefee, 
No  doubt  all  infants  would  return  like  thee. 

The  lirji  Stand  of  Tii-ehe. 
For  what  is  life,  if  meafur'd  by  the  fpace, 

Not  by  the  a<fl .' 
Or  mafkcd  man,  if  valued  by  his  face, 
Above  his  fad  ? 
Here's  one  out-liv'd  his  peers, 
And  told  forth  fourfcore  years : 
He  vexed  time,  and  bufied  the  whole  ftate  ; 
Troubled  both  foes  and  friends; 
But  ever  to  no  ends  -. 
What  did  this  flirrer  but  die  late  ? 
How  well  at  twenty  had  he  fall'n  or  flood  1 
For  three  of  his  fourfcore  he  did  no  good. 

The  Second  Turn  of  Ten. 
He  entered  well  by  virtuous  parts. 
Got  up  and  thriv'd  with  honeft  arts  ; 
He  purchas'd  friends,  and  fame,  and  honours  theiijii 
And  had  his  noble  name  advanc'd  with  men  : 
But  weary  of  that  flight. 
He  ftoop'd  in  all  mens  fight 
To  fnrdjd  flatteries,  adls  of  flrife. 
And  funk  in  that  dead  fea  of  life. 
So  deep,  as  he  did  then  death's  waters  Tap  : 
But  that  the  cork  of  title  buoy'd  him  up. 

The  Second  Counter-turn  of  Ten. 
Alas,  but  Morifon  fell  young. 
He  never  fell,  thou  fall'ft,  my  tongue. 

He  flood  a  foldler  to  the  laft  right  end, 

A  perfect  patriot,  and  a  noble  fricad  j 
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But  moft  a  virtuous  fon. 
All  offices  were  done 
By  hiai,  fo  ample,  full,  and  round. 
In  weight,  in  meafure,  number,  found, 
though  hh  age  imperfed  might  appear, 
3  life  was  of  humanity  the  fphere. 

Tie  Sic»nd  Statidof  T-welvi. 

)  now,  and  tell  our  days  i'umni'd  up  with  fears, 

And  make  them  years : 
[oduce  thy  niafs  of  miferies  on  the  flage, 
i"  To  fwell  thine  age  : 

!     Repeat  of  things  a  throng, 
j     To  fiiow  thou  haft  been  long, 
JNot  liv'd  ;  for  life  doth  her  great  adions  fpell, 
1     By  what  was  done  ::nd  wrought 
I     In  feafon,  and  fo  brought 

To  light  :  her  meafures  are,  how  well 
'ich  fyllable  anfwer'd,  and  was  form'd  ;  how  fair 
jhefe  make  the  lines  of  life,  and  that's  her  air. 

•  The  Third  Turn  of  Ten, 

I     ^t  IS  not  growing  like  a  tree 
I     In  bulk,  doth  make  meit  better  be ; 
|r  {landing  long  an  oak,  three  hundred  year, 
jo  fall  a  log  atlafl,  dry,  bald,  and  fear  ; 
I  A  lily  of  a  day, 

I  Is  fairer  far  in  May, 

j  Although  it  fall  and  die  that  night; 
I  It  was  the  plant  ami  flower  of  hght. 
1  fmall  proportions  we  juft  beauties  fee  : 
jind  in  Ihort  meafures  life  may  perfed  be. 


Tie  Third  Counter-turn  of  Ten. 
Call,  noble  Lucius,  then  for  wine. 
And  let  thy  looks  with  gladnefs  iliinc  :  \ 

iccept  this  garland,  plant  it  on  thy  head, 
knd  think,  nay  knov/,  thy  Morifon's  not  dead. 
He  leap'd  the  prefent  age, 
Poffeft  with  holy  rage, 
To  fee  that  bright  eternal  day  : 
Of  which  we  priefls  and  poets  fay 
ilueh  truths  as  we  exped  for  happy  men, 
ilnd  there  he  lives  with  memory,  and  Ben 

! 

I  The  Third  Stand  »/  Tivehe. 

I'onfon,  who  fung  this  of  him,  ere  he  went 
I  Himfclf  to  reft, 

JDr  talle  a  par,t  of  that  full  joy  he  mean^ 
I  To  have  cxprelt. 

In  this  bright  afterifin  ! 

Where  it  were  friendftiip's  fchlfni, 
(Were  not  his  Lucius  long  with  us  to  tarry) 

To  feparate  thefe  twi- 

Lights,  the  Diofcuri ; 
And  keep  the  one  half  from  his  Harry. 
But  Fate  did  fo  alternate  the  defign, 
Whilft  that  in  heav'n,  this  light  on  earth  muft  Ihine. 

The  Fourth  Turn  of  Ten. 
And  fhine  as  you  exalted  are ; 
Two  names  of  friendfliip,  but  one  flar  ; 
Of  hearts  the  union,  and  thofe  not  by  chance 
Made,  or  indenture,  or  leas'd  out  t'  advance 
The  profits  for  a  time. 
1^0  piea&ires  vain  did  chime. 


Of  rhymes,  or  riobt,  at  your  feafts, 
Orgies  of  drink,  or  feign'd  protefts  ; 

But  fimple  love  of  greatnefs  and  of  good; 

That  knits  brave  minds  and  manners,  more  tha« 
blood. 

The  Fourth  Counter-turn  of  Ten. 
This  made  you  firft  to  know  the  why 
You  lik'djthen  after,  t  >  apply 
That  liking ;  and  approach  fo  one  the  t'other  % 
Till  either  grew  a  portion  of  the  other  : 
Each  flyled  by  his  end. 
The  copy  of  his  friend. 
You  liv'd  to  be  the  great  firnames, 
And  titles  by  which  all  made  claimi 
Unto  the  virtue.   Nothing  perfed  done, 
But  as  a  Gary,  or  a  Morifon. 

The  Fourth  and  lafi  Stand  of  Twelve^ 
And  fuch  a  force  the  fair  example  had, 

As  they  that  faw 
TliC  good,  and  durll  not  pradife  it,  were  glad 
1  hat  fuch  a  law 
Was  left  yet  to  mankind ; 
Where  they  might  read  and  find 
Friendlhip,  indeed,  was  written  not  in  words  J 
And  with  the  heart,  not  pen, 
Of  two  fo  early  men, 
Whofe  lines  her  rolls  were  and  records. 
Who,  ere  the  firft  down  bloomed  on  the  chin. 
Had  fow'd  thcfe  fruits,  and  got  the  harveft  in. 

To  the  Right  Honourahk  the  Lord  High  Trenfurar  of 
England.   An  Rfijile  Mendicant,  163  I. 


Mt  Lord, 
Poor  wretched  ftates,  preft  by  extremities. 
Are  fain  to  feek  for  fuccours  and  fupplies 
Of  princes  aids,  or  good  mens  charities. 

Dlfeafe  the  enemy,  and  his  engineers. 

Want,  with  the  reft  of  his  conceal'd  compeer'-. 

Have  caft  a  trench  about  me,  now  five  years; 

And  made  thofe  ftrorg  approaches  by  falfe  bray*, 
Redoubts,  half-moons,  horn-works,  and  fuch  clofe 

ways. 
The  mufe  not  peeps  out,  one  of  hundred  days. 

But  lies  block'd  up,  and  ftraitned,  narrow'd  in, 
Fis'd  to  the  bed  and  boards,  unlike  to  win 
Health,  or  fcarce  breath,  as  fhe  had  never  been, 

Unlefs  fome  faving  honour  of  the  crown. 
Dare  think  it,  to  reUeve,  no  lefs  renown, 
A  bed-rid  wit,  than  a  befieged  town. 

To  the  King,  on  his  Birth-Day,  Nov,  I9,  163a.    Aa 
Epigram  Aniiiverfary. 

This  is  King  Charles  his   day.     Speak  it  thou 
Tower, 

Unto  the  fhips,  and  they  from  tier  to  tier, 
Difcharge  it  'bout  the  ifiand  in  an  hour. 

As  loud  as  thunder,  and  as  fwift  as  firci 
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X,et  Ireland  mest  it  out  at  fea,  half-way, 

Repeating  all  Great  Britain's  joy  and  more, 
Adding  her  own  glad  accents  to  this  day, 

Like  Echo  playing  from  the  other  fhore. 
What  drums  or  trumpets,  or  great  ordnance  can, 

The  poetry  of  Iteeples,  with  the  bells. 
Three  kingdoms  mirth,  in  light  and  aery  man, 

Made  lighter  with  the  wine.  All  noifes  elfe. 
At  bonfires,  rockets,  fire-works,  with  the  fliouts 

That  cry  that  gladnefs  which  their  hearts  would 
pray, 
Had  they  but  grace,  of  thinking,  at  thefe  routs, 

On  th'  often  coming  of  this  holiday  : 

And  ever  clofe  the  burden  of  the  fong,  {long. 
Still  to  have  fuch  a  Charles,  but  this  Charles 

The  wifh  is  great;  but  where  the  prince  is  fuch. 
What  prayers,  people,  can  you  think  too  much ! 

On  the  Right  Honourable  and  virtuous  Lord  Wejlon, 
Lord  High  Treajurer  of  England,  upon  the  day  be 
•was  made  Earl  of  Portland,  Feb.  1 7,  163Z. 

To  the  Envious, 

3LooK  up,  thou  feed  of  envy,  and  ftill  bring 
Thy  faint  and  narrow  eyes  to  read  the  king 
Sn  his  great  adlions  :  view  whom  his  large  hand 
Hath  rais'd  to  be  the  port  unto  his  land  ! 
Wefton  1   that  waking  man  !    that  eye  of  ftate  ! 
Who  feldom  fleeps  1   whom  bad  men  only  hate  I 
Why  do  1  irritate  or  ftir  up  thee. 
Thou  fluggifli  fpawn,  that  canfi,  but  wilt  not  fee  ! 
Feed  on  thyfelf  for  fpite,  and  (how  thy  kind  : 
To  virtue  and  true  worth  be  ever  blind. 
iDream  thou  couldft  hurt  it,  but  before  thou  wake, 
T'  effed:  it,  feel  thou  'afl;  made  thine  own  heart  ach, 

^othe  Right  Honourable  Hierome,  Lord  JVefion,  AnCJe 
Gratulatory,for  his  return  from  his  Embajfy,  l6ja. 

Such  pleafure  as  the  teeming  earth 

Doth  take  in  eafy  nature's  birth. 
When  file  puts  forth  the  life  of  every  thing  : 

And  in  a  dew  of  fweeteft  rain. 

She  lies  deliver'd  without  pain. 
Of  the  prime  beauty  of  the  year,  the  fpring. 

The  rivers  in  their  fiiores  do  run. 

The  clouds  rack  clear  before  the  fun. 
The  rudeft  winds  obey  the  calmeft  air  : 

Rare  plants  from  ev'ry  bank  do  rife, 

And  every  plant  the  fenfe  furprife, 
Becaufe  the  order  of  the  whole  is  fair  '. 

The  very  verdure  of  her  neft, 

Wherein  fhefitsfo  richly  dreft. 
As  all  the  wealth  of  feafon  there  was  fpread  3 

Doth  fiiow  the  Graces  and  the  hours 

Have  multiplied  their  arts  and  powers, 
In  making  foft  her  aromatic  bed. 

Such  joys,  fuch  fweets,  doth  your  return 
Bring  all  your  friends,  fair  lord,  that  burn 
With  love,  to  hear  your  niodefly  relate 


The  bus'nefs  of  your  blooming  wif 

With  all  the  fruit  fliall  follow  it,     ' 

Both  to  the  honour  of  the  king  and  ftate, 

O  how  will  then  our  court  be  pleas'd. 

To  fee  great  Charles  of  travail  cas'd. 
When  he  beholds  a  graft  of  his  own  hand, 

Shoot  up  an  olive,  fruitful,  fair. 

To  be  a  fliadow  to  hi9  heir, 
And  both  a  ftrength  and  beauty  to  his  landl 


EPITHALAMION  :  OR,  A  SONG, 

Celebrating  the  Nuptials  of  that  noble  Gentleman,  J\A\ 
Hierome  Wefen,  fon  and  heir  of  the  Lord  Wejli , 
Lord  High  Treafurer  of  England,  ivitb  the  La  ' 
Frances  Ste-wart,  daughter  of  Ef me  Duke  of  LencS 
deceased,  and  ffltr  of  the  furviving  Duke  of  the  fail 
name. 

Though  thou  haft  paft  thy  fummer-ftanding,  ft;;, 

A  while  with  us,  bright  fun,  and  help  our  ligh^i 

Thou  canft  not  meet  more  glory  on  the  way,      1 

Between  the  tropics,  to  arreft  thy  fight, 

Than  thou  flialt  fee  to-day  : 

We  woo  thee,  ftay. 

And  fee  what  can  be  feen,  I 

The  bounty  of  a  king,  and  beauty  of  his  queen  I  ' 

See  the  proceflTion  !  what  a  holy  day 

(Bearing  the  promife  of  fome  better  fate)        j 

Hath  filled  with  caroches  all  the  way,  j 

From  Greenwich,  hirher  to  Row-hampton  gat<  J 

When  look'd  the  year,  at  beft,  ] 

So  like  a  feaft  ? 
Or  were  affairs  in  tune, 
By  all  the  fpheres  confent,  io  in  the  heart  of  June 

What  beauty  of  beauties,  and  bright  youths  3 
charge 
Of  fummers  liveries,  and  gladding  green, 
Do  boaft  their  loves  and  brav'ries  fo  at  large, 
As  they  came  all  to  fee,  and  to  be  feen  1 
When  look'd  the  earth  fo  fine. 

Or  fo  did  Ihine, 
In  all  her  bloom  and  flower,  [bower 

To  welcome  home  a  pair,  and  deck  the  nuptis 

It  is  the  kindly  feafon  of  the  time,  [fort) 

The  month  of  youth,  which  calls  all  creature 

To  do  their  oflices  in  nature's  chime,  1 

And  celebrate  (perfetflion  at  the  worth)  ' 

Marriage,  the  end  of  life, 

'J  hat  holy  flirife, 

And  the  allowed  war ;  '  [ar« 

Through  which  not  only  we,  but  all  our  fpecie 

Hark  how  the  bells  upon  the  waters  play 

Their  filler-tunes  from  Thames  his  either  fide, 
As  they  had  learn'd  new  changes  for  the  day,  ' 
And  all  did  ring  th'  approaches  of  the  bride; 
The  Lady  Frances  drell 

Above  the  reft 
Of  all  the  maidens  fair  ; 
In  graceful  ornament  of  garland,  gems,  and  hair^ 


^ 
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c  how  flie  paceth  forth  in  virgin-white, 
Like  what  fhe  is,  the  daughter  of  a  duke, 
iid  fifter  :  darting  forth  a  dazzling  hght 
On  all  that  come  her  fimplefs  to  rebuke  '. 

Her  trefles  trim  her  back, 
1         As  (he  did  lack 

Nought  of  a  maiden  queen, 
ith  modefty  fo  crown'd,  and  adoration  feen. 

■ly,  thou  wilt  fee  what  rites  the  virgins  do  [ 
iThe  choiceft  virgin-troop  of  all  the  land  1 
')rting  the  enfigns  of  united  two. 
Both  crowns  and  kingdoms  in  their  either  hand : 

Whofe  majefties  appear, 
]  '      To  make  more  clear, 
'    This  feaft,  than  can  the  day, 
Ithough  that  thou,  O  fun,  at  our  entreaty  ftay ! 

ie  how  with  rofes,  and  with  lilies  fhine, 
I  (Lilies  and  rofes,  flcvv'rs  of  either  fex)       [thine 
(he  bright  bride's  paths,  embelliih'd  more  than 
tWith  light  of  love,  this  pair  doth  intertex ! 
j     Stay,  fee  the  virgins  fow 

(Where  ftie  ftiall  go) 
The  emblems  of  their  way, 
I  now  thou  fmil'fl,  fair  fun,  and  fliin'ft,  as  thou 

would'ft  ftay  1 

j'ith  what  full  hands,  and  in  how  plenteous  fhow- 

'         ers  [tread, 

I  Have  they  bedew'd  the  earth,  where  flie  doth 

is  if  her  airy  fteps  did  fpring  the  flowers, 

I  And  all  the  ground  were  garden  where  fhe  led  1 

I     See,  at  another  door, 

I         On  the  fame  floor, 

!     The  bridegroom  meets  the  bride         [befide. 

'ith  all  the  pomp  of  youth,  and  all  our  court 

ur court,  and  all  the  grandees:  now,  fun,  look, 
;  And  looking  with  thy  beft  inquiry,  tell, 
j  all  thy  age  of  journals  thou  hafl  took, 
Saw'ft  thou  that  pair  became  thefe  rites  fo  well, 
j     Save  the  preceding  two  ? 
Who,  in  all  they  do, 
Search,  fun,  and  thou  wilt  find  [kind, 

hey  are  th'  exampled  pair,  and  mirror  of  their 

prce  from  the  Phoenix,  then,  no  rarity 
I  Of  fex,  to  rob  the  creature ;  but  from  man 
[he  king  of  creatures ;  take  his  parity 
j  With  angels,  mufe,  to  fpeak  thefe  :  nothing  can 
Illuftrate  thefe,  but  they 
I'hemfelves  to-day, 
I      Who  the  whole  ad;  exprefs ; 
11  elfc  we  fee  befide,  are  fhadows,  and  go  lefs. 

i.  is  their  grace  and  favour  that  makes  feen, 
1  And  wonder'd  at  the  bounties  of  this  day  : 
[.11  is  a  ftory  of  the  king  and  cjueen  ! 
I  And  what  of  dignity  and  honour  may 
i       Be  duly  done  tq^thofe 
I       And  fct  the  mark  upon, 
I'o  give  a  greater  name  and  title  to  !  their  own  I 
I 

i'^eflon,  their  treafure,  as  their  treafurer. 
That  cainc  of  wifdoin,  and  of  coynfels  deep, 


Great  fay-mafter  of  flate,  who  cannot  err. 
But  doth  his  carad ,  and  juft  ftandard  keep, 
In  all  the  prov'd  affays, 

And  legal  ways 
Of  trials,  to  work  down  [crown. 

Mens  loves  unto  the  laws,  and  laws  to  love  the 

And  this  well  mov'd  the  judgment  of  the  kingj. 

To  pay  with  honours  to  liis  noble  fon 
To-day,  the  father's  fervice  ;  who  could  bring 
Him  up,  to  do  the  fame  himfelf  had  done  : 
That  far  all-feeing  eye 

Could  foon  efpy 
What  kind  of  waking  man 
He  had  fo  highly  fet ;  and  in  what  Barbican. 

Stand  there ;  for  when  a  noble  nature's  rais'd, 

It  brings  friends  joy,  foes  grief;  pofterity,  famej 
In  him  the  time'*,  no  lefs  than  prince,  are  prais'd, 
And  by  his  rife,  in  adive  men,  his  name 
Doth  emulation  ftir ; 
To  th'  dull  a  fpur 
It  is,  to  th'  envious  meant 
A  mere  upbraiding  grief,  and  tort'ringpunlfhment. 

See  now  the  chapel  opens  ;  where  the  king 

And  bifhop  ftay  to  confummate  the  rites  : 
The  holy  prelate  prays,  then  takes  the  ring, 
Afics  firft,  who  gives  her  (I  Charles ;)  then  he 
plights 
One  in  the  other's  hand, 

Whilft  they  both  ftand 
Hearing  their  charge,  and  then 
The  folemn  choir  cries,  Joy ;  and  theyreturn,/f««« 

O  happy  bands  ?  and  thou  more  happy  place, 

Which  to  this  ufe  were  built  and  confecrate  I 
To  have  thy  God  to  blefs,  thy  king*to  grace, 
And  this  their  chofen  bifhop  celebrate. 
And  knit  the  nuptial  knot, 

Whidi  time  fhall  not. 
Or  canker'd  jealoufy, , 
With  all  corroding  arts,  be  abl»to  untie  I 

The  chapel  empties,  and  thou  mayft  be  gone 
Now,  fun,  and  poft  away  the  reil  of  day.: 
Thefe  two,  now  holy  church  hath  made  them  one, 
Do  long  to  make  themfelves  fo  another  way  : 
There  is  a  feaft  behind, 

To  them  of  kind, 
Which  their  glad  parents  taught      [brought. 
One  to  the  other,  long  e'er  thefe  to  light  were 

Hafte.hafte,  officious  fun,  and  fend  them  night 

home  hours  before  itlhould,  that  thefe  may  know 
All  that  their  fathers  and  their  mothers  might 
Of  nuptial  fweets,at  fuch  a  feafon,  owe. 
To  propagate  their  names. 

And  ketp  their  fames 
Alive,  v.'hi.'h  elfe  would  die ; 
For  fame  keeps  virtue  up,  and  its  pofterity. 

Th'  ignoble  never  liv'd,  they  were  a-while 
Like  fwine,  or  other  cattle  here  on  earth  : 

Their  names  are  not  recorded  on  the  file 

Of  life,  that  fall  fo  ;  Cliriftians  know  their  birth 
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Alone ;  ana  fuch  a  race, 

Wc  pray  may  gi  ace 
Your  fruitful  fpreading  vine, 
But  dare  not  afk  our  wifli  in  h.ngns.'gt  fe/cehniiie : 

Yet,  as  we  may,  we  will,  with  chatle  defires 
(The  holy  perfumes  of  the  marriage  bed) 
Be  kept  alive,  thofe  fweet  and  facred  fires 
Of  love  between  you  and  your  lovely-head  : 
That  when  you  both  are  old, 

You  find  no  cold 
There ;  but  renewed,  fay,  [day. 

(After  the  laft  child  born)  this  is  our  wedding- 

trill  you  behold  a  race  to  fill  your  hall, 

A  Richard,  and  a  Hierome,  by  their  names 
Upon  a  I'homas,  or  a  Francis  t  all ; 

A  Kate,  a  Frank,  to  honour  their  grand- dams. 
And  'tween  their  grand- fire's  thighs. 

Like  pretty  fpies, 
Peep  forth  a  gem  ;  to  fee 
How  each  one  plays  his  part  of  the  large  pedigree. 

And  never  may  there  want  one  of  the  ftcra^ 

To  be  a  watchful  fervant  for  this  (late ; 
But  like  an  arm  of  eminence  'mongfl;  them, 
£xtend  a  reaching  virtue  early  and  late  : 
Whilfl;  the  main  tree  ftill  found 

Upright  and  found, 
By  this  fun's  noonfted's  made 
So  great;  his  body  now  abne  projeds  the  fliade. 

They  both  are  flip'd  to  bed :  fliut  faft  the  door, 

And  let  him  freely  gather  love's  firft  fruits, 
He's  mafter  of  the  office ;  yet  no  more 

Exadis  than  fhe  is  pleas'd  to  pay  :  no  fuits. 
Strifes,  murmurs,  or  delay. 

Will  laft  till  day  : 
Night  and  the  iheets  will  fliow, 
The  longing  couple  all  that  eider  lovers  know. 

7'f>e  humlls  Petition  of  poor  Bsn  ; 

To  th"  beji  of  Monarchs,  Mafm,  Alen, 

King  Charles ; 

Doth  humbly  lliow  it, 

To  your  Majelly,  your  poet : 

That  whereas  your  royal  father, 
James  the  blelTed,  pleas'd  the  rather. 
Of  his  fpecial  grace  to  letters, 
To  make  all  the  mufes  debtors 
To  his  bounty ;  by  extenfion 
Of  a  free  poetic  penlion, 
A  large  hundred  marks  annuity, 
To  be  given  me  in  gratuity 
For  done  fervlce,  and  to  come  : 
And  that  this  fo  accepted  fum. 
Or  difpens'd  in  books  or  bread, 
(For  with  both  the  mufe  was  fed) 
Hath  drawn  on  me  from  the  times, 
All  the  envy  of  the  rhymes, 
And  the  ratling  pit-pat  noife 
Of  the  lefs  poetic  boys. 
When  their  pot-guns  aim  to  hit, 
\Vith  their  pellets  of  faiall  wit,. 
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Parts  of  me  (they  judg'd)  decay 'd. 
But  we  laft  out  ftill  unlay 'd. 

Pleafe  your  majefty  to  make 
Of  your  grace,  for  goodnefs  fake, 
Thofe  your  father's  marks,  your  pounds:  J 

I-ct  their  fpite  (which  now  abounds)  | 

Then  go  on,  and  do  its  wofft;  I 

This  would  all  their  envy  burft  :  \ 

And  fo  warm  the  poet's  tongue,  ! 

You'd  read  a  fnake  in  his  next  fong.  ' 

To  the  Right  Honourable,  the  Lord  Treafurer  of  EtA 

land.    An  Epigram. 
It  to  my  mind,  great  lord,  I  had  a  ftate,  i 

I  would  prefent  you  now  with  curious  plate        | 
Of  Noremberg  or  Turkey  :  hang  your  roonij.    ( 
Not  with  the  Arras,  but  the  PerCan  looms : 
I  would,  if  price  or  prayer  could  thcni  get,         | 
Send  in  what  or  Romano,  Tintoret,  t 

Titian  or  Raphael,  Michael  Angelo, 
Have  left  in  fame  to  equal,  or  outgo 
The  6ld  Greek  hands  in  pifture,  or  in  ftone. 

This  I  would  do,  could  I  know  Wefton,  onfi  ' 
Catch'd  with  thefe  arts,  wherein  the  judge  is  wil' 
As  far  as  fenfe,  and  only  by  the  eyes. 
But  you,  I  know,  my  lord,  and  knov/  you  can 
Difcern  between  a  ftatue  and  a  man  :  ' 

Can  do  the  things  that  ftatues  do  deferve, 
And  ad  the  bufinefs  which  they  paint  or 'carve. 
What  you  have  ftudied,  are  the  arts  of  lil'e  ;         ! 
To  compofe  men  and  manners ;  ftint  the  ftr'ife    \ 
Of  murmuring  fubjefls;  make  the  nations  know! 
What  worlds  of  bleflTings  to  good  kings  they  owe] 
And  mightieft  monarchs  feel  what  large  increafd 
Of  fweets  and  fafeties  they  poftefs  by  peace.        ! 
Thefe  I  look  up  at  with  a  reverend  eye. 
And  ftrike  religion  in  the  ftandcrs  by. 
Which,  though  I  cannot  as  an  architedl, 
In  glorious  piles  or  pyramids  erefk 
Unto  your  honour  ;  1  can  tune  in  fong  1 

Aloud  :  and  happ'ly  it  may  laft  as  long.  { 

An  Epigram  to  my  Mufe,  the  Lady  Digby,  en  her  Ruj 
band  Sir  Kenelm  Digby. 

Though,  happy  mufe,  thou  know  my  Digby  wd 

Yet  read  him  in  thefe  lines :  he  doth  excel 

In  honour,  ccurtefy,  and  all  the  parts 

Court  can  call  hers,  or  man  could  call  his  arti. 

He's  prudent,  valiant,  juft  and  temperate  : 

In  him  all  virtue  is  beheld  in  ftate  ; 

And  he  is  built  like  fome  imperial  room 

For  that  to  dwell  in,  and  be  ftill  at  ho.me. 

His  brcaft  is  a  brave  pnlace,  a  broad  ftreet, 

Where  all  heroic  ample  thoughts  do  meet  :  i 

Where  nature  fuch  a  large  furvey  hath  ta'en,       ] 

As  other  fouls,  to  his,  dwelt  in  a  lane  :  \ 

Witnefs  his  adtion  done  at  Scanderoon,  ,   I 

Upon  hisbirth-day,  the  eleventh  of  June  ;  | 

When  the  apoftle,  Baruaby  the  bright,  ' 

Unto  our  year  doth  gi  ./c  the  longeft  light, 

In  fign  the  fubject,  and  the  fong  will  live, 

Wiiich  I  have  vow'd  pofterity  to  give. 

Go,  mufe,  in,  aiid  falute  him.   Say  he  be  i- 

iJuiy,  or  Irown  at  firft,  when  he  fec»  thc<r. 
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He  will  clear  up  his  forehead ;  think  thou  bring'ft 
Good  omen  to  him  in  the  note  thou  fing'ft: 
For  he  doth  love  my  verfcs,  and  will  look 
Upon  them  (next  to  Spenfer's  noble  book), 
And  praife  them  too.  O  what  a  fame  'twill  be  I 
What  reputation  to  my  lines  and  me, 
When  he  ftiall  read  them  at  the  treafurer's  board  ? 
The  knowing  Weflon,  and  that  learned  lord 
Allows  them  ?  then,  what  copies  (ball  be  had, 
What  tranfcripts  begg'd  ?  how  c:y'd  up,  and  how 

glad 
Wilt  thou  be,  mufe,  when  this  fhall  them  befal  i 
Being  fent  to  one,  they  will  be  read  of  all. 

New  years  expedl  new  gifts  :  fiftcr,  your  harp, 
Lute,  lyre,  theorbo,  all  are  call'd  tod.'.y. 

Your  change  of  notes,  the  flat,  the  mean,  the  fharp, 
To  (how  the  rites,  and  uflier  forth  the  way 

Of  the  new  year,  in  a  new  fdken  warp, 
To  fit  the  foftnefs  of  your  year's  gift :  when 
We  fing  the  beft  of  monarchs,  mafters,  men  : 

For  had  we  here  faid  lefs,  we  had  fung  nothing 
then. 

A  Nciu-Ycar  s  Gift,  fung  to  King  Charles ^  1635. 
Re&or  Ch»ri. 

To-day  old  Janus  opens  the  new  year, 

And  (huts  the  old.  Halle,  hade,  all  loyal  fwalns, 

That  know  the  times  and  feafons  when  t' appear, 
And  offer  your  juft  fervice  on  thefe  plains  ; 

Beft  kiRgs  expedl  firft-fruits  of  your  glad  gains. 
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1.  Pain  is  the  great  preferver  of  our  bounds. 

2.  To  him  we  owe  all  profits  of  our  grounds. 

3.  Our  milk.  4.  Our  fells.  5.  Our  fleeces.  .6.  And 

firft  lambs. 
7.  Our  teeming  ewes.  8.  And  lufty  mounting  rams. 
9.  Sec  where  he  walks,  with  Mtra  by  his  fide. 
Cbor.  Sound,  found  his  praifes  loud,  and  with  his, 

hers  divide. 


or  Pan  we  fing,  the  beft  of  hunters,  Pan, 
That  drives  the  hart  to  feek  unufed  ways, 

Shep.  And  in  the  chafe,  more  than  Sylvanus  can  ; 
Chor.  Hear,  O  ye  groves  and  hills!  refound  his 
praife. 

Of  brightcft  Mira  do  we  raife  our  fong, 

Sifter  of  Pan,  and  glory  of  the  fpring ;    [along  : 

N^m.  Who  walks  on  earth,  as   May   ftill  went 
Chor.  Rivers  and  valleys  echo  what  we  fing. 

Of  Pan  we  fing,  the  chief  of  leaders.  Pan, 

Shep.  Chor.  I'hat  leads  our  flocks  and  us,  and 
calls  both  forth 

To  better  paftures  than  great  Pales  can  : 

Hear,  O  ye  grovesl  and  hills  rewound  his  worth. 

Of  brighteft  Mira  is  our  fong ;  the  grace  [bring ; 

Nymp.  Chor.  Of   all  that  nature  yet  to  life  did 
And  were  (he  loft,  could  beft  fupply  her  place  ; 

Rivers  and  valleys  echo  what  v/e  fing. 

1.  Where'er  they  tread  th'  enamour'd  ground, 
The  fftirell  fiow'rs  are  always  found ; 


a.  As  if  the  beauties  of*  the  year 

Still  waited  on  them  where  they  were. 

I.  He  is  the  father  of  our  peace  ; 

z-  She  to  the  crov/n  hath  brought  Increafc. 

I.   We  know  no  other  pow'r  than  his, 

Pan  only  our  great  Ihepherd  is, 

Chor.  Our  great,  our  good.  Where  one's  fo  dreft 

In  truth  of  colours,  both  are  belt. 

Hafte,  hafte  you  hither,  all  you  gentler  fwains. 
That  have  a  flock  or  herd  upon  thefe  plains : 
This  is  the  great  preferver  of  our  bounds. 
To  whom  you  owe  all  duties  of  your  grounds ; 
Your  milks,  your  fells,  your  fleeces,  and  firft  lambij 
Your  teeming  ewes,  as  well  as  mounting  rams, 
Whofe  praifes  let's  report  unto  the  woods. 
That  they  may  take  it  echo'd  by  the  floods. 

'Tis  he,  'tis  he,  in  finging  he. 

And  hunting.  Pan,  exceedeth  thee. 

He  gives  all  plenty  and  increafe, 

He  is  the  author  of  our  peace. 

Where'er  he  goes  upon  the  ground. 
The  better  grafs  and  flowers  are  found. 
To  fweeter  paftures  lead  he  can. 
Than  ever  Pales  could,  or  Pan  : 
He  drives  difeafes  from  our  folds. 
The  thief  from  fpoil  his  prefence  holds  : 
Pan  knows  no  other  power  than  his. 
This  only  the  great  Ihepherd  is. 
'Tis  he,  'tis  he,  &c. 

Fair  friend, 'tis  true,  your  beauties  mOTC 

My  heart  to  a  refped  ; 
Too  little  to  be  paid  with  love, 

Too  great  for  your  negled. 

I  neither  love,  nor  yet  am  free, 

For  though  the  flame  1  find 
Be  not  intenfe  in  the  degree, 

*  ris  of  the  pureft  kind. 

It  little  wants  of  love  but  pain, 

Your  beauty  takes  my  fenfe, 
And  left  you  ihould  that  prince  difdain, 

My  thoughts  too  feel  the  influence. 

'Tis  not  a  paffion's  firft  accefs 

Ready  to  multiply, 
But  like  love's  calmeft  ftatc  it  i< 

Poffeft  with  vidury. 

It  is  like  love  to  truth  reduc'd, 

All  the  falfe  value's  gone, 
Which  were  created,  and  induc'd 

By  fond  imagination. 

'Tis  either  fancy,  or  'tis  fate. 

To  love  you  more  than  I : 
I  love  you  at  your  beauty's  rate, 

Lefs  were  an  injury. 


Like  unftamp'd  gold,  I  wei; 
So  (hat  you  may  coUedt, 
h'  intrinfic  value  of  your  face. 
Safely  from  my  rcfpcft. 


each  gracfj 


And  this  rcfpcft  would  merit  love. 

Were  not  fo  fair  a  fight 
Payment  enouf!;h  ;  for  who  dare  move 

Reward  for  his  delight  ? 

On  the  King's  Birth -day. 

RoasE  up  thyfelf,  my  gentle  mufe, 

Though  now  our  green  conceits  be  gray, 
And  yet  once  more  do  not  refufe  \ 

To  take  thy  Phrygian  harp,  and  play 
.  In  honour  of  this  cheerful  day  : 

Long  may  they  both  contend  to  prove, 
That  beft  of  crowns  is  fuch  a  love. 

Malcc  firft  a  fong  of  joy  and  love, 
AVhich  chaflely  flames  in  royal  eyes. 

Then  tune  it  to  the  fpheres  above, 
When  -the  benigneft  ftars  do  rife, 
And  fweet  conjuniStions  grace  the  Ikies. 
Long  may,  &c. 

To  this  let  all  good  hearts  refound, 

Whilft  diadems  inveft  his  head  ; 
Long  may  he  live,  whofe  life  doth  bound 

More  than  his  laws,  and  better  led 

Ey  high  example,  than  by  dread. 
Long  may,  &c. 

Long  may  he  round  about  him  fee 

His  rofes  and  his  lilies  blown  : 
L«ng  may  his  only  dear  and  he 
Joy  it*  ideas  of  their  own, 
And  kingdoms  hopes  fo  timely  fown. 
Long  may  they  both  contend  to  prove. 
That  bell  of  crowns  is  fuch  a  love. 

I'o  my  Lord  the  Kirtgj  on  the  Chrijlemtig  his  fccond  Son 
"James. 

That  thou  art  lov'd  of  God,  this  work  is  done, 
Great  king,  thy  having  of  a  fecond  fon  : 
And  by  thy  bkffing  may  thy  people  fee 
How  much  they  are  belov'd  of  God  in  thee. 
Would  they  would  underfland  it !  princes  are 
Great  aids  to  empire,  as  they  are  great  care 
To  pious  parents,  who  would  have  their  blood 
Si;ould  take  firft  feifin  of  the  public  good. 
As  hath  thy  James ;  cleans'd  from  original  drofs. 
This  day,  by  baptifm,  and  his  Saviour's  crofs. 
Grow  up,  fweet  babe,  as  blelTed  in  thy  name, 
As  in  renewing  thy  good  grandfire's  fame  : 
Methought  Great  Britain  in  her  fea,  before 
Sat  fafe  enough,  but  now  fecured  more. 
At  land  ihe  triumphs  in  the  triple  fliade. 
Her  rofe  and  lily  intertwin'd,  have  made. 

Oceanofecnra  mco,ficurior  umbris. 

An  Elegy  on  the  Lady  "Jane  Pawld,  Marchionefs  of 
Winton. 

What  gentle  ghoft,  befprent  with  April  dew, 

Hails  me  fo  folemnly  to  yonder  yew  ? 

And  beck'ning  woos  me  from  the  latal  tree, 

To  pluck  a  garland  for  herfelf  or  me  ? 

I  do  obey  you,  beauty  '.  for  in  di'ath 

You  l^m  a  fair  one :  O  that  you  had  breath 
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To  give  your  (hade  a  name  :  ftay,  flay,  I  feel 

A  horror  in  me  !  all  my  blood  is  ftce! ! 

Stiff!  ftark  !  my  joints  'gainft  one  another  knock  ! 

Whofe  daughter  ?  ha !  great  Savage  of  the  Rock  ? 

He's  good  as  great.  I  am  almoft  a  ftone  ! 

And  ere  I  can  alk  more  of  her  (he's  gone  ! 

Alas,  I  am  all  marble !  write  the  reft 

Thou  would'ft  have  written,  Fame,  upon  my  breaft : 

It  is  a  large  fair  table,  and  a  true. 

And  the  difpofer  will  be  fomething  new, 

When  F,  who  would  the  poet  have  become. 

At  leaft  may  bear  th'  infcription  to  her  tomb. 

She  was  the  Lady  Jane,  and  Marchionefs 

Of  Winchefter ;  the  heralds  can  tell  this.     [Fame, 

Earl  Rivers'  grandchild — 'ferve  not  forms,  good 

Sound  thou  her  virtues,  give  her  foul  a  name. 

Had  I  a  thoufand  mouths,  as  many  tongues. 

And  voice  to  raife  them  from  my  brazen  lungs, 

1  diirft  not  aim  at  that :  the  dotes  were  fuch 

Thereof,  no  notion  can  exprefs  how  much 

Their  cz.x3.Si  was!   I  or  my  trump  moil  break, 

But  rather  1,  fhould  F  of  that  part  fpeak  I 

Ft  is  too  near  of  kin  to  heaven,  the  foul, 

To  be  defcrib'd  I   Fame's  fingers  are  too  foul 

To  touch  thefe  myfteries  i  we  may  admire 

The  heat  and  fplendour,  but  not  handle  fire  '. 

What  fhe  did  here,  by  great  example,  well, 

T'  enlive  pofterity,  her  fame  may  tell ! 

And  calling  truth  to  witnefs,  make  that  good 

From  the  inherent  graces  in  her  blood  1 

Elfe  who  doth  praife  a  perfon  by  a  new, 

B'Jt  a  feign'd  way,  doth  rob  it  of  the  true. 

I^er  fweetnefs,foftnefs,  her  fair  courtefy. 

Her  wary  guards,  her  wife  fimpiicity, 

Were  like  a  ring  of  virtues 'bout  her  fet, 

And  piety  the  centre  were  all  met. 

A  reverend  ftate  (he  had,  an  awful  eye, 

A  daz'ling,  yet  inviting,  majefty: 

Wiiat  nature,  fortune,  inftitution,fa(fl, 

Could  fum  to  a  perfection,  was  her  a(5l  \ 

How  did  (he  leave  the  v/orld?  with  what  contemptl 

Juft  as  (he  in  it  liv'd  1  and  fo  exempt 

From  all  aifedlion  !  when  they  urg'd  the  cure 

Of  her  difeafe,  how  did  her  fou'i  affure 

Her  fufF'ring=,  as  the  body  had  been  away ! 

And  to  the  torturers  (her  doiflors)  fay, 

Stick  on  your  cupping-glaffes,  fear  not,  put 

Your  hotteft  cauftics  to,  burn,  lance,  or  cut : 

'Tis  but  a  body  which  you  can  torment, 

And  F  into  the  world  all  foul  was  fent  1 

Then  comforted  her  lord  I  and  bleft  her  fon  I 

Cheer'd  her  fair  fitters  in  her  race  to  run  ! 

With  gladnefs  temper'd  her  fad  parents  tears! 

Made  her  friends  joys  to  get  above  their  fears  I 

And  in  her  laft  adi  taught  the  ftanders-by 

With  admiration  and  applaufe  to  die  '. 

Let  angels  iing  her  glories,  who  did  call 

Her  fpirit  home  to  iier  original ! 

Who  (aw  the  way  was  made  it !  and  were  fent 

Tn  carry  and  condujfl  the  compliment 

'  Pwixt  death  and  life  !  where  her  mortality 

Became  her  birth-day  to  eternity  ! 

And  now  through  circumfufed  light  (lie  looks. 

On  nature's  fecre^s  there,  as  her  own  books : 

Speaks  heaven's  language  .  and  difcourfeth  free 

To  every  order,  every  bierarchj ! 
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Beholds  her  Maker,  and  in  him  doth  fee 

What  the  beginnings  of  all  bcLiuties  be  ; 

And  all  beatitudes  that  thence  do  flow  : 

Which  they  that  have  the  crown  are  fure  to  know  ! 

Go  now,  her  happy  parents,  and  be  fad, 

If  you  not  underftand  what  child  you  had. 

If  you  dare  grudge  at  Heaven,  and  repent 

T'  have  paid  again  a  blefling  was  but  lent, 

Andtrufled  fo,  as  it  depoAted  lay 

At  pieafure,  to  be  call'd  for  every  day  ! 

If  you  can  envy  your  own  daughter's  blifs. 

And  wifii  her  ftate  lefs  happy  than  it  is  1 

If  you  can  call  about  your  either  eye, 

And  fee  all  dead  here,  or  about  to  die ! 

The  ftars,  that  are  the  jewels  of  the  night, 

And  day,  deccai'mg  I  with  the  prince  of  light, 

The  fun  !  great  kings  !  and  mightieft  kingdoms  fall ! 

Whole  nations  ;  nay,  mankind  '.  the  world,  with  ail 

That  ever  had  beginning  there,  to  end  ' 

With  what  injuilice  fhould  one  foul  pretend 

T'fcape  this  common  known  neceflity. 

When  we  were  all  born,  we  began  to  die; 

And  but  for  that  contention  and  brave  ftrifej 

The  Chriftian  hath  t' enjoy  the  future  life. 

He  were  the  wretched'ft  of  the  race  of  men : 

But  as  he  foars  at  that,  he  bruifcth  then 

The  ferpents  head  ;  gets  above  death  and  finj 

And  fure  of  heaven,  rides  triumphing  in. 


EUPHEME:  OR,  THE  FAIR  FAME; 

Xjefttopoflerity  of  that  truly  nolle  Lady,  the  Lady  Ve- 
fiet'ia  Digb\,late  Wife  of  Sir  Kentlme  Digby,  Knight  ^ 
a  Cetitleman  ahfulute  in  all  numbers. 

Vivam  amare  volupta: ,  defunSium  rellgio, 

I.  The  Dedication  of  her  Cradle. 

Fair  fame,  who  art  ordain'd  to  crown 
With  evergreen,  and  great  renown, 
Their  heads  that  envy  would  hold  down 

With  her  in  fnade 
Of  death  and  darknefs,  and  deprive 
Their  names  of  being  kept  alive 
By  thee  and  confcience,  both  who  thrive 

By  the  juil  trade 

Of  goodnefs  flill :  vouchfafc  to  take 
This  cradle,  and  for  goodnefs  fake, 
A  dedicated  enlign  make 

Thereof  to  Time ; 
That  all  pofterity,  as  we, 
Who  read  what  the  Crepundia  be, 
May  fomething  by  that  twilight  fee 

'Bove  ratt'ling  rhyme : 

For  though  that  rattles,  timbrels,  toys, 
Take  little  infants  with  their  iioife, 
As  prop'rcH  gifts  to  girls  and  boys, 
Of  light  expence ; 
Their  corals,  whiicles,  and  prime  coats, 
Their  painted  mafques,  their  paper  boats, 
With  fails  of  lilk,  as  the  firft  notes 

Sururife  thciv  fenfe : 
Vol  fV. 


Yet  here  are  nofuch  trifles  brought. 
No  cobweb  cawls,  no  furcoats  wrought 
With  gold,  or  clafps,  which  might  be  bought 

On  every  ftall. 
But  here's  a  fong  of  her  defcent ; 
And  call  to  the  high  parhameut 
Of  heaven  ;  where  feraphim  take  tent 

Of  crd'ring  all. 

This  utter'd  by  an  ancient  bard. 

Who  claims  (of  reverence)  to  be  heard^ 

As  coming  with  his  harp,  prcpar'd 

To  chant  her  'gree, 
is  fung  •  as  alf '  her  getting  up 
By  Jacob's  ladder  to  the  top 
Of  chat  eternal  port,  kept  ope' 

for  fuch  as  flie. 

II.    The  Song  of  her  Defcent. 

I  SING  the  juft  and  uncontroul'd  defcent 

Of  dame  Venetia  Digby,  ftyl'd  the  fair  : 
For  mind  and  body  the  niofl:  excellent 

That  ever  nature,  or  the  later  ai.-. 
Gave  two  fuch  houfes  as  Norchumberlan^ 

And  Stanley,  to  the  which  flie  was  co-hsir. 
Speak  it,  you  bold  Penates,  you  that  Hand 

At  either  ftem,  and  know  the  veins  of  good 
R\m  from  your  roots;  tell,  tcttify  the  grand 

Meeting  of  Graces,  that  fo  fweli'd  the  flood 
Of  virtues  in  her,  as,  in  fhort,  flie  grew 

The  wonder  of  her  fex,  and  of  your  blood  : 
And  tell  thou,  Alde-legh,  none  can  tell  more  true 

Thy  niece's  line,  than  thou  that  gav'ft  thy  name 
Into  the  kindred,  whence  thy  Adam  drew 

Mefchine's  honour,  with  the  Ceftrian  fame 
Of  the  firft  Lupus,  to  the  family 

By  Ranulph 

\The  refl  of  this  fong  is  lofl.l 

in.   The  Piaure  of  th,  Body. 

Sitting,  and  ready  to  be  drawn. 
What  makes  thefe  velvets,  filks,  and  lawuj 
Embroideries,  feathers,  fringes,  lace. 
Where  every  limb  takes  like  a  face  ? 

Send  thefe  fufpeAed  helps  to  aid 

Some  form  defctftive,  or  decay'd  ; 

This  beauty,  without  falfehood  fair, 

Needs  nought  to  clothe  it  but  the  air.  ~ 

Yet  fomething  to  the  pahiter's  view, 
Were  fitly  interpos'd  ;  fo  new  ; 
He  ihall,  if  he  can  underftandj 
Work  by  my  fancy,  with  his  hand. 

Draw  firft  a  cluud,  allfave  her  neck,  ;, 

And  out  of  that  make  day  to  break  j 

Till  like  her  face  it  do  appear. 

And  men  may  chink  all  light  rofe  there. 

Then  let  the  beams  of  that  difperfe 
The  cloud,  and  Ihow  the  univerfe  j 
But  at  fuch  diilance,  as  the  eye 
May  rather  jet  adore,  than  fpy 

P  P  ,  J 


5?4 

The  heaven  defign'J,  draw  next  a  fpring. 
With  all  that  youth,  or  it  can  bring  ; 
Four  rivers  branching  forth  like  fea». 
And  Prradife  confin'd  in  thefe. 

L,aft,  draw  the  circles  of  this  globe, 
And  let  there  be  a  ftarry  robe 
Of  confteilations'bout  her  hurl'd; 
And  thou  haft  painted  beauty's  world. 

But,  painter,  fee  thou  do  not  fell 
A  copy  of  this  piece,  nor  tell 
Whole  'tis :  but  if  it  favour  find. 
Next  fitting  we  will  draw  her  mind; 

IV.   7he  Mind. 
^AiVTER,  you're  come,  but  may  be  gone. 
Now  I  have  better  thought  thereon, 
This  work  I-  can  perform  alone  ; 
And  give  you  reafons  more  than  one. 

Not  that  your  art  I  do  refufe  : 
But  here  I  may  no  colours  ufe. 
Befide,  your  hand  will  never  hit. 
To  draw  a  thing  that  cannot  fit. 

You  could  niake  ihift  to  pairtt  an  ey^. 
An  eagle  tow'ring  in  the  Iky, 
The  fun,  a  fea,  or  foundlefs  pit* ; 
But  thefe  are  like  a  mind,  not  it. 

No,  to  expreis  this  mind  to  fenfe. 
Would  alk  a  heaven's  intelligence ; 
Since  nethiftg  can  report  that  flame, 
But  what's  of  kin  to  whence  it  came. 

Sweet  mind,  then  fpeak  yourfelf,  and  fay^ 
As  you  go  on,  by  what  brave  way 
Our  fenfe  you  do  with  knowledge  fill. 
And  yet  remain  our  wonder  flill. 

J  call  you  mufc,  now  make  it  true : 
Henceforth  may  every  line  be  you ; 
That  afl  may  fay,  that  fee  the  framCj 
This  is  no  pidture,  but  the  fame.  ' 

A  mind  fo  pure,  fo  perfedl,  fine. 
As  'tis  not  radiant,  but  divine  ; 
And  fo  difdaining  any  trier ; 
'Tis  got  where  it  can  try  the  fire. 

There,  high  exalted  in  the  fphere. 
As  it  another  nature  were, 
It  moveth  all ;  and  makes  a  flight 
As  circular  as  infinite. 

Whofe  notions  when  it  will  expref*' 
In  fpeech  ;  it  is  with  that  excefs 
Of  grace,  and  mufic  to  the  ear, 
As  what  it  fpoke,  it  planted  there. 

The  voice  fo  fweet,  the  words  fo  fair, 
As  fome  foft  chime  had  {Iroak'dthe  aif; 
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And  though  the  found  were  parted  thence 
Still  left  an  echo  in  the  fenfe. 

But  that  a  mind  fo  rapt,fo  high. 

So  fwift,  fo  pure,  fhould  yet  apply 

Itfelf  to  us,  and  come  fo  nigh 

Earth's  groflhefs ;  there's  the  how  and  why. 

Is  it  becaufe  it  fees  us  dull. 
And  funk  in  clay  here,  it  would  pull 
Us  forth,  by  fome  celeftial  flight. 
Up  to  her  own  fubUmed  height  ? 

Or  hath  (he  here,  upon  the  ground. 
Some  Paradifc  or  palace  found. 
In  all  the  bounds  of  beauty,  fit 
For  her  t'  inhabit  ?  there  is  it. 

Thrice  happy  houfe,  that  haft  receipt 
For  this  fo  lofty  form,  fo  ftraight, 
So  polifli'd,  perfedt,  round,  and  even. 
As  it  Aid  moulded  off  from  heaven. 

Not  fwelliiDg  like  the  ocean  proud, 
But  ftooping  gently,  as  a  cloud. 
As  fmooth  as  oil  pour'd  forth,  and  calm 
As  fliowers,  and  fweet  as  drops  of  balm. 

Smooth,  foft,  and  fweet,  in  all  a  flood. 
Where  it  may  run  to  any  good  ; 
And  where  it  ftays,  it  there  becomes 
A  neft  of  odorous  fpice  and  gums. 

In  atSlion,  winged  as  the  wind ; 
In  reft,  like  fpirits  left  behind 
Upon  a  bank,  or  field  of  flowers, 
Begotten  by  that  wind  and  ihowert. 

In  thee,  fair  manfion,  let  it  reft. 

Yet  know,  with  what  thou  art  poffeft. 

Thou  entertaining  in  thy  breaft, 

But  fuch  a  mind  mak'ft  God  thy  gueft. 

[A  ivbole  quaternion  in  the  midji  of  this  poem  is  lof, con- 
taining entirely  the  three  next  pieces  of  it^  and  all  of 
the  fourth  {jwhich  in  the  order  of  the  -whole  is  the 
eighth)  excepting  the  -very  end:  -which  at  the  top  of 
the  next  quaternion  geeth  on  thus.'\ 

But  for  yon  (grovring  gentlemen)  the  happf 
branches  of  two  fo  illuftrious  heufes  as  thefe, 
wherefrom  your  honoured  mother  is  in  both  lines 
defcended;  let  me  leave  you  this  laft  legacy  of 
counfel ;  which,  fo  foon  as  you  arrive  at  years  of 
mature  underftanding,  open  you  (Sir)  that  are  the 
eldeft,  and  read  it  to  your  brethren,  for  it  will 
concern  you  all  alike.  Vowed  by  a  faithful  fcr-  | 
vant  and  client  of  your  family,  with  his  lateft  ] 
breath  expiring  it,  B.  J. 

7*0  Kinelme,  John,  George. 

Boast  not  thefe  titles  of  your  anceflors ; 
(Brave  youths)  they're  their  pofl"ellions,  none  of 

yours : 
When  your  own  virtues  equall'd  have  their  names, 
'Twill  be  but  fair  to  lean  upon  their  fames; 
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J)r  they  are  ftrong  fupporters  :  but,  till  then. 

The  greateft  are  but  growing  gentlemen. 

it  is  a  wretched  thing  to  trult  to  reeds; 

Which  all  men  do,  that  urge  not  their  own  deeds, 

Up  to  their  anceftors ;  the  river's  fide 

By  which   you're  planted,  fhows  your  fruit  fliall 

bide  : 
Hang  all  your  rooms  with  one  large  pedigree  : 
'Tis  virtue  alone  is  true  nobility. 
Which  virtue  from  your  fathtr,  ripe,  will  fall ; 
Study  illuftrious  him,  and  you  have  all. 

IX.  Elegy  on  my  Mufe,  the  truly  honoured  Lady,  the 
Lady  Venetia  Digby  ;  ■who  livng,  gJife  me  leaiie  to 
call  herfo.  Being  Acr  AnOGEnSIS,  or.  Relation  to 
the  Saints. 

Seta  quidem  tanto  Jlruitur  meJicina  dolori. 

'TwERE  time  that  I  dy'd  too,  now  fbe  is  dead. 

Who  vv-as  my  mule,  and  life  of  all  I  faid. 

The  fpirit  that  I  wrote  with,  and  conceiv'd, 

AH  that  was  good,  or  great  with  me,  flie  weaV'd, 

And  fet  it  forth ;  the  reft  were  cobwebs  fine, 

Spun  out  in  nartie  of  fome  of  the  old  nine  ! 

To  hang  a  window,  or  make  dark  the  room, 

Till  fwept  away,  th'  were  cancell'd  with  a  broom  1 

I>Iothing  that  could  remain,  or  yet  can  flir 

A  forrow  in  me,  fit  to  wait  to  her  ! 

O  !  had  [  feen  her  laid  out  a  fair  coffe,- 

By  death,  on  earth,  1  fhould  have  had  remorfe 

On  nature  for  her :  who  did  let  her  lie, 

And  faw  that  portion  of  herfelf  to  die. 

Sleepy  or  ftupid  Nature,  couldft  thou  part 

"With  fuch  a  rarity,  and  not  roufe  Art, 

With  all  her  aids,  to  fave  her  from  the  feize 

Of  vulture  Death,  and  thofe  relentlefs  cleys? 

Thou  wouldft  have  loft  the  Phrenix,  had  the  kind 

Been  trufted  to  thee ;  not  to't  felf-affign'd. 

Look  on  thy  lloth,  and  give  thyfelf  undone, 

(For  ib  thou  art  with  me)  now  fhe  is  gone, 

.My  wounded  mind  cannot  fuftain  this  ftroke, 

It  rages,  runs,  flies,  fl:ands,and  would  provoke 

The  world  to  ruin  with  it;  in  her  fall, 

1  fum  up  mine  own  breaking,  and  wifh  all. 

Thou  haft  no  more  blows,  Fate,  to  drive  at  one. 

What's  left  a  poet  when  his  mufe  is  gone  ? 

Sure  I  am  dead,  and  know  it  not !    I  feel 

Nothing  i  do  ;  but  like  a  heavy  wheel, 

Am  turned  with  another's  powers.  My  paffion 

Whirls  mc  about,  and,  to  bhfpheme  in  falhion, 

I  murmur  againft  God,  for  having  ta'eH 

Her  blelTed  foul  hence,  forth  this  valley  vain 

Of  tears,  and  dungeon  of  calamity  ! 

I  envy  it  the  angels  amity  I 

The  joy  of  faints !   the  crown  for  which  it  lives. 

The  glory  and  gain  of  reft,  which  the  place  gives  1 

Dare  I  profane  lo  irreligious  be, 

To  greet  or  grieve  her  foft  euthanafy! 

So  fweetly  taken  to  the  court  of  blifs, 

As  fpirits  had  ftol'n  her  fpirits  in  a  kifs. 

From  oft"  her  pillow  and  deluded  bed  ; 

And  left  her  lovely  body  unthought  dead  I 

Indeed  flie  is  not  dead  :   but  laid  to  fleep 

In  earth,  till  the  laft  trump  awake  the  fteep 

And  goats  together,  whither  they  muft  come 

To  hear  their  Judge,  and  his  eternal  doom. 


S^ii 


To  have  that  final  retHVitidn, 
Expecfted  with  the  liclh's  reftitution. 
For,  as  there  are.  three  natures,  fchoolmen  call 
One  corporal  only,  th'  other  ipiritual. 
Like  fingle  ;  fo  there  is  a  third  commixt. 
Of  body  and  fpirit  together,  plac'd  betwixt 
Thofe  other  two ;  which  muft  be  judg'd  or  cro  wn'd : 
This,  as  it  guilty  is,  or  guiltlefs  found, 
Mu't  come  to  take  a  fentence,  by  the  fenfe 
Of  that  great  evidence  the  tonfcierice  ! 
Who  will  be  there,  againft  that  day  prepar'd, 
T'  accufe  or  quit  all  parties  to  be  heard  I 
O  day  of  joy,  and  furety  to  the  juft ! 
Who  in  that  feaft  of  refiirredion  truft  ! 
That  great  eternal  holiday  of  reft 
To  body  and  foul !  where  loVe  is  all  the  gueft  ! 
And  the  whole  banquet  is  full  fight  of  Gud  \ 
Of  joy  the  circle,  and  fole  period  1 
All  other  gladnefs  with  the  thought  is  barr'd  ; 
Hope  hath  her  end,  and  F  liih  hath  her  rev.'ardi 
This  being  thus,  why  fnould  rny  tongue  or  pen 
Prefi.me  to  interpel  that  fulnefs,  when 
Nothing  can  more  adorn  it  than  the  feat 
That  ftie  is  in,  or  make  it  more  complete? 
Bettei  be  dumb  than  fuperftitious  ! 
Who  violates  the  Godhead,  is  moft  vicious 
Againft  the  nature  he  would,  worftiip.  He 
Will  honour'd  be  in  all  fimplicity ! 
Have  all  his  adions  vvonder'd  at,  and  view'd 
With  filence  and  amazement  1    not  with  rude, 
Dull  and  profane,  weak  and  itiiperfedt  eyes. 
Have  bufy  fearch  made  in  his  myfteries  ! 
He  knows  what  work  h'  hath  done,  to  call  this 

gueft. 
Out  of  her  noble  body  to  this  feaft  :     , 
And  give  her  place  according  to  her  blood 
Amongft  her  peers,  thofe  princes  of  all  good! 
Saints,  rtiartyrs,  prophets,  with  thole  hierarchies 
Angels,  arch-angels,  priacipalities, 
The  dominations,  virtues,  and  the  powers 
The  thrones,  the  clierub,  and  feraphic  bowers 
That  planted  round,  there  fing  before  the  Lamb, 
A  new  fong  to  his  praife,  and  great  I  Am : 
And  Ihe  doth  know,  out  of  the  fhade  of  death 
What  'tis  t'  enjoy  an  everlafting  breath  ! 
To  have  her  captiv'd  fpirit  freed  from  flefh 
And  on  her  innocence,  a  garment  frefh 
And  white  as  that  put  oil  :  and  in  her  hand 
With  boughs  of  palm,  a  crowned  vidlrice  ftarid  \ 
And  \ViIl  you,  worthy  fon,  Sir,  knowing  this. 
Put  black  and  mournifig  on  ?  and  fay  you  mif» 
A  wife,  a  friend,  a  lady,  or  a  love  ; 
Whom:  her  Redeemer  honour'd  hath  above 
Her  fellows,  with  the  oil  of  gladnefs,  britrht 
In  heaven's  empire,  and  with  a  robe  of  light  ? 
Thither  you  hope  to  come  ;  and  there  to  find 
That  pure,  that  precious,  and  exalted  mind 
You  once  enjoy'd  •  a  fhort  fpace  fevers  ye, 
Compar  d  unto  that  long  eternity, 
That  ftall  rejoin  ye.  Was  file  then  fo  dear 
When  ftie  departed  ?  you  will  meet  her  there 
Much  more  defir'd,  and  dearer  than  before, 
By  all  the  vvealth  of  bleffings,  and  the  ftore 
Accumulated  on  her,  by  the  Lord 
Of  life  and  light,  the  Son  of  God,  the  Wordi 
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1  here  all  the  happy  fouls  that  ever  were, 

Shall  meet  with  gladncfsiaone  theatre; 

And  each  (hall  know  there  one  anothers  face. 

By  heatilk  virtue  of  the  place. 

I'liere  (hall  the  brother  with  the  fifter  walk, 

And  Ions  and  daughters  witli  their  parents  calk  ; 

But  all  of  God ;  they  ftill  iliall  have  to  fay. 

But  malce  him  All  in  ail  their  theme  that  day; 

That  happy  day  that  never  Jhc-ll  fee  night ! 

"Where  he  will  be  all  beauty  to  the  fight; 

Wine  or  delicious  fruits  unto  the  tafle ; 

A  mufic  in  the  ears  will  ever  laft ; 

Unto  the  fcent  a  fpicery  or  balm  ; 

And  to  the  touch,  a  flower,  like  foft  as  palm 

He  will  all  glory,  ail  perfedlion  be, 

God  in  the  union,  and  the  Trinity  I 

That  holy,  great  and  glorious  myftery, 

Will  there  revealed  be  in  majefty  ! 

By  light  and  comfort  of  fpiritual  grace  ; 

The  vifion  of  our  Saviour  face  to  face 

In  his  humanity  !  to  hear  him  preach 

'I'he  price  of  our  redemption,  and  to  teach 

Through  his  inherent  righteoufnefs,  in  death, 

The  fafety  of  our  fouls,  and  forfeit  breath  ! 

What  fulnefs  of  beatitude  is  here  ? 

What  love  with  mercy  mixed  doth  appear  ? 

To  flyle  us  fric;nd3,  who  were  by  nature  foes? 

Adopt  us  heirs  by  grace,  who  were  of  thofe 

Had  lofl  ourfelves  ?  and  prodigally  fpent 

Our  native  portions,  and  poiTefT^-d  rent  ? 

Yet  have  all  debts  forgiven  us,  and  advance 

B'  imputed  right  to  an  inheri  ance 

In  his  eternal  kingdom,  where  we  fit 

Equal  with  angels,  and  co-heirs  of  it. 

Nor  dare  we  under  blafphemy  conceive 

He  tliat  fliali  be  our  fupreme  Judge,  fliall  leave 

Himfelf  fo  uninform'd  of  his  eletl. 

Who  knows  the  hearts  of  all,  and  can  diffeft 

The  fmalleft  fibre  of  our  flefh  ;  he  can 

Find  all  our  atoms  from  a  point  t'  a  fpan  : 

Our  clcfeff  creeks  and  corners,  and  can  trace 

.Eacli  line,  as  it  were  graphic  in  the  face. 

And  beft  he  knev/  her  noble  charafler, 

For  'twas  hiriifelf  who  form'd  and  gave  it  her. 

And  to  that  form  lent  two  fuch  veins  cf  blood, 

As  nature  could  not  more  increafe  theiiood 

Of  rkle  in  her  I  all  nobility 

(But  pride,  that  fchifm  of  incivility) 

She  had,  and  it  became  her  !  fhe  was  fit 

T'  have  known  no  envy,  but  by  fuif 'ring  it ! 

She  had  a  mind  as  calm  as  fne  was  fair; 

Not  toft  or  troubled  with  light  lady-air. 

But  kept  an  even  gait,  as  fomc  ilraight  tree 

Mov'd  by  the  wind,  fo  cnmely  moved  (he. 

And  by  the  awful  manage  of  her  eye. 

She  fWay'd  all  bus'nefs  in  the  family  ! 

1  o  one  fhe  faid,  do  this,  he  did  it ;    fo 

To  another,  move,  he  vv^ent;  to  a  third,  go, 

He  ran  ;  and  uU  did  flris-e  with  diligence 

T'  obey,  and  ferve  her  fweet  commandments. 

She  was  in  one  a  many  parts  of  life  ; 

A  tender  mother,  a  difcrecter  wife, 

A  folemn  miftrefs,  and  fo  good  a  fr'iend, 

So  charitable  to  religious  end 

In  all  her  petite  adliuns,  fo  devote. 

As  her  whole  life  was  now  become  one  note 
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Of  piety  and  private  liollnefs. 

She  fpent  mere  time  in  tears  herfelf  to  drefs 

For  her  devotions,  and  thofe  fad  eflays 

Of  forrow,  than  all  pomp  of  gaudy  days  : 

And  came  forth  ever  cheered  with  the  rod 

Of  divine  comfort  when  fh'  had  talk'd  with  God, 

Ht  r  broken  fighs  did  never  mil's  whole  fenfe  ; 

Nor  can  the  bruifed  heart  want  eloquence  : 

For  prayer  is  the  incenfe  moft  perfumes 

The  holy  altars,  when  it  leaft  prefuines. 

And  her's  were  all  humility '  they  beat 

The  door  of  grace,  and  found  the  mercy-feat. 

In  frequent  fpeaking  by  the  pious  pfalms 

Ker  folemn  hour.s  {he  fpent,  or  giving  alms 

Or  doing  other  deeds  of  charity. 

To  clothe  the  naked  feed  the  hungry.   She 

Would  fit  in  an  infirmary  whole  days 

Poring,  as  on  a  map,  to  find  the  ways 

Fo  that  eternal  reff,  where  new  fhe  hath  place 

By  fure  eloilion  and  predeftin'd  grace  ! 

She  faw  her  Saviour,  by  an  early  light, 

Incarnate  in  the  manger,  fliining  bright 

On  all  the  world  '-  flie  faw  him  on  the  crofs 

Suft'ring  and  dying  t'l  redeem  our  lofs: 

She  favif  him  rife  triumphing  over  death, 

To  juftify  and  quicken  us  in  breath  : 

She  faw  him  tO(i,  in  glory  to  afcend 

For  his  deCgned  work  the  perteifl  end 

Of  raifing,  judging,  and  rev.'arding  all 

The  kind  of  man,  on  whom  his  doom  fnouldfali  I 

All  this  by  faith  fhe  faw,  and  fram'd  a  plea, 

In  manner  of  a  daily  apoftrophe, 

To  him  fhould  be  her  judge,  true  God,  true  Man, 

Jefus,  the  oniy-gotten  Chrilt  1  who  can, 

As  being  Pvedeemer  and  Repairer  too 

(Of  hpfed  nature';  beft  knowAvhat  to  do. 

In  that  great  adl  >i  judgmen,*,  which  the  Father 

Hath  given  wholly  to  the  Son  (the  rather 

As  being  the  Son  of  Man)  to  fiiow  his  power, 

Hi.s  vvifdom,  and  hisjuftice.  in  that  hour, 

Fhe  laO;  of  hours,  and  fhutter  up  of  all ; 

Where  firft  his  power  will  appear,  by  call 

Of  ail  are  dead  to  life  '.   his  wifdom  fhow 

In  the  difcerning  of  each  conference  fo  ! 

And  moft  his  juftice,  in  the  fitting  parts. 

And  giving  dues  to  all  mankind's  deferts  1 

In  this  fweet  extafy  ftie  was  rapt  hence. 

V/ho  reads,  will  pardon  my  intelligence. 

That  thus  ifave  v-entur'd  thefe  true  ftrains  upon, 

To  pubiilli  iier  a  faint.  My  mufe  is  gone. 

In  pietatis  memoriam 
quam  prceftas 

Venctia;  tua:  illuftriffim. 
Marit.  dign.  Digbeie 
Hanc'AnOGEnSIN  tibi,  tuifq;  facro. 

Tie  Tenth,  being  her  Injcription^  or  Crown,  is  luji. 

Porcice.     Cde  XI.  Book  V.    The  Praifes  of  a  CountrJ 
Life. 

Happy  is  he,  that  from  all  bufmefs  clear, 

As  the  old  race  of  mankmd  were. 
With  his  own  oxen  (ills  his  lire's  left  lands. 

And  is  not  in  the  ufurer's  bands  : 
Nor  f  ddier-like,  ftarted  with  rough  alarms. 

Nor  dreads  the  fca's  enraged  harms : 


But  flics  the  bar  ami  courts,  with  the  proud  boards, 

And  waitinjT-chambers  of  great  lords. 
The  poplar  tall  he  then  do:h  marrying  twine 

With  the  grown  iffue  of  the  vine  ; 
And  with  his  honk  lops  oft"  the  fruitiefs  race, 

And  fets  more  liappy  in  the  place: 
Or  in  the  bendinp  vale  beholds  afar 

The  lowing  herds  there  grazing  are  : 
Or  the  preft  honey  in  pure  pots  doth  korp 

Of  earth,  and  fheais  the  lender  fheep  : 
Or  when  that  autumn  through  the  fields  lifts  round 

His  head,  with  mellow  apples  crown'd, 
How  plucking  rears,  his  own  hand  grafted  had, 

And  purple-matching  grapes,  he's  glad  ! 
With  \vhi<;h,  Priapus,  he  may  thank  thy  hands, 

And,  Sylvan,  tlMne  that  kept'ft  his  lands  : 
Then  now  beneath  fome  a;  cient  oak  he  may 

Now  in  the  rooted  grafs  him  lay, 
Whilft  from  the  higher  banks  do  Aide  the  floods ; 

The  foft  birds  quarrel  in  the  woods  ; 
The  fountains  muimur  as  the  flreams  do  creep. 

And  all  invite  to  eafy  lleep. 
Then  when  the  thund'ring  Jove,  his  fnow  and 
fnowers 

Are  gathering  by  the  wintry  hours ; 
Or  hence,  or  thence,  he  drives  with  many  a  hound 

Wild  boars  into  his  toils  pitc'i'd  round  : 
Or  ftrains  on  his  fmall  fork  his  fubtle  nets 

for  th'  eating  thrufh,  or  pit-falls  fets  : 
And  fnnres  ihe  fearful  hare,  and  new-come  crane, 

And  'counts  them  fweet  rewards  fo  ta'en. 
Who  (amongft  thefe  delights)  would  not  lorget 

Love's  cares  fo  evil  and  fo  great  : 
But  if,  to  boot  with  thefe,  a  chafle  wife  meet 

For  houf^hold  aid,  and  children  fweet; 
Such  as  the  Sabines,  or  a  fun-burnt  blowfe, 

Some  lufty  quick  Apulian'sfpoufe, 
To  deck  the  hallow'd  hearth  v^ith  old  woodfir'd 

Againft  the  hufband  comes  home  tir'd  ; 
That  penning  the  glad  flock  in  hurdles  by, 

Their  fweliing  udders  doth  draw  dry  : 
And  from  the  fweet  tub  wine  of  this  year  takes, 

And  nnbnuglrt  viands  ready  makc^. 
Not  l,ucrine  oyflers  I  could  then  more  prise, 

Nor  turbot,  nor  bright  golden  eyes  : 
If  with  bright  floods,  the  winter  troubled  much. 

Into  our  fcas  fend  any  fuch  : 
Th'  Ionian  god-wit,  nor  the  ginny-hcn 

Could  not  go  down  my  belly  then 
More  fweet  than  olives,  that  new-gather'd  be 

From  fatteft  branches  of  the  tree  ; 
Or  the  herb  forrel,  that  loves  meadows  flill, 

Or  mallows  loofing  bodies  ill : 
Or  at  the  feaft  of  bounds,  the  lamb  then  flain, 

Or  kid  fwrc'd  from  the  wolf  again, 
Among  thefe  cates  how  glad  tke  fight  doth  come 

Of  the  fed  flocks  approaching  home 
To  view  the  weary  oxen  draw,  with  bare 

And  fainting  necks,  the  turned  fhare  1 
The  wealthy  houfehold  fwarm  of  bondmen  met. 

And  'bout  the  fteeming  chin\rey  fet  : 
Thefe  thoughts  when  ufurcr  Alphius,  now  about 

I'o  turn  more  larmer,  had  fpoke  out ; 
'Gainft.  th'  ides,  his  moneys  he  gets  in  with  pain, 

At  th'  calends  puts  all  out  again. 
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Ode  I.    Book  IV.      To  Fenus. 


Venus,  again  thou  mov'ft  a  war 

Long  intermitted,  pray  thee,  pray  thee  fpare ; 
I  am  not  fuch,  as  in  the  reign 

Of  the  good  Cynara  I  was  :  refrain 
Sower  mother  of  fweet  loves,  forbear 

'i'o  bend  a  man  now  at  his  fiftieth  year. 
Too  ilubborn  for  commands  fo  flack  : 

Go  where  youths  foft  intrcaries  call  thee  back. 
More  timely  hie  rhee  lo  the  hoafc. 

With  thy  bright  fwans,  of  Faulus  Maximus : 
There  jefl  and  feaft,  make  him  thine  hofl. 

If  a  lit  liver  thou  dofl  feek  to  toaft ; 
For  he's  both  noble,  lovely,  young. 

And  for  the  troubled  client  fills  his  tongue : 
Child  of  a  hundred  arts,  and  far 

Will  he  difplay  the  enfigns  of  thy  war. 
And  when  he  frailing  finds  his  grace 

With  thee  'bove  all  his  rivals  gifts  take  place, 
Ke  will  thee  a  marble  flatue  make 

Beneath  a  fweet-wood  roof  near  Alba  Lake, 
There  fliall  thy  dainty  noitril  take 

In  many  a  gum,  and  for  thy  foft  ear's  fake 
Shall  verfe  be  fet  to  harp  and  hue, 

And  Phrygian  hau'boy,  not  without  the  flute. 
There  twice  a  day  infacred  layv, 

The  youths  and  tendermaidsfhal!  fingthypraife: 
And  in  the  Salian  manner  meet 

Thrice  'bout  thy  altar  with  their  ivory  feet. 
Me  now,  nor  wench,  nor  wanton  boy 

Delights,  nor  credulous  hope  of  mutual  joy; 
Nor  care  I  now  healths  to  propound. 

Or  with  frefn  fiowersto  girt  my  temple  round. 
But  why,  oh  why,  my  Ligurine, 

Flow  my  thin  tearsdown  thefe  pale  checks  of  mine? 
Or  why  my  vv'ell-grac'd  words  among 

With  an  uncomely  fjicncc  fails  my  tongue  ? 
Hard-hearted,  I  dream  every  night 

I  hold  thee  fall '.  but  fied  hence,  with  the  light. 
Whether  in  Mars  his  field  thou  be, 

Or  Tyber'f.  winding  flreams,  I  follow  thee. 

Cdc  IX.  Eeck  III,   To  Lydhz.    Dluloguo  cf  Horace  and 
Lydia. 

Her.       Whilst,  Lydia,  I  waslov'd  of  thee, 

And  'bout  tliy  ivory  neck  no  youth  did  fling 

His  arms  more  acceptably  free, 
I  thought  me  richer  than  the  Periran  king, 
Lyd.       Whilft  Horace  lov'd  no  miflrcfs  more, 
Nor  after  Chloe  did  his  Lydia  found  ; 

In  name,  I  went  all  names  before, 
The  P^oman  Wvx  was  not  more  rcnown'd. 
Hot:       ' Tis  true,  I'm  Thracian  Chloe's,  1    [plays. 
Who  fmgs  fo  fwcct,  and  with  fuch  cunning 

As  fcr  her  I'ld  not  fear  to  die, 
Go  fate  would  give  her  life,  and  longer  days, 
Lyd.       And  I  am  nrat'.:al!y  on  fire 

With  gentle  Calais  Thiirine  Ornltli's  fon, 

For  whom  I  doubly  would  expire, 
So  Fate  would  let  tlie  boy  a  long  thread  ruHj 
Hoi:  ^    But  fay  old  love  return  Ihould  make. 
Ana  us  disjoin'd  force  to  her  brazen  yoke. 

That  1  bright  Chloe  off Ih'uld  Ihakc; 
And  lo  left  I-ydia,  now  the  ^sXi  Hood  one* 

P  r  "i  *     J 
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Though  he  be  fairer  than  a  ftar ; 
Thou  lighter  than  the  bark  of  any  tree, 

And  than  rough  Adria  angrier  far; 
Yet  would  I  wifh  to  love,  live,  die  with  thee. 
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This  hath  pleas'd,  doth  pleafe,  and  long  will  pleafe ; 

never  - 

Can  this  decay,  but  is  beginning  ever. 


pyagment  of  Petronius  /irbiter,  'Tranjlaled. 
Doing,  a  filthy  pleafure  is,  and  Ihort; 
And  done,  we  ftrait  repent  us  of  the  fport : 
JLet  us  not  then  rufh  blindly  on  unto  it : 
3L,ike  luflful  beafls  that  only  know  to  do  it ; 
Tor  lult  vvnilanguifii,  and  rhat  heat  decay. 
But  th)is,  thus  keeping  endlefs  holiday. 
Let  us  together  clofely  lie  and  kifs, 
There  is  no  labour,  nor  no  fhame  in  this ; 


Martial,  Epigram  17.  Book  VIII.  TranJlaUd. 

Liber,  of  all  thy  friends,  thou  fweetefl  care. 
Thou  worthy  in  eternal  flower  to  fare. 

If  thou  be.'ft  wife,  with  'Syrian  oil  let  fhine 
Thy  locks,  and  rofy  garlands  crown  thy  head; 

Dark  thy  clear  glafs  with  old  Falernian  wine; 
And  heat  with  fofteft  love  thy  fofter  bed. 

He,  that  but  living  half  his  days,  dies  fuch, 

Makes  his  life  longer  ihaa  'twas  given  him,  much. 


HORACE 

or  THE  ART  OF  POETRY,  TRANSLATED. 


■•vT'-. "  u  .,  ■  '.»m 


If  to  a  woman"'s  head  a  painter  would 
Set  a  horfc-neck,  and  divers  feathers  fold 
On  every  limb,  ta'en  from  a  feveral  creature, 
Prefenting  upwards  a  fair  female  feature. 
Which  in  feme  fwarthy  fifti  uncomely  ends : 
Admitted  to  the  fight,  although  his  friends, 
Could  you  contain  your  laughter?  Credit  me, 
Thi«  piece,  my  Pifo's,  and  that  book  agree, 
Whefe  fhapes,  like  fick  mens  dreams,  are  feign'd 

fo  vain. 
As  neither  head,  nor  feet,  one  form  retain. 
But  equal  power  to  painter  and  to  poet, 
Of  daring  all,  hath  ftill  been  given  ;  we  know  it ; 
And  both  do  carve,  and  give  again  this  leave. 
Yet,  not  as  therefore  wild  and  tame  ihould  cleave 
Together ;  not  that  we  fiiould  fcrpents  fee 
With  -doves  ;  or  lambs  with  tigers  coupled  be. 

In  grave  beginnings,  and  great  things  profeft. 
Ye  have  oft-times,  that  may  o'erfhine  the  refl, 
A  fcarlet  piece  or  two,  ftitch'd'in  :   when  or 
Diana's  grove,  or  altar,  with  the  bor- 
D'ring  circles  of  fwift  waters  that  intwine 
The  pleafant  grounds,  or  when  the  river  Rhine, 
Or  rainbow  is  dcfcrib'd.     But  here  was  now 
No  place  for  thefe.  And,  painter,  hap'ly  thou 
Know'fl  only  well  to  paint  a  cyprefs  tree. 
What's  this?  if  he  whofe  money  hireth  thee 
To  paint  him,  hath  by  fwimming  hopelefs  fcap'd 
The  whole  fleet  wreck'd  ?  A  great  jar  to  befhap'd, 
Was  meant  at  firfl ;  why  forcing  ftill  about 
Thy  labouring  wheel,  comes  fcarce  a  pitcher  out  ? 
In  fliort,  1  bid,  let  what  thou  work'ft  upon, 
Be  fimply  quite  throughout,  and  wholly  one. 

Moft  writer?,  noble  fire,  and  either  fon, 
Are,  with  the  likenefsof  the  truth,  undone. 
Myfelf  for  fhortnefs  labour,  and  \  grow 
Obfcure.    This,  ftriving  to  run  fmooth,  and  flow, 
Hath  neither  foul  nor  finews.     Lofty  he 
Pjofeffing  greatnefs  fwells  :  that  low  by  lee 
Creeps  on   the    ground ;    too  fafe,  too   afraid  of 

ftorni. 
This  feeing,  in  a  various  Jynd,  to  ffjrm 


One  thing  j)rodigioufly,  paints  in  the  woods 
A  dolphin,  and  a  boar  amid  the  floods. 
So,  fhunning  faults  to  greater  fault  doth  lead. 
When  in  a  wrong  and  artlefs  way  we  tread. 

The  worft  of  fiatuaries  here  about 
Th"  Emilian  fchool,  in  brafs  can  fafhion  out 
The  nails,  and  every  curled  hair  difclofc  ; 
But  in  the  main  work  haplefs;  fines  he  knows 
Not  to  dcfign  the  whole.     Should  I  afpire 
To  form  a  work,  I  would  no  more  defire 
To  be  that  fmith,  than  live  mark'd  one  of  thofe, 
With  fair  black  eyes,  and  hair,  and  a  wry  nofe. 

Take,  therefore,  you  that  write,  ftill  matter  fit 
Unto  your  ftrength,  and  long  examine  it, 
Upon  your  flioulders  :  prove  what  they  vyill  bear, 
And  what  they  will  not.    Him  whofe  choice  doth 

rear 
His  matter  to  his  pow'r,  in  all  he  makes. 
Nor  language,  nor  clear  order  e'er  forfakes. 
The  virtue  of  which  order,  aud  true  grace. 
Or  I  am  much  deceiv'd,  Ihall  be  to  place 
Invention.   Now  to  fpeak;  and  then  differ 
Much,  that  mou^t  now  be  fpoke,  omitted  here 
Till  fitter  feafon.     Now,  to  hke  of  this, 
Lay  that  afide,  the  epic's  office  is. 

Inufing  alfo  of  new  words,  to  be 
Right  fpare,  and  wary  :  then  thou  fpeak'ft  to  mc 
Moftworthypraife,whenwords  that  common  grew 
Are  by  thy  cunning  placing,  made  mere  new. 
Yet  if  by  chance,  in  utt'ring  things  obftrufe, 
Thou  need  new  terms;  thou  may '11,  without excufe 
Feign  words,  unheard  of  to  the  well-trufs'd  race 
Of  the  Cethegi  ;  and  all  men  will  grace, 
And  give,  being  taken  modeftly,  this  leave. 
And  thofe  thy  new  and  late  coin'd  words  receive, 
So  they  fall  gently  from  the  Grecian  fpring. 
And  comenot  too  much  wrefted.  What's  thatthing 
A  Roman  toCa;cilius  will  allow. 
Or  Plautus,  and  in  Virgil  difavow, 
Or  Varius  ?  why  am  I  now  envy'd  fo, 
If  I  can^ive  fome  fmall  increafe  ?  when  lo, 
C»to's  and  Enniu'j'  tongues  have  lent  much  worthj 
P  P  iiij 
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And  wealth  unto  our  language,  and  broi.ght  fortli 
Kew  names  of  things.  It  hath  been  ever  free, 
And  ever  will,  to  utter  terms  that  be 
Stampt  to  the  time.     As  woods  whole  change  ap- 

pears 
Still  in  their  leaves,  throughout  the  fl.iding  years, 
The  firft-born  dying,  fo  the  aged  ftatc 
Of  words  decays,  and  phrafes  born  hut  late, 
JLike  tender  buds  fhoot  up,  and  frefhly  grow. 
Ourfelves,  and  all  that's  our.-,  to  death  wc  owe  : 
Whether  the  fea  recciv'd  into  the  fnore, 
That  from  the  north  the  navy  fafe  doth  (lore, 
A  kingly  work;  or  that  long  barren  fen 
Once  rowable,  but  now  doth  nourifh  men 
In  neighbour  towns,  and  feels  the  weighty  plough 
Or  the  wild  rivei,  who  hath  changed  now 
His  courfe,  fo  hurtful  both  to  grain  and  feeds. 
Being  taught  a  better  way.     All  mortal  deeds 
Shall  perifli  :  fo  far  off  it  is,  the  flate, 
Or  grace  of  fpeech,  fnould  hope  a  lafting  date. 
Much  phrafe  that  now  is  dead,  (ball  be  reviv'd, 
And  much  (liall  die,  that  now  is  nobly  liv'd, 
If  cuflom  pleafe  ;  at  whofe  difpofing  will 
The  power  and  rule  of  fpeakirg  relteth  (lill. 

The  gefls  of  kings,  great  captains,  and  fad  wars, 
What  •number  belt  can  fit,  Homer  declaies. 
In  verfe  unequal  match'd,  firft  four  laments. 
After  m.ens  wiflies,  crown'd  in  their  events, 
l^'^ere  alfo  clos'd  :  but  who  the  man  Ihould  be. 
That  firft  fent  forth  the  dapper  elegy. 
All  the  grammarians  flrive  ;  and  ycr  in  court 
Before  the  judge,  it  hangs,  and  waits  report. 

Unto  the  lyric  firings,  the  miife  gave  grace 
To  chaunt  the  gods,  and  all  their  goiilike  race. 
The  conqu'rirgchan'pion,the  prime  horfe in  course, 
^I'reih  lovers  bufmefs,  and  the  wine's  free  fource. 
Th'  Iambic  arm'd  Archilochus  to  rave, 
This  foot  the  focks  took  up,  and  btilkins  grave. 
As  fi'-  t'  exchange  difcourie  ;  ^  verfe  to  Win 
On  popular  noife  with,  and  do  bufmefs  in. 

The  comic  matter  will  not  be  expreft 
In  tragic  verfe  ;  no  lefs  Thyeftes  feaft  ^ 

Abhors  low  numbers,  and  the  piivate  llr.-ijn 
Tit  Lr  the  fock  ;  each  fubjefl  iliould  retain 
The  place  allotted  it,  with  decent  thewes. 
Jf  now  the  turns,  the  colours,  and  right  hues 
Of  poems  here  defcrib'd,  I  can  nor  ufe, 
Nor  know  t'  obferve  •.   w-hy  (i'  the  mufes  name) 
Am  I  call'd  poet  ?  wherefore  with  wrong  fhame, 
Pcrverfely  modeft,  had  I  rather  ewe 
To  ignorance  flill,  than  either  learn  or  know  ? 
"Vet  fome  time  doth  the  comedy  excite 
Her  voice,  and  angry  Chremes  chafes  outright 
With  fwelling  throat  :  and  oft  the  tragic  wicrJit 
Complains  in  humble  phrafe.   Both  Telaphu", 
And  Peleus,  if  they  feck  to  heartl>rike  us 
That  are  fpedafors  with  tlieir  mifery. 
When  they  are  poor,  and  baniih'd,  niuft  throw  by 
Their   bombard  phrafe,'  and  foot  and  half  foot 

words  : 
'TIs  not  enough,  th'  elaborate  mufe  affords 
Ker  poems  beauty,  but  a  fweet' delight 
To  work  the  hearers  nind?  fliil  to  their  plight. 
!\lens  faces  flill  with  fuch  as  laugh  are  prone 
To  {aughter ;  fo  they  grieve  with  thofe  that  racan. 


mc  weep,    be  thon  firPc 


OF  JONSON. 

If  thou  wouldft  h^va 

drown'd 
Thyfelf  in  tears,  then  me  thy  lofs  will  wound, 
Peleus,  or  Telcphus.   If  you  fpeak  vile 
And  ill-penn'd  things,  1  fliallor  fleep  or  fmilc. 
Sad  language  fits  fad  looks,  ftufF'd  with  menacing? 
The  angry  brow,  the  fportive  wanton  things; 
And  the  fevere,  fpeech  ever  ferious. 
For  nature,  firft  within  doth  fafhion  us 
To  every  ftate  of  fortune  ;  fhe  helps  on, 
Or  urgeth  lis  to  anger;  and  anon 
With  weighty  forrow  hurls  us  all  along, 
And  tortures  us  :   and  after,  by  the  tongue 
Her  truch-man,  fiie  reports  the  m.inds  each  throw. 
If  now  the  phrafe  of  him  that  fpeaks,  ftiall  flow 
In  found,  quite  from  his  fortune  ;  both  the  rout 
And  Reman  gentry,  jeering,  will  laugh  out. 
It  much  will  differ  if  a  god  fpeak,  than. 
Or  an  hero;  if  a  ripe  old  man. 
Or  fonie  hot  youth,  yet  in  his  flourifhing  courfe  ! 
Where  fome  great  lady,  or  her  diligent  nurfe; 
A  vent'ring  merchant,  or  the  farmer  free 
Of  fome  fmall  thankful  land :   whether  he  be 
Of  Colchis  born,  or  in  Affyria  bred; 
Or  with  the  milk  of  Thebes,  or  Argus  fed. 
Or  follow  fame,  thou  that  doft  write,  or  feign 
Things  in  themfelves  agreeing  :   if  again 
Honour'd  Achilles'  chance  by  thee  be  feiz'd. 
Keep  him  ftill  a«51:ive,  angry,  unappeas'd. 
Sharp  and  contemning  laws  at  him  fhould  aim,    • 
Be  nought  fo  'bovc  him,  but  his  fword  let  claim. 

Medea  make  brave  with  an  impetuous  fcorn, 
Tno  bewail'd,  Ixion  faife,  forefworn  ; 
Poor  lo  wand'ring,  wild  Oreftes  mad  : 
If  fomething  firange,  that  never  yet  was  had 
Unto  the  fcene  thou  bring'ft,  and  dar'ft  create 
A  mere  nev.'  perfon  ;  look  he  keep  his  f^.ate 
Unto  the  la(t,  as  when  he  firft  weii<;  forth. 
Still  to  be  like  himfelf,  and  hold  his  worth. 
1  is  hard  to  fpeak  things  common  properly  ; 
And^thou  may'ft  better  bring  a  rhapfody 
Of  Homer's  forth  in  afis,  than  of  thine  own, 
Firft  publifh  things  unfpoken,  and  unknown. 
Yet  comm.on  matter  thcu  thine  own  may'il  make, 
If  thou  the  vile  broad  trodden  ring  forfake. 
For,  bein^  a  poet,  thou  niay'ft  feign,  create. 
Not  care,  as  thou  woiildfi  faithfully  tranilate. 
To  render  word  for  word  :  nor  with  thy  flight 
Of  imitation,  leap  into  a  ftraight. 
From  whence  tliy  mcdefty,  or  poem's  law 
Forbids  thee  forth  again  thy  foot  to  draw. 
Nor  fo  begin,  as  did  that  circler  late, 
I  fing  a  noble  war,  and  Priam's  fate. 
What  doth  this  promifer  fuch  gaping  worth 
Afford  ?  The  mountains  travail'd,   and    brouo-ht 

forth  ^. 

A  fcorned  moufe  '.   O,  how  much  better  this. 
Who  nought  effays  unaptly,  cr  amifs  ? 
Speak  to  me,  mufe,  the  man,  v/ho  after  Troy  was 
fackt,  [i-rsta. 

Saw  many  towns  and  men,  and  could  their  rnannera 
He  thiaks  not  how  to  give  you  fmcke  from  light. 
But  light  from  fmoke,  that  he  may  draw  his  bright 
Wonders  forth  after  :  as  Antiphates, 
ScylJa,  Chnrybdss,  Polypheme,  with  thefe. 
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Nor  from  the  brand,  with  which  the  life  did  burn 
Of  Meleager,  brings  he  the  return 
Of  Diomede  ;  nor  Troy's  fad  war  begins 
From  the  two  eggs  that  did  difclofe  tlie  twins. 
He  ever  haftens  to  the  end,  and  io 
(As  if  he  knew  it)  raps  his  hearer  to 
The  middle  of  his  matter  ;  letting  go 
What  he  defpair^;,  being  handled,  might  not  fhow  : 
And  fo  well  feigns,  fo  mixeth  cunningly 
Falfehood  with  truth,  as  no  man  can  efpy 
Where  the  midft  differs  from  the  firft ;  or  where 
The  laft  doth  from  the  midft  disjoln'd  appear. 
Hear  what  it  is  the  people  and  1  defire  : 
If  fuch  a  one's  applaufe  thou  doft  require, 
That  tarries  till  the  hangings  be  ta'en  down. 
And  fits  till  th'  epilogue  fays  clap,  or  crown: 
The  culloms  of  each  age  thou  muft  obferve. 
And  give  their  years  and  natures  as  they  fwerve. 
Fit  rights.  The  child  that  now  knows  how  to  fay, 
And  can  tread  firm,  longs  with  like  lads  to  play  ; 
Soon  angry,  and  foon  pleas'd,  is  fweet,  or  four, 
He  knows  not  why,  and  charigeth  every  hour.  _ 
Th'  unbearded  youth,  his  guardian  once  being 
gone, 
Loves  dogs  and  horfes ;  and  is  ever  one 
r  the  open  field;  is  wax- like  to  be  wrought 
To  every  vice,  as  hardly  to  be  brought 
To  endure  counfel  :  a  provider  flow 
For  his  own  good,  a  carelefs  letter-go 
Of  money,  haughty,  to  defire  foon  rnov'd. 
And  then  as  fwift  to  leave  what  he  hath  lov'd. 
Thefe  (Indies  alter  now,  in  one  grown  man  ; 
His  better'd  mind  feeks  wealth  and   friendfhip  ; 

then 
Looks  after  honours,  and  bewares  to  r.di 
What  flraightway  he  muft  labour  to  retrasft. 

,  The  old  man  many  evils  do  girt  round ; 
Either  becaufe  he  fecks;  and,  having  found, 
Doth  wretchedly  the  ufe  of  things  forbear. 
Or  does  all  bufuiefs  coldly,  and  with  fear; 
A,great  deferrer,long  in  hope,  grown  numb 
with  lloth,  yet  greedy  flill  of  what's  to  come  : 
Froward,  complaining,  a  conimender  glad 
Of  the  times  part,  when  he  was  a  young  lad; 
And  ftiU  correiSting  youth,  and  cenfuring. 
Man's  coming  years  much  good  with  them  do 

bring: 
As  his  departing  take  much  thence,  left  then 
The  parts  of  age  to  youth  be  given,  or  men 
•lo  children ;   we  muft  always  dwell,  and  ftay 
in  fitting  proper  adjundls  to  each  day. 

T'ne  bufmefs  either  on  the  ftage  is  done, 
Or  adled  told.  But  ever  things  that  run 
In  at  the  ear,  do  ftir  the  mind  more  flow 
Than  thofe  the  faithful  eyes  take  in  by  fliow 
And  the  beholder  to  himfelf  doth  render. 
Yet  to  the  ftage  at  all  thou  may'ft  not  tender 
Things  worthy  to  be  done  within,  but  take 
Much  from  the  fight,  which  fair  report  will  make, 
PrT-fent  anon  :   Medea  muft  not  kill 
Her  funs  before  the  people,  nor  the  ill- 
Vatur'd  and  wicked  Atreus  cook  to  th'  eye 
His  nephew's  entrails;  nor  muft  Prognc  fly 
Imp  a  fwallow  there;  nor  Cadmus  take 
■  tlpon  the  fiMge  the  figure  of  a  fnakc. 


What  fo  is  (hown,  I  not  believe,  and  hate. 

Nor  muft  the  fable  that  would  hope  the  fate 
Once  ff  t  n,  to  be  again  call'd  for,  and  play'd. 
Have  more  or  lefs  than  juft  five  afls  :  nor  laid, 
To  have  a  god  come  in  ;  except  a  knot 
Worthy  his  untying  happen  there  :  and  not 
Any  fourth  man,  to  fpeak  at  all,  afpire. 

An  adlor's  parts,  and  ofSce  too,  the  quire 
Muft  maintain  manly ;   nor  be  heard  to  fing 
Betwixt  the  a6ls,  a  quite  clean  other  thing 
Than  to  the  purpofe  leads,  and  fitly  'grees. 
It  ftill  muft  favour  good  men,  and  to  thefe 
Be  won  a  f^end  ;  it  muft  both  fway  and  bend 
The  angry,  and  love  thofe  that  fear  t'  offend. 
Praife  the  fpare  diet,  wholefome  juilice,  laws, 
Peace,  and  the  open  ports,  that  peace  doth  caufc. 
Hide  faults,  pray  to  the  gods,  and  wifh  aloud 
Fortune  would  love  the  poor,  and  leave  the  proud* 

The  hau'boy,  not  as  now  with  latten  bound. 
And  rival  with  the  trumpet  for  his  found. 
But  foft,  and  fimple,  at  few  holes  breath'd  time 
And  tune  too,  fitted  to  the  chorus  rhyme. 
As  loud  enough  to  fill  the  feats,  not  yet 
So  overthick,  but  where  the  people  met, 
They  might  with  eafe  be  ruimber'd,  being  a  few 
Chafte,  thrifty,  modeft  folk,  that  came  to  view. 
But  as  they  conquer'd  and  enlarg'd  their  bound, 
That  wider  walls  embrac'd  their  city  round. 
And  they  uncenfur'd  might  at  feafts  and  plays 
Steep  the  glad  genius  in  the  wine  whole  days, 
B.jth  in  their  tunes  the  licenfe  greater  grew. 
And  in  their  numbers;  for,  alas  1   what  knew 
The  ideot,  keeping  holiday,  or  drudge, 
Clown,  townfman,  bafe  and  noble  mixt,  to  judgej 
Thus  to  his  ancient  art  the  piper  lent 
Gefture  and  Riot,  whilft  he  fwooping  went 
In  his  train'd  gown  about  the  ftage  :  fo  grew 
In  time  to  tragedy,  a  mufic  new. 
The  rafli  and  headlong  eloquence  brought  forth 
Unwonted  language  :   and  that  fenfe  of  worth 
That  found  out  profit,  and  foretold  each  thing 
Now  differed  not  from  Delphic  riddling. 
Thefpis  is  faid  to  be  the  firft  found  out 
The  tragedy,  and  carried  it  about. 
Till  then  unltnown,  in  carts,  wherein  did  ride 
Thofe  that  did  fing,  and  aft  :   their  faces  dy'd 
Wuh  lees  of  wine.     Next  Efchylus,  more  late 
Brought  in  the  vifor,  and  the  robe  of  ftate. 
Built   a  fmall  timber'd  flage,  and   taught  them, 

talk 
Lofry  and  grave,  and  in  thebulkin  flalk. 
He  too,  that  did  in  tragic  verfc  contend 
For  the  vile  goat,  foon  after  forth  did  fend 
The  rough  rude  Satyrs  na'xed,  and  would  try. 
Though  four,  v^ith  fafety  of  his  gravity, 
Hov/  he  could  jeft,  becaufe  he  mar'ii'd  andfav/ 
The  free  fpediators  fubjedb  to  no  law. 
Having  v.'ell  eat  and  drunk,  the  rites  being  done,] 
Vv^'re  to  be  ftaid  with  foftneircs,and  won      ^ 
With  fomething  that  was  acceptably  new. 
Yet  fo  the  fcoffing  Satyrs  to  mens  view. 
And  fo  their  prating  to  prefent  was  beft. 
And  fo  to  turn  all  earneft  into  jeft. 
As  neither  any  god  were  brought  in  there 
Or  femi-gcd,  that  late  was  feen  to  wear 
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A  royal  crown  and  purple,  be  made  hop 
With  poor  bafe  terms  through  every  bafer  fliop  : 
Or  whilft  he  fliuns  the  earth,  to  catch  at  air 
And  empty  clouds,     for  tragedy  is  fair, 
And  far  unworthy  to  blurt  out  light  rhymes  ; 
But  as  a  matron  drawn  at  folemn  times 
To  dance,  fo  fhe  fhould  (hamefac'd  differ  far 
From  what  th'  obfcene  and  petulant  fatyrs  are. 
IsTor  (.  when  I  write  fatires,  will  fo  love 
Plain  phrafe,  rny  Pifo's,  as  alone  t'approve 
Mere  reigning  v/ords  :  nor  will  I  labour  fo 
Quite  from  all  face  of  tragedy  to  go, 
As  not  make  difference,  whether  Davus  fpeat, 
And  the  bold  Pythias,  having  cheated  weak 
Simo,  and  of  a  talent  wip'd  his  purfe ; 
Or  old  Silenus,  Bacchus'  guard  and  nurfe, 
I  can  out  of  known  geer  a  fable  fc?.me. 
And  fo  as  every  man  may  hope  the  fame ; 
Yet  he  that  offers  at  it  may  fweat  much, 
And  toil  in  vain  :  the  excellence  is  fuch 
Of  order  and  connedlion  ;  fo  much  grace 
There  comes  fometimes  to  things  of  meanefl:  place. 
But  let  the  fawns,  drawn  from  their  groves,  be- 
ware, 
Be  I  their  judge,  they  do  at  no  time  dare, 
l.ike  men  flreet-born,  and  near  the  hall  rehearfe 
Their  youthful  tricks  in  over-wanton  verfe ; 
Or  crack  out  bawdy  fpeeches,  and  unclean. 
The  Roman  gentry,  men  of  birth  and  mien, 
■Will  take  offence  at  this :   nor  though  it  firike 
Him  that  buys  chiches  blanch'd,  or  chance  to  like 
The  nut-crackers  throughout,  will  they  therefore 
ReceiTe  or  give  it  an  applaufe  the  more. 
To  thefe  fucceeded  the  old  comedy. 
And  not  without  much  praife,  till  liberty 
Fell  into  fault  fo  far,  as  now  they  faw 
Her  licence  fit  to  be  reftrain'd  by  law  : 
Which  law  receiv'd,  the  chorus  held  his  peace, 
His  power  of  foully  hurting  made  to  ceafe. 

Two  refts,  a  (hort  and  long,  th'  lambick  frame  ; 
A  foot,  whofe  fwiftnefs  gave  the  verfe  the  name  ' 
Of  Trimeter,  when  yet  it  was  fix-pac'd. 
But  mere  lambicks  all,  from  firft  to  laft. 
Kor  is't  long  fince  they  did  with  patience  take 
Into  their  birth-right,  and  for  fitnefs  fake, 
The  fleady  fpondees ;  fo  themfelves  do  bear 
More  flow,  and  come  more  weighty  to  the  ear  : 
Provided,  ne'er  to  yield,  in  any  cafe 
Of  fellowlhip,  the  fourth  or  fecond  place. 
This  foot  yet,  in  the  famous  triineters 
Of  Accius  and  Ennius,  rare  appears  : 
So  rare,  as  with  fome  tax  it  doth  engage 
Thofe  heavy  verfes  fent  fo  to  the  Aage, 
Of  too  much  hafte,  and  negligence  in  part, 
Or  a  worfe  crime,  the  ignorance  of  art. 
But  every  judge  hath  not  the  faculty 
To  note  in  poems  breach  of  harmony  ; 
Afid  there  is  given  too  unworthy  leave 
'J"o  Roman  poets.     Shall  I  therefore  weave 
My  verfe  at  random,  and  licentioufly  ? 
Or  rather,  thinking  all  my  faults  may  fpy, 
Crow  a  fafe  writer,  and  be  wary  driven 
Within  the  hope  of  having  all  f.irgiven. 
;Tis  clear  this  way  I  have  g<,t  off  from  blame, 
p^i,  in  coixiulionj  merited  no  farns. 
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Take  you  the  Greek  examples  for  your  hVht. 
Ill  hand,  and  turn  them  over  day  and  ni4t 
Our  anccftors  did  Plautus'  numbers  pi  aife 
And  jefts ;  and  both  to  admiration  raife    ' 
Too  patiently,  that  I  not  fondly  fay, 
If  either  you  or  I  know  the  right  way 
To  part  fcurrility  from  wit ;  or  can 
A  lawful  verfe  by  th"  ear  or  finger  fcan. 
Our  poets  too  left  nought  unproved  here  • 
Nor  did  they  merit  the  lefs  crown  to  weal- 
In  danng  to  forfake  the  Grecian  trads,      * 
And  celebrating  our  own  home-born  fads  • 
Whether  the  guarded  tragedy  they  wrought 
Or  twere  the  gowned  comedy  they  taught.  ' 

Nor  had  our  Italy  more  glorious  been 
In  virtue,  and  renown  of  arms,  than  in 
Her  language,  if  the  ftay  and  care  t'  have  mendei. 
Had  not  our  c\  ery  poet  like  offended. 
But  you,  Pompilius'  offspring,  fpare  you  not 
To  tax  that  verfe,  which  many  a  day  and  blot 
Have  not  kept  in ;  and  (left  perfedlion  fail) 
Not  ten  times  o'er  correaied  t©  the  nail. 
Becaufe  Democritus  believes  a  wit 
Happier  than  wretched  art,  and  doth  by  it 
Exclude  all  fober  poets  from  their  Ibare 
In  Helicon ;  a  great  fort  will  not  pare 
Their  nails,  nor  (have  their  beards,  but  to  hy 
paths  ' 

Retire  themfelves,  avoid  the  public  baths; 
For  fo  they  fhall  not  only  gain  the  worth ' 
But  fame  of  poets,  they  think,  if  they  come  fortli 
And  from  the  barber  Lycinus  conceal 
Their  heads,  which  three  Anticyra's  cannot  heal. 

0  I  left-wittcd,  that  purge  every  fpring 
For  choler !  if  I  did  not,  who  could  bring 
Out  better  poems  ?  but  I  cannot  buy 
My  title  at  the  rate  ;  I'd  rather,  I 
Be  like  a  whetftone,  that  an  edge  can  put 
On  fteel,  though  't  felf  be  dull,  and  cannot  cut 

1  wntmg  nought  myfelf,  will  teach  them  yet 
Their  charge  and  office,  whence  their  wealth  to 

fet, 
What  nouriflieth,  what  formed,  what  begot 
The  poet,  what  becometh,  and  what  not 
Whither  truth  may,  and  whither  error  bring. 
The  very  root  of  writing  well,  and  fpring. 
Is  to  be  wife;  thy  matter  firft  to  know. 
Which  the  Socratic  writings  beft  can  fhow  : 
And  where  the  matter  is  provided  ftill, 
There  words  will  foliow,  not  againft  their  will 
He  that  hath  ftudied  well  the  debt,  and  knows 
What  to  his  country,  what  his  friends  he  owes. 
What  height  of  love  a  parent  will  fit  beft. 
What  brethren,  what  a  ftranger,  andlxisgucft, 
Caji  tell  a  ftatefman's  duty,  what  the  arts 
And  cf5ce  of  a  judge  are,  what  the  parts 
Of  a  brave  chief  fent  to  the  wars :  he  can. 
Indeed,  give  fitting  dues  to  every  man. 
And  !  ftill  bid  the  learned  maker  look 
On  life,  and  manners,  and  make  thofe  his  book. 
Thence  draw  forth  true  espreffions.     For  foipe- 

times, 
A  poem  of  no  grace,  weight,  art,  In  rhymes 
With  fpecious  places,  and  being  humour'd  right, 
^  IVxOre  ftjcDgly  takes  the  people  with  delight, 
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And  better  ftays  them  there  than  all  fine  noife 
Of  verfc,  mere  matterkfs,  and  tinkling  toys. 
The  mufe  not  only  gave  the  Greeks  a  wit, 
But  a  well-compafs'd  mouth  to  utter  it. 
Being  men  were  covetous  of  nought,  but  praife  : 
Our  Roman  youths  they  learn  the  fubtil  ways 
How  to  divide  into  a  hundred  parts 
A  pound,  or  piece,  by  their  long  compting  arts : 
There's  Albin's  fon  will  fay,  fubftradi  an  ounce 
From  the  five  ounces,  what  remains  ?  pronounce 
A  third  of  twelve,  you  may  ;  four  ounces,    Glad, 
He  cries,  good  boy,  ihou'lt  keep  thine  own.  Now 
add  [juft, 

An  ounce,  what  makes  it  then  ?    the  half  pound 
Six  ounces.     O,  when  once  the  canker'd  ruft. 
And  care  of  getting,  thus  our  minds  hath  ftain'd  ; 
Think  we,  or  hope  there  can  be  verfes  feign'd 
In  juice  of  cedar,  worthy  to  be  fteep'd, 
And  in  fmooth  cyprefs  boxes  to  be  keep'd  ? 
Poets  would  either  profit  or  delight ; 
Or  mixing  fweet  and  fit,  teach  life  the  right. 

Orpheus,  a  prieft,and  fpeakcr  of  the  gods, 
Fjrft  frighted  men.,  and  wildly  liv'd  at  odds, 
From  {laughters,  and  foul  life ;  and  for  the  fame 
Was  tigers  faid,  and  lions  fierce  to  tame. 
Amphion  too,  that  built  the  Theban  towers. 
Was,  faid  to  move  the  flones  by  his  lute's  powers. 
And  lead  them  with  foft  fongs,  where  that  he 

would. 
This  was  the  wifdom  that  they  had  of  old, 
Things  facredfrom  profane  to  feparate; 
The  public  from  the  private,  to  abate 
Wild  raging  lulls;  prefcribe  the  marriage  good; 
Build  towns,  and  carve  the  laws  in  leaves  of  v^ood. 
And  thus  at  lirft,  an  honour,  and  a  name 
To  divine  poets,  and  their  verfes  came. 
Next  thcfe,  great  Homer  and  Tyrtxus  fet 
On  edge  the  m.ai'culinefpirits,and  did  whet 
Their   minds  to  wars,  and  rhymes  they  did  re- 

hearfe ; 
The  oracles  too  were  given  out  in  verfe ; 
All  way  of  life  was  fhown  :  the  grace  of  kings 
Attempted  by  the  mufes  tunes  and  firings; 
Plays  were  found  out^  and  reft,  the  end  and  crown 
Of  their  long  labours,  was  in  verfe  fet  down  : 
Ail  which  1  tell,  lefl  when  Apollo's  nam'd, 
Oy  mufe,  upon  the  lyre,  thou  chance  b'  afham'd. 
'  Be  brief  in  what  thou  wouldft  command,  that  fo 
The  docile  mind  might  foon  thy  precepts  know, 
And  holoi  tliem  faithfully ;  for  nothing  jrefls, 
'  But  flows  out,  that  o'erfwelleth,  in  full  brealls. 

Let  what  thou  feign'ft  for  pleafure's  faks,  be  near 
The  truth  ;  nor  let  thy  fable  think  whate'er 
It  would  mufl  be  :  left  it  alive  would  draw 
The  child,  when  Lamia  has  din'd,  out  of  her  maw. 
The  poems  void  of  profit,  our  grave  men 
Caft  out  by  voices  ;  want  they  pleafure,  then 
Our  gallants  give  them  none,  but  pafs  them  by  ; 
But  he  hath  every  fuffrage,  can  apply 
Sweet  mixt  with  four  to  his  reader,  io 
Asdodlrine  and  delight  together  go. 
7'his  bo'^k  will  get  the  Sofii  money  ;  this 
Will  pafs  the  feas,  and  long  as  nature  is, 
■^'ith  honour  make  the  far-known  author  live. 
"  There  are  yet  faults,  which  we  would  well  fvr- 
!?i\'e. 


For  neither  doth  the  firing  ftill  yield  that  found 

The  hand  and  mind  would,  but  it  will  refound 

Oft-times  a  fliarp,  when  we  require  a  flat : 

Nor  always  doth  the  loofed  bow  hit  that 

Which  it  doth  threaten.     Therefore,  where  I  fee 

Much  in  the  poem  fhine,  I  will  not  be 

Offended  with  few  fpots,  which  negligence 

Hath  fhed,  or  human  frailty  not  kept  thence. 

How  then  ?  why  as  a  fcrivener,  if  h'  offend 

Still  in  the  fame,  and  warned  will  not  mend, 

Deferves  no  pardon  ;  or  who'd  play,  and  fing 

Is  laugh'd  at,  that  ftill  jarreth  on  one  firing  : 

So  he  that  fiaggeth  much,  becomes  to  me 

A  Cherilus,  in  whom  if  I  but  fee 

Twice  or  thrice  good,  I  wonder  ;  but  am  more        v 

Angry.     Sometimes  I  hear  good  Homer  fnore  ; 

But  I  confefs,  that  in  a  long  work,  fleep 

May,  withfome  right,  upon  an  author  creep. 

As  painting,  fo  is  poefy.     Some  man's  hand 
Will  take  you  more,  the  nearer  that  you  ftand; 
As  fome  the  farther  ofT :  this  loves  the  dark ; 
This  fearing  not  the  fubtileft  judge's  mark. 
Will  in  the  light  be  view'd  :   this  once  the  fight 
Doth  pleafe,  this  ten  times  over  will  delight. 

You,  Sir,  the  elder  brother,  though  you  are 
Informed  rightly,  by  your  father's  care. 
And  of  yourfelf  too  underftand  ;  yet  mind 
This  faying  :   to  fome  things  there  is  allign'd 
A  mean,  and  toleration,  which  does  well : 
There  may  a  lav/yer  be,  may  not  txcel, 
Or  pleader  at  the  bar,  that  may  come  fhort    , 
Of  eloquent  Meflala's  power  in  court. 
Or  knows  not  what  Cacellius  Auluscan; 
Yet  there's  a  value  given  to  this  man. 
But  neither  men,  nor  gods,  nor  pillars  meant. 
Poets  fhould  ever  be  indifferent. 

As  jarring  mufic  doth  at  jolly  feafts. 
Or  thick  grr.fs  ointment  but  offend  the  guefl*  '. 
As  poppy,  and  Sardan  honey ;  'caufe  without 
Thefe,  the  free  meal  might  have  been  well  drawij 

out : 
So  any  poem,  fancied,  or  forth-brought 
To  bett'ring  of  the  mind  of  man, in  aught. 
If  ne'er  fo  little  it  depart  the  firft 
And  highefi,  finketh  to  the  lowefl  and  worft. 

He  that  not  knows  the  games,  nor  how  to  ufe 
His  arms  in  Mars  his  field,  he  doth  refufe  ; 
Or  who's  unfl:ilful  at  the  coit,or  ball, 
Or  trundling  wheel,  he  can  fit  ftill  from  all; 
Left  the    throng'd   heaps  fliould   on  a  laughter 

take: 
Yet  who's  moft  ignorant,  dares  verfes  make. 
Why  not.?   I'm  gentle,  and  free  born, do  hate 
Vice,  and  am  known  to  have  a  knight's  eftate. 
Thou,  fuch  thy  judgment  is,  thy  knowledge  too. 
Wilt  nothing  againft  nature  fpeak  or  do ; 
But  if  hereafter  thou  fhalt  write,  not  fear 
'I'o  fend  it  to  be  judg'd  by  Metius'  ear. 
And  to  your  father's,  and  to  mine,  though't  be 
Nine  years  kept  in,  your  papers  by,  you're  free 
To  change  and  mend,  what  you  not  forth  do  fet. 
The  writ,  once  out,  never  returned  yet. 

'Tis  now  inquir'd  which  makes  the  nobler  verfcj 
I  Nature,  or  Ait.  My  judgment  will  not  pierce 
I  Into  the  profits,  what  a  mere  rude  brain 
{  Can  :  nor  ril!  toi!.s  without  a  wealthy  vein  i 
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So  doth  the  one  the  ether's  help  require, 
And  friendly  fhouldunto  one  end  confpire. 
He  that's  ambitious  in  the  race  to  touch 
The  wiflied  goal  both  did,  and  fufFer'd  much 
"While  he  was  youngs;  he  fweat,  and  freez'd  again, 
And  both  from  wine  and  vs-omen  did  abftain. 
"W^ho  fince  to  fing  the  Pythian  rites  is  heard, 
Did  learn  them  firft.  and  once  a  matter  fear'd. 
But  now  it  is  enough  to  fay,  I  make 
An  admirable  verfe.    f  he  great  fcurf  take 
Him  that  is  lalt,  I  fcorn  to  come  behind, 
Or  of  the  things  that  ne'er  came  in  my  mind 
To  fay,  I'm  ignorant.  Juft  as  a  crier 
That  c©  the  fale  of  wares  calls  every  buyer ; 
So  doth  the  poet,  who  is  rich  in  land. 
Or  great  in  moneys  out  at  iife,  command 
His  flatterers  to  their  gain.   Bat  fay,  he  can 
Make  a  great  fupper,  or  for  fome  poor  man 
Will  be  a  furety,  or  can  help  him  out 
Of  an  entangling  fuit,  and  bring't  abpiit  : 
I  wonder  how  this  happy  man  fliould  know, 
Whether  his  foothing  friend  fpeak  truth  or  no. 
33ut  you,  my  Pifo,  carefully  beware 
(Whether  you're  given  to,  or  giver  are) 
You  do  not  bring  to  judge  your  verfes,  one, 
With  joy  of  what  is  given  him,  over-gone  : 
For  he'll  cry,  Good,  brave,  better,  excellent ! 
Look  pale,  diftil  a  ftiower  ;^was  never  meant) 
Out  at  his  friendly  eyes,  leap,  beat  the  groun'. 
As  thofe  that  hir'd  to  weep  at  funerals  fwoon. 
Cry,  and  do  more  to  the  true  mourners  :  fo 
The  fcoffer  the  true  praifer  doth  outgo. 

Rich  men  are  faid  with  many  cups  to  ply, 
And  rack  with  wine  the  man  whom  they  would 

try,  ^ 
If  of  their  friendfhip  he  be  worthy  or  no  : 
When  you  write  verfes,  with  your  judge  do  fo  : 
Look  through  him,    and  be  fure  you  take  not 

mocks 
For  praifes,  where  the  mind  conceals  a  fox. 

If  to  Quintilius  you  recited  aught,  [naught. 

He'd  fay,  Mend  this,  good  friend,  and  this;  'tis 
If  you  denied  you  had  no  better  ftrain. 
And  twice  or  thrice  had  'flay'd  it,  ftill  in  vain  : 
He'd  bid  blot  all,  and  to  the  anvil  bring 
Thofe  ill-turn'd  verfes  to  new  hammering. 
Then  if  your  fault  you  rather  had  defend     [fpend 
Than  change ;  no  word  or  work  more  would  he 
In  vain,  but  you  and  yours  you  fhould  love  Hill 
Alone,  without  a  rival,  by  his  will. 
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A  wife  and  honeft  man  will  cry  out  fhame 
On  artlefs  verfe;   the  hard  ones  he  will  biame 
Blot  out  the  carelefs  with  his  turned  pen  ; 
Cut  off  fuperfluous  ornaments, and  when'  [wrote 
They're  dark,  bid  clear  this :  all  that's  doubtful 
Reprove,  and  what  is  to  be  changed  note; 
Become  an  Anftarchus.     And  not  fay 
Why  fhould  I  grieve  my  friend  this  trifling  way  ? 
Thefe  trifles  into  ferious  mifchiefs  lead 
The  man  once  mock'd,    and  fuffer'd  wrong  to 
tread 
Wife  fober  folk  a  frantic  poet  fear; 
And  fhun  to  touch  him,  as  a  man  that  were 
Infe(51:ed  with  the  leprofy,  <  r  had 
I  he  yellow  jaundice,  or  were  furious  mad,    ' 
According  U,  the  moon.     But  then  the  boys 
rhey  vex  and  follov/  him  with  fhouts  and  noife^ 
The  while  he  belcheth  lofty  verfes  ■  ut, 
ind  flalketh,  like  a  fowler,  round  about, 
Bufy  to  catch  a  blackbird,  if  he  fail 
Into  a  pit  or  hole;  although  he  call 
And  cry  aloud,  Help,  gentle  countrymen  ! 
There's  none  will  take  the  care  to  help  him  then; 
For  if  one  fliouid,  and  with  a  rope  make  hafte 
To  let  it  down,  vi'ho  knows  if  he  did  caft 
Himfelf  there  purpofely  or  no,  and  would 
Not  thence  be  fav'd,  althf  ugh  indeed  he  could? 
I'll  tell  you  but  the  death  and  the  difcafe 
Of  the  Sicilian  poet  Empedocles  : 
He,  while  he  labour'd  to  be  thought  a  god 
Immortal,  took  a  melancholic,  odd 
Conceit,  and  into  burning  JEtna.  leapt.  ' 
Let  poets  perifh,  that  will  not  be  kept. 
He  that  preferves  a  man  againft  his  will. 
Doth  the  fame  thing  with  him  that  would  him 

kill. 
Nor  did  he  do  this  once  ;  for  if  you  can 
Recall  him  yet,  he'd  be  no  more  a  man. 
Or  love  of  this  fo  famous  death  lay  by. 

His  caufe  of  making  verfes  none  knows  why. 
Whether  he  pifs'd  upon  his  father's  grave. 
Or  the  fad  thunder-ftroken  thing  he  have 
Denied,  touch'd ;  but  certain  he  was  mzd. 
And  as  a  bear,  if  he  the  ftrength  but  had 
To  force  the  grates  that  hold  him  in,  would  fright    ■ 
All :  fo  this  grievous  writer  puts  to  flight    [takes, 
Learn'd  and  unleam'd,   holding  whom  once  he 
And  there  an  end  of  him  reciting  makes  ; 
Not  letting  go  his  hold,  where  he  draws  food, 
Till  he  drop  off,  a  horfe- leech,  full  of  blood. 
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^od fcelix  fajlumque  convivis  in  Apolline  Jit» 


Nemo  afymbolus,  nlfi  umbra,  hue  venito. 
Idiota,  infulfus,  triftis,  turpis.  abefto  ^ 
Eruditi,  urbani.  hilares,  honefti,  adfcifcuntor. 
Nee  ledla;  fcemins  repudiantor.  [efto. 

In  apparatu  quod  convivis  corruget  nares  nil 
Epulai  deledlu  potius  quam  funiptu  rarentur. 
Obfonator  et  coquus  convivarum  gulas  periti 

funro. 
De  difcubitu  non  contenditor. 
Miniftri  a  daribus,  oculati  et  muti, 
A  poculis,  auriti  et  celeres  funto.  [hofpes. 

Vina  puris  fontibus  miniftrentur  aut  vapulet 
Moderatis  poculis  provocare  fodales  fas  efto. 
At  fa^ulis  magis  quam  vino  velitatio  fiat. 
Convive  nee  muti  nee  loquaces  funto, 
De  feriis  ac  facris  poti  et  faturi  ne  differunto. 


15.  Fidicen,  niG  accerfitus,  non  venito. 

16.  Admiffo  rifu,  tripudiis,  choreis,  cantu,falibus, 
Omni  gratiarum  feftivitate  facra  ceiebrantor, 

17.  Joci  fine  felle  funto. 

1 8.  Infipida  poemata  nulla  recltantor. 

19.  Verfus  fcribere  nuUus  cogitor. 

20.  Argumentationis  totus  ftrepitus  abefto. 

%\,  Amatorlis  querelis,  ac  fufpiriis  liber  angulus 
efto.  [lidere, 

aa.  Lapitharum  more  fcyphis  pugnare,  vitrea  col- 

Feneftras  excutere,  fupelkdilem  dilacerare,  ne- 

fas  efto.  -  [tor, 

43.  Qui  foras  vel  didla,  vel  facfta  eliminat,  elimian- 

24.  Ncminem  reum  pocula  faciunto. 

Focus  perennis  efto. 


RULES    FOR    THE    TAVERN   ACADEMY*: 
OR,  LAWS  FOR  THE  BEAUX  ESPRITS. 

From  the  Latin  of  Ben.  Jon/on,  engraven  in  Marble  over  the  Chimney,  in  the  Jpolk 
of  the  Old  Devil  tavern,  temple-Bar;  that  being  his  Club-room. 


"  Non  verbum  reddere  verbo." 


I.  As  the  fund  of  our  pleafure,  let  each  pay  his 

ftiot. 

Except  fome  chance-friend,  whom  a  member 

brings  in. 

?,.  Far  hence  be  the  fad,  the  lewd  fop,  and  the  fot ; 

For  fuch  have  the  plagues  of  good  company  been. 

*  The  Le^es  Convivales,  tvere  certainly  the  compo- 
fitlon  of  Jonfan  ;  but  the  Englifi  tranjlatian  appears  to 
hanje  all  the  marks  of  a  more  modern  hand.  But  as  it  has 
Jhod  in  fome  pr seeding  editions,  it  is  permitted  to  have  to 
place  here. 


Let  the  learned  and  witty,  the  jovial  and  gay, 

The   generous  and  honeft,  compofe  our  free 

ftate ;  [i^^y. 

,  And  the  more  to  exalt  our  delight  while  we 

Let  none  be  debarr'd  from  his  choice  f-male 


J.  Let  no  fcent  offenfive  the  chamber  infeft. 

6.  Let  fancy,  not  coft,  prepare  all  t.ur  dilhesi 

7.  Let  the  caterer  mind  the  tafte  of  each  gucft. 
And  the  cook,  in  his  dreffing,  comply  witi) 

their  '.viflies. 
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8.  Let's  have  no  difturbance  atout  taking  places, 
To  fhow  yournicebreeding,oroutofvainpride. 

9.  Let  the  drawers  be  ready  with  wine  and  frefh 

giafTes, 
Let  the  waiters  have  eyes,  though  their  tongues 
muft  be  ty'd. 

V. 

10.  Let  our  wines  without  mixture  or  ftum,  be  all 

fine,  [die. 

Or  call  up  the  mafter,  and  break  his  dull  nod- 

11.  Let  no  fober  bigot  here  think  it  a  fin. 

To  pufh  on  the  chirping  and  moderate  bottle. 

VI. 

12.  Let  the  conteft  be  rather  of  books  than  of  wine. 

13.  Let  the  company  be  neither  noify  nor  mute. 

14.  Let  none  of  things  ferious,  much  lefs  of  divine, 
When  belly  and  head's  full,  profanely  difpute. 

VII. 

15.  Let  no  faucy  fidler  prefume  to  intrude, 
Unlefs  he  is  fent  for  to  vary  our  biifs.     [elude, 

16.  With  mirth,  wit,  and  dancing,  and  finging  con- 
To  regale  ev'ry  fenfe,  with  uelight  in  excefs. 


17.  Let  raillery  be  without  malice  or  heat. 

18.  Dull  poems  to  read  let  none  privilege  take. 

19.  Let  no  poetafter  command  or  intreat 
Another  extempore  verfes  to  make. 

IX. 

^o.  Let  argument  bear  no  unmufical  found. 

Nor  jars  interpofe,  facred  friendfhip  to  grieve. 

21.  For  generous  lovers  let  a  corner  be  founJ, 
Where   they  in   foft  fighs  may  their  paflions 
relieve. 

X. 

z%.  Like  the  old  Lapithites,  with  the  goblets  to 

fight,  [rank  ; 

Our  own  'mongft  offences    unpardon'd   will 

Or  breaking  of  windows,  or  glalTes,  for  fpite, 

And  fpoiling  the  goods  for  a  rakehelly  prank. 

XI. 

aj.  Whoever  fliall  publifli  what's  faid,  or  what's 
done. 

Be  he  banilh'd  forever  our  alTembly  divine. 
24.  Let  the  freedom  we  take  be  perverted  by  none, 

To  make  any  guilty  by  drinking  good  wine. 


OVER  THE  DOOR  AT  THE  ENTRANCE  INTO  THE  APOLLO. 


Welcome  all  that  lead  or  follow 

To  the  oracle  of  Apollo 

Here  he  fpeaks  out  of  his  pottle, 
Or  the  tripos,  his  tower  bottle  : 
All  his  anfwers  are  divine, 
Truth  itfclf  doth  flow  in  wine. 
Hang  up  all  the  poor  hop-(^rinkers, 
Cries  old  Sym,  the  king  of  flcinkers*; 
He  the  half  of  life  abufes, 
That  fits  watering  with  the  mufes. 


Thofe  dull  girls  no  good  can  mean  us; 

Wine  it  is  the  milk  of  Venu«f , 

And  the  poet's  horfe  accounted  : 

Ply  it,  and  you  all  are  mounted, 

'Tis  the  true  Phoebeian  liquor. 

Cheers  the  brains,  makes  wit  the  quic'iier. 

Pays  all  debt*,  cures  all  difeafes, 

And  at  once  three  fenfes  pleafes. 

Welcome  ail  that  lead  or  follow. 

To  the  oracle  of  Apollo. 


*  Cries  old  Sim,  the  king  of  flcinkers.]    Old  Sim         t  V/ine  it  is  the  milk  of  Venus.]  From  the  n,efl 
means  Simon  IVadloe,  -who  then  kept  the  Devil  Tn-usrn;  !   Anccreonii:,  0;>si  r«?.i*  Af^«viJ':«. 
end  of  him  probably  is  the  old  catch,  beginning,  ''  Old 
Sir  bimon  the  king"——. 


MISCELLANIES. 


to  my  faithful  Servant,  and,  by  his  continued  "virtue,  my 
toiling  Friend,  the  Author  of  this  IVork,  (^the  jNor- 
thern  Lafs,  a  Comedy),  Mr  Richard  Broome. 

I  HAD  you  for  a  fervant  once,  Dick  Broome, 
-  And  you  perform'd  a  fervant's  faithful  parts  : 
Now  you  are  got  into  a  nearer  room 

Of  fellowfliip,  profeffing  my  old  arts. 
And  you  do  do  them  well,  with  good  applaufe, 

Which  you  have  juftly  gained  from  the  ftage, 
By  obfervation  of  thofe  comic  laws, 

Which  I  your  mafter  firft  did  teach  the  age. 
You  learn'd  it  well,  and  for  it  ferv'd  your  time, 

A  'prenticefliip,  which  few  do  now-a-days  : 
Now  each  court  hobby-horfe  will  wince  in  rhyme, 

Both  learned  and  unlearned,  all  write  plays. 
It  was  not  fo  of  old  :  men  took  up  trades    [right ; 

That  knew  the   craft  they  had  been  bred  in 
An  honed  bilboe-fmith  would  make  good  blades, 

And  the  phyfician  teach  men  I'pue  and  fti 

The  cobler  kept  him  to  his  awl ;  but  now 
He'll  be  a  poet,  fcarce  can  guide  a  plow. 

Tlejujl  Indignation  the  Aiithr.r  took  at  the  -vulgar  Cer.' 
fure  of  his  Flay  (^N'e-w  Jnn),  by  fovze  maliiiuus  Spec- 
tators, berrat  the  folloicing  Ode  to  himfelf. 
Come  leave  the  lothed  ftage, 
And  the  more  lothfome  age  ; 
Where  pride  and  impudence,  (in  fafliiqn  knit,) 

Ufurp  the  chair  of  wit  1 
Inditing  and  arraigning  every  day. 
Something  they  call  a  play. 
Let  their  faftidious,  vain 
Commifllon  of  the  brain 
Run  on,  and  rage,  fweat,  cenfure,  and  condemn  : 
They  were  not  made  for  thee,  lefs  thou  for  them. 

Say  that  thou  pour'ft  them  wheat, 

And  they  will  acorns  eat; 
'Twere  fimple  fury  ftill  thyfelf  to  wafte 

On  fuch  as  have  no  taftel 
To  offer  them  a  furfeit  of  pure  bread, 
Whofe  appetites  are  dead  I 

No,  give  them  grains  their  fill, 

Hufks,  dra$"  to  drink  and  fwill. 
If  they  love  lees,  and  leave  the  lufty  wine, 
Envy  them  not  their  palates  with  the  fwine. 

No  doubt  fome  moldy  talc, 

lake  Firiclt:,  and  Hale 


As  the  fhrieves  crufts,  and  nafty  as  his  fifli- 

Scraps,  out  of  every  difli 
Thrown  forth,  and  rank'd  into  the  common  trib, 
May  keep  up  the  play-club  ; 
There  fweepings  do  as  well 
As  the  beft  order'd  meal. 
For  who  the  relifii  of  thefe  guefts  will  fit, 
Needs  fet  them  but  the  alms-balket  of  wit. 

And  much  good  do't  you-then  : 

Brave  piufh  and  velvet  men 
Can  feed  on  orts  :  and  fafe  in  your  ftage-dothes. 

Dare  quit  upon  your  oaths, 
The  ftagers  and  the  ftage-wrights  too  (your  peers) 
Of  larding  your  large  ears 

With  their  foul  comic  focks ; 

Wrought  upon  twenty  blocks  :  [enough. 

Which,  if  they  are  torn,  and  turn'd,  and  patch'd 
The  gamefters  Ihare  your  guilt,  and  you  their  ftuilL 

Leave  things  fo  proftitute,  ,     ' 

And  take  the  Akoeiclute; 
Or  thine  own  Horace,  or  Anacreon's  lyre, 

Warm  thee  by  Pindar's  fire  :  [cold, 

And  though  thy  nerves  be  flirunk,  and  blood  be 
Ere  years  have  made  thee  old; 

Strike  that  difdainful  heat 

Throughout  to  their  defeat : 
As  curious  fools,  and  envious  of  thy  ftrain, 
May,  bluftiing,  fwear  no  palfy's  in  thy  brain. 

But  when  tliey  hear  thee  fing 

The  glories  of  thy  king, 
His  zeal  to  God,  and  his  jull  awe  o'er  men  : 

They  may,  blood-fliaken  then, 
Feel  fttch  a  flefli-quake  to  poffefs  their  powers; 
As  they  fliall  cry,  like  ours. 

In  found  of  peace  or  war's. 

No  harp  e'er  hit  the  ftars, 
In  tuning  forth  the  adts  of  his  fweet  reign  : 
And  raifing  Charles  his  chariot  'bove  his  walne. 

An  Arfwer  to  the  Ode,  "  Come  leave  the  Lathed  Stage" 
By  O^^en  Yeltham  *. 

Come,  leave  this  faucy  way 
Of  baiting  thofe  that  pay 

*  Author  of  a  popular  Book, called,"  The  H.fvhes,'* 
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3Dcar  for  the  fight  of  your  declining  wit : 

'Tis  known  it  is  not  fit 
That  a  fale-poet,  juft  contempt  once  thrown, 

Should  cry  up  thus  your  own. 

I  wonder  by  what  dower. 

Or  patent,  you  had  power 
3From  all  to  rape  a  judgment.    Let 't  fuffice. 
Had  you  been  raodeft,  you'd  been  granted  wife. 

'Tis  known  you  can  do  well, 

And  that  you  do  excel 
As  a  tranflator ;  but  when  things  require 

A  genius,  and  a  fire 
Not  kindled  heretofore  by  others  pains, 

As  oft  you've  wanted  brains, 

And  art  to  flrike  the  Vv^hite, 

As  you  have  levell'd  right ; 
Yet  if  men  vouch  not  things  apocryphal, 
You  bellow,  rave,  and  fpatter  round  your  gall. 

Tug,  Pierce,  Peek,  Fly*, a;id  all 

Yourjeflsfo  nominal, 
Are  things  fo  far  beneath  an  able  brain  ; 

As  they  do  throw  a  ftain 
Through  all  th'  unlucky  plot,  and  do  dlfpleafe 

As  deep  as  Pericles. 

Where  yet,  there  is  not  laid 

Before  a  chamber-maid 
Difcourfe  fo  weigh'd  f,  as  might  have  ferv'd  of  old 
For  fchools,  when  they  of  love  and  valour  told. 

Why  rage  then .'  when  the  Ihow 

Should  judgment  be,  and  know- 
Ledge,  there  are  plufli  who  fcorn  to  drudge 

For  flages,  yet  can  judge 
Not  only  poets  loorfer  lines,  but  wits. 

And  all  their  perquifites; 

A  gift  as  rich  as  high, 

Is  noble  poefy : 
Yet  though  in  fport  it  be  for  kings  a  play, 
'Tis  next  mechanics  when  it  works  for  pay. 

AlcjEus'  lute  had  none ; 

Nor  loofe  Anacreon 
E'er  taught  fo  bold  affuming  of  the  bays, 

When  theydeferv'd  no  praifc. 
To  rail  men  into  approbation, 

Is  new  to  your's  alone; 

And  profpers  not  :  for  know, 

Fame  is  as  coy,  as  you 
Can  be  difdainful  ;  and  who  dares  to  prove 
A  rape  on  her,  fliall  gather  fcorn,  not  love. 

Leave  then  this  humour  vain, 

And  this  more  humorous  ftrain. 
Where  fclf-conceit,  and  choler  of  the  blood, 

Eclipfe  what  elfe  is  good  ; 
Then,  if  you  plcafe  thofe  raptures  high  to  touch, 

Whereof  you  boaft  fo  much  ; 

And  but  forbear  your  crown. 

Till  the  world  puts  it  on. 
No  doubt,  from  all  you  may  amazement  draw. 
Since  bravertheme  no  Phoebus  ever  faw. 


*■  The  names  of  fe-ueral  of 'Jonfon  s  Dramatis  Perfo'iiS. 
t  ^cw  Inn,  Za  HI.  Seem  3,.-^4il  JF,   ^(cne  4^ 


An  A"fiver  to  Mr.  Ben  Jonfons  Ode,  to  perfuade  hint 
not  to  leave  the  Stage.   By  Thomas  Randolph  *. 

Ben,  do  not  leave  the  ftage, 

'Caufe  'tis  a  lothfome  age ; 
For  pride  and  impudence  will  grow  too  bold. 

When  they  fhall  hear  it  told 
They  frighted  thee  :  fland  high  as  is  thy  caufe, 

Their  hifs  iii  thy  applaufe  : 

More  juft  were  thy  difdain, 

Had  they  approv'd  thy  vein  : 
So  thou  for  them,  and  they  for  thee  were  born  : 
I'hey  to  incenle,  and  thou  as  much  to  fcorn. 

Wilt  thou  engrofs  thy  ftore 

Of  wheat,  and  pour  no  more, 
Becaufe  their  bacon-brains  have  fuch  a  tafle, 

As  more  delight  in  mall : 
No  1  fet  them  forth  a  board  of  dainties,  full 

As  thy  beft  mufe  can  cull; 

Whilft  they  the  while  do  pine 

And  thirft,  midll  all  their  wine. 
What  greater  plague  can  hell  itfelf  devifCj 
Than  to  be  v/illing  thus  to  tantalize  \ 

Thou  canft  not  find  them  fluff. 

That  will  be  bad  enough 
To  pieafe  their  palates :  let  'em  refufe 

For  fomc  pye-corner  mufe ; 
She  is  too  fair  an  hoftefs;  'twere  a  fin 

For  them  to  like  thine  Inn  : 

'Twas  made  to  entertain 

Guefts  of  a  nobler  ftrain  ; 
Yet  if  they  will  have  any  of  thy  ftore,  [doof. 

Give  them  fome  fcraps,  and  fend  them  from  thy 

Arid  let  thofe  things  in  plufti, 

Till  they  be  taught  to  blufti, 
Like  what  they  will,  and  more  contented  be         <» 

With  what  Broome  f  fwept  from  thee, 
I  know  thy  worth,  and  that  thy  lofty  ftrains 

Write  not  to  clothes,  but  brains  : 

But  thy  great  fpleen  doth  rife, 

'Caufe  moles  will  have  no  eyes : 
This  only  in  my  Ben  I  faulty  find, 
He's  angry  they'll^not  fee  him  that  are  blind. 

Why  ftiould  the  fcene  be  mute^ 
'Caufe  thou  canft  touch  thy  lute, 
And  firing  thy  Horace  :  let  each  mufe  of  nine 
Claim  thee,  and  fay,  thou'rt  mine. 


*  Thomas  Randolph,  A.  M.  Felloiv  of  Trinity 
Co'lepre,  Cambridge,  burn  at  Nezcnham,  near  Daventry 
in  Northamptonfiire,  June  I^th,  1605  ;  died  at  Bla- 
theriuyke  in  that  county,  March  fjth,  1634.  His  eX' 
tenftve  learning,  gaiety  of  humour,  and  readinefs  of  re- 
part:e,  gained  him  admirers  among  all  ranks  of  man' 
kind,  and  more  efpecially  recommended  him  to  the  inti- 
macy and friendfiip  cf  Jonfan,  -who  admittei  him  as  one 
of  his  ado  i  ted  fans  in  the  >nufes,  and  held  hir/t  in  equal 
efleem  ivith  Cartivright.  He  has  lift  behind  him  foe 
plays,  andfeveral  poems ,  publifbed  in  81/0,  165I.  Tli 
ode  addreffed  to  Jonfon  is  reafonably  fmooth,  and  maris 
him  a  tolerable  "vsrffier. 

t  His  amanuenfis  or  attendant,  Richard  Sreomt\ 
ivroti  luitb  fuscefs  fe%'era{  (orr.edici. 


M  I  S  C  E  L 

'Tvfet*e  fond  to  let  all  other  ilames  expire, 

To  fit  by  Pin  Jai''s  iirc  ; 

For  by  lo  ftrange  ncglcdl, 

I  ilioiild  liiyielf  fuipeOt 
Thy  pally,  were  as  well  tliy  brain's  clifeafe, 
\i  chcy  could  Ihake  Lliy  mule  which  wuy  they  pleafe. 

And  tho'joh  thou  well  canfl  fing 

The  glories  of  thy  king'. 
And  on  the  wings  of  verlc  his  chariot  bear 

'fo  heaven,  and  fix  it  thi;re  ; 
Ye:  let  thy  mufe  as  well  fome  raptures  raifc 

To  pleafe  him,  as  to  praife, 

I  woiiin  not  have  thee  choofe 

Only  a  treble  mule  ; 
But  have  this  envious,  ignorant  age  to  know, 
ihou  that  caall  fing  fo  high,  canil  reach  as  lowj 

Fr^-^'iaitt  of  a  Sath-c  on  Jor/Jun's  Ma'^netic  Ludy,     B^ 
AUxamLr  Gill  of 'St.  Fuid's  School, 

Box  to  advife  yon,  Ben,  in  this  ftri<^  age, 
A  brick-kill's  better  for  thee  than  a  Itage  ; 
Thou  better  knovt'Tt  a  groundfil  for  to  luy, 
Than  lay  the  plot  or  jrvouud-wcrk  of  a  pi.iy  ; 
And  better  caall  direcT:  to  cup  a  cliiii'.ney. 
Than  to  convetfe  with  Clio  or  Polyhiinny. 

Fall  then  to  wciik  in  thy  old  age  agen  ; 
Take  up  thy  trug  and  trowel,  gvntie  Bin  ; 
Let  play*  alone;   or  if  th'JU  needs  will  write, 
And  tliruff  tliy  feeble  mufe  into  the  iijjht. 
Let  Lowen  ceafe,  and  Taylor  icorn  to  touch 
The  lothcd  flage,  for  thou  Ivaft  maJe.it  fuch, 

^rhe  Anf-zver. 
Shall  the  prof^ierity  of  a  pardon  flill 
Secure  thy  valliii;.^  rhymes,  infamous  Gill, 
At  libelling  ?  Sii.all  no  Ifar-chanibcr  peers. 
Pillory,  nor  whip,  nor  want  of  ears, 
All  which  thou  haft  incurr'd  defervcdly, 
Mor  degradation  from  the  niinilhy, 
To  be  the  Denis  of  thy  father's  fchool, 
Keep  in  thy  bawling  wit,  thou  bawling  fool  ?, 
Think'ng  to  ftir  me,  thou  haft  loft  thy  end, 
I'll  laugh  at  thee,  pu.r  wretched  like  :   go  fend 
Thy  blucar.t  mule  abroad,  and  ceach  it  rather 
A  lunc  10  drown  the  ballads  of  thy  father  : 
For  thou  haft  nmight  in  thee,  to  cure  his  lame, 
But  tune  k:nd  n.jife,  the  echo  of  his  fhame. 
A  rogue  by  Ratutc,  cenfur'd  to  be  wiiipt, 
Cropt,  iirandcdj  flit,  ncck-ilockt ;  go,  you  are  ftript. 

Ic  my  dear  Sen ,  an  J  right  learned  Friund,  Maficr  Jcfeph 
Rutter.  FreHxed  to  "  tl>e  S'jej>berd's  Holidjy,"  a 
Psfloral  Tragi-Ce^edy.  1635.     - 

You  look,  my  Jofeph,  I  fhonld  fomething  fay 
Vnto  the  world,  in  praife  of  yourfirft  play  : 
Andtruiy,  fo  I  v.-ould,  could  I  be  heard. 
You  know,  I  never  was  of  truth  aleard. 
And  1l-£s  aihaai'd ;  not  v/hen  I  told  the  crowd 
How  well  I  lov'd  truth  :   I  was  fcirce  allow'd 
Bythofe  deep-grounded,  underilanding  men, 
That  fit  to  cenfure  plays,  yet  kijow  not  v;hcn, 
Or  why  to  l;ke;  they  foui.d,  it  all  was  new. 
And  newer,  then  [r.  than]  couii  pleafe  them,  by- 
caufe  true. 
Vol.  IV. 
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Such  men  1  met  withal,  and  fo  have  you. 
Now,  for  mine  own  part,  and  it  i»  but  due 
^You  have  doferv'd  ir  from  mt),  i  have  read. 
And  wi  igh'd  your  play  :  mitwifted  ev'ry  thread, 
And  know  the  woofe.  and  warp  thereof;  can  tell 
Wliere  it  runs  round,  and  even  :  where  fo  well, 
.So  foft,  and  fmooth  it  handles,  the  whole  piece. 
As  it  were  fpun  by  nature,  oif  the  fleece  : 
Thi-i  is  niy  csnfure.  Now  there  i-,  a  new 
Olfi  e  of  wit,  a  mint,  and  (this  is  true) 
C-y'd  up  ol  late  :   Whereto  there  muft  be  fir{l 
A  maker-worker  call'd,  th'  old  ftandard  burft 
Of  wit,  and  a  new  made  :  a  warden  then, 
And  a  comptroller,  two  moft  rigid  men 
For  order,  and  for  governing  the  pixe, 
A  f.iy-mafter,  hath  ftudied  all  the  tricks 
or  fiiiKuefs,  and  alloy  :  follow  his  hint. 
You've  all  the  myft erics  of  wit's  new  mint. 
The  valuations,  mixtures,  and  the  (Uine 
Concluded  from  a  carraA  to  a  drumme. 

•J'u  /ay  e/.'ojhi  Friend,  the  learned  Tranjhior  of  Lt!Ci!Jl, 

^Thomas  May,  Efq. 
W^H  E  N ,  U  ome,  1  read  thee  ia  thy  mighty  pair, 
And  ic-a  both  cjinibing  up  the  flippery  itair 
Oi  fortune's  wi. eel,  by  Lucan  driv'n  about. 
And  the  world  in  it,  I  begin  to  doubt, 
At  every  line  foinc  pin  thereof  iliould  ilack. 
At  ieaft,  if  not  the  general  engine  crack. 
But  when  again  1  view  the  parts  fo  piz'd, 
And  thofe  in  number  fo,  and  meafure  rals'd, 
As  neither  Pumpey's  popularity, 
Crefar's  ambition,  Cuto's  liberty, 
Ca!m  B:-utus  tenor  ftart,  hut  all  along 
Keep  due  proportion  in  the  ample  fong, 
It  makes  me  raviih'd  with  juft  wonder,  cry 
What  mufe,  or  rather  god  of  harmony, 
f  auf^ht  Li'can  thefe  true  moodes?  replies  my  fenfe, 
What  gods,  but  thofe  of  arts,  and  eloquence  ? 
Phoebus,  and  Hermes  ?   Fhey  whofe  tongue,  or  pen. 
Are  ftill  th'  interpreters  'twixt  God  and  meu  1 
But  who  hath  them  interpreted,  and  brought 
Lucan's  whole  frame  unto  us,  and  fo  wrought. 
As  not  the  fmadeft  joint,  or  gencleft  word 
In  th-  great  mafs,  or  machine  there  is  ftirr'd  ? 
I'he  Icdl'  fame  genius  !  lo  the  work  will  fay. 
ihc  lun  tiJ.nllated,or  the  fon  of  May. 

Hymn  to  Diana,    Jn  Cynthia  s  Revels^ 
Queen  and  huntrefs,  chaft'e  and  fair, 
N't)W  the  fun  is  laiil  to  fleep  ; 
Seated  in  thy  filver  car. 
State  in  wonted  manner  kc<^p. 

Hefperus  entreats  thy  light, 

GodUef^  excellently  bright. 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  Iliads 
Dire  itfelf  to  interpofe; 
Cynthia's  fiiining  orb  was  made 
Heaven  to  clear,  when  day  did  clofe ; 

Blef;  us  then  with  wiflied  fight, 

Goddefs  excellently  bright. 

I^ay  thy  bow  of  pearl  apart. 
And  thy  cryftal  ihining  o^uiver ; 


Give  unto  jche  flying  hart, 

Space  to  breathe,  how  (hort  foever  : 
Thou  that  mak'ft  a  day  of  night, 
GoiWeis  excellently  bfiglit. 


Scfig.    In  the  fame. 

Slow,  flow,  frefli  fount,  keep  time  with  my  fait 
tears; 
Yet  flower,  yet,  O  faintly  gentle  fprings  1 
Lift  to  the  heavy  part  the  muiic  bears, 

Woe  weeps  out  her  decifion.whcu  fhe  fings. 
I)roop  herbs  and  flowers; 
Fall  grief  in  fhowers; 
Our  beauties  are  not  curs: 
O  could  I  ftill 
(Like  melting  fnow  upon  feme  craggy  hill), 

Drop,  drop,  dlop,  drop, 
Since  Summer's  piide  is  now  a  wither'd  daffodil. 

Song.    In  the  fame. 

O,  THAT  that  joy  fo  foon  fliould  wafte, 

Or  fo  fweet  a  blifs 
As  a  kifs, 
Might  not  for  ever  laft  I 
So  fug'red,  fo  melting,  fo  foft,  fo  delicious ; 

I'he  dew  that  lies  on  rofcs. 
When  the  morn  herfelf  difclofes, 

Is  not  fo  precious. 
O,  rather  than  I  would  it  fmother. 
Were  I  to  tafte  fuch  another. 

It  fliould  be  my  wifliing. 

That  I  might  die  kifling. 

Song,     In  the  Poetnjhr^ 

If  I  freely  may  difcover 

What  would  pleafe  me  in  my  lover  s 

I'would  have  her  fair  and  witty, 

Savouring  more  of  court  than  city ; 

A  little  proud,  but  full  of  pity  : 

Light  and  humorous  in  her  toying, 

Oft  building  hopes, and  foon  deftroying  ; 

Long,  but  fweet  in  the  enjoying  ; 

Neither  too  cafy,  nor  too  hard  : 

All  eitremes  I  would  have  barr'd. 

She  fticuld  be  allowed  her  paffions. 
So  they  were  but  us'd  as  fafliions; 
Sometimes  froward,  and  then  frowning, 
Sometimes  ficjcifli,  and  then  fwooning. 
Every  fit  with  change  flill  crowning. 
Purely  jealous  I  would  have  her. 
Then  only  conftant  when  I  crave  her. 
'Tis  a  virtue  fliould  not  fave  her. 
Thus,  nor  her  delicates  would  cloy  me, 
Neither  her  peeviflinefs  annoy  me. 

Song,      In  the  Silent  Woman, 

Still  to  be  peat,  ftill  to  be  dreft, 
As  you  weregoing  to  a  feaft  ; 
Still  to  be  powder'd,  ftill  perfum'd  ; 
Lady,  it  iS"to  be  prefiim'd. 
Though  art's  hid  caufes  are  not  found, 
All  is- not  fweet,  s^ll  is  not  found, 
-^v •• .....,' 
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Give  me  a  look,  give  me  a  fa«e. 

That  makes  fimplicity  a  grace  : 

Robes  loofely  flowing,  hair  as  free  : 

Such  fweet  ncgled  more  taketh  me. 

Than  all  th"  adulteries  of  art ; 

They  ftrike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart 


Song.      In  the  Deill  is  an  Afs. 

Do  but  look  on  her  eyes  !  they  do  light 

All  that  love's  world  comprifeth  1 
Do  but  look  on  her  hair!  it  \^  bright 

As  love's  ftar  when  it  rifcth  ! 
Do  but  mark,  her  forehead's  fmoother 

Than  words  that  footh  her  1 
And  from  her  arched  brows,  fuch  a  grace 

Sheds  itfeif  through  the  face  ; 
As  alone,  there  triumphs  to  the  life. 

All  the  gain,  all  the  good,  of  the  elements  flrlfc. 

Have  you  feen  but  a  bright  lily  grow. 

Before  rude  hands  have  touch'd  it  ? 
Have  you  mark'd  but  the  fall  of  the  fnow, 

Before  the  foil  hath  fmiitch'd  it  ? 
Have  you  felt  the  wool  of  the  beaver? 

Or  fvvan's  down  ever  ? 
Or  have  fmelt  o'  the  bud  o'  the  brier  ? 

Or  the  nard  i'  the  fire  ? 
Or  have  tafted  the  bag  of  the  bee  ? 

0,  fo  white  !  O,  fo  foft ;   O,  fo  fweet  is  fhe  1 

Song.      In  the  Sad  Shepherd. 

TiiotJGH  I  arn  young  and  cannot  tell 
Either  what  Death  or  Love  is  well. 
Yet  I  have  heard  they  both  bear  darts, 
And  both  do  aim  at  human  hearts ; 
And  then  again,  I  have  been  told, 
Love  wounds  with  heat,  as  Death  with  cold ; 
So  that  I  fear  they  do  but  bring 
Extremes  to  touch,  and  mean  oae  thing. 

As  in  a  ruin  we  it  call, 
One  thing  to  be  blown  up,  or  fall ; 
Or  to  our  end,  like  way  may  have, 
By  a  fldfti  of  lightning  or  a  wave  : 
So  Love's  inflamed  fhaft  or  brand, 
May  kill  as  foon  as  Death's  cold  hand  ; 
Except  Love's  fires  the  virtues  have 
To  fright  the  froft  out  of  the  grave. 

Hue  and  Cry  after  Cupid.      In   the  Mafque  an   Lord 
Haddington  s  Miarriage, 

Se.iuties,  have  ye  feen  this  toy, 
Call'd  Love,  a  little  boy, 
Almoft  naked,  wanton,  blind  ; 
Cruel  now,  and  then  as  kind  ? 
If  he  be  amongft  ye,  fay; 
He  is  Venus'  runaway. 

She  that  will  but  now  difcover  ' 

Where  the  winged  wag  doth  hover. 
Shall  to-night  receive  a  kifs, 
How,  or  where  herfelf  would  wifh  : 
But,  who  brings  him  to  his  mother. 
Shall  have  that  kifs  and  another. 
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He  hath  of  marks  about  him  plenty  : 
Yo'!  fliall  knovv  him  among  twenty. 
•  All  his  bt)dy  is  a  fire. 
And  his  "breath  a  flame  entire. 
That  beinjj-  fhot,  like  lightning  in, 
Wounds  the  heart,  but  not  the  ikiti. 

At  his  fight,  the  fun  hath  turned, 
Ntpmne  in  the  waters  burned; 
Hell  hath  felt  a  greater  heat  : 
Jove  himfelf  foribok  hi>  feat : 
tVom  the  centre  to  the  flcy, 
Are  his  trophies  reared  hi^h. 

Wings  he  hath,  which  though  ye  clip, 

He  will  leap  from  lip  to  lip, 
I       Over  liver,  lights,  and  heart. 
But  not  flay  in  any  part ; 
And,  if  chance  his  arrow  miffes, 
He  will  fhoot  himfelf,  in  kilTes. 

He  doth  bear  a  golden  bow, 
And  a  quiver  hanging  low. 
Full  of  arrows  that  outbrave 
Dian's  fhafts  ;  where,  if  he  have 
Any  head  more  fharp  than  other, 
With  that  firft  he  ftrikes  his  mother. 

Still  the  faireft  are  his  fuel, 

When  his  days  are  to  be  cruel, 
Lovers  hearts  are  all  hi*  food  ; 
And  his  baths  their  warmeft  blood  : 
Mought  but  wounds  his  hayd  doth  feafan. 
And  he  hates  none  like  to  Reafon. 

Trufl  him  not :  his  word^,  though  fwcet. 
Seldom  with  his  heart  do  meet. 
AH  his  pra(ftice  is  deceit; 
£very  gift  it  is  a  bait ; 
^ot  a  kifs  but  poifon  bears; 
And  moft  treafou  in  his  tears. 

I41e  minute^  are  his  reign  ; 

Then  the  ftragglcr  makes  his  gain. 
By  prtfenting  maids  with  toys. 
And  would  have  ye  think 'em  j6ys: 
*  f'is  til'  ambition'  of  the  elf. 
To  have  all  chiidiih  aa  himfelf. 

If  by  thefe  ye  pleafe  to  know  him, 

Beauties,  be  not  nice,  but  fhovv  him. 
,     Though  ye  had  a  will  to  hide  him. 
Now,  we  hope,  yc'll  not  abide  him. 
Since  you  hear  his  falfer  play, 
And  that  he's  Venus'  runaway. 

EpithalaiJilon.      In  the  fame. 

Up  youths  and  virgins,  up,  and  praife 
The  god  whofe  nights  outihine  his  days; 
Hymen,  whofe  hallowed  rites 
Could  never  boaft  of  brighter  lights  ; 
Whole  bands  pafs  liberty. 
Two  of  your  troop,  that  with  the  morn  were  free, 
Are  now  wag'd  to  his  war. 
Aad  what  th?y  are, 


i  If  you'll  perfection  fee, 

Yourfelves  muft  be. 
Shine  Hefperus,  fhine  forth,  thou  wiihed  ftar. 

What  joy  or  honours  can  compare 
With  hoiy  nupriais,  when  they  arc 

Made  out  of  equal  parts 
Of  years,  of  ilatcs,  of  hands,  of  hearts? 
When  in  the  happy  choice. 
The  fpoufc  and  fpoufeii  have  the  foremoft  voice  ! 
Such,  glad  Hymen's  war, 

Live  what  they  are. 
And  long  peifc6lion  fee  : 
And  fuch  ours  be. 
Shine,  Hefperus,  fliiue  forth,  thou  wiflied  flar. 

The  foiemn  ftate  of  this  one  night 
Were  fit  ro  lall  an  age's  liglit ; 

But  there  are  rites  behind 
Have  lefs  of  ftate,  but  more  of  kind  : 
Love's  wealthy  crop  of  kiffcs. 
And  fruitful  harveft  of  his  mother's  blifles. 
bound  then  to  Hymen's  war  : 

That  what  thele  are, 
Willi  will  perfedlion  fee, 
Aday  halle  to  be. 
Shine,  Hefperus,  fliine  forth,  thou  wilhed  ftar. 

l^ove's  commonwealth  confifts  of  toys ; 
His  council  are  thofe  antique  boys. 

Games,  laughter,  fports,  delight?, 
That  triumph  with  him  on  thtjfe  nights  : 

To  whom  we  muft  give  way. 
For  now  their  reign  begins,  and  lails  till  day. 
'fhey  fweeten  Hymen's  war, 

And,  in  that  jar. 
Make  all  that  married  be, 

Perfection  fee. 
Shine,  Hefperus,  fhine  forth,  thou  wilhed  flar. 

Why  flays  the  bridegroom  to  invade 
Her,  that  would  he  a  matron  Jiiade  ? 

Goodnight,  whilft  yet  we  may 
Goodnight,  to  you  a  virgin,  fay  ; 
To-morr(<w  rife  the  fame 
Your  mother  i-.,  and  ufe  a  nobler  name. 
Speed  well  in  Hymen's  war, 
1  hat,  what  you  are, 
By  your  ptrfedlion,  we 
And  all  may  i'ee. 
Shine,  Hefperus,  Ihine  forth,  thou  wifhed  flar. 

To-night  is  Venus*  vigil  kept. 

I'his  night  no  bridegcot-m  ever  flept ; 

And  if  the  fair  bnde  do. 
The  married  fay,  'tis  his  fault  too. 
Wake  then,  and  let  your  lights 
Wake    too;    tor    they'll    tell    nothing    of    youf 
nights. 
But,  that  in  Hymen's  war. 

You  perfcdl  are.  * 

And  fuch  perfeClion  we 
Do  pray  Ihould  be. 
Shine,  Hefperus,  fhine  forth,  thou  wifhed  ftar. 

That,  ere  the  rofy  finger'd  morn 
Bthold  niiiC  moons,  there  may  be  bora 
Qjfij 
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A  bal)c,  t'ti'iliold  tJie  fame 
or  Ritc'iifTc's  l))"od,  and  Kaiiifcy'sname  : 
1  hat  may,  in  liisj);roat  ftcd, 
Wear  the  lotij;  liunours  ot  his  farhcr's  deed, 
ijudi  fniits'i'if' Hymen's  War 

Moll  jieWt'^  are; 
And  aii  perfc'.'tiori,  we 
Wifli  you  Ihoiikl  fee. 
Shine,  Helpcrus,  fliine  forth,  thou  wiflicd  fl?r. 

The  Wilihcs  '^ong,  in  the  M-ifqus  of  the  Queens. 

Sisters,  ffay,  wc  want  our  dame  ; 

Call  up(jn  her  by  her  name, 

^'^nd  rlic  charm  we  iife  tofriy; 

That  flie  quickly  anoint,  and  come  away. 

I    CHARM. 

Dame,  dame,  the  watch  is  fcL: 
<^ickly  come,  we  all  are  met. 
Irom  the  lakes,  and  from  the  fens, 
Prom  the  rocks,  and  Irom  the  dens, 
J'Yom  the  woods,  and  from  the  taves, 
Fiom  the  cluirch-yards,  from  the  graves, 
From  the  dungeon,  from  the  tree 
That  they  die  on,  here  are  we. 

Comes  fhe  not  yet  ? 

btrike  another  heat. 

%  CHARM. 

The  weather  is  fair,  the  wind  is  good, 
Up,  dame,  o'  your  horfe  of  wood  : 
Or  e!fe  tuck  up  your  gray  frock, 
And  faddle  your  goat,  or  your  green  cock. 
And  make  his  liridie  a  bottom  of  thread. 
To  roll  up  how  many  miles  you  have  rid. 
^i^ickly  come  away; 
Fur  we  all  ftay. 

Kor  yet :  nay,  then 

We'll  try  her  again. 

3  CHAi^M.' 

The  owl  is  bread,  the  bat,  arjd  the  toad, 

And  fo  is  the  cat  a  mountain. 
The  ant  and  the  mole  fit  both  in  a  hole, 

And  frog  peeps  out  o'  the  lountain; 
"Ihc  dogs  they  do  bay,  and  t'le  timbrels  play, 

The  fpindle  is  now  a  turning; 
flic  moon  it  is  red,  and  the  llais  are  f.cd, 

But  ail  the  Iky  is  a  burning  : 
1'lie  ditch  is  made,  and  our  nails  the  fpadc, 
Vv'itii  pidures  full,  of  wax  and  of  \\ool ; 
■^1  heir  livers  I  flick,  with  needles  quick  ; 
Thtre  lacks  but  the  blood,   to  make  up  the  floed. 

Quickly,  dame,  then  bring  your  part  in, 

hj.ur,  ipur  upon  little  Martin, 

Merrily,  merrily,  nialce  hini  )ail, 

A  worm  in  his  nioiith,  and  a  thorn  in's  tail, 

Fire  above,  and  fire  bcluw, 

A\'ith  a  whip  i'  your  hand,  to  ma^te  hiui  go. 
O,  now  <hc's  come  !  ' 

Let  all  be  dumb. 

[yj/  thh  thd  D.iriie  eidcrt-d  to  tbcm^  nalcJ-armed.  lari' 
J't'Chd,  her  fruuk  tucLcd,  her  bdir  hihitel,  and  foLLJ 
ivHb  vipers  ;  in  t,tr  Laud  a  torch  made  of  a  dead 
man  s  arm,  lightid,  fii> ded  luitli-a  fnohi:.  To  luhom 
they  all  did  revacmt,  andjheffialte,  utiering^  ky  zv  y 
tj  qarjl.on,  tun  ij/id  v;iJ>:iiJ(jrc  ihi^CtiKicA 


OF  JON  SON. 

D".  ME,  HAgS. 

Well  done,  tny  Hags.  And  come  we  fraught  with 

1)  ite, 
To  overtbi  Dw  the  glory  of  this  night  ? 
Holds  our  great  purpofe?    Hag.  Yes.    Dara.  But 

wnnts  tlicre  none 
Of  rur  jull  luimber  ?   Haas.  Call  us  one  by  one, 
And  iJicn  oir  Dame  fhai!  fee.    Dam.  biril,  then, 

advance 
T'''y  df  ov  fy  fervant,  ftupid  Ignrirarce, 
Krr')\vn  by  thy  fcaly  vefiure,    and  bring  on 
Tliy  fearful  filler,  wild  Suipicion, 
^Vhofe  eyes  do  never  flecp  ;  let  her  knit  hand* 
V'iih  quick  Credulity  that  next  her  ftand?, 
Who  hath  but  one  ear,  and  that  always  ope ; 
Two-faced  Fallthood  follow  in  the  rope; 
And  lead  on  Murmur,  with  the  cheeks  deep  hung; 
.■-he,  Malice,  whetting  of  her  forked  tongue  ; 
And  Malice,  Impudtnce,  whofe  forehead's  loft; 
l,ft  Impudence  lead  Slander  on,  to  boaft 
Her  oblique  look  ;  and  to  her  fubtle  fide, 
i  hou,  black-mouth'd  Execration,  fiami  apply'd; 
Draw  to  thee  Bitternefs,  whofe  pores  fweat  gall; 
She,  flame-ey'd  Rage  ;  Rage,  Mifchief.  Hag.  Here 

we  are  all. 
Dam.  Join  now  our  hearts,  we  faithful  oppofites 
To  fame  and  glory.  Let  not  thefe  bright  nights 
Of  honour  blaze,  thus  to  offend  our  eyes; 
Show  ourfelvcs  truly  envious,  and  let  rife 
Our  wonted  rages ;   do  what  may  befecni 

Such  names,  and  natures; : 

Hair.  What  our  Dame  bids  us  do, 
We  arc  ready  for.   Dutn    Then  fall  too. 
But  firfb  rehle  me,  what  you  have  fought, 
Where  you  have  been,  and  what  you  Jiavs  brought. 

HAGS. 

I. 

'  I  have  been  all  day  looking  after 
A  raven,  feeding  up<>n  a  quarter  ; 
And,  loon  as  file  turn'd  her  beak  to  the  fouth, 
I  fnatch'd  this  morfel  out  of  her  mouth. 

I  have  been  gathering  wolves  hairs, 
The  mad  itogs  foam,  ajid  the  adders  ears; 
'Fhe  Ipur^ing  of  a  dead  man's  eyes. 
And  ail  finee  the  evening  Har  did  rife. 

3- 
1  iaft  niuht  lay  all  alone 
O"  the  grpynd,  to  hear  the  mandrake  groan  ; 
And  plueli'd  him  up,  though  he  grew  full  low  ; 
And,  as  1  had  done,  the  cock  did  crow. 

4- 
And  I  ha'  been  chooiing  out  this  fculi. 
From  cliarnel  houfes,  that  were  fiifl; 
From  private  grots,  and  public  pits; 
Ar.d  frighted  a  fexton  out  of  his  wits. 

5- 

Under  a  cradle  I  did  crerp. 
By  day;  and  when  the  child  was  afleep 
At  night,  I  iuck'd  the  breath;  and  rofe, 
And  pkitk'd  the  nodding  nurfe  by  the  nofco 
6. 

1  had  a  dagger  :  what  did  I  vi'ith  that  ? 
Kill'd  an  infant  to  have  his  fat. 
.A  piper  it  got,  at  a  cluirch  aifle, 
I  bade  him  a<'ain  blow  wind  i'  i;he  tail. 
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A  murderer  yonder  was  hung  in  chain"!, 
The  fun  and  the  vvind  h;id  flirunk  liis  veins; 
T  bit  off  a  finew  ;  I  chpp'd  his  hair, 

I  brought  off  liis  rags,  chat  danc'd  i'  the  air. 
«.> 

The  fereecli-owls  eggs,  and  the  fealliers  black, 
The  blond  of  the  frog,  and  the  bone  in  his  back, 
I  have  been  getting  :   and  made  of  his  Ikin 
A  purfet,  to  keep  Sir  Cranion  in. 

9 
And  I  ha*  been  plucking  (plants  among) 
Hemlock,  henbane,  adders-tongue, 
Night-fliade,  moon-wort,  'ibbardsbane  ; 
And  twice,  by  the  dogs,  was  like  to  be  ta'en. 
lo. 
I,  from  the  jaws  of  a  gard'ner's  bitch, 
Did  fnatch  thefe  bones,  and  then  leap'd  the  ditcii : 
Yet  went  I  back  to  the  houfe  again, 
Kill'd  the  black  cat,  and  here's  the  brain. 
II. 
I  went  to  the  toad  breeds  under  the  wall, 
1  charm'd  him  out,  and  he  came  at  my  call; 
I  fcratch'd  out  the  eyes  of  the  owl  before,  [more  ? 
I  tore  the  bat's  wing:    what  would    you   have 
12. 
DAME, 

Ye?,  T  have  brought  (to  help  our  vows) 
■  Horned  puppy,  cyprefs  houghs. 
The  fig-tree  wild,  that  grows  on  tombs, 
And  juice  that  from  the  larch-tree  comes, 
The  bafilifk's  blood,  and  the  viper's  Ikin  : 
And,  now,  our  orgies  let's  begin. 

[Here  the  Dame  put  herfelf  in   the  midji  of  the?/!,  an  J 
began  ber folio-wing  invocation^ 

You  friends  and  furies,  (If  yet  any  be 
Worle  than  ourfelves)  you  that  have  quak'd  f o  fee 
Thefe  knots  united,  and  fhrunk,  when  we  have 

charm'd. 
You,  that  (to  arm  us)  have  yourfclves  difarm'd, 
And  to  our  powers,  refign'd  your  whips  aiidbrands 
When  we  went  forth, the  fcourge  of  men  and  lands. 
You  that  have  feen  me  ride,  when  Hecate 
Durft  not  take  chariot ;  when  the  boifterous  fed. 
Without  a  breath  of  vand,  hathknock'd  the  (ky; 
And  that  hath  thunder'd,  Jove  not  knowing  why : 
When  we  have  fet  the  elements  at  wars. 
Made  midnight  fee  the  fun,  and  day  the  ftars ; 
When  the  wing'd  lightning,  in   the  courfe  hath 

flaid; 
And  fwiftefl  rivers  have  run  back,  afraid. 
To  fee  the  corn  remove,  the  groves  to  range, 
W'hole  jilaces  alter,  and  thefeafors  change  ; 
When  the  pale  moon,  at  the  firft  voice  down  fell 
Piifon'd,  and  durft  not  flay  ths  fecond  fpell. 
You,  that  have  oft  been  confcious  of  thefe  fights  ; 
And  thou  three  formed  ftar,  that  on  thefe  nights 
Art  only  powerful,  to  whofe  triple  name 
Thus   v.-e  incline,  once,  twice,  and    thrice    the 

fame ; 
If  now  with  rites  profane,  and  foul  enough, 
We  do  invoke  thee  ;  darken  all  this  roof. 
With  prefent  fogs.  Exhale  earth's  rott'neft  vapours, 
•^nd  ftrike  a  biindpefs  through  thefe  blazing  tapers. 


Come,  let  a  murmuring  chnrm  rcfound, 

The  wliilft  we  bury  all  i'  th'  ground. 

but  firii:,  fee  every  foot  be  bare  ; 

And  every  knee.    lI^^g•  Vef,  ©ame,  they  are. 

4  CHAKM. 

Deep,  O  deep  we  lay  thee  to  fleep; 
^c  leavif  tliee  drirdc  by,  if  thou  L'hancc  to  he  dry; 
Both  milk  and  blood,  the  dew  and  the  flood. 
We  breathe  in  thy  bed,  at  the  foot  and  the  head  ; 
We  cover  fhce  warm,  that  thou  take  no  harm  : 
/iud  when  thou  doft  wake, 

Dame  earth  fl-,all  quake. 

And  the  houles  fhake. 

And  her  belly  (hall  akc. 

As  her  back  were  brake, 

Such  a  birth  to  make, 

Ab  is  the  blue  drake  : 

Whofe  form  thou  fhalt  take. 

D.-VME. 

Never  a  ftar  yet  fliot  ? 
Where  be  the  afises  ?    U^g-  Here  i'  the  pot.. 
Dam.  Caft  them  up;  and  the  flint  ftone 
Over  the  left  Ihoulder  bone, 
into  the  weft.  Hag.  It  will  be  beft. 

5  cyARai. 

The  flicks  are  acrofs,  there  can  be  no  lofs, 
The  lagc  is  rotten,  the  fulphur  is  gotten 
Up  to  the  fey,  tiiat  was  1'  the  ground. 
FoUoviT  it  th.en,  v.'ith  our  rattles,  round  ; 
Under  the  bramble,  over  the  brier, 
A  little  more  heat  will  fct  it  on  fire  : 
Put  it  in  mind,  to  do  it  kind, 
Flow  water  and  blow  wind. 
Roiincy  is  over,  Robbie  is  under, 
A  flafli  of  ii[j;ht,  and  a  clap  of  thunder,  - 
A  llifrni  of  ruin,  another  of  hail. 
We  all  muft  home  i'  the  egg-ihell  fail; 
The  malt  is  made  of  a  great  pin. 
The  tackk  of  cobweb,  the  fail  as  thin, 
And  if  we  go  through  and  not  fall  in « 

DAME. 

Stay,  all  our  charms  do  nothing  win 
Upon  the  night;  our  labour  dies! 
Oi'.r  magic-feature  will  not  rile  ; 
Nor  yet  the  ftorm  !  we  muft  repeat 
M-re  diieful  voices  far,  and  beat    ■  v 

'i'he  ground  with  vipers,  till  it  fweat, 

6  CHARM. 
Bark  dogs,  wolves  howl, 

Sess  roar,  woods  roll. 

Clouds  crack,  all  be  black, 

But  the  light  our  charms' do  mate. 

DAME. 

Not  yet  ?  my  rage  begins  to  fwellj    • 
Darknefs,  devils,  night,  and  hell, 
Do  not  thus  delay  my  fpell. 
I  call  you  once,  and  1  call  you  twice  ; 
I  heat  yc  u  again,  if  you  flay  my  thrice  ; 
Through  thefe  craii:c=  '--.here  I  peep, 
I'll  let  in  the  light  to  fee  your  fleep. 
And"  all  the  fecrecv  of  your  fway 
Shall  lie  as  open  to  ti.e  day, 
As  unto  me.   S'iil  irt  you  deaf.' 
Reach  me  a  bough  that  ne'er  bare  leaf. 
To  ftrike  the  air;  and  Aconite, 
To  hun  upert  this  glarii.g  light; 

0^1  i'j 
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A  rufty  tnifd  to  wound  mine  arm  ; 
And  as  it  drop-,  I'll  fpeak  a  charm. 
Shall  ckave  the  ground,  as  low  as  lies 
Old  (hrunk-up  Chaos,  and  let  rile, 
Once  more,  his  dark  and  reeking  head, 
To  flrike  the  world,  and  nature  dead. 
Until  my  jfnagic  birth  be  bred. 

v^      7   CHARM. 

Black  go  in,  and  blacker  come  out ; 
At  thy  going  down,  we  give  thee  a  ihout. 

Roo  ! 
At  thy  rifing  again,  thou  flialr  have  two. 
And  if  rhou  doll  what  we  would  have  ihee  do. 
Thou  ftalt  have  three,  thou  fhait  iiave  four. 
Thou  fhalt  have  ten,  thou  fnalt  have  a  fcore. 
Hoo.  Har.  Har.  Hoo  ! 

8  CHARM. 

A  cloud  of  pitch,  a  I'pur  and  a  fwitch, 
To  hafte  him  away,  and  a  whirlwind  j'lay, 
Before  ai)d  after,  with  thunder  for  laughter. 
And  florms  for  joy,  of  the  roaring  boy; 
His  head  of  a  drake,  his  tail  of  a  fnake. 

9  CHARM. 

About,  about,  and  about. 
Till  the  mill  arife,  and  the  lights  fly  out, 
The  in:ages  neither  be  feen,  nor  felt  ; 
The'  woollen  burn,  and  the  waxen  melt  : 
Sprinkte  your  liquors  upon  the  ground, 
And  into  the  air :  around,  around. 

Around,  around. 

Around,  around. 

Till  a  mufic  found, 

And  the  pace  be  found. 

To  which  v/e  may  dance, 

And  our  charms  advance. 

To  my  truly  behved  Friend,  William  Broivne,  on 
Lis  Paf.orals. 
Some  men,  of  books  or  friends  not  fpeaking  right, 
May.hurt  them  more  with  praife,  then  foes  with 
fpight. 
But  I  have  feen  thy  work,  and  I  know  thee  : 

And,  if  thou  nil  thylelf,  what  thou  canfl  be. 
For,  though  but  early  in  thei'e  paths  thou  tread, 

1  find  thee  Avrite  moll  worthy  to  be  read. 
It  mvft  be  thii  e  own  judgment,  yet,  that  lends 
This  thy  .work  forth :  that  judgment  mine  com- 
mends. 
'  And,  where  the  moft  read  books  on  author's  fames. 
Or,  like  our  money-broker^,take  up  names 
On  credit,  and  arc  cofl'en'd  ;  "fee,  that  thou 

By  off 'ping  not  mor.e  luretics  then  enow, 
Hold  thine  own  worth  un'oroke  :  which  is  lb  good 

Upon  th'  exchange  of  letters,  as  I  wou'd 
More  of  our  writtis  wuuld  like  thee,  not  fwell 
Witi)  the  hew  much  they  fet  forth, but  th'  how 
well. 

The  Vtfion  of  Ben  Jonjhn,  on  the  Miifes  of  Ms  Friend 
J\d.  Drayton. 

It  hath  been  queflion'd.  Michael,  if  I  be 
A  friend  at  all ;  or,  if  at  all,  to  thee  : 
Becaufe,  who  make  the  queliion,  have  not  feen 
Thofe  ambling  vilirs  pals  in  verle,  between 
Thy  mule,  and  nunc,  as  they  exptdl.     '  i  is  trwe  : 
You  bave  sot  writ  to  me,  nor  t  to  you ; 


OF    JONSON. 

And,  though  I  now  begin,  'tis  not  to  rut 
Haunch  aj;;aiiJii  haunch,  or  raife  a  rhyming  cIuV 
Abi-  .t  the  town     this  reck'ning  I  will  pay, 
Without  conftrring  fymbols. ,    This  's  my  day. 

it  was  no  dream  1   I  wa>  awake,  and  law  I 
Lend  me  thy  voice,  O  Fame!    that  I  may  draw 
Wonder  to  truth  ;   and  have  my  vifion  hurl'd 
Hot  from  tiiy  trumpet,  round  about  the  world. 

I  fav/  a  be  juty  from  the  fca  to  rife, 
That  all  eai  th  look'd  on ;  and  that  earth,  all  cyoi ! 
[t  tall  a  beam  as  when  the  cheerful  fun 
U  fair  got  U[',  and  day  fome  hours  begun  ! 
And  lill'd  an  orb  as  circular  as  heaven  I 
The  orb  was  cut  forth  into  regic.ns  feven. 
And  thofe  fu  Iweet,  and  well  proportion  d  partSa 
As  it  had  been  the  circle  of  rhe  arts 
When,  by  thy  bright  ideas  Handing  by, 
I  found  it  pure,  and  perfect  poely  . 
There  read  I,  ftraight,  thy  learned  legends  three. 
Heard  the  foft  airs  between  our  fwair:sand  thee. 
Which  made  me  think  the  old  Theocritus, 
Or  rural  Virgil  come,  to  pipe  to  us  1 
But  then,  thy  epillolar  heroic  fongs. 
Their  loves,  their  quarrels,  jealouiies,  and  wrongi, 
Did  all  fi.  flrike  me,  as  I  cry'd,  Who  can 
With  us  be  caii'd  the  Nafo,  but  this  man? 
And  looking  up,  1  law  Minerva's  fowl, 
Perch'd  over  liead,  the  wife  Athenian  owl : 
I  thought  thee  then  our  Orpheus,  that  wouldft  Uj 
Like  him,  to  make  the  air  one  volary  : 
And  1  had  flyl'd  thee  Orpheus,  but  before 
My  lips  could  lorm  the  voice,  1  heard  that  roar. 
And  rouze,  the  marching  of  a  mighty  force. 
Drums  againfl  drums,  -he  neighhig  of  the  horfc. 
The  fights,  the  tries,  and  wond'ring  at  the  jars 
I  lav/,  and  read,  it  was  thy  Barons  Wars ! 

0  I   how  in  thofe,  doft  thou  inllrud  thefe  times. 
That  rebels  adlions  are  but  valiant  crimes ! 

And  carried,  though  with  fhout,and  nolle,  confefs 

A  wild,  and  an  authoriz'd  wickednefs  1 

Sayft  thou  fo,  Lucan  i  but  thou  fcorn'ft  to  fla% 

Under  one  title.     Thou  hall  made  thy  way 

And  flight  about  the  iflc  well-near  by  this, 

In  th_v  admired  periagelis, 

Or  univerial  circumciuClion 

Of  all  that  read  thy  Poly-Olblon. 

That  read  it  ?  that  are  ravilh'd  !  fuch  was  I 

With  every  long,  I  fwear,  and  fo  would  die  : 

But  that  I  hear,  again,  ihy  arum  to  beat 

.4  better  caufe,  and  flrike  the  bravell  heat 

I'hat  ever  yet  did  fire  the  Englifli  blood  '. 

Our  right  in  France  1  if  rightly  underflood. 

1  here,  thou  art  Homer !    Pray  thee,  ufc  the  fiyle 
Ihou  hall  deferv'd  :  and  let  me  read  the  while 
Thy  catalogue  of  fhips,  exceeding  his, 

I  hy  lift  of  aids,  and  force,  for  fo  it  is  : 
The  pcet's  adl !  and  ior  his  country's  fake 
Biave  are  the  mufters,  that  the  mule  will  make. 
And  \\hen  he  Ih-ps  them  where  to  ufe  their  a,m^. 
How  do  his  trumpets  breathe  I  what  loud  alarms ! 
Dnok!   how  we  read  the  bpartans  verc  inimiii'd 
With  bold  TyrtsEUs'  vciJe;   when  thou  art  nam'd, 
So  fhall  our  Jbnglilh  youth  urge  on,  and  cry, 
An  Agii!c:.urt,  an  Agintourt,  or  die. 
1  MS  book  !  It  is  a  tatcckifm  to  tight, 
And  will  be  bought  of  every  lord  and  knight» 
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"that  can  but  read;  who  cannot,  may  in  profe 

Get  broken  pieces,  and  fight  well  by  thofe. 

The  miferies  of  Margaret  the  Q^een, 

Of  tender  eyes  will  tiiore  be  wept,  than  feen  : 

I  feel  It  by  mine  own,  that  overflow, 

And  flop  my  fight,  in  every  line  I  go. 

Put  then  refrelhed  with  thy  Fairy  Court, 

I  look  on  Cynihia,  and  Sirena's  fport. 

As  on  two  flow'ry  carpets  that  did  rife, 

And  with  their  graffy  green  reftor'd  mine  eyes. 

Yet  give  me  leave  to  wonder  at  the  birth 

Of  thy  flrange  Moon-calf, both  thy  ftrain  of  mirth, 

And  gofliii-got  acquaintance,  as,  to  us 

Thou  hadll  brought  Lapland,  or  old  Cobalus, 

Empufa,  Lan.ia,  or  fome  monller,  more 

Than  Afric  knew,  or  the  full  Grecian  ftore  ! 

I  gratulate  it  to  thee,  and  thy  ends, 

To  all  thy  virtuous,  and  well-chofen  fpendsj 

Only  my  lofs  is,  that  I  am  not  there; 

And,  till  I  worthy  am  to  wifh  I  were, 

I  call  the  world,  that  envies  mc,  to  fee 

If  I  can  be  a  friend,  and  friend  to  thee. 

To  the  Author.   Prefixed  to  "  the  PaJJions  of  the  Mind 
in  ge.'ieial,"    ^to,  1604. 

In  pi6lure,  they  which  truly  underftand, 
Require  (befidcs  the  likenels  of  the  thing) 
Light,  pofture,  height'ning,  fhadow,  colouring, 
All  which  are  parts  commend  the  cunning  hand; 
And  all  your  book  (when  it  is  thoroughly  fcan'd) 
Will  well  confefs;  prefenting,  limiting. 
Each  fubt'left  pafTion,  with  her  fource,  andfpring, 
So  bold,  as  ihows  your  art  you  can  command. 
But  now  your  work  is  done,  if  that  they  view 
The  feveral  figures,  langf.ifh  in  fufpenfe, 
To  judge  which  paflion's  falfe,  and  which  is  true, 
Between  the  doubtful  fway  of  f eafon  and  fenfe ; 
Tis  not  your  fault,  if  they  fnall  fenle  prefer, 
Being  told  there,  realbn  cannot,  fenfe  may  err. 

In  Memory  of  the  mojl  -worthy  Ben.  fonfon,  by  Wil- 
liam Cart-wright  *. 

Father  of  poets,  though  thine  own  greaf  day  f , 
Struck  from,  thyfelf,  fcorns  that  a  weaker  ray 

*  William  Cartivright,  A.  M.  fudent  of  Chrif- 
Chwrih,  Oxford,  and  fucceritor  of  ilalifhiiry,  borri  at 
J<foriheivay ,  near\'TeiLkfhury,in  Gloucferjhire,  Septem- 
ber, l6ll,  died  April  12.  1643.  ^^-'^  character  given 
of  him  by  his  contemporaries,  is  almoji  beyond  belief. 
yon/on,  ivho gave  him  the  title  ofhisfon,  -valued  him  fo 
highly,  that  he  fid  of  him,  *'  my  /on,  Carttxirigljt , 
'Writes  all  like  a  manT  The  editor  of  his  poems  and 
plays,  applies  to  him  the  faying  of  Arijlotle  concerning 
^fchron  the  poet,  "  That  he  could  nut  tell  -what  Cart- 
ivright could  not  do."  Dr.  Fell,  Bifhop  of  Oxford,  faid 
of  him,  "  Cart-wright  ivas  the  utmcji  Man  could  come 
to."  His  -works  -were  publified  in  Z  -vols,  %-vo,  1 65  I, 
accompanied  by  abo-ue  ffty  copies  of  recommendatory  -u:r- 
fes.  There  is  a  mafcidine  foiv  of  good  fenfe  in  th:s  pa- 
negyric on  fonfon,  -which  places  Cartivright  very  high, 
iotb  as  a  poet  and  a  critic. 

\  This  and  the  tivo  folloiving  poems,  are  reprinted 
fr»m  the  "   fanfonius  Virhius'f  id'i^. 


Could  twine  in  luftre  with  it ;  yet  rhy  flame, 
Kindled  from  thine,  flies  upwardstow'rds thy  nanle. 
For  in  the  acclamation  of  the  lefs 
There's  piety,  though  from  it  no  accefs. 
And  though  my  ruder  thoughts  make  me  of  thofe, 
Who  hide  and  cover  what  they  fliould  difclofe  : 
Yet  where  the  luftre's  Inch,  he  makes  it  feen 
Better  to  fome,  chat-draws  the  veil  between. 

And  what  can  more  be  h.'p'd,  flnce  that  divine 
Fiec  -filling  fpirit  took  its  flight  v.'ith  thine  ? 
Men  may  have  fury,  but  no  raptures  now ; 
Like  witches,  charm,  yet  not  know  whence,  nor 
how.  [fierce. 

And,  through  dlflemper,  grown  not  (Irong,  but 
Inftead  of  writing,  only  rave  in  verfe  : 
Which  when  by  thy  iawsjudg'd,  'twill  be  confefs'd 
Twas  not  to  be  infpir'd,  but  be  poflefs'd. 

Whtre  fhall  v/e.  find  a  mufe  like  thine  that  can 
So  welj  prefint  and  (how  man  un?o  man, 
That  each  one  lind^  his  twins,  and  thinks  t'ny  art 
Extends  not  to  the  geftures,  but  the  heart  ? 
Where  one  fo  fliiowing  to  life,  that  we 
Think  thou  taught'ft  cuftom,  and  not  cuflom  thee? 
Manners,  that  were  themes  to  thy  fceiie*,  ftill  flow 
In  the  fame  ftream,  and  are  their  comments  now 
Thefe  times  thus  living  o'er  thy  models,  we 
Think  them  not  fo  much  wit,  as  prophefy  : 
And,  though  we  know  the  chara6ler,  may  fwear 
A  Sibyl's  finger  harh  been  bufy  there. 

Things  common  tho'j  fpeak'ft  proper ;  which, 
though  known 
For  public,  llampt  by  thee  grow  thence  thine  own ; 
Tliy  thiiughts  fo  order'd,  fo  exprefs.'d,  that  we 
Conclude  that  thou  didft  not  difcourfe,  but  fee 
Language  fo  mafter'd,  that  thy  numerous  feet 
Laden  with  genuine  words,  do  always  meet 
Each  in  his  art ;  nothing  unfit  doth  fall, 
Showing  the  poet,  like  the  wife  man,  all : 
Thine  equalflcill  thus  wreftling  nothing,  made 
Thy  pen  feem  not  fo  much  to  write  a--  trade. 

That  life,  that  V  enus  of  all  things,  which  we 
Conceive  or  fliow,  proportion'd  decency, 
Is  not  found  fcatter'd  in  thee  here  and  there. 
But,  like  the  foul,  is  wholly  every  v/here. 
No  llrange  perplexed  m.a'ze  dotli  pafs  for  plot  j 
Thou  alv/ays  doil  untie,  not  cut  the  knf>t. 
Thy  labyrinth's  doors  are  opert'd  by  one  thread, 
That  ties,  and  runs  through  all  that's  done  or  faid. 
No  power  comes  duwn  with  learned  hat  and  rod  5' 
Wit  only,  and  contrivance,  isj:hy  God. 

'Tis  eafy  to  gild  gold  ;  there's  fmall  Ikill  fpenif 
Where  ev'n  the  firfl  rtide  mafs  is  ornament  : 
Thy  mufe  took  harder  metals,  purg'd  and  boil'd, 
Labour'd  and  try'd,  heated,  and  beat,  and  toil'd, 
Sifted  the  drofs,  fiU'd  roughnefs,  then  gave  drefs. 
Vexing  rude  fubjefls  into  comelinefs. 
Be  it  thy  glory,  then,  that  we  may  fay, 
Thou  runn'ft  where  the  foot  was  blinded  by  th# 
way. 

Nor  doft  thou  pour  cut,  but  difpenfe  thy  vein. 
Skiil'd  when  tofpare,  aiid  when  to  entertain  : 
l>rot  like  our  wits,  who  into  one  piece  do 
Throw  all  that  they  can  fay,  and  their  friends  too. 
Purriping  themfclvcs,  for  one  term's  noife,  fo  dry'/ 
As  if  they  made  their  wills  in  poetry  ;  - 
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And  fuch  fprucc  compofihons  prefs  the  ftajre, 
When  men   tranlcribe  tbcnil'tlves,  and    not    the 

ape. 
Both  fort=.  of  plnys  nrc  thus  like  jiii'lm  e;>  fliowii, 
Tiiine  of  the  common  life,  fhtirs  of  ihiir  own. 

Thy  models  yet  are  not  fo  frani'J,  ;k  we 
JVTay  call  them  libels,  ami  not  iniajjery  ; 
'Ho  name  on  any  bafis  :   'lis  thy  fki'l 
'I'o  (trike  the  vice,  but  fpare  the  perCon  ft  ill  r 
>\-  hs,  who  when  he  favv  the  fcrpent  vvreath'd 
Ahoiit  hi''  flce-.^ing  Ion,  and,  as  he  hreath'd, 
Drink  in  his  foul,  did  fo  the  flloi.t  contrive, 
To  kill  the  heaft,  but  keep  the  child  alive  : 
Po  doft  thou  aim  thy  darts,  which,  cvtn  when 
TT^ey  kill  the  poifons.  do  but  wake  the  men- 
Thy  thunders  thus  but  purj^e,  and  \vc  endure 
"J'hy  laiicings  better  than  another's  cure; 
And  juOJy  too  ;  for  th'  r.ge  grows  more  imfound 
From  th'  fool's  balfam,  than  the  wiftrnan's  wound. 

No  lotten  talk  breaks  for  a  laugh  ;  no  page 
Commenc'd  man  by  th'  inflruftions  of  thy  Uage; 
No  bargaining  line  there  ;  no  provoc'tive  verfe ; 
Nothing  but  what  Lucretius  might  rehearle  ; 
No  need  to  make  good  countenance  ill,  and  ufe 
7"hc  plea  of  ftriiSl  life  for  a  loofer  mufe  : 
No  woman  rul'd  thy  quill  :  we  can  defcry 
No  verfe  born  under  any  Cynthia's  eye  : 
Thy  J^^r  was  judgment  only  and  right  fenfe, 
Thyfejf  being  to  thyfclf  an  iniluence. 
Stout  beauty  is  thy  grace  :  flern  pleafures  do 
Prefent  delights,  but  ndngle  horrors  too: 
Thy  nntf-;  dith  thus  like  Jove's  fierce  girl  appear, 
Wnh  3  fair  hand,  but  grafping  of  a  fpear. 

Where   arc   they  now  that  ciy,  thy  lamp  did 
drink 
More  oil  than  th'  author  wine, Hvhile  he  did  think? 
We  do  embrace  their  /lander  :   then  haft  writ 
Nor  f '  r  dilpitch,  hut  fame;  no  market  wit: 
'7'was  not  thy  care,  ihat  it  might  pafs  and  fell, 
But  that  it  might  endure,  and  be  done  well ; 
J-Tor  would'ft  thou  ventuie  it  imto  tiic  ear, 
Until  the  file  would  not  make  iniooth,  but  wear  : 
Thy  verli:  came  feafon'd  lieuce,  and  would  not 

give ; 
Pnrn  not  to  feed  the  autlior,  but  to  live  : 
Whence  'mong  the  choicer  judges  rofe  a  ftrife, 
Tb  rrake  flue  read  as  ciafiic  in  tliy  life. 
Thole  that  do  hence  applaule  and  fiifTrage  beg, 
'Canft  they  can  poems  fof-ni  upon  one  leg-, 
Write  nnt  to  time,  but  to  the  poet's  day  : 
'I'here's  diffttence  between  fame  and  fnddcn  pay. 
Thefe  men  fing  kingdoms  fall,  as  if  that  fate 
tls'd  the  fame  force  t'a  village  and  a  flate: 
Thefe  feive  i'hycfles'  bloody  lupper  in, 
As  if  it  had  only  a  fallad  htcu  : 
Thei-  Ci-ta'uies  are  but  fencers,  whofc  fights  rife 
Not  to  the  fame  of  battle,  but  of  prize. 
But  thou  dill  putt'ft  ttue  pallions  on  ;  dofi  write 
V/ith  ihe  ir.nie  courage  that  tried  captains  fight ; 
GivTt  the  right,  blufli  and  colour  unto  things  : 
J-cw  without  creeping,  high  without  lofs  of  wings; 
STiooth,  yet  not  weak,  and:  by  a  thorough  care, 
-  J'ig  without  fwelling,  without  painting  fair  : 
T  iay,  wretches,  while  they  cannot  Hand  to  fit, 
A-re  not  wits,  but  materials  of  wit. 
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'What  thongh  thy  fearching  wit  di-l  r^ke  th'  dafk 
(Ji  time,  and  purge  old  metals  of  their  ruft  ; 
Is  it  no  labour,  no  art,  think  they,  to 
■Hnatch  niipwreck.sfrom  the  deep,  a?  divers  do  ? 
And  refcue  jewels  from  the  covetous  fand, 
j\T,>l.,iiig  the  fea'shid  wealth  adorn  the  land  > 
^\'h^\  though  thy  cubing  mufe  did  rob  the  llore 
(,'f  Greek  and  Latin  gardens,  to  bring  o'er 
Plants  to  thy  native  f.)il ;  their  virtues  were 
Improv'd  far  more,  by  being  planted  here. 
If  thy  ftill  to  their  ertence  doth  refine 
So  many  drugs,  is  not  the  water  thine  ? 
Theits  thushecome  juftworks;  they  and  theirgracc 
Are  wholly  thine  :   thus  doth  the  ftamp  and  tace 
Makethat  the  king's,  that's  lavilh'd  from  themine: 
In  other"  then  'tis  ore;   in  rhee  'tis  coin. 

Bleft  life  of  authors,  unto  whom  we  owe 
Thofe  that  we  have,  and  thofe  that  we  want  too : 
Thou'rt    all   fo  good,   that    reading    makes   thee 

worfc. 
And  to  have  writ  fo  well's  thine  only  curfe. 
Secure  then  of  thy  merit,  thou  didft  hate 
That  fervile  bafe  dependence  upon  fate  : 
.Succ'fs  thou  ne'er  thought'ft  virtue,  nor  that  fit 
Which  chance  and  th'  age's  fafliion  did  make  hit ; 
I'.xcluding  thofe  from  life  in  after  time, 
Who  into  poetry  firft  bn  tight  luck  and  rhyme  : 
Who  thought  the  people's  breath  good  air;  ftyl'd 

name 
What  was  hut  noife  ;  and,  getting  briefs  for  fame, 
tJather'd  the  ninny's  fuffrages,  and  thence 
Made  commendation  a  benevolence: 
Thy  thoi;ghts  were  their  ovi-n  laurel,  arid  did  win 
That  heft  applaufe  of  being  crown'd  within. 
And    though   ih'  exadmg    age,  -When   deeper 

years 
Had  interwoven  fnow  among  thy  hairR, 
Would  not  permit' thou  fliouldTt  grow  old,  'caufc 

they 
Ne'er  by  thy  writings  knew  thee  young  :  wc  may 
Say  juftly.  they're  ungrateful,  when  they  more 
Condemn'd  thee,  'cauie  thou  wert  fo  good  before: 
Thine  art  was  thine  art's  blur,  and  they'll  confefs 
'I'hy  flrong  perfumes  riiade  them  not  finell  thed 

iefs. 
But,  though  to  err  with  thee  be  no  fmalUkill, 
And  we  adore  the  lafl  draughts  of  thy  quill : 
I'hough  thcife  thy  thoughts,  which  the  now  queafy 

Doth  count  but  clods,  and  refufe  of  the  ftage, 
Will  come  up  porcelain-wit  lome  hundreds  hence, 
When  there  will  be  more  manners,  .and  morefenfc; 
'  fwas  judgment  yer  to  yield,  and  we  aflbrd 
Thy  filence  us  nmch  fame,  as  once  thy  word  : 
Who,  like  an  aged  oak,  the  leaves  being  gone, 
AVaft  food  before,  art  now  religion;  [ftor'd, 

T  bought   ftill  more   rich,    though    not  fo  richly 
Vicw'd  and  enjoy'd  before,  but  now  ador'd. 
Great  foul   of  numbers,  whom  we  want  and 
boaft ; 
Like  curing  gold,  moft  valued  now  thou'rt  lofl; 
When  we  fhall  feed  on  refufe  ofTal.s,  •when 
We  (liall  from  corn  to  acorns  turn  again  ; 
Then  fliall  we  fee  that  thefe  two  names  are  one, 
Jonfon  and  Poetry,  which  now  arc  gone.     ' 


$n  Ben  Jtufit.    By  Henry  King  *. 

i  -sEi  that  wretch,  which  doth  the  wearer  arm 
'Gainfl  the  quick  ftrokcs  of  thunder,  is  no  charm 
To  keep  of  Death's  pale  dart:  for,  Jonfoii,  then 
Thou  hadft  been  numher'd  ftill  with  living  men  ; 
Times  ftythe  had  fcar'd  thy  laurel  to  invade, 
Nor  thee  this  fubicd;  of  our  furrow  made. 
Amotigft  thole  many  votaries  that  come 
To  offer  up  their  garlands  at  thy  tomb, 
Whilit  fome  more  lofty  pens  in  their  bright  vcrfe 
(Like  glorious  tapers  flaming  on  thy  herfe) 
Shall  light  the  dull  and  thanklefs  world  to  fee 
How  great  a  maim  it  fuffers  (wanting  thee) ; 
L.;t  not  thy  learned  Ihadow  fcorn,  that  1 
Pay  meaner  rites  unto  thy  memory  : 
And  fince  1  nought  can  add  but  in  defire,        [fire. 
Reftore  fome  fparks  which  leapt  from  thine  own 

What  ends  foever  other  quills  irrvite, 
T  can  protefl,  it  was  no  itch  to  write^ 
Nor  any  vain  ambition  to  be  read. 
But  merely  love  and  jullice  to  the  dead. 
Which  rais'd  my  famelefs  mufe  :  and  catis'd  her 

bring 
•Thefe  drops,  as  tribute  thrown  into  that  fpring. 
To  whofe  moil  rich  and  fruitful  head  we  owe 
The  rurcfl  ftreams  of  language  which  can  flow. 
For  'tis  but  truth  ;  thou  taught'ft  the  ruder  age 
To  fpeak  by  grammar  ;  and  teform'dll  the  fiage; 
Thy  comic  fock  induc'd  fuch  purged  fenfe, 
A  Lucrece  might  have  heard  without  offence. 
Amongfl  thefe  foaring  wits  that  did  dilate 
Our  Engh[h,and  advance  it  to  the  rate 
And  value  it  now  holds,  thyfelf  was  one 
Help'd  lift  it  up  to  fuch  proportion, 
That  thus  refiii'd  and  rcb'd  it  ftall  not  fp^re 
With  the  full  Greek  or  Latin  to  compare. 
For  what  tongue  ever  dnrfl,  but  curi,tranllate 
Great  Tally's  eloquence,  or  tlomcrS  llate  ? 
Both  which  in  their  unblemift'd  luilrc  ihlne, 
From  Chapman's  pen,  and  from  thy  Catiline. 

All  I  vyould  aflc  for  thee,  in  recompcncc 
(Of  thy  fuccef'iful  toil,  and  lime's  expence. 
Is  only  this  poor  boon  ;   that  thole  who  can 
Perhaps  read  French,  or  talk  Italian, 
^Or  do  the  lofty  Spa-iard  x&&, 
(To  Ihow  their  ikili  in  foreign  dialed^) 
Prove  not  tliemfelves  fo  unnaturally  wife 
They  therefore  fhould  their  mother-tongue  defpife, 
(As  if  her  poets  had  both  ftyle  and  wit, 
Not  eqnall'd,  or  not  pa'.s'd  their  bcft  that  wilt) 
Until  by  fludying  Jonfon  they  have  known 
"^I'he  height,  and  ftrength,  and  plenty  of  their  own- 
Thus  in  what  low  ear-ii,  or  ntgledcd  r  oni, 
So  e'er  thou  fleep'fl,  thy  book  ihall  be  thy  tomb, 
Thou  wilt  go  down  a  happy  corfe,  beftrew'd 
With  thine  own  flowers,  and  feel  thyfelf  renew'd; 
Whilft  thy  in'.morral,  never  withering  bays 
Shall  yearly  floufifli  in  thy  reader'*  praifc. 

•  Henry  King,  D  D.  B:jhop  of  Cbkhrfer,  lorn. 
at  VVar/ial,  in  Buds,  "Jatwary  I59I,  died  OBuber 
1669  He  turned  the  Tfcilms  in.o  -uerf:.  165I  ;  and 
publijhcd  Poems,  Elegies,  Paradoxes,  and  Sonnets,  1 65  J  . 
The  greater  part  of  bis  poetry  merits  repubiifation.  It 
is  neat,  and  unctmKionly  eleaant. 
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And  when  more  fpreading  ti  les  are  forgot, 
Or,  fpite  of  all  their  lead  and  fear-cloth  rot;     [lie 
Thou  wrapt  and  Ihrin'd  in  thine  own  Iheets  wilt 
A  relic  fani'd  by  ail  pofterity. 


To  the  Memory  of  Ben.  Jonfon.   Ey  Jefper  Mayne  *. 

As  when  the  veftal  hearth  went  out,  no  fire 
Lefs  holy  than  the  flame  that  did  expire 
Could  kindle  it  again  :  fo  at  thy  fall 
Our  wit,  great  Ben,  is  too  apocryphal 
To  celebrate  the  lofs,  fmce  'tis  too  much 
To  write  thy  epitaph,  and  not  be  fuch. 
What  thou  wert,  like  th'  hard  oracles  of  old. 
Without  an  ecflafy  cannot  be  told. 
We  mull  be  ravifli'd  firft,  thou  muft  infufe 
Thyfelf  into  us,  both  the  theme  and  mufe  : 
Elfe  (though  we  all  confpir'd  to  make  thy  herfe 
Our  works)  fo  that 't  had  been  hut  one  great  verfe, 
Though  the  prieft  had  tranflated  for  that  time 
The  Liturgy,  and  bury'din  thee  rhyme, 
So  that  in  metre  we  had  heard  it  faid. 
Poetic  duO  is  to  poetic  laid  : 
And  though,  that  dufl  being  Shakfpearc's,  thop 

might'ft  have 
Not  his  room,  but  the  poet  for  thy  grave  ; 
So  that,  as  thou  did  ft  prince  of  numbers  die. 
And  live,  fo  now  thou  rnight'ft  in  numbers  lie, 
' Twere  fvai!  folemnity  ;  verfes  on  thee, 
And  not  like  thine,  would  but  kind  libels  be; 
And  we  (not  fpeaking  thy  whole  worth)  fliould 

raife 
Worfe  bloti  than  they  that  envied  thy  praife. 
Indeed,  thon  need  fl  us  not,  fince,  above  all 
Invention,  thou  wert  thine  own  funeral. 
Hereafter,  when  time  hath  fed  on  thy  tomb, 
Th*  infcription  worn  out,  and  the  marble  dumb  J 
So  that  'twovild  pofe  a  critic  to  reftore 
Half  words,  and  words  cxpir'd  fo  long  before; 
When  thy  maim'd  ftatue  hath  a  fentcnc'd  face, 
And  looks  I  hat  are  the  horror  of  the  place. 
That  't  will  be  learning  and  antiquity, 
And  aflz  a  Seklen  to  fay,  This  was  thee,  [fear 

Thwu'h  have  a  Avhole  name  flill,  nor  need'ft  thou 
I'hat  will  be  ruin'd,  or  lofc  nofe  or  hair. 
L-t  others  write  fo  thin,  that  they  can't  be 
Authors  till  rotten,  no  pofterity  [then 

Can  add  to  thy  works;  th'  had  their  whole  growth 
When  firft  born,  and  canve  aged  ftom  thy  pen. 
Whilli  living  thou  enjoy'dtl  the  fame  and  fenfe 
Of  ail  that  time  gives,  but  the  reverence. 
When  thou'rt  of  Homer's  years,  no  man  will  fay 
riiy  poems  are  lefs  worthy,  but  more  gl'ay  : 

*  'J4per  Mjyne.  B.  D.  Canon  of  CLrlfi-Chirch, 
Oxford,  and  Ar'b-Iieacon  of  CLidrf.ir,  lorn  eit  Ha" 
iherkigh  in  Devonjhire,  in  1604,  died  Becsniher  1 67 2. 
He  -was  held  in  very  high  rp.eem,  both  for  his  natural 
parts,  and  his  acquired  accomplijhments.  He  'was  a  pi' 
pular  preacher,  and  a  mati  vf  ffuere  virtue  and  exem- 
plary behaviour  ;  yet  ef  a  ready  and  facetious  luit,  and 
a  very  Jinguhir  tafe  of  humour.  In  bis  younger  yean 
he  bad  an  attachment  to  poetry,  tra-'fl.ited  "  Lucian  s 
DialoTucsy  1638,  Donne  s  "  Latin  Epigrams,"  1 65 2, 
and  -wrote  t-wo  pUys,  printed  in  the  ninth  •volume  of 
Dcdjl'fs  rjilcfiion. 
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*Tis  baftard-poetry,  and  o'  th'  falfe  blood 
Which  can't  without  fucceffion  be  good. 
Things  that  will  always  laft,  do  thus  agree      ' 
With  things  eternal ;  they  at  once  perfeft  be. 
Scorn  then  their  cenfures,  who  gave't  out,  thy  wit 
'As  long  upon  a  comedy  did  fit, 
As  elephants  bring  forth  ;  and  that  thy  blots 
And  mendings  took  more  time  than  fortune  plots : 
That  fuch  thy  drought  was,  and  fo  great  thy  thii  ft, 
That  all  thy  plays  were  drawn  at  the  Mermaid 

firft: 
That  the  king's  yearly  butt  wrote,  and  his  wine 
Hath  more  right  than  thou  to  thy  Catiline. 
Let  fuch  men  keep  a  diet,  let  their  wit 
JBe  rack'd,  and  while  they  write,  fufFer  a  fit. 
When  they've  felt  tortureswhich  out-pain  the  gout, 
Such,  as  with  lefs,  the  fiate  draws  treafon  out ; 
Though  they  ftiould  the  length  of  confumptions  lie 
Sick  of  their  verfe,  and  of  their  poem  die, 
'Twouldnot  be  thy  worflfcene,  but  would  at  laft 
Confirm  their  boaftings,  and  fhow  made  in  hafte. 
He  that  writes  well,  writes  quick,  fince  the  rule's 

true, 
Nothing  is  ilowly  done,  that's  always  new. 
So  when  thy  Fox  had  ten  times  adled  been, 
Each  day  was  firft,  but  that 't  was  cheaper  feen. 
And  fo  thy  Alchymift  play'd  o'er  and  o'er. 
Was  new  o'  th'  ftage,  when  'twas  not  at  the  door. 
We,  like  the  atftors,  did  repeat ;  the  pit 
The  firft  time  faw,  the  next  conceiv'd  thy  wit : 
Which  was  caft  in  thofe  forms,  fuch  rules,  fuch  arts. 
That  but  to  fome  not  half  thy  adls  were  parts  : 
Since  of  fome  filken  judgments  we  may  fay, 
They  fiU'd  a  box  two  hours,  but  faw  no  play. 
So  that  th'  unlearned  loft  their  money,  and 
Scholars  fav'd  only,  that  could  underftand. 
Thy  fcene  was  free  from  monfters,  no  hard  plot 
Cal'l'd  down  a  God  t'  unty  th'  unlikely  knot. 
The  ftage  was  ftill  a  ftage,  tw^  entrances 
Were  not  two  parts  o'  th'  world,  disjoin'd  by  feas. 
Thine  were  land  tragedies,  no  prince  was  found 
To  fwim  a   whole   fcene  out,   then  o'  th'  ftage 

drown'd ; 
Pirch'd  fields,  as  red  bull  wars,  ftill  felt  thy  doom, 
Thou  laid'ft  no  fieges  to  the  mufic-room ; 
N'^r  would'ft  allow  to  thy  beft  comedies  j 

Humours  that  fhould  above  the  people  rife  : 


Yet  was  thy  language  and  thy  fiyle  fo  hiT*!, 
Thy  fock  to  th'  ancle,  bulkin  reach'd  to  th'  thigfj; 
And  both  fo  chalte,  fo  'bove  dramatic  clean. 
That  v.'e  both  fafely  faw,  and  liv'd  thy  fcene. 
No  foul  loofe  line  did  proftitute  thy  wit. 
Thou  wrot'ft  thy  comedies,  did'ft  not  commit. 
We  did  the  vice  arraign'd  not  tempting  hear. 
And  were  made  judges,  not  bad  parts  by  th'  car. 
For  thou  ev'n  fin  didft  in  fuch  words  array. 
That  fome  who  came  bad  parts,  went  out  good  play. 
Which  ended  n<it  with  th'  epilogue,  the  age 
Still  adted,  which  grew  innocent  from  th'  ftage. 
'Tis  true  thou  hadft  fome  ftiarpnefs,  but  thy  fait 
Serv'd  but  with  pieafure  to  reform  the  fault. 
Men  were  laugh'd  into  virtue,  and  none  more 
Hated  Face  a(51:ed  than  were  fuch  before. 
So  did  thy  ftiug  not  blood,  but  humours  draw, 
So  much  doth  fatire  more  corred  than  law  ; 
Which  was  not  nature  in  thee,  as  fome  call 
Thy  teeth,  who  fay  thy  wit  lay  in  thy  gall : 
Thai^hou  didft  quarrel  firft,  and  then,  in  fpite, 
Didft  'gainft  a  perfon  of  fuch  vices  write  : 
Tiiat  'twas  revenge,  not  truth  ;  that  on  the  ftage 
Carlo  was  not  prefented,  but  thy  rage  : 
And  that,  when  thou  in  company  wert  met, 
Thy  meat  took  notes,  and  thy  difcourfe  was  net. 
We  know  thy  free  vein  had  this  innocence. 
To  fpare  the  party,  and  to  brand  th*  offence. 
And  the  juft  indignation  thou  wert  in       ^ 
Did  not  expofe  Shift,  but  his  tricks  and  gin. 
Thou  might'ft  have  us'd  th'  old  comic  freedom ; 

thefe 
Might  have  feen  themfelves  play'd,  like  Socrates. 
Like  Cleon,  Mamon  might  the  knight  have  been, 
If,    as  Greek    authors,   thou    hadft  turn'd  Greek 

fpleen; 
And  hadft  not  chofen  rather  to  tranflate 
Their  learning  into  Englifh,  not  their  rate  : 
Indeed  this  laft,  if  thou  hadft  been  bereft 
Of  thy  humanity,  might  be  call'd  theft. 
The  other  was  not;  whatfoe'er  was  ftrange. 
Or  borrow'd  in  thee,  did  grow  tiiine  by  th'  change ;  - 
Who  without  Latin  helps  hadft  been  as  rare 
As  Beaumont,  Fletcher,  or  as  Shukfpeare  were  : 
And,  like  them,  from  thy  native  ftock  could'll  fay^ 
Poets  and  kings  are  not  born  every  day. 
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Alexis,  when  thou  fhalt  hear  wand'ring  Fame 

Tell,  Death  hath  triumph'd  o'er  my  mortal  fpoils, 
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If  thou  e'er  held  mc  dear,  by  all  our  love, 

By  all  that  blifs,  thofe  joys,  Heaven  here  us  gave, 

I  coDJU'C  thee,  and  by  the  maids  of  Jove, 

To  'grave  this  Ihort  remembrance  on  my  grave  : 

"  Here  Damon  lies,  whofe  fongs  did  fometime  grace 

"  The  murm'ring  EJk — may  rofcs  (hade  the  place."  , 
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THE  LIFE  OF  DRUMMOND. 


i^FTER  the  acceffion  of  James  "VI.  of  Scotland  to  the  Crown  of  England,  the  Scottiih  language,  u\ 

l^hich  the  claffical  compofitions  of  Barbour,   James  I.,  Henry  the  Minftrel,  Dunbar,  Douglas,  and 

l.indlay,  were  written,  yielded,  by  a  neceffary  contingency,  to  the  Englifli,  to  which  it  was  collate. 

jilly  allied  ;  and  the  poets  of  Scotland,  from  that  period,  wrote  in  the  language  of  the  greater  arrd 

jiiore  polite  nation. 

j  William  Drummond,  the  firft;  Scottiih  poet  who  wrote  in  Englilh  with  purity  and  elegance,  was 

lorn  at  Hawthornden,  in  the  pariih  of  Laffw^ide,  in  Mid-Lothian,  the  r3th  of  December  1585. 

ills  father.  Sir  John  Drummond  of  Hawthornden,  was  Gentleman  Ulher  to  James  VF.,  a  man  o£ 

jiftinguiflied  worth  and  prudence.     His  mother,  Sufannah  Fowler,  was  daughter  to  Sir  William. 

lowler.  Secretary  to  Queen  Anne,  of  Benmark,  "  a  woman  of  excellent  breeding,  and  of  a  good 

Ind  virtuous  life." 

I  His  family  became  firft  diftinguilhed  by  the  marriage  of  Robert  III.  to  Annabella  Drummond, 

'ifter  to  William  Drummond  of  Carnocfc,  his  anceftor,  as  appears  by  the  patents  of  that  King  and 

fames  I.,  the  one  calling  him,  "  Our  Brother,"  and  the  other,  "  Our  Uncle," 

I   He  received  his  grammatical  education  at  the  High-School  of  Edinburgh,  where  his  abilities  ten- 

llered  him  confpicuous  even  in  his  youth;  and  he  was  afterwards  removed  to  the  Univerfity  of  Edin- 

i.urgh,  where  he  took  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts. 

i  When  he  quitted  the  Univerfity,  he  was  fo  far  from  imagining  that  he  had  completed  his  fludies, 

[hat  he  confidered  himfelf  as  having  only  commenced  them;  and  therefore  employed  himfelf  foe 

bme  years  after,  in  the  diligent  perufal  of  the  heft  writers  of  antiquity. 

!    In  1606,  when  he  had  attained  the  age  of  twenty-one  years,  he  was  fent  by  his  father  to  ftudy 

tivil  law  at  Bourgcs,  in    France,  which  he  profecuted  with  great  diligence  and  applaufe.     He  not 

Inly  committed  to  writing  the  leftures  of  the  profcffors,  but  alfo  wrote  his  own  obfervations  on 

I  hem,  which  afterwards  communicating  to  the  Prefident  Lockhart,  he  declared,  "  that  if  Mr.  Drum- 

inond  had  followed  the  praiSlice,  he  would  have  made  the  beft  figure  of  any  lawyer  in  his  time." 

In  1610,  he  returned  to  Scotland,  in  which  year  his  father  died. 
!    It  was  now  fuppofed  by  his  friends,  that  he  would  have  engaged  in  the  profeffion  of  the  law,  as  af- 
I'ording  the  fureft    profpeA  for  the  advancement  of  his  fortune.     But  neither  the  fludy  of  the  law, 
|)or  the  fatigue  attending  the  practice,  were  agreeable  to  his  tafle,  which  led  him  to  the  cultivatioa 
laf  polite  literature. 

I  He,  therefore,  retired  to  his  houfe  at  Hawthornden,  "  a  fweet  and  folitary  feat,  and  very  fit  and 
iproper  for  the  Mufes,"  and  here  applied  himfelf  with  great  alTiduity  to  claflical  learning  and 
poetry. 

After  a  recovery  from  a  dangerous  illnefs,  he  wrote  here  his  Cyfrefs  Grcve,  a  profe  piece,  con- 
tainlng  refledions  on  death  and. on  the  vanity  of  human  life. 

On  the  death  of  Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  in  l6ia,  he  wrote  an  elegy  entitled.  Tears  on  the  Death  of 
Mdiadis,  a  name  which  that  prince  had  ufedin  all  his  challenges  of  martial  fport,  as  the  anagram  o£ 
Miles  a  Deo. 

\  When  King  James  returned  to  Scotland  in  1617,  he  celebrated  his  arrival  by  an  effort  of  poetical 
congratulation,  entitled,  The  H^andering  Mufes,  or  the  River  nf  Forth  Fcafing. 

I  In  1619,  Jonfon,  the  celebrated  dramatic  poet,  had  fuch  a  defire  to  fee  him,  that,  at  the  age  of 
Tovty-five,  he  walked  to  Hawthornden  to  vific  him.  Jonfon's  account  of  his  life  and  opinions,  conmiu- 
.licated  to  Drummond  and  preferved  by  him,  is  a  valuable  literary  relic. 

f  The  writer  of  his  life,  prefixed  to  his  works,  publifiied  in  1 711,  obferves,  that  notwithftanding 
jhis  clcfe  retirement,  love  ftole  upon  him,  and  entirely  fubdiicd  his  heart.  ■  The  lady,,  to  whom  re- 
tirement and  her  own  accomplifliments  had  entirely  attached  him,  was  a  daughter  of  Mr.  Cunning- 
ham of  Earnes.     H«  paid  his  addrcffcs  :o  her,  obtained  her  cpnfent  to  their  union,  and  the  day  was 
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fixed  for  th:  celebration  of  their  nuptials;  but  unhappily  flie  was  fuddenly  taken  with  a  fever,  which 
put  a  period  to  her  life. 

This  event,  to  a  mind  like  hi%  previoiifly  expofed  by  nature  to  tha  anguifli  of  the  finer  feelings, 
and  by  a  habit  of  retirement  to  rcfle<Slioiis  of  a  fcrious  and  abftradted  cafl,  muft  have  had  no  fmall 
fhare  in  tempering  his  compofuions  with  that  interefling  and  tender  melancholy,  which  takes  every 
feeling  reader  with  an  irrefiftible  charm. 

The  fhock,  occafloned  by  the  deatli  of  his  miftrefs,  fo  much  afiefled  him,  that  he  could  no  longer 
enjoy  his  retirement,  or  profccute  his  fludies  v<rith  tranquillity.  In  order  to  diffipate  his  melancho- 
ly, he  refolveJ  to  travel  into  foreign  countries.  He  travelled  through  Germany,  France  and  Italy ; 
but  bis  chief  places  of  refidence  were  Rome  and  Paris.  In  the  courfe  of  his  travels,  he  vifuedthe 
mod  celebrated  foreign  Univerfities,  and  converfed  with  the  moft  eminent  fcholars  and  poets.  He 
alTo  made  an  excellent  colle<5lion  of  the  beft  Greek  and  Latin  authors,  and  of  valuable  books,  in  the 
French,  Spanilh,  and  Italian  languages. 

The  writer  of  his  life  fays,  "  That  he  gave  a  noble  prefent  of  rare  books  and  raanufcripts  to  the 
Uniyerfity  of  Edinburgh,  a  catalogue  of  whicj;)  was  printed  in  1627,  with  a  preface  in  ornate  Latin, 
about  the  advantage  and  honour  of  libraries,  written  by  himfelf." 

Having  continued  abroad  about  eight  years,  he  returned  to  his  native  country,  which  he  founi 
diftrafled  wifh  political  and  religious  diflenfions;  upon  which  he  retired  to  the  feat  of  his  brother- 
in-law.  Sir  John  Scott  of  Scotftarvat,  in  Fifefhire,  who  was  a  man  of  letters,  and  wi;h  whom  h« 
made  fome  (lay  ;  and  it  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  about  this  time,  that  he  wrote  his  Hi/lory  of  the  live 
'^amcs's^  Kinga  of  Scotland. 

The  writing  of  this  hiftory,  he  has  himfelf  told  us,  in  the  dedication  to  John,  Earl  of  Perth,  pre- 
ceeded  chiefly  from  a  particular  refpedb  and  fondnefs  for  his  name.  "  I  have  always,"  fays  he,  "  been 
carelefs  and  negligent  about  fame  and  reputation  ;  but  my  greateft  reafon  for  writing  this  is,  that  I 
found,  in  the  hiftories  of  Scotland,  James  L,  a  man  eminent  in  all  virtues,  a  man  born  in  the  fame 
•ountry  with  myfelf,  a  prince,  and  the  fon  of  a  Drummond,  lineally  defcended  of  your  Lirdfiiip's  an- 
ient family." 

About  the  fame  time,  it  is  fuppofed,  that  he  wrote  his  PsUmo-MidHnia,  a  macaronic  poem,  the 
fcene  of  which  is  laid  in  Fifefhire. 

In  1630,  he  married  Elizabeth  Logan,  grand-daughter  of  Sir  Robert  Logan  of  Reflalrig,  wh» 
captivated  him  after  he  had  attained  his  forty-fifth  year,  by  the  great  refemblance  fhe  bore  to  hi» 
firft  miftrefs,  whofe  idea  was  ftill  deeply  imprcfTed  upon  his  mind. 

After  his  raaniage,  he  lived  in  a  retired  manner  at  Hawthornden,  and  repaired  the  houfe,  witk 
this  infcriptlon  :  Divino  munere  Gulielmus  Druntmcmdus  nb  Haiuihomden,  foannis  equitss  auvMi  JiHus,  ui 
hoiicjiii  otio  quiefcereli,Jibt  et/uccefforibus  injlaura'vit ,  1638. 

In  i6j3,  when  the  arrival  of  Charles  I.  at  Edinburgh,  was  celebrated  by  the  exhibition  of  a 
fageant^  he  wrote  the  Speeches  delivered  by  the  allegorical  charafters. 

Having  been  grafted,  as  it  were,  ori  the  Royal  Family  of  Scotland,  and  upheld  by  them,  he  was  a 
fteady  royalift  in  the  troubles  of  Charles  I. ;  but  does  not  appear  ever  to  have  armed  fur  him. 
,  He  teftified,  however,  hjs  attachment  to  the  King  and  to, the  Church,  by  occafional  trads  in  fup- 
port  of  regal  and  ecclefiaftical  claims. 

His  Ir:ne,  a  rhetorjeal  temonftrance  agalnil  the  meafures.of  the  covenanters,  procured  him  a  letter 
of  thanks  from  the  gallant  Marquis  of  Montrofe  ;  who  alio  fent  him  a  protedion,  datedA.ugu(l 
1645,  immediately  after  the  battle  of  Kilfyth,  with  another  letter,  in  which  he  highly  commends 
kis  learning  and  loyalty. 

The  writer  of  his  life  fays,  "  Being  reputed  a  malignant,  he  was  extremely  harafled  by  the  pr«» 
•vailing  party,  and  for  his  verfes  and  dil'courfes  frequently  fummoned  before  their  circular  fables." 

We  are  alfo  told,  that  though  "  he  was  a  great  cavalier,  and  much  addivSled  to  the  King's  party, 
yet  he  was  forced  to  fend  men  to  the  army,  which  fought  againil  the  King,  and  his  eftate  lying  in 
»hrce  different  {hires,  he  had  not  occafion  to  fend  one  entire  man,  but  halfs  and  quarters,  and  fuch 
like  fraijtions,  upon  which  he  wrote  extempore  the  following  verfes  to  his  Majefty : 

Of  all  thcfe  forces  raifed  againft.  the  King, 

Tis  my  ftrange  hap,  not  one  whole  man  to  bring 
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From  liiverspariflies;  yet  divers  men, 
But  all  in  halfs  and  quarters  :  Great  King,  then, 
In  halfs  and  quarters,  if  they  come  'gain!:  thee. 
In  halfs  and  quarters  fend  them  back  to  me  ; 

Or, 
In  legs  and  arms,  fend  thou  them  back  to  me. 

He  had  ihe  aiHldlon  to  fui;vivc  the  church  and  the  monarchy,  the  downfal  of  which  he  predltJlei 
at  the  beginning  of  the  troubles;  and  his  grief,  on  account  of  the  King's  being  brought  to  the  fcaf- 
f.>ld,  is  faid  to  have  been  fo  great,  as  to  have  Ihortened  his  days.  He  died  on  the  4th  of  December 
3649,  in  the  64th  year  of  his  age,  and  was  hurried  in  his  own  aifle  in  the  church  of  Lafi"vvade.  Hs 
left  feveral  children,  the  eldeft  of  whom,  William,  was  knighted  by  Charles  J  I.,  and  Elizabeth  was 
married  to  Dr.  Henderfon,  phyfician  in  Edinburgh.  Mrs.  Abernethy-Drunimond,  who  now  pof- 
fefles  the  eftate  of  Hawthornden,  is  the  reprefentative  of  his  family. 

Some  of  his  Somieii  and  Poems  were  printed  at  Edinburgh  in  1616,  and  there  is  faid  to  have  beea 
an  earlier  edition.  The  Floivcrs  of  Sion  were  printed  at  Edinburgh  in  1630.  Another  edition, 
greatly  enlarged,  was  publilhed  after  Ms  death,  under  the  diiedion  of  Sit  John  ricotr,  with  this  title, 
jPoems  by  that  mojl  famous  Wit,  JVilliari  Drummond  of  Haivthorndcu,  London  l6j6,  2vo,  with  a  pre- 
face, by  Edward  Phillips,  author  of  the  Theairum  Podarum. 

,    His  H.Jloryofthi  live  James's  was  firft  printed  at  London,  in  fulio,  l6jj,  with  a  preface  by  Mr* 
Hall,  of  Gray's  Inn,  and  reprinted  in  8vo,  1681. 

A  complete  edition  of  his  works,  in  profe  and  verfe,  wa«  publiihed  at  Edinburgh,  in  one  volume 
■folio,  by  Watfon,  in  17 1 1,  with  this  title  :  The  Works  of  William  Drummond cf  HaivtLomden.,  conftfling 
of  thofe-ivhich  -were  formerly  printed,  and  thofe  -which  -were  ufigned  for  the  prefs.  Noxv  publifhed from  iht 
(luthor's  original  copies. 

To  this  edition  an  account  of  the  life  of  the  author  was  prefixed,  "  taken,"  fays  the  editor,  "  from 
fonie  few  notes  left  by  himfelf,  and  the  befl  information  we  could  get,"  with  comaiendatory  verfes 
by  Colonel  George  Lauder  of  Hatton,  Sir  George  Mackenzie,  Dr.  Arthur  Johnflon,  David  Craw- 
ford, Efq.  of  D.'umfoy,  Edward  Phillips,  &:c. 

This  volume  contains  his  Hijiory  of  the  Fi-ve  James's,  Cyprfs  Grove,  fome  political  trads  and  pa- 
pers, Familiar  Epiftles,  feveral  mifcellaneous  tracts,  and  hit.  Po<:ms,  confifting  of  Sonnets,  Songs,  Madri* 
gals,  Divine  Poems  and  Hymns,  Mi^liades,  and  The  River  of  Forth  Feu/ting,  Polem.o-Middinia,  ^c.  The 
Cyprefs  Grew,  and  Pole/no- Middini a,  have  been  frequently  reprinted. 

An  edition  of  his  poems  was  printed  at  London,  in  fmall  8vo,  1791.  They  are  now  reprinted 
from  th€  Edinburgh  edition  171X,  and  received,  for  the  firil  time,  into  a  colkdiun  of  claffical  Eng., 
gliih  poetry. 

The  charader  cf  Drummond  has  little  indulgence  to  de.mand  for  his  age  or  country.  His  man- 
ners were  as  polite  and  amiable,  as  his  talents  were  elegant  and  reipctfiable.  His  heart  was  emi- 
nently the  feat  of  the  Graces.  Tendernefs,  in  every  fenfe  of  the  word,  was  his  peculiar  charadter- 
iftic.  His  piety  was  fervent,  unaffected,  and  cheerful  He  was  a  fmcere  friend  and  an  cafy  com- 
panion. He  heartily  loved  his  country,  with  a  pafiion.  that  was  ftrengthened  perhaps,  but  not  ex- 
afpcrated,  by  political  prejudice.  Throughout  his  whole  hfe,  he  was  fend  of  literature  and  retire- 
;i-ient,  and  had  little  itficlination  for  riches  or  honours.  He  fometimes  amufcd  himfelf  with  play- 
ing at  chefs,  and  was  a  fkilful  player  on  the  lute. 

Among  his  friends,  he  numbered  every  man  eminent  for  literature  at  that  time  in  his  own  coun- 
try.  Principal  Adamfon,  Dr.  Arthur  Johnfton,  and  Sir  Robert  Kerr,  afterwards  Earl  of  A.icrum, 
encouraged  his  poetical  ftudies  by  their  approbation  and  example;  but  one  .f  his  mr.fl  intimate 
friends  appears  to  have  been  Sir  William  Alexander,  afterwards  Earl  of  Stirling,  a  diftinguiflied 
ftatefman,  courtier  and  poet.  His  works  are  printed  in  foli..,  under  the  title  of"  The  Recreations 
of  the  Mufes,"  the  chief  of  which,  are  four  "  Monarchic  Tragedies"  in  alternate  rhyme.  He  is  a 
mafculine  writer,  and  greatly  fuperior  to  the  ftyle  of  his  age.  His  «  Aurora"  and  "  Parsnefis"  are 
^Imoft  claffical  performances,  and  well  merit  republication. 

He  fpent  very  little  time  in  England,  though  he  correfponded  with  Drayton  and  Jonfon,  the 
latter  of  whom  had  a  high  refpcd  for  him.  Their  attachment,  however,  does  not  apj.ear  to  have 
been  quite  reciprocal;  for  the  charader  given  by  Drummond  of  Jonfon,  which  has  been  inferted  la 
tis  life,  is  a  very  unfavourable  one ;  owipg  preb:ib!r  cq  his  h^viDg  made  memorandums  of  exnrsf- 
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fionsj  impruiectly  or  inadvertently  uttered  by  Jonfan  in  the  unfufpeding  freedom  of  familiar  intcp* 
courfe,  or  the  wantonnefs  of  convivial  gaitty.  In  committing  thefe  to  writing,  however,  he  appear 
to  have  had  no  intention  to  publilh  them ;  and  therefore  he  cannot  be  fairly  accufcd,  in  this  in- 
ilance,  of  violating  the  rights  of  friendlhip  or  liofpitality. 

The  charaiS:er  of  Drummond,  as  a  profc  writer,  is  given  with  oftentatious  praife,  which  is  al- 
ways to  be  fiifpcifted  of  feme  degree  of  partiality.  «'  The  Cyprefs  Gro-vey'  fays  the  writT  of  his 
life,  "  is  a  piece  of  excellent  profe,  both  for  the  fublimity  and  piety  of  the  thoughts,  and  for  the 
finencfs  of  the  ftyle."  It  is  perhaps  the  beft  of  his  profe  works ;  and  though  the  llyle  is  quaia? 
and  aifctSed,  is  worth  reading  for  its  dignified  vein  of  morality. 

The  able  and  ingenious  Mr.  Pinkerton,  calls  it  "  a  poor  piece  of  tinfel,"  and  fays  of  Drummond, 
that,  "  like  other  great  poets,  he  could  pot  write  profe."  He  is  perhaps  more  miflaken  in  his  ge- 
jieral  polltion,than  evtn  in  the  particular  inftance  fpecified.  Many  of  our  beft  poets  have  rivalled^ 
and  fonie  have  exceeded  the  profelTional  jirofe  writers  of  their  time.  Spenfcr,  Daniel,  Davenant, 
Cowley,  Dryden,  Pope,  and  Goldfrnith,  are  unrivalled  by  any  contemporary  profe  writer. 

His  H'Jloi-y  cf  thi  James's  has  been  praifed  at  leait  as  much  as  it  defervcs.  Phillips"  ranks  hini 
jn  the  number  of  the  bcft  writers,  and  fcruples  not  to  compare  him  with  I'huanus  himfelf." 
*'  Driimmond,"  fays  M  •.  (Granger,  "  ftands  in  the  firft  rank  of  modern  biftorians.  He,  for  his  ex- 
cellence in  telling  a  {lory,  and  interefting  his  reader  in  what  he  relates,  is  thought  to  be  comparable 
to  Livy." 

The  Earl  of  Orford  calls  him,  "  one  of  the  beft  modern  biftorians,  and  no  mean  imitator  of  Livy." 
Mr.  Pinktrton,  on  the  contrary,  fpeaking  of  this  work,  fays,  that  it  is  "  the  moft  deplorable  per- 
formance that  ever  afpired  to  the  name  of  hiftory,  full  »f  falfe  orations,  falfe  brilliancy,  falfe  fcnfe, 
and  falfe  fa(5c3."  The  general  opinion  of  his  countrymen  is  much  more  favourable,  and  probably 
morejuft;  for  it  is,  upon  the  whole,  an  eloquent  and  mafcidine  performance.  Setting  panegyric 
afide,  there  does  not  appear  much  fcfemblance  between  Livy  and  Drummond  as  hiftorical  wt-iters. 
His  ftyle  is  too  elaborate  and  ornamented  for  hiftoiic  narrative.  He  has  ccrta'nly  given  a  very  par- 
tial account  of  the  reigns  of  the  Princes  he  wjites  upon,  and  has  vindicated  or  palliated  fome  of  their 
mofl  atrocicus  adtions.  The  hidory  alfo  contains  very  fervile  and  ahfurd  political  fentinsems  and  ob- 
fcrvations. 

The  poetiy  of  Drummond  amply  eftablidics  his  fame;  and  It  is  but  doing  juflice  to  the  ability 
and  erudition  of  Mr.  Pinkerton,  to  acknowledge,  that  his. endeavours  to  extend  the  fame  and  honour 
of  Drummond's  poetry,  which  is  fo  clofely  allied  to  the  fame  and  honour  of  the  nation,  merit  the  gra- 
titude of  his  countrymen  •,.  and  of  none  more  than  the  compiler  of  this  colledliun,  who  recognizes,  in 
the  learned  editor  of  the  "  Ancient  Scottiih  Poems,"  and  the  Hiftcrlan  of  Scotland,  the  companion  of 
lijs  youthful  and  claffical  fludies,  and  a  pupil  of  the  Lanark  fchool,  that  rivals  the  genius  and  litera- 
ture  of  Grsme,  the  pride  of  that  once    flourifiiing  feminary,  the  boafl   of  its  late  refpecSable 

mafter,  and 

"  The  loil  companion  of  his  youth's  gay  prime  !" 

It  is  in  vain  the  readers' of  Er.glifli  poetry  lament  the  fate  of  many  of  our  obfcure  writers,  who^ 
have  undefervedly  fallen  vidlims  to  a  premature  oblivion,  when  the  finiflied  produdlions  of  Drum- 
mond are  negleded,  and  their  excellencies  not  half  enough  praifed  or  acknowledged. 

Among  all  the  writers  of  that  age,  who  flourifhed  after  Spenfer  and  Shakfpeare,  there  is  not  one 
V  who  deferves  more  attention  from  the  general  readers  of  Englifh  poetry,  than  Drummond. 

In  afurvey  of  Drummond's  poetry,  the  confideration  of  h»  'country  need  not  be  offered  to  exte- 
nuate faults,  but  to  increafe  our  admiration.  It  is  charaderifed  by  an  exquifitc  Doric  delicacy  and 
fimplicity,  enriched,  and  fometimes  debafed  by  opulence  of  imagery  and  quaintnefs  of  expreflion. 
His  thoughts  are  generally  bold,  and  highly  poeticil :  He  follows  nature,  but  fometimes  indulges 
in  metaphyfical  fubtiltics,  unfuitable  to  the  language  of  pafTion  :  His  di(flion  is  claffical  and  elegant, 
and  his  verfification  is  cxquifitely  polifhed,  and  delicately  harmonious. 

Petrarch  feems  to  have  been  his  model,  in  his  Sonnets,  the  moft  perfecft  of  his  pieces ;  and  he 
has  Ihown,  in  fome  of  thefe  compofitions,  nearly  the  fpirit  of  Petrarch  himfelf. 

Drummond  and  Petrarch  had  this  in  common,  that  each  lamented,  firft  the  cruelty,  and  then  the 
lofs  of  his  miftrcfs :  So  that  their  fonnets  are  alike  naturally  divided  int»  two  parts ;  thofc  before, 
and  thefe  after  their  fcvcral  ininrciTcs  deaths.  4 
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Drummond  has  himfelf  told  us,  "  that  he  was  the  firft  in  the  ifle  that  did  cckbrate  a  dead  mif. 
trefs,  and  Englirticil  the  madrigal ;"  and  it  may  be  jullly  doubted,  that  among  all  the  fonnettcer* 
jn  the  Englifli  language,  any  one  is  to  be  preferred  to  him. 

The  Sonnets  To  Sir  William  Alexander,  To  Sleep,  To  his  LuL-,  To  the  Spring,  To  the  Nigbtin- 
vale,  and  thofe  which  begin,  "  J  knozv  thiit  all  beneath  the  moon  decays^'  "  Alexis,  here Jhe  fiayd  amonjt 
the fe  fines,"  "  Trujl  not,  pweet  foul,  thofe  eurVd  -waves  of  gold"  "  What  doth  it  ferve  to  fee  the  fun  s  bright 
face"  "  If  croft  ivith  all  niifhaps  be  my  poor  life,"  "  Look  as  the  Jloiuer  •which  lin^ringly  doth  fade" 
are  eminently  beautiful.  I  he  Sonnet,  To  the  spring,  has  been  imitated  by  Gray,  in  his  fine  Son* 
ijet  on  the  Death  of  Weft. 

His  Epitaplis  On  the  Death  of  a  Young  Lady,  On  'Irmeline,  a  Pavotirite  Bog,  On  the  Death  of  a  scotch 
L»rd,  are  diftiiiguilhed  by  pathetic  tendernefs  atld  fmiplicity.  ,\mong  his  Madrigals,  which  are 
improperly  arranged  with  the  Sonnets,  the  little  poem  To  i^^  i?c/f  del'erves  particular  commenda- 
tion. In  his  "  Tears  on  the  Death  oj  AlsUjdes,"  there  are  feme  lines  "  as  ftrong,  as  deep,  as  gentle, 
arid  as  full"  as  any  that  are  to  be  found  in  the  compofirions  of  Waller,  Denham,  or  Dryden.  He 
laments  the  fate  of  Prince  Henry,  that  he  died  not  in  fome  glorious  caufe  of  war.  "  Againft  the 
Turk,"  he  fays  "  thou  hadft  ended  thy  life,  and  the  Chrlftian  war  together," 

Or,  as  brave  Bourbon,  then  hadfl  made  old  Rome 
Queen  of  the  world,  thy  triumph  and  thy  tomb. 

Of  the  lamentation  of  the  river  Forth, 


Farther. 


And  concludes : 


And,  as  flie  riifh'd  her  Cyclades  among. 

She  feem'd  to  plain,  that  heaven  had  done  her  wrong. 


Tagus  did  court  his  love  with  golden  ftreams, 
Rhine  with  her  towns,  fair  Seine  wiih  ali  flie  claims: 
But  ah,  poor  lovers  !  death  did  them  betray. 
And,  unlufpedted,  made  their  hopes  his  prey. 


The  virgins  to  thy  tomb  will  garlands  bear, 
Of  flowf  rs,  and  w  ith  each  flower  let  fall  a  tear  ; 
Mosliades  fweet  courtly  nymphs  oeplore, 
From  Thule  to  Hydafpes'  pearly  fhore. 

In  the  River  of  Forth  Feajling,  a  piece  of  court  flattery,  there  are  many  vigorous  and  harmonious 
paCfages,  which  would  juftify  felcsStion;  Pope  has  apparently  imitated  the  following  lines,  in  his 
third  pailoral,  which  do  not,  in  point  of  harmony,  fall  much  Ihort  of  the  imitation. 

To  virgins,  flowers,  to  fun-burnt  earth,  the  rain, 
To  mariners  fair  winds  amidft  the  main, 
pool  fhades  to  pilgrims,  whom  hot  glances  burn. 
Are  not  fo  pleafing  as  thy  bleft  return. 

The  eafy  flow  of  the  lines  in  Pope  are  juftly  admired. 

Not  bubbling  fountains  to  the  thirfty  fwaln. 
Not  balmy  fleep  to  lab'rers  faint  with  pain. 
Not  fhowers  to  larks,  or  funfhine  to  the  bee. 
Are  half  fo  charming  as  thy  fight  to  me. 

In    The  F.'o-wers  of  Sion,  Drummond  has  this  line. 

The  grief  was  common,  common  were  the  cries,  Sonti.  $. 

Which  is  evidently  imitated  by  Pope,  in  the  "  Epiftle  to  Abelard  :"  , 

The  crime  was  common,  common  be  the  pain. 
In  his  '*  ■'^ ha  dew  of  the  Judgment,  there  arc  fome  pafiages  which  approach  fublimity. 
The  following  lines,  defer ibing  God  moved  to  wrath,  are  in  Milton's  manner. 

So  feeing  earth,  of  angels  once  the  inn, 
Manfion  of  laints,  deflowered  all  by  fin. 
And  quite  confus'd,  by  wretches  here  beneath, 
"^he  world's  great  Sov'reign  moved  was  to  wrath : 
V»L.  IV,  R  r 
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Thrice  did  he  roufe  himfelf,  thrice  from  his  face 

Flames  fparkle  did  throughout  the  heavenly  place  ;  , 

The  ftars,  though  fixed,  in  their  rounds  did  quake. 

The  earth,  and  earth-embracing  feas,  did  fhake ; 

Carmel,  and  Haemus  felt  it,  Athos  tops 

Affrighted  fhrunk,  and  near  the  iEthiops, 

Atlas,  the  Pyrenees,  the  Appenine, 

And  lofty  Grampius,  which  with  fnow  doth  fliine. 

Then  to  the  fynod  of  the  fp'rits  he  fvvore, 

Man's  care  fhould  end,  and  time  fliould  be  no  more; 

By  his  own  felf  he  fwore,  &c. 

His  Polsmo  Middlma,  is  perhaps  the  moft  popular  of  his  produiSlions.  The  meafure  is  hexa^ 
meter,  the  numbers  Virgilian,  and  the  language  Latin,  mixed  with  broad  Scotch.  Nothing  can 
be  more  ludicrous  than  fuch  a  combination  :  It  is  dignity  and  meannefs  in  the  extreme ;  the 
humour  is  local,  and  rather  coarfe,  and  the  images,  though  flrong,  not  quite  delicate. 

The  teftimonies  of  his  contemporaries,  Tonfon  and  Drayton,  are  unqueftionabje  authorities  in  hi» 
favour.     Drayton  thus  mentions  him  and  his  friend,  Sir  William  Alexander. 

And  my  dear  Drummond,  to  whom  much  I  owe 
For  his  much  love,  and  proud  was  I  to  know 
His  poefy,  for  which  two  worthy  men, 
I  Menftrie  flill  ftall  love,  and  Hawthornden. 
Of  Poets,  and  Pocjie. 

From  the  particular  commendation  Phillips  has  noticed  him  with,  it  is  not  improbable  that  he  rc« 
tailed  the  opinions  of  his  uncle,  Milton,  as  many  of  Drummond's  combinations,  andfomeofhis 
phrafcology  is  to  be  traced  in  Milton. 

"  His  poems,"  fays  he,  "  are  the  effedls  of  genius  the  moft  polite  and  verdant  that  ever  the 
Scottifh  nation  produced.  Neither  Taffo,  Guarini,  or  any  of  the  moft  neat  and  refined  fpirits  of 
Italy,  nor  even  the  choiceft  of  our  Englifti  poets,  can  challenge  any  advantage  above  him  Here  arc 
all  thofe  grace?  met  t' gether,  that  conduce  any  thing  towards  the  making  up  a  complete  andper- 
fe<Sl  pott ;  a  decent  and  becoming  majefty,  a  brave  and  admirable  height,  and  a  wit  flowing  and  fpark- 
liiig."  He  obferves,  with  regret,  the  ftrange  negletS  into  which  Drummond's  poems  had  even  then 
failen  ;  but  this  was  no  wonder,  when  Milton's  fmalJer  poems  met  with  the  fame  fate. 

The  modern  teftimonies  to  his  merith  are  few.  when  compared  with  his  deferts. 

*•  He  was  a  poet,"  fays  Mr  Pinkerton,  who  lirft  brought  him  forward  to  notice,"  of  the  moft  amiable 
and  exquifi;e  genius.  It  may  fafely  be  faid,  that  if  any  poems  poITcfs  a  very  high  degree  of  that  er- 
quifite  Doric  deticacy,  which  we  fo  much  admire  in  "  Comus,"  thofe  of  Drummond  do  Milton 
may  be  often  traced  in  bim,  and  he  had  certainly  read  and  admired  him.  Drummond  was  the  firft 
who  introduced  in'o  Englifh  the  fine  Italian  vein  ;  and  if  we  had  had  no  Drummond,  perhaps,  wc 
fhouldnever  have  feen  the  delicacies  of  "  Comus,"  "  Lycidas,"  "  II  Penferofo,"  and  "  L' Allegro." 
Milton  has  had  juftice  done  him  by  pofterity ;  Drummond  has  not  been  fo  fortunate." 

The  late  Mr.  Headley  has  very  judicioufly  enriched  his  colledlion  of  "  Ancient  Englifli  Poetry" 
with  feveral  of  Drummond's  produdlions,  and  laments  the  neglecfl  into  which  they  have  undefervedly 
fallen  "  It  is  but  truth  to  obferve,  fays  thai  amiable  and  ingenious  writer,  "  That  many  of  his  Son- 
nets, ihofe  more  efpecially  which  are  divefted  of  Italian  conceits,  reftmblc  the  btft  Greek  epigrams 
in  their  beft  tafte,  in  that  exquifite  delicacy  of  fentiment,  and  fimplicity  of  expreflion,  for  which 
our  language  has  no  fingle  term,  but  which  is  known  to  all  claffical  readers  by  the  term  apXiiA, 
When  tiie  fiiiiflied  produdlions  of  this  man  are  little  known,  and  ftill  Icfs  read,  may  we  not  exclaim 
in  the  words  of  i!\»tipater, 

Periiili  enim  :    te  autem  multum  defleverunt  filia;, 

Mneniofynes,  marer  vero  prse  aliis  Calliope, 
Quid  defundiis  ingeinimus  natis,  cum  defendcre 
Liberis  Orcum  ne  Diis  quidem  poteftas  V  jiniholeg. 

,3f 
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De  Guild/no  DrummonJo. 

Qu^siviT  Latio  Buchananus  carmine  laudem, 

Ec  patrios  dura  refpuit  aure  modos. 
Cum  poflit  Latiis  Buchananum  vincere  mufis 

Drummondus,  patrio  maluit  ore  loqui. 
Major  liter  ?  primas  huic  defert  Scotia,  vates 

ViX  inter  Latios  iJle  fecundus  crat. 

Akth.  Johnston. 

'To  William  Drummond- 
Some  will  not  leave  that  truft  to  friend  nor  heir, 
But  their  own  winding-flieet  the,nTelves  prepare; 
Fearing,  perhaps  fome  courfer  clotii  n'ight  fhrow'd 
The  worms  defcended  from  their  noble  blood  : 
And  (halt  not  thou  (that  juftly  may'ft  fufpe(3: 
Far  courfer  fluff,  m  fuch  a  dull  ntgledt 
Of  ali  the  arts,  and  dearth  of  poetry  J 
Conipofe  before-hand  thine  own  elegy  ? 
Who  but  thyfelf  is  capable  to  write 
A  verfe,  or,  if  they  can,  to  fafhion  it 
Unto  thy  praifes  ?  none  can  draw  a  line 
Of  thy  perfections,  but  a  hand  divine. 

If  thou  wilt  needs  impofe  this  tafk  on  us, 
(A  greater  work  than  befl;  wits  can  diicufs) 
We  will  but  only  fo  far  emblem  thee, 
As  in  a  circle,  men,  the  Deity 
A  wreath  of  bayes  we'll  lay  upon  thy  herfe; 
Por  that  fhall  Ipeak  thee  better  than  our  verfe  : 
That  art  in  number  of  thofe  things,  whole  end, 
Nor  whole  beginning  we  can  comprehend.    • 
A  ftar,  which  did  the  other  day  appear, 
T'  enlighten  Hp  our  darkened  hemifphere  : 
Nor  can  we  tell  nor  how,  nor  whence  it  came, 
Yet  feel  the  heat  of  thy  admired  lHame. 
-'Twas  thou  that  thaw'd  our  north,  'twas  thou 

didft  clear 
The  eternal  mifts  which  had  bcfet  us  here, 
Till  by  thy  golden  beams  and  powerful  ray 
Thou   clias'd  hence   darknefs,   and   brought   out 

the  day. 
But  as  the  fun  though  he  befhow  all  light 
On  us,  yet  hinders  by  the  fame  our  ffght 
To  gaze  on  him  ;  io  thou,  though  thou  difpenfe 
Far  more  on  us  by  thy  bright  influence; 
Yet  fuch  is  thy  tranfcei.dent  brightnefs,  we 
Thereby  are  dazzled,  aiiji  caiinot  reach  thee; 


Then  art  thou  lefs'ned,  fiiould  we  bound  thy  praii'5 

T'  our  narrow  dull  conceit,  which  cannot  raife 

rhemlelves  beyond  a  vulgar  theme,  nor  fly 

A  pitch  like  unto  tiiine  in  poefy; 

Yet  (as  the  greateil  kings  have  fomctimes  dain'il 

The  fmallelfc  prefents  from  a  poor  man's  hand; 

When  pure  devotion  gave  them)  it  may  be 

Your  genius  will  accept  a  mite  from  me  : 

It  fpeaks  my  love,  although  it  reach  not  you; 

And  you  are  praifed,  when  1  would  fo  do, 

John  Spotswoob. 

Damon :  or,  a  PoRoral  Elegy,  on  the  death  of  hit 
Hunoured  Friend  JVilliam  Drummond  of  Haw- 
thoniden.      By  G.  Lauder. 

7u  decus  omne  (uis,  poji/juam  te  fiia  tuhi  unt, 
Jjfa  Fales  agrcs,  ate/ue  ijfe  tetiquit  ^bollo.     VlRG« 

The  lonely  Lyfis,  whom  a  froward  fate 

Full  twenty  fummers  in  a  fober  flate, 

Had  feen  a  granger  to  his  native  foil. 

In  foreign  fields,  worn  with  the  weary  toil 

Of  waiid'ring,  waiting  on  a  wayward  flock 

Which  neither  hols'd  his  hopes,  nor  fvvell'd  his 

ftock; 
One  day  went  penfive  o'er  a  pleafsnt  plain, 
Near  where  old  IVlaes  doth  fall^nto  the  main  : 
His  heart  was  heavy,  and  he  knew  not  why. 
His  lambs  did  bjeeting  go,  the  furly  flcy 
Seem'd  to  prefage  a  ftorni,  which  to  prevent. 
Unto  his  old  retreat  he  fvviftly  went. 
An  aged  eini  there  was,  wl^ofe  fpreading  arms 
Had  (helter'd  him  from  many  Ihowers  and  florms, 
And  on  whofe  vvrinkl'd  rind  in  fuch  diftrefs 
His  knife  his  younger  fancies  did  cxprefs. 
In  love-knots,  letters,  ciphers;  which  could  fhcw 
The  flory  of  his  life  to  them  who  knew 
His  former  loves.     There  fcarce  he  was  well  fet. 
When  o'er  the  plain  came  polling,  panting,  wet, 
The  young  Alcedon,  who  not  long  before 
Was  from  his  native  Albany  come  o'er. 
Lyiis,  who  lov'd  him  (fince  he  had  not  feen 
His  face  in  many  years)  thought  it  had  been 
Some  gholl  or  fhadovv  that  did  fool  his  fenfc, 
Until  his  fmile  did  check  that  fear's  offence  ; 
Then  falling  on  his  neck  in  kind  embrace. 
Dear  IoHj  faid  he,  niv  foul  this  hap  doth  blcls         ' 
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That  brr.ughc  thee  hither,  welcoire  with  my  heart, 
Come  fit  by  me,  and  ireely  n<>w  impart 
The  ftate  p.nd  ftory  of  the  herds  ana  fwains 
That  graze  on  Caledonia's  hills  and  plains. 
Alcydon  figh'd,  and  with  a  down-calt  look, 
lycs  fwohi  with  tears,  thus  faring,  f  )ttly  fpoke. 
Heaven's  anger  L  ng  hatli  blaz'd  into  a  flame, 
And  fcv  rch'd  that  land,  whofc  fin  hath  brought 

on  fhame; 
Since  Sion's  fliepherd's  fweet  and  faving  fong 
W^s   flighted    there,    the    flieep    have   all    gone 

wrong  : 
Strange  fchifm  the  facrifices  hath  dtfac'd, 
Ne*?/  ways  of  worfhip  purblind  zeal  hath  plac'd, 
And  planted  in  the  people's  giddy  pates. 
Where  each  will  have  his  c.v,d.  aii  other  hates  : 
Thcfe  frenjies  from  theneighbonr  country  came. 
Where  fedts  have  IhufFl'd  all  things  out  of  frame, 
And    (which    with   horror  all  the   world   doth 

hear 
Rebellion  chok'd  religion,  treafon  fear; 
So  far  that  clowns  confpir'd  againft  the  crown. 
And  hcw'd  heaven's  facred  image  headlejs  down. 
Which   heinous    crime  hath  call'd  a  cuife  from 

high, 
That  yet  upon  the  land  doth  heavy  lie. 
And  we,  whofe  tender  hearts  were  ta'en  with  tears 
Atfirii,  to  be  raa-je  fools,  (though  promis'd  Ihares, 
In  that  pretended  happinels  they  prcach'd. 
When  vvith  joint  powers  their  point   they  fhould 

have  rcach'd) 
JJow  reap  for  thanks,  difdain,  contempt  and  fcorn, 
Hoililicy  and  hate  of  knaves  forfworn  ; 
And  were  it  not  the  hope  they  have  at  home, 
To  fee  their  prince,  to  fave  his.  people,  come. 
The  fwains  would  all  for  f  rrow  faint  and  fly, 
As  many  do  for  gritf  and  anguiflr  die, 
Of  which,  alas  ;   old  Damon  was  the  ifirfl, 
Whole  royal,  loyal,  noble  heart  did  burft. 
To  fee  thcfe  llirrs,  the  ftarswith  fad  afpedls 
Had  Iho.vnhim  long  with  all  their  dire  effedls; 
Tor  he  was  well  acquainted  with  the  fpheres. 
And  knew  how  they  inclin'd,  whofe  power  fways 

their's. 
When  l,yfis,  lift'npg,  heard  of  Damon's  death, 
A  deep  fetch'd  figh  well  nigh  drew  out  his  breath. 
Tears  drown'd  his  eyes,  his  hoary  head  he  hung. 
And  in  that  poOure  had  not  pulfe  nor  tongue,  ' 
But,  Uke  a  lifelcf^  flatue,  fenfelefs  fat ; 
So  deep  thefe  words  did  wound  as  thunder-lhot : 
Till  wiih  Alcydon's  loud  and  frighted  cry 
(Who  call'd  for   help,   though  none   there   was 

near  by) 
Awak'd,  he  lifted  up  his  heavy  head, 
And  foftly  (aid,  ay  me,  is  Damon  dead  ? 
Then,  as  reviving,  fetching  breath  again, 
iln  fcalding  fighs,  tears  trickling  down  amain, 
Am  I  awake,  laid  he  ?  or  do  I  dream  ? 
To  hear  that  Damon  now  is  but  a  name, 
And  his  fair  foul  to  heaven  hath  ta'en  her  flight, 
For  lalling  fun-fliitie  leaving  this  weak  light  1 
The  glory  then  of  Grampian  fwains  is  gone  : 
Let  fields  and  flocks  his  lofs  for  ever  moan. 

Burft  fortli  my  foul  in  forrow's  faddefl  llrain, 
Sigh  heart,  and  break,  a.^d  vvifli  no  more  again 


Thofe  home-bred  haunts  and  flow'ry  fields  to  fee* 
Wh'.'fe  love  and  longing  late  poffeffed  thee. 
Farewell  thofe  fancies,  fince  tiie  hcrdfmen's  head, 
(Apollo's  prieft,  whofc  learned  lays  did  lead 
The  lovely  nymphs,  enchan-ted  with  his  fong. 
O'er  Ochil's  fnowy  tops  in  pompous  throng, 
And  brought  thefe  beauteous  girls,  in  gawdy  train, 
Hon;e  dpncing  to  his  Hawthornden  again.) 
Is  now  no  more  the  wonder  of  our  woods, 
The  valley's  wifh,  the  fav'rite  of  our  floods, 
Since  he,  O  grief  1  hath  left  thefe  lawns  and  hi!!s, 
Thefe  filver  ftreams,  and  Mi  meandring  rills, 
Which  often  flray'd  and  fwell'd  for  joy  to  hear 
His  roundelays,  and  did  their  burden  bear 
To  Thetis  court,  where  all  the  Tritons  rounded 
About  to  learn,  and  ftraight  the  tunes  refounded.  I 

Ah  !  when  I  call  to  mind  that  happy  time. 
When  my  frcfli  youth  was  in  her  flow'i-y  prime. 
E'er  beauty's  force  I  found,  or  felt  love's  flame. 
And  firft  a  flripiing  'mongft  the  fliepherds  came,  • 
Kind  Damon  was  the  peer  of  all  the  plains. 
The  valley's  honour,  glory  of  the  fwains  ; 
And  v/hen  his  reed  or  fweet  rebeck  was  heard. 
Our  flocks  forgot  to  feed,  they  flood  and  ffar'd. 
The  nightingales  came  near' new  notes  to  learn,' 
The  flags  were  roufed  from  the  brulhy  fairn. 
The  wanton  wood-nymphs  were  no  lorger  wild,   , 
But  danc'd  about,  and  on  him  fweetly  fmil'd  : 
Or  did  he  fing,  tlie  fhepherds  all  were  ftill, 
The   birds  were  hufh'd,   brooks  flept,  from  dale! 

nor  hill 
No  noife  was  heard,  foft  filence  fhut  up  all, 
To  mufe  on  his  melodious  madrigal. 
His  matchlefs  mufe  had  luch  a  fwelling  vein. 
In  rich  expreflions,  and  fo  fweet  a  ftrain, 
1'hat  fun,  ffar.s,  feafon's  glory,  nature's  treafure. 
All  that  is  rich  and  rare  for  pomp  and  pleafure, 
Could  fcarcely  ferve  his  fubjecl  to  fct  forth 
Or  fit  his  fancy's  force,  his  brain's  huge  birth, 
Gold,  faphires,  rofes,  rubies,  azure.  Ikies, 
Al'balter,  amber,  diamonds  wanted  dyes, 
To  limn  his  Auriltella  to  the  life 
Whofe  beauty  brav'd  the  Lcmnian's  lovely  wife  J 
Nor  Ochil's  fnows,  nor  lilly  of  the  brook. 
Nor   fyrian  purple,  nor  that  flower  that  took 
His  bluih  from  that  fair  boy  Apollo  flew. 
Had  colours  fine  enough  for  her  fair  hue, 
While  by  fair  Ora's  flow'ry  banks  fhe  fported. 
Where   fwans   did  fweetly  fing,  and  fwains  re-< 

forted. 
In  what  fweet  fighs  did  he  his  forrows  fing. 
And  all  Bodotria's  weeping  beauties  bring 
J-,ike  Niobc's  to  wafii  the  facred  urn. 
With  tears  the  brave  Mxliades  to  mourn  ? 
That  from  the   fwelliag  banks  of  Tweed   and' 

Thame, 
He  made  deaf  Nilus  dwellers  hear  his  name. 
And  gawdy  Ganges  nymphs  in  fad  defpair. 
To  rend  their  vails  and  tear  their  golden  hair. 
Blue  Doris  and  her  daughters  were  fo  taken 
With  grief,   that  they  all  fongs  have  fince  for- 

faken ; 
The  Driad  in  his  cave  that  clofely  dwells, 
Did  fright  the  neighbouring  woods  with  wofwl 

ydls, 
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And  mate  the  fainting  F.flc  fur  fear  look  black 
To  keep  that  colour  for  her  Henry's  fake. 

And  how  did  he  from  black  Beiilomond  bring 
Old  father  Forth,  to  feaft  his  lord  and  king  ? 
With  all  thefe  famous  floods  fo  well  attended, 
(A  train  that  Tiber  envy'd,  but  commended) 
And  to  his  prince  a  panegyric  fnng, 
That  A-Iantua's  mufe,  and  Aicra's  both  had  hung 
Their  heads  for  fhame,  his  heavenly  ftrains  to  hdar  ; 
For  Po  ne'er  had  a  nymph  that  could  come  near 
His  high  and  hardy  note,  aor  Helicon 
A  more  majeftic  mufe  ne'er  fat  upon. 

O  how  could  he  with  more  than  mortal  meafure 
Tranfport  the  foul  into  that  helrrht  of  plcafure  ? 
In  facred  ecft'fy  when  he  fung  the  wonders 
Of  him   that   fram'd   the  world,  and  forg'd  the 

thunders  ? 
And  foaring  high  on  contemplation's  wings, 
Show  how  the  earth  below  felf-ballanc'd  hiiigs, 
By  heaven  alike  embrac'd  on  every  fide. 
And  fees  here  fnow,  there  fummer's  painted  pride  ? 
Qy  when  in  raptures  ravifh'd  he  would  rife 
To  reach  a  ftrain  beyond  the  flars  and  flcies, 
In  what  tranfcendent  terms  could  he  fet  forth 
Heav'n's  glory   (though  no  words  can  weigh  their 

worth) 
And  of  the  choiceft  flowers  of  Slon  frame 
For  angels  brows  a  fragrant  anadem  ? 

How  couid  his  foul  in  facred  filence  fteal 
Into  thefe  blefled  bounds,  and  thence  reveal 
The  ftate  and  fple^idor  of  the  court  above, 
So  fweetly  (hadow'd  in  his  Cyprefs  Grove  ? 
Had  he  not  had  his  Urany  for  guide. 
Her  holy  ways  to  walk,  her  paths  to  tread  ? 

Whac  heathen  hath  a  heart  fo  hard,  to  hear 
His  facred  fong.  and  would  not  faint  for  fear  ? 
While  he  the  fliadow  of  the  judgment  finga, 
That  court  of  confcience,  where  the  King  of  kings 
The  wicked  world  fhall  from  the  four  winds  call. 
Before  his  throne,  both  rich,  poor,  great  and  fmali, 
To  hear  a  happy  or  a  horrid  doom, 
Where,  ah  I   too  many  never  think  to  come. 
But  dally  out  their  days  in  vain  delight, 
Delaying  ftill,  till  death  blows  out  their  light. 
And  darkneA  drown  thcr.i  in  a  dungt-on  deep, 
Where  damned  ghofts  ftill  uyiug  wail  and  weep. 

But  when  my  foul  with  wonder  and  deliglit 
Thofe  holy  numbers  weighs  :   where  ravilli'd  quite 
Beyond  hirafelf,  above  the  heavens  as  far. 
As  from  earth's  furface  to  old  Saturn's  ftar. 
He  fings  that  fmuoth  hymn  of  the  faireft  fair, 
In  fweet  feraphic  flile,  high  fwelling  rare. 
My  thoughts  tranfported  in  u  trance  outfly 
The  reach  of  rcafon  and  monality  ; 
And  humbly  falling  heaven's  high  throne  before, 
With  fighs  and  fear  that  Majefty  adors, 
Whofe  glorious  grandeur  there  he  feeks  to  limn 
As  bright  as  art  can  drav/  v.ith  eyes  fo  dim  ; 
(Though  all  her  Ikill  come  far  far  Ihort  alasl) 
As  one  would  with  a  coal  the  fun-fliine  trace  : 
Yet  never  mortnl  more  divinely  fung 
Thofe  marvels  that  beft  fuit  an  angel's  tongue. 
His  youthful  fancies,  though  he  term'd  them 
toys, 
Were  rich  conceits,  beyond  the  common  poifc 


Of  vulgar  wits,  which  could  not  value  thera 
At  half  the  worth,  for  few  did  find  his  aim  ; 
And  nothing  had  more  handfomely  been  laid, 
Than  in  thole  flalbes  v^fhen  he  freely  play'd. 
When  old  grey  hairs  began  grave  thoughts  to  fuitj 
Challe  Clio  charm'd  his  fancies  with  her  flacc. 
To  leave  (he  mountains,  fields  and  flocks  forfake, 
And  to  a  nobler  tafk  himfelf  betake, 
Soft  fhther'd  in  his  grove,  wrapt  in  his  gown, 
Which  with  more  glory  might  his  name  renown  t 
The  Stuart's  ftory  was  afubjcift  fit. 
And  both  requir'd  his  pen,  and  crav'd  his  wit, 
Thoft  five  gri-at  J.inies's,  to  the  world  well  knowHi 
At  home  were  ftrangers  ftill  unto  their  own  : 
And  he  muft  kt  rheni  on  the  ftage  again, 
To   fpeak   ihcir   country's  language  fmooth    and 

plain. 
So  fwcctiy  flowing  in  a  flourifti'd  phrafe. 
That   Tally's  foul  his  ftyle  doth  lead  and  raife  ; 
And  fuch  remarks,  wife  fentences,  advices. 
Good  ecu ni'eis,  precepts,  his  wh  /le  labour  graces, 
That  on  Parnaffus  he  may  claim  his  feat 
Next  that  great  Roman,  rich  in  rules  of  ftate. 
,  Dear  D^mor. !   is  it  true  that  thou  art  dead  ? 
And  I^yfis  lives  a  lothed  life  to  lead  I 
My  thoughcE,  alas  !   were  always  fit  on  thee. 
With  hope  at  laft  thy  long  wiih'd  look  to  fee. 
That  my  poor  mufe  might  do  thie  homage  due, 
And,  after  a.bfence  long,  old  love  renew  ; 
Which  fmce  thou  haft  borne  hence  to  heav'n  with 

thee 
Thy  Lyfis  ftill  fliall  love  thy  memory. 
And  make  bcith  Maes  and  Rhine  thy  name  refound, 
As  far  as  fhepherds  by  their  bank:,  are  found. 
■\y,  me  !   why  have  not  1  old  Ayton's  vein  I 
Or  great  Alexis  ftately  tragic  ftrain? 
To  found  thy  virtues,  fing  thine  obfequies 
In  panegyrics  and  fad  elegies  ? 

Earth's  fartheft  climates  with  thy  worth  ftinuld  ring. 
And  worlbip  thee,  where  fame  can  ftretch  a  wing. 
Yet  with  that  vigour,  my  poor  verfe  can  fly, 
It  (hall  record  to  after-times  that  I 
So  dt-arly  lov'd  thy  worth,  thy  name  ador'd. 
Thy  friendfliip  honour'd,  and  thy  death  deplor'd  ; 
7'hat  wherefoe'er  t!ie  world  my  rhymes  fhall  read. 
There  Damon's  love  fliall  live,  when  we're  both 

dead  : 
Nor  fhall  1  fear  antiquity  to  wrong. 
With  our  own  honic-br?d  haunts  to  fluff  my  fong, 
And  fay  our  Forth,  which  doth  fo  winding  wander, 
As  famous  is  by  thee,  as  old  Meander  : 
Th)'>  inuvmuring  Elk  and  Ora's  rufliy  hair, 
With  r^/i'incius  and  old  Tiber  to  compare? 
And  v.'hy  fliall  I  not  freely  venture  then 
To  match  with  Helicon  thy  Hawthornden  ? 
Tliy  grot,  in  which  grim  Saturn  ftill  remains,  , 
Bound  to  the  rock  with  raigiity  metal'd  chains; 
The  fame  prophetic  fpitit  doth  infpire 
That  in  Trophonus'  cave  fet  fouls  on  fire; 
And  if  the  earth  from  hence  a  paffage  yields. 
It  is  the  entry  to  th'  Elyfian  fields  : 
A  fitter  place  the  Fates  could  never  find 
To  lay  thy  facred  relics  up  enftirin'd  ; 
There  ail  the  nym;  hs  and  ftiephcrd  fwains  can  cooje 
And  yearly  fing  lad  hynjns  before  thy  tomb, 
i  R  r  iij 
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Which  on  the  marble  cold  thefe  lines  fhall  keep, 
.For  pilgrims  all  to  read,  and  parting  weep, 
That  once  thy  care  commanded  fliould  be  cut 
Upon  thy  grave,  if  I  have  not  forgot, 

.  Jcicre  Dcviion  lies,  -whofe  fongs  did fometimes  grace 
"The  murmuring  EJk,  may  rofcs  JJjade  the  place. 

•  Uut  foft  my  forrow,  now  the  fctting  fun, 
To  Tlietis'  kind  embrace  doth  porting  run ; 
Good  night,  Alcydon,  all  good  luck  attend  thee, 
And  what  thy  foul  dcth  wilh,thy  fortune  fend  thee.' 

This  faid,  they  parted,  and  poor  Lyfis'  grief 
So  feiz'd  his  foul,  which  look'd  for  no  relief. 
That  while  he  carelefs  and  crofs-armed  went, 
tVith  daggering  fleps  his  lofs  for  to  lament. 
He  often  flood  to  figh,  and  at  the  name 
Of  Damon  fainted  :  fo  he  lov'd  his  fania. 
Sunt  artihiis  ar?/ia  decori. 

G.  Lauder. 

On  the  Report  of  the  t>eath  of  tie  Author. 

ti  that  were  true  which  whifper'd  is  hy  Fame, 
That  Damon's  light  no  more  on  earth  doth  burn. 
His  patron  Pl,cebiis'  phyfic  would  difclaim. 
And  cloth'd  in  clouds  as  erfl  for  Phaeton  mourn. 

Yea,  Fame  by  this  had  got  fo  deep  a  wound. 
That  fcarce  Ihe  conld  have  power  to  tell  his  death. 
Her  wings  cut  fnort ;  who  could  her  trumpet  found, 
Whofe  blaze  of  late  was  nurs'd  but  by  his  breath. 

That  fp'rit  of  his,  which  mofl  with  mine  was  free, 
Ey  mutual  traihc  interchanging  {tore, 
if  chas'd  from  nim,  it  would  have  come  to  me, 
"Where  it  fo  oft  familiar  was  before. 

Some  fecret  grief  diftemp'ring  firfl  my  mind. 
Had  (though  not  knowing)  made  me  feel  this  lofs , 
A  fympathy  bad  fo  lur  fouls  combin'd, 
That  fuch  a  parting  both  at  once  would  tofs. 

Though  fuch  reports  to  others  terror  give. 
Thy  heavenly  virtues  who  did  licvcr  fpy, 
I  know  thou,  that  canft  make  the  dead  to  live, 
Immortal  art,  and  needs  not  fear  to  die. 

Sir  Will.  Alexander. 

tJpon  the  huomparalle  Poems  of  Mr.  William  Drum-mond. 

To  praife  thefe  poems  well,  there  doth  require* 
The  felf-fame  fpirit,  and  that  facred  fire 
That  firfi  infpir'd  them ;  yet  I  canaot  choofe 
But  pay  an  admiration  to  a  mufe 
That  fmgs  fuch  handfome  things;  never  brake  forth 
I'rom  climes  fo  near  the  Bear,  fo  bright  a  worth  ; 
And  I  believe  the  Caledonian  bowr's 
Are  full  as  pleafant  and  as  rich  in  flow'rs 
As  Tempe  e'er  was  fam'd,  fince  they  luive  nourifli'd 
A  wit  the  mofl  fublime  that  ever  flourifli'd  ; 
There's  nothing  cold,  or  frozen,  here  contain'd, 
l>Iothing  that's  harfli,  unpolifh'd,  or  conftrain'd, 
But  fuch  an  ardour  as  creates  the  fpring, 
And  throws  a  cheerfulnefs  on  every  thino-; 
Such  a  fweec  calninefs  runs  through  every  verfe. 
As  (hows  how  he  delighted  to  converfe  • 


With  filence,  and  his  mufe,  among  thofc  {bade*- 
Which  care,  nor  bufy  tamult  e'er  invades  • 
There  would  he  oft,  the  adventures  of  his'loves 
Relate  unto  the  fountains,  and  the  groves 
In  fuch  a  flrain  as-Laura  had  admir'd 
Her  Petrarch  more,  had  he  been  fo  infpir'd. 
S-.me  Phoe'.us  gives  a  fmooth  and  dreaming  vein^ 
A  great  and  happy  fancy  fome  attain, 
Others  unto  a  foaring  height  he  lifts; 
But  here  he  hath  fo  crowded  all  his  gifts. 
As  if  he  had  defign'd  in  one  to  try. 
To  what  a  pitch  he  could  bring  poetry  ; 
For  every  grace  fliould  he  receive  a  crown, 
There  were  not  bays  enot.gh  in  Helicon  : 
Fame  courts  his  verfe,  and  with  immortal  wings- 
Hovers  about  his  monument,  and  brings 
A  deathlefs  trophy  to  his  memory  ; 
Wko,  for  fuch  honour,  would  not  willi  to  die  I 
Never  could  any  times  afford  a  ftory 
Of  one  fo  match'd  unto  great  Sidney's  glory; 
Or  fame  fo  well  divided,  as  between 
Penfliurft's  renowned  Ihades,  and  Hawthornden, 

Edw.  Phillips, 

5;r  George  Maclenzie,  his  Majfy's  Advocate,  being 
ill  Ha-a-thorndeii  i  Clofet,  lurote  down  this  Elog^  of 
him. 

Here  liv'd  that  poet,  whofe  immortal  name 
Was  crown'd  by  laurels,  and  adorn'd  by  fame; 
Whom  every  man  nest  to  himfeif  did  love ; 
Who  durft  be  loyal,  and,  what's  more,  reprove 
The  vices  of  that  bafe  rebellious  age  ; 
His  was  a  poet's,  theirs  a  tyrant's  rage. 
Each  man  him  then  his  neighbour  wifh'd  to  be. 
And  we  now  grieve  that  we  did-not  him  fee. 
They  did  his  wit,  we  do  his  works  admire. 
And  each  young  fpark  does  kindle  at  his  fire  : 
Or,  which  is  more,  he  poems  can  beget 
On  my  old  mufe,  though  now  much  pall  the  date-. 

To  the  Memory  of  IViUiam  Drummond  of  Ha'u.-thornden, 
He  who  endeavours  Damon's  worth  to  raife, 
Doeo  not  the  bards,  but  his  own  merit  praife' 
Here  our's,  and  England's  wits,  in  vain  have  fi.-ove 
To  write  his  merit,  and  exprefs  their  love. 
For  poets  now  to  fouud  enllave  their  ienfe, 
And  gild,  where  they  fhould  paint  true  excellence ; 
And  who  in  duller  profe  can  hope  to  Ibow, 
What's  to  his  name  or  to  his  labours  due  ? 
I  own  no  artcanDrummond's  worth  proclaim; 
£o  va(t  his  merit,  and  fo  loud  his  fame.  '      - 

David  Cuawford  of  DRUMSoy, 


By  the  fame  Hand. 
Here  Damon  liv'd,  a  rhan  by  Heav'n  infpir'd, 
At  home  ador'd,  by  foreigners  admir'd  : 
Vaft  was  his  mufe,  his  thoughts  by  art  refin'd  • 
His  judgment,  like  his  fancy,  unconfin'd  ; 
His  country's  honour,  and  his  friend's  delight ; 
Great  Britain's  wonder,  and  the  age's  light. 
In  ev'ry  thing  we  find  the  bard  excel, 
And  his  five  Janiefe.-,  and  his  poems  tell. 
No  man  e'er  thought,  and  fpoke  his  thoughts  fo 
well. 
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Lieav'n  guard  the  place,  snd  may  his  race  maintain 
rhat  ftock  of  fame  which  he  did  jufliy  gain. 

Ujion  Haivlhornden  s  Mup.     By  the  fame. 

flERE  mighty  Damon  often  fat, 
When  he  in  heav'nly  numbers  writ. 

rhe  place  feems  pointed  out  by  Fate, 
And  for  a  mufe,  like  his,  made  fit. 

His  Cyprefs  Grove,  and  eafy  poems  fliow, 
What  (hades  like  theie  on  fouls  like  his  can  do, 
rhis  washismufe.  This  rais'd  the  godlike  .h'^ught, 
Which  art  and  judgment  to  perfedion  brought. 

April  as.  1703. 


Partbenlus,  on  his  Sonnets, 

While  thou  doft  praife  the  rofes,  lilies,  gold, 
Which  in  a  dangling  trefs  and  face  appear, 
Still  ftands  the  fun  in  Ikies,  thy  fongs  to  hear, 
A  fdence  fweet  each  whifpering  wind  doth  hold  : 
Sleep  in  Pafuhea's  lap  his  eyes  doth  fild, 
The  fword  falls  from  the  god  of  the  fifth  fphere. 
The  herds  to  feed,  the  birds  to  fing  forbear, 
Each  plant  breathes  love,  each  flood  and  fountain 

cold. 
And  hence  it  is,  that  that  once  nymph,  now  tree, 
Who  did  th'  Amphryfian  fhepherds  fighs  difdain, 
And  fcorn'd  his  lays  mov'd  by  a  fweeter  vein. 
Is  become  pitiful,  and  follows  thee. 

Thee  loves,  and  vaunteth  that  {he  hath  the  grace, 
A  garlind  for  thy  locks  to  enterlace. 

Sir  Will.  Alexander. 


Alexis,  on  the  Madrigals. 

The  love  Alexis  did  to  Damon  hear, 
Shall  witnefs'd  be  to  all  the  woods  and  plains 
Asfmgular,  renown'd  by  neighbouring  fwains, 
That  to  our  relics  time  may  trophies  rear. 
Thofe  madrigals  we  fung  amidft  our  flocks, 
With  garlands  guarded  from  Apollo's  beams, 
On  Ochils  whiles,  whiles  near  Bodotrian  ftreams, 
The  echo's  did  refound  them  from  the  recks; 
Of  foreign  fhepherds  bent  to  try  the  flates 
Though  I  (world's  gueft)  a  vagabond  do  ftray. 
Thou  m-ay  that  ftore  which  I  eileem  furvey, 
As  beft  acquainted  with  my  foul's  conceits. 
Whatever  fate  heavens  have  for  rne  delign'd, 
I  trufl  thee  with  the  treafure  of  my  mind. 

Sia.  Will.  Alexander, 


ChlortM, 
Swan,  which  fo  fweetly  fings, 
By  Alka's  banks,  and  pitifully  plains, 
I'hat  old  Meander  never  heard  fuch  flraJns, 
Eternal  fame  thou  to  thy  country  brings  : 
And  now  our  Caledon 
Is  by  thy  fongs  made  a  new  Helicon. 
Her  mountains,  woods,  and  fprings, 
While  mountains,  woods,  fprings  be,  Ihall  found 

thy  praife :  .     .        •  ■ 

And  though  fierce  Boreas  oft  make  pale  her  bays. 
And  kiil  thefe  myrtles  with  enraged  breath, 
Which  fhould  thy  brows  inwreath ; 

Her  floods  have  pearls,  feas  amber  do  fend  forth, 
Hei    heaven  hath  golden   liars  to  crown  thy 
worth. 

Sir  Will,  Alexander. 

Mceris, 

The    fifter  nymphs   which   haunt   the  Thefpiao 

fprings. 
More  lib'rally  their  gifts  ne'er  did  bequeath 
To  them  who  on  their  hills  fucks  facred  breath. 
Than  unto  thee,  by  wh  ch  thou  fweetly  fings, 
Ne'er  did  Apollo  raife  on  Pegafe  wings 
A  mufe  more  near  himfelf,  more  far  from  earth. 
Than  thine  ;  whether  thou  weep  thy  lady's  death. 
Or  fing  thofe  fweet  four  pangs  that  paflion  brings. 
To  write  our  thoughts  in  verfe  doth  merit  praife, 
But  thus  the  verfe  to  gild  in  fidion's  ore, 
Bright,  rich,  delightful,  doth  deferve  much  more. 
As  thou  hall  done  thefe  thy  melodious  lays : 
No  doubt  thy  mufes  fair  morn  doth  bewray 
The  fwift  approach  of  a  more  glift'ring  day. 

Sir  Will,  Alexander. 

Upon  the  Tears  on  the  Death  of  Mceliades. 
In  waves  of  woe  thy  fighs  my  foul  do  t.>fs, 
And  make  run  out  the  flood-gates  of  my  te^rs, 
Whofe  rankling  wound  no  fmoothing  balm  long 

bears, 
But  freely  bleeds  when  ought  upbraids  my  lofs. 
'Tis  thou  fo  fweetly  forrow  makeft  to  fing. 
And  troubled  paffions  doft  fo  well  accord, 
That  more  delight  thy  anguifh  doth  afford, 
Than  other  joys  can  fatisfacflion  bring. 
What  facred  Wits,  (when  ravilh'd)  do  affeflr,   ^ 
To  force  afFedlions,  metamorphofe  minds, 
Whilfl;  numerous  power  the  foul  in  fecret  binds, 
Thc^haft  perform'd,  transforming  in  efTecSl. 
For  never  plaints  did  greater  pity  move. 
The  beft  applaufe  that  can  fuch  notes  approve. 
giR  Will.  Alexander. 
Pv  r  iiij 


POEMS. 


THE   FIRST   PART. 


I.  Sonnet. 

In  my  firft  prime,  when  childifii  humours  fed 

My  wanton  wir,  ere  I  did  know  the  biifs 

Lies  in  a  l(.<ving  eye,  or  amorous  kifs, 

Or  with  what  fighs  a  lover  '\arms  hi-  bed; 

By  the  fweet   rhefpiai.'  fift-rs  error  led, 

I  had  more  mind  to  read,  than  lov'd  to  wri:e, 

And  fo  ro  praife  a  peifcd  red  and  white; 

But  (God  wot}  knew  not  what  was  in  my  head. 

Love  Imil'd  to  fee  nie  rake  fo  great  deliglit, 

To  turn  thofe  antiques  of  the  age  of  gold, 

Arjd  that  I  might  more  myllerJes  behold, 

He  fet  fo  fair  a  volume  to  my  fight, 

That  I  Ephemerides  laid  afide 

Glad  on  this  blufliing  book  my  deatli  to  read. 

II.  Sonnet. 

I  KNOW  that  all  beneath  the  moon  decays, 
And  what  by  mortals  in  this  world  is  brought, 
In  Time's  great  periods  fhall  return  to  nought, 
That  fairefl:  flates  have  fatal  nights  and  days^ 
1  know  that  all  the  mufes  heavenly  lays. 
With  toil  of  fp'rit,  which  are  f>>  dearly  bought, 
As  idle  founds,  of  few,  or  none  are  fought. 
That  there  is  nothing  lighter  than  vain  p.-aife. 
1  know  frail  beauty  like  the  purple  flovifer. 
To  r>  hich  one  morn  oft  birth  and  death  affords, 
That  love  a  jarring  is  of  minds  accords, 
Where  fenfe  and  will  bring  under  Reafon's  poi^^er : 
Know  what  I  lifl,  all  this  cannot  me  move. 
But  that,  alas  !  I  both  muft  write  and  love. 

III.  Sonnet. 

"Ve  who  fo  curioufly  do  paint  your  thoughts, 

Enlight'ning  cv'ry  line  in  fuch  a  guife, 

That  they  feem  rather  to  have  fal'n  from  fkies, 

Than  of  a  human  hand  by  mortal  draughts. 

In  one  part  forrow  fo  torn  rented  lies. 

As  it  his  life  at  ev'ry  figh  would  part : 

Love  here  blindfolded  flands  with  bow  and  dart, 

There  Hope  looks  pale,  Defpair  with  flaming  eyes: 

Of  my  rude  pencil  look  not  for  fuch  art. 

My  wit  I  find  too  little  to  devife 

So  high  conceptions  to  exprefs  my  fmart. 

And  fome  fay  love  is  feign'd  that's  too  too  wife. 


Thefe  troubled  words  and  lines  confus'd  you  find 
Are  like  unto  the  model,  my  fick  mind.  ' 

I V.    Sonnet. 
Ay   me  !  and  I  am  now  the  man  whofe  mufe 
In  happier  times  was  wont  to  laugh  a'  love 
And  thcfe  who  fufF'red  that  blind  boy  abufe 
The  noble  gifts  were  given  them  from  above. 
What  metamorpliofc  ftrange  is  this  I  prove  ? 
Myfelf  now  fcarce  1  find  myfelf  to  be, 
And  tMnk  no  fable  Circe's  tyranny, 
And  all  the  tales  are  told  cf  changed  Jive; 
Virtue  hath  taught  with  her  phiiofophy 
My  mind  into  a  better  ccurfe  to  move ; 
Reafon  may  chide  her  fill,  and  ofr  reprove 
AiTeftion's  power,  but  -.vhar  is  th;  t  to  jne.'        , 
Who  ever  think,  and  never  thirk  on  ought 
But   that    bright   chcruhim  which  thralls  my 
thought. 

V.   Sonnefi 
How  that  vaft  heaven  intitl'd  firft  is  roll'd, 
If  any  glancing  tow'rs  beyond  it  be 
And  people  living  in  eternity. 
Or  efTcnce  pure  that  doth  this  all  uphold  : 
What  motion  have  thofe  fixed  fpa:k  of  gold, 
The  wand'ring  carbuncles  which  Ihincfrom  high. 
By  jp'ritg,  <'r  bodies  crcfs-ways  in  the  fky, 
if  they  be  turn'd,  and  mortal  things  behold. 
How  I'un  pods  heaven  about.how  night'spale  queen 
With  bcrrow'd  beams  looks  on  thishanging  round, 
What  caufe  fair  Iris  hath,  and  monfters  feen 
In  airs  large  fit  Ids  of  light,  and  feas  profound. 
Did  hold  my  wand'ring  thoughts,  when  thy 

fweet  eye 
Bade  me  leave  all,  and  only  think  on  thee. 
VI    Sonnet. 
Fair  is  my  yoke,  though  grievous  be  my  pains. 
Sweet  arc  my  wounds,  although  they  deeply  fmar<, 
My  bit  is  gold,  though  fhortened  be  the  reins, 
My  bondage  brave,  though  I  may  not  depart. 
Although  I  burn,  the  fire  which  doth  impart 
Thofe  llames,  fo  fweet  reviving  force  contains, 
That,  like  Arabia's  bird,  my  wafted  heart 
Made  quick  by  death,  more  lively  ftill  remains. 
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I  joy  though  oft  my  walcitig  eyes  fpend  tears, 
I  neve,   want  rteli;^ht,  evi:n  when  I  groan, 
Beft  ctmpanicd  when  mod:  I  am  aLiie, 
A  heaven  of  h->pes  I  have  'niidft  hells  of  fears : 
Thus  every  way  contentment  ftrange  f  6nd, 
Bur  moft  in  her  rare  beauty,  my  rare  mind. 
VI  [.  Sonnet. 
VAtiNT  not,  fair  heavens,  of  your  two  glorious 
lights,  [(hine. 

Which  though  mo  '  bright,  yet  fee  not  when  they 
And  {hinii!g,  cannot  (how  their  beams  divine 
Both  in  one  place,  but  part  by  days  and  nights  ; 
Earth  vaunt  not  of  thofe  treaf\ires  ycu  enfhrine, 
Held  only  dear,  becaufe  hid  fr^m  our  fights, 
Your  pure  and  burnilh'd  gold,  your  diamonds  fine, 
ijnow-paffing  ivory  ihat  the  eye  delights. 
Nor  feas  of  chole  dear  wares  are  in  you  found. 
Vaunt  not,  rich  pearl,  red  coral,  which  do  ftir 
A  fond  defire  in  fools  to  plunge  vour  ground; 
Thefe  all  more  fair  are  to  be  had  in  her  ; 
Pearl,  ivory,  ccral,  diamond,  funs,  gold, 
Teeth,  neck,  lips,  heart,  eyes,  hair  are  to  behold. 
Vni.   Sonnet. 
When  nature  now  had  v/onJerfully  wrought 
All    '.unftclla's  p.irts,  except  her  eyes, 
To  make  thofe  twins  two  lamps  in  beauty's  fkies, 
She  counfel  of  her  ftarry  fenate  fought. 
Mars  and  Apollo  firft  did  her  advife. 
To  wrap  in  colour  black,  thofe  comets  bright, 
That   t,ove  him  Co  might  foberly  difgulfe, 
And  unperceived  w  ound  at  every- fight. 
Chafte  PhcEbe  fpake  for  purefl;  azure  dies  ; 
Bur  Jove  and  Venus  green  ab.)Ut  the  light. 
To  frame  thought  bell,  as  b.'-inging  moft  delight, 
That  to  pin  d  ht-aris  hope  might  for  ay  arile  : 
Nature  (all  faid)  a  paradife  of  green  [feen. 

There  plac'd,.to  make  all  live  which  have  the.n 
IX.    Sonnet. 
That  learned  Grecian  who  did  fo  excel 
In  knowledge  pafSng  fcnfe,  that  he  is  nam'd 
Of  all  the  afrer-vvorld-;  divine,  doth  teii, 
That  all  the  time  when  firft  our  fouls  are  fram'd, 
Ere  in  thffc  manfion?  blind  they  come  to  dwell, 
They  live  bright  rays  <>f  that  eternal  light. 
And  others  fee, knovi', love, in  heaven's  great  height; 
Not  toil'd  with  ought  to  reafon  doth  rebel. 
It  is  mi  ft  true,  fcr  ftraight  at  the  firft  fight 
My  mind  me  told  that  in  fome  other  place 
It  elfevvhere  faw  th'  idea  of  that  face, 
And  lov'd  a  love  of  heavenly  pure  delight. 
What  wonder  now  I  feel  fo  fair  a  flame, 
Since  I  her  lov'd  ere  on  this  earth  (he  came  ? 
X.    Sonnet, 
Now  while  the  night  her  fable  veil  hath  fpread, 
And  filently  her  refty  coach  doth  roll, 
Rovvfing  with  iier  from  I'ethy's  azure  bed, 
Thofe  ftarry  nymphs  which  dance  about  the  pole, 
While  Cynthia  in  pureft  cyprcfs  clad. 
The  Latmian  (hepherd  in  a  trance  defcries, 
And  looking  pale  from  height  of  all  the  Ikies, 
She  dyes  her  beauties  in  a  bluflimg  red, 
While  fleep  (in  triumph)  clofed  hath  all  eyes, 
And  birds,  and  bcafts  a  lilence  fweet  do  keep. 
And  Proteus  monftrous  people  in  the  deep, 
The  winds  and  -R'aves  (_hufht  up)  to  reft  eiuice, 


I  walte,  I  turn,  1  weep  opprefl  with  pain, 
Perplcx'd  in  the  meanders  of  my  brain. 

XI.  Sonnet. 

Sr.EEP,  filence  child,  fweet  father  of  foft  refl, 
Prince  whofe  approach  peace  to  all  mortals  brlngfj 
Indifferent  hoft  to  fliepherds  and  to  kings. 
Sole  comforter  of  minds  w>iich  are  oppreft, 
Lo  by  thy  charming  rod  all  breathing  things 
Lie  flumb'ring,  with  forgetrulnefs  poffeft. 
And  yet  o'er  me  to  fpread  thy  drowfy  wings 
rhou  f|.ar'ft  (alas)  v.ho  cannot  be  thy  gueft. 
Since  I  am  thine,  O  come,  hut  with  that  face 
To  inward  light  which  thou  art  wont  to  friow, 
With  fained  folace  eafe  a  true-felt  woe  ; 
Or  if,  deaf  god,  thou  do  deny  that  grace. 

Come  as  th^u  v.-ilt,  and  vv'hat  thou  wilt  hequealli, 
I  long  to  kifs  the  image  of  my  death. 

XII.  Sonnet. 

Fair  moon  who  with  thy  cold  and  filver  ftiine. 
Makes  fweet  the  h.Tror  of  the  dreadful  night, 
D-lighting  the  weak  eye  with  fmiles  divine. 
Which  PhcebuS'dazzles  with  his  too  much  light. 
Bright  queen  of  the  firft  heaven,  if  in  thy  flirine 
By  turning  oft,  and  heaven's  eternal  might. 
Thou  haft  not  yet  that  once  f'veet  fire  of  thine 
Endymion,  forgot,  and  lovers  pl'ght : 
If  caufe  like  thine  may  pity  breed  in  thee, 
And  pity  fomewhat  elfe  to  it  obtain. 
Since  thou  haft  power  of  dreams  as  well  as  he 
Who  paints  ftrange  figures  in  the  flumb'ring  brain  : 
Now  while  ftie  fleeps  in  doleful  guife  her  fliovv, 
Thefe  tears,  and  the  black  map  of  all  my  Vfo. 
XHI.    Sonnet. 
Lamp  of    heaven's   cryftal   hall  that  brings  the 

hours, 
Eye-dazzler,  who  makes  the  ugly  night 
At  thy  approach  ily  to  her  flumb'ry  bow'rs. 
And  fills  the  world  with  wonder  and  delight. 
Life  of  all  lives,  death-  giver  by  thy  flight 
To  the  fouth  pole  from  thefe  fi.x.fignsof  ours, 
Goldl'mith  of  all  the  ftars,  with  filver  bright 
Who  moon  enamels,  Apelles  of  the  flow'rf. 
.^h  from  thefe  wat'ry  plains  thy  golden  head 
Raife  up,  and  bring  the  fo  long  ling'ring  morn, 
A  grave,  nay  hell,  1  find  become  this  bed, 
This  bed  fo  grievoufly  where  I  am  tori!  : 

But  wo  is  me  though  thou  now  brougiit  the  day, 
Day  ftiall  but  fcrve  more  forrows  to  diiplay. 
XIV.  So„s. 
It  was  the  time  when  to  our  northern  pole 
The  brighteft  lamp  of  heaven  begins  to  roll. 
When  earth  more  wanton  in  new  robes  appeareth, . 
And  I'corniiig  ikies  her  flow'rs  in  rainbows  bear- 

eth, 
On  which  the  air  moift  diamonds  doth  bequeath, 
Which  quake  to  feel  the  kifliug  zephyrs  breath  : 
When  birds   from   fliady  groves  their  love  forth 
warble,  [marble. 

And  fea- like  heaven,  heaven  look=  like  fmoothaik 
When  I  in  fimple  courfe  free  from  all  cares, 
Far  from  the  muddy  world's  enflaving  fnares. 
By  Ora's  flow'ry  banks  alone  did  v^aiider ; 
Ora  that  fpnrts  her  like  to  old  Meander, 
A  flood  more  worthy  fame  and  lafting  praife 
I'han  that  which  Phaeton's  fall  fo  high  did  raife  : 
6 
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THE    WOUKS    OF    DRUMMOND/ 


By  whofe  pure  moving  glafs  the  milk-white  liJies 
Do  drefs  their  treflcs  and  the  daffadilhes. 
Where  Ora  with  a  wood  is  crovvn'd  about 
And  (feems)  forgets  the  way  how  to  come  out, 
A  place  there  is,  where  a  delicious  fountain 
Springs  from  the  fwelling  breaft  of  a  proud  moun- 
tain, 
"Whofe  faUing  fireams  the  quiet  caverns  wound, 
And  make  the  echoes  fhrili  refound  that  found. 
The  laiirtl  there  the  fhiniiig  channel  graces, 
The  palm  her  love  with  long  llretch'd  arms  em- 
braces, 
The  poplar  fpreads  her  branches  to  the  fky, 
And  hides  from  fight  that  azure  canopy,    [nourifh, 
The  flreams,  the  trees,  the  trtes  their  leaves  ftill 
That  place  grave  winter  finds  not  without  flourifti. 
if  living  eyes  Elyfian  fields  could  fee 
This  little  A.rden  might  Elyfium  be. 
Oft  did  E>iana  there  herfelf  repofe. 
And  Mars  the  Arcidalian  queen  enclofe.    [flow'rs, 
The  nymphs  oft  here    their   bafkets  bring  with 
And  Anadems  weave  for  their  paramours. 
The  Satyrs  in  thofe  ihades  are  heard  to  languifh, 
And  make  the  ftiepherds  partners  of  their  anguiih. 
The  ftiepherds  who  in  barks  of  tender  trees 
Do  grave  their  loves,  difdains  and  jealoufies : 
"Which  Phillis,  when  there  by  her  flocks  flie  feedeth, 
"With  pity  now,  anon  with  laughter  readeth. 

Near  to  this  place,  when  fun  in  midft  of  day 
In  higheft  top  of  heaven  his  coach  did  ftay, 
And  (asadvifing)  on  his  career  glanced 
As  all  along,  that  morn  he  had  advanced 
His  panting  Heeds  along  thofe  fields  of  light, 
Moft  princely  looking  from  that  glorious  height  : 
When  moft  the  graftioppers  are  heard  in  meadows, 
And  loftiefl  pines  or  fmall,  or  have  no  fhadows ; 
It  was  my  hap,  O  woful  hap  1  to  bide 
Where  thickeil.  fnades  me  from  all  rays  did  hide, 
In  a  fair  arbor,  'twas  fome  Sylvan's  chamber, 
Whofe  ceiling  fpread  was  with  the  locks  of  amber 
Of  new  bloom'd  fycaraores,  floor  wrought  with 

flow'rs. 
More  fwect  and  rich  than  thofe  in  princes  bow'rs. 
Here  Adon  blufli'd,  and  Clitia  all  amazed 
Look'd  pale,  with  him  who  in  the  fountain  gazed. 
The  aniaranthus  fmil'd,  and  that  fweet  boy 
Which  fonietimes  was  the  god  of  Delos  joy  : 
The  brave  carnatiun,  fpeckled  pink  here  ibined, 
The  violet  her  fainting  head  declined 
Beneath  a  fleepy  chefouw,  all  of  gold 
The  marigold  her  leaves  did  here  unfold.         [der. 

Now  while  that  ravifli'd  with  delight  and  won- 
Half  in  a  trance  I  lay  thofe  arches  under. 
The  feafon,  filence,  place  began  t' entice. 
Eyes  drowly  lids  to  bring  night  on  their  fkies. 
Which  foltly  having  floll'n  themfelvcs  together 
(Like  evening  clouds)  me  piac'd  1  wot  not  whether. 
As  cowards  leave  the  fort  v/hich  they  fliould  keep, 
My  fenfes  one  by  one  gave  place  to  fleep, 
Who  followed  with  a  troop  of  golden  flumbers 
Thruft  from  my  quiet  brain  ai  jbafe  encumbers, 
And  thrice  me  touching  with  his  rod  of  gold, 
A  heaven  of  vifions  in  my  temples  roll'd. 
To  countervail  thofe  pleafures  were  l)ertft  me, 
Thus  in  his  Ulent  pril'on  clos'd  he  left  me. 


Methought  through  all  the  nciglibour  woods  3 
noife 
Of  quirifters,  more  fweet  than  lute  or  voice, 
(For  thofe  harmonious  founds  to  Jove  are  given 
By  the  foft  touches  of  the  nine-ftring'd  heaven, 
-Such  airs,  and  nothing  elfe)  did  wound  mine  car, 
No  foul  but  would  become  all  ear  to  hear  : 
And  whilft  I  lift'ning  lay,  O  lovely  wonder  ! 
I  law  a  plealant  myrtle  cleave  afunder  ; 
A  myrtle  great  with  birth,  from  whofe  rent  womb 
Three  naked  nym^.hs  more  white  than  fnow  forth 

come, 
For  nymjihs  they  fecm'd,  about  their  heavenly  faces, 
In  waves  of  gold  fl.  ated  their  curling  trefles. 
About  their  arms, their  arms  more  white  than  milk, 
riiey  blufning  armlets  wore  of  crimf-  n  Clk. 
The  goddefl"es  were  fuch  that  by  Scamander, 
Appeared  to  the  Phrygian  Alexander  ; 
Aglaia  and  her  fillers  fuch  perchance 
Are,  when  about  fome  facred  fpripg  they  dance» 
But  fcarce  the  grove  their  naked  beauties  graced, 
And  on  the  verdure  had  each  other  traced, 
When  to  the  flood  they  ran,  the  flood  in  robee 
Of  curling  cryflal  their  breafts  ivory  globes 
Did  all  about  encircle,  yet  took  pleafure 
To  fhow  white  Inows  throughout  her  liquid  azure. 
Look   how    Prometheus  man  when   heavenly 
fire 
Firfl  gave  him  breath,  days  branddn  did  admire, 
And  wond'red  at  this  world's  amphitheatre: 
So  gaz'd  1  on  thofe  new  guefts  of  the  water. 
All  three  were  fair,  yet  or.e  escell'd  as  far 
The  reft  as  Phoebus  doth  the  Cyprian  ftar, 
Or  diamonds,  fmall  gems,  or  gems  do  other, 
Or  pearls  that  fhining  ftiell  is  call'd  their  mother. 
Her  hair  more  bright  than   are   the  morning's 
beams 
Hung  in  a  golden  fliower  above  the  dreams. 
And  dangling  fought  her  forehead  for  to  cover, 
Which  feen  did  flraight  a  flcy  of  milk  difcnver. 
With  two  fair  brows,  love's  bows,  which  never 

bend 
But  that  a  golden  arrow  forth  they  fend. 
Beneath  the  which  two  burning  planets  glancing 
Fiafti'd  flames  of  love,  for  love  there  ftill  is  dancing. 
Her  either  cheek  rel'einbled  blufhing  morn. 
Or  rofcs  gules  in  field  of  lilies  born  : 
' Tvvixt  which  an  ivory  wall  fo  fair  is  raifed. 
That  it  is  but  abafed  when  it's  praifed. 
Her  lips  like  rows  of  coral  foft  did  fwell, 
And  th'  one  like  th'  other  only  doth  excel  : 
The  Tyrian  fifh  looks  pale,  pale  look  the  rofes, 
The  rubies  pale,  when  mouth's  fweet  cherry  clofes. 
Her  chin  like  filver  Fhcebe  did  appew 
Dark  in  the  midft,  to  make  the  reft  more  clear  : 
Her  neck  feem'd  fram'd  by  curious  Phidia's  mafter. 
Mo  it  fmooch,  moft  white,  a  piece  of  aboaitcr. 
Two  foaming  billows  flow'd  upon  her  breaft. 
Which  did  their  tops  vvith  coral  red  increft: 
There  all  about  as  brooks  them  fport  at  leifLre, 
With  circling  branches  veins  did  fwell  in  azure ; 
Within  thofe  crooks  are  only  found  thofe  ifles 
W^hich  fortunate  the  dreaming  old  world  ftyles»     ' 
I'he  reft  the  ftreams  did  hide,  but  as  a  lily 
Sunk  in  a  cryftal'sfair  tcanfparent  belly. 
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1  who  yet  human  wealcnefs  did  not  know, 
(For  yet  I  had  not  felt  that  archer's  bow, 
Nor  could  1  think  that  from  the  coldefl  water 
The  winged younglin}^  burning  flamescouldfcatter) 
On  every  part  my  vagabounding  fight 
Did  call,  and  drown  mine  eyes  in  fweet  delight. 
O  wond'rous  thing,  fald  I,  that  beauty's  named  ! 
N"w  I  perceive  I  heretofore  have  dreamed, 
And  never  found  in  all  my  flying  days 
Joy  unto  this,  which  only  merits  praife. 
My  pleafures  have  been  pains,  my  comforts  croffes, 
My  treafure  poverty,  my  gains  but  loffes. 

0  precioas  fight     which  none  doth  elfe  defcry 
Except  the  burning  fun,  and  quivering  I. 

And  yet,  O  dqar-bought  fight !  O  would  for  ever 

1  might  enjoy  you,  or  had  joy'd  you  never  : 
O  happy  flood  I  if  fo  ye  might  abide. 

Yet  ever  glory  of  this  moment's  pride. 

Adjure  your  rillets  all  for  to  behold  her. 

And  in  their  cryftal  arms  to  come  and  fold  her ; 

And  fince  ye  may  not  long  this  blifs  embrace, 

Draw  thoufand  portraits  of  her  on  your  face. 

Portraits  which  in  my  heart  are  more  apparent. 

If  like  to  yours  my  breafl:  were  but  tranfparent. 

O  that  1  were  while  flie  doth  in  you  play, 

A  dolphin  to  tranfport  her  to  the  fea  ! 

To  none  of  all  thofe  gods  I  would  her  render. 

From  Thule  to  Inde    though  I  fiiould  with  her 

wander. 
Oh  !  what  is  this  ?  the  more  I  fix  mine  eye. 
Mine  eye  the  more  new  wonders  doth  efpy. 
The  more  1  fpy,  the  more  in  uncouth  fafiiion 
My  foul  is  ravifh'd  in  a  pleafant  paflion. 

But  look  not  eyes,  (as  more  I  would  have  faid) 
A  found  of  rattling  wheels  me  all  difmay'd, 
And  with   the  found   forth  from  the  trembling 

bufhe^ 
With  ftorm-like  courfe  a  fumptuaus  chariot  rufhes, 
A  chariot  all  of  gold,  the  wheels  were  gold. 
The  nails  and  axel  gold  on  which  it  roll'd  : 
The  upmofl;  part  a  fcarlet  veil  did  cover, 
More  rich  than  Danae's  lap  fprcad  with  her  lover. 
In  midft  of  it  in  a  triumphing  chair, 
A  lady  fat,  miraculoufly  fair, 
"Whofe  pcnfive  countenance,  and  looks  o£ honour, 
Do  more  allure  the  mind  that  thinkcth  on  her. 
Than  the  moil  wanton  face  and  amorous  eyes. 
That  Amathus  or  flow'ry  Paphosfces ; 
A  crew  of  virgins  made  a  ring  about  her. 
The  diamond'  fhe,   they  feem  the    gold  without 

her. 
Such  Thetis  is  when  to  the  billows  roar 
With  mermaids  nice  flie  danceth  on  the  fliore: 
So  in  a  fable  night  the  fun's  bright  fiftcr 
Among  the  Isffer  twinkling  lights  doth  glider  :^ 
Fair  yokes  of  ermelines,  whoft  colour  pafs 
The  whitell  fnows  on  aged  Grampius'  face, 
More  fwift  than  Venus'  birds  this  chariot  guided 
To  the  aftonilh'd  bank>,  whereas  it  bided  . 
But  long  it  did  not  bide,  when  poor  thofc  flreams, 
Ay  mc,  it  made,  tranfporting  thofe  rich  gems, 
And  by  that  burfhen  lighter,  fvviftly  drived 
Til!,  as  me  thought,  it  at  a  tow'r  arrived. 

Upon  a  rock  of  cryftal  Ihining  clear 
W^ith  diamonds  wrought,  this  caftle  did  appear, 


Whofe  rifing  fpircsi  of  gold  fo  high  them  reared. 

That  Atla-like  it  feera'd  the  heaven  they  beared, 

Amidfl  which  heights,  on  arches  did  arife 

(Arches  which  gilt  flames  brandifh  to  the  fkles) 

Of  fparkling  topazes,  proud,  gorgeous,  ample, 

(Like  to  a  tittle  heaven)  a  facred  temple. 

The  walls  no  windows  have,  nay  all  the  wall 

Is  but  one  window,  night  there  d'^th  not  fall, 

More  when  the  fun  to  weftern  worlds  dedineth. 

Than  in  our  zenith  when  at  noon  he  fhlneth. 

Two  flaming  hills  the  pafTage  ftrait  defend 

Which  to  this  radiant  building  doth  afcend. 

Upon  whofe  arching  tops  on  a  pilafler, 

A  port  ftands  open,  rais'd  in  love's  difafler. 

For  none  that  narrow  bridge  and  gate  can  pafs,  , 

Who  have  their  faces  fecn  in  Venus'  glafs. 

If  thofe  within,  but  to  come  forth  do  venture. 

That  ftately  place  again  they  never  enter. 

The  precincSls  ftrength'ned  with  a  ditch  of  fears, 

In  v^hich  doth  fwell  a  lake  of  inky  tears 

Of  madding  lovers,  who  abide  their  moaning. 

And  thicken  even  the  air  with  piteous  groaning. 

This  hold  to  brave  the  Ikies  the  deftines  fram'd. 

And  then  the  fort  of  chaflity  is  nam'd. 

The  queen  of  the  third  heaven  once  to  appal  it. 

The  god  of  Thrace  here  brought  who  could  not 

thrall  it ; 
For  which  he  vow'd  ne'er  arms  more  to  put  on. 
And  on  Riphean  hills  was  heard  to  groan. 
Here  Pfyche's  lover  hurls  his  darts  at  randon,  [don. 
Which  all  for  nought  him  ferve,  as  doth  his  Bran- 

What  grievo:is  agony  did  invade  my  mind? 
When  in  that  place  my  hope  I  faw  confin'd, 
Where  with  high  tow'ring  thoughts  I  only  reach'd 
her,  [proach'd  her. 

Which  did  burn  up  their  wings  when  they  ap- 
Methought  I  fet  me  by  a  cyprefs  (hade ; 
And  night  and  day  the  hyacinth  there  read : 
And  that  bewailing  nightingales  did  borrow 
Plaints  of  my  plaint,  and  forrows  of  my  forrow. 
My  food  was  wormwood,  mine  own  tears  my  drink. 
My  reft,  on  death  and  fad  mifhaps  to  think. 
And  for  fuch  thoughts  to  have  my  heart  enlarged. 
And  cafe  mine  eyes  with  briny  tribute  charged. 
Over  a  brook  I  laid  my  pining  face ; 
But  then  the  brock,  as  griev'd  at  iny  difgrace, 
A  face  me  fhow'd  fo  pin'd,  fad,  over-clouded. 
That  at  the  fight  afraid  mine  eyes  them  Crowded, 
This  is  the  guerdon,  love,  this  is  the  gaiw, 
In  end  which  to  thy  fervants  doth  remain,       [me, 
More  would  I  fay,  when  fear  made  fleep  to  leave 
And  of  thdfe  fatal  fliadows  did  bereave  me. 
But  ah,  alas  '   inftead  to  dreaai  of  love. 
And  woes,  I  now  t'nem  in  eiFetSl  did  prove: 
For  what  into  my  troubled  brain  was  painted, 
Awak'd  I  found  that  time  and  place  prefented. 

XV.    Sonnet. 
Ah  burning  thoughts !  now  let  me  take  fome  reft, 
And  your  tumultuous  broils  a  while  appeafe  ; 
Is't  not  enough,  ftars,  fortune,  love  moleft 
Me  all  at  ot:ce,  but  ye  muft  too  difpleafe  ? 
Let  hope,  though  falfe,  yet  lodge  within  my  breaftj 
My  i'igh  attempt,  though  dangerous,  yet  praife; 
What  though   I  trace  not  right  heaven's  fteppy 
wayj, 
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It  doth  fufEce  my  fall  fliall  make  me  hleft, 
I  do  not  doat  on  days,  I  felr  nit  death, 
So  that  my  life  he  good,  I  wifti'd  not  long^ ; 
Let  me  renown'd  live  from  the  vulgar  throng. 
And  whf  n  heaven  lifts,  recal  this  borrowed  breath, 
Men  but  like  vifiops  are,  time  all  doth  claim, 
He  lives  who  dies  to  v^in  a  lafting  name. 
XVI.  Sonnet. 
^OR  Arne,  nor  Mincius   nor  ftately  Tiber, 
Sebethus,  nor  the  flood  into  whofe  ('reams 
He  fell,  whi)  burnt  the  world  with  borrowed  beams, 
Goldrf'lling  Tagus,  Munda,  famous  Iber, 
Sorgue,  Rofne,  Loire,   Garron,  not  proud  banked 

Seine, 
Peneus,  Phafs,  Xanthus,  humble  Ladon, 
Nor  flie  whofc  nymphs  excel  her  loved  Adohj 
Fair  Tamefis  nor  Ift^-r  large,  nor  Rhine, 
Euphrates,  Tigris,  Indus,  Hernnis,  Gange, 
Paarly  Hydafpes,  ferpent-like  Meander, 
The  flood  which  robbed  Hero  of  Leander, 
Nile  that  far  far  his  hidden  head  doth  range, 
Have  ever  had  fo  rare  a  caufe  of  praife. 
As  ©ra  where  this  northern  phoenix  flays. 
XVn.   SonnH. 
To  hear  my  plaints  fair  river  Chriftaline 
Thou  in  a  filent  flamber  feems  to  (lay, 
Delicious  flowers,  lily  and  columbine, 
Ye  bow  your  heads  when  I  my  woes  difplay. 
Forefts  in  you  the  myrtle,  palm  and  bay. 
Have  had  compafTion  lift'ning  to  my  groans. 
The  winds  with  fighs  have  folemniz'd  my  moans 
'Mong  leaves  which  whifpered  what  they  could 

not  fay, 
The  caves,  the  rocks,  the  hills,  the  Sylvan's  thrones, 
(As  if  even  pity  did  in  them  appear) 
Have  at  my  forrow  rent  their  ruthlefs  flones, 
E.ich  thing  I  find  hath  fenfe  except  my  dear. 
"Who  doth  not  think  I  love,  or  will  not  know 
My  gritif)  perchance  delighting  in  my  v.o. 
XVIII.  Son^ict. 
Sweet  brook,  in  whofe  clear  cryfail  I  my  eyes 
Have  oft  feen  great  in  labour  of  their  tears, 
Enamell'd  bank  whofe  fhining  gravel  bears 
The  fad  charafters  of  my  miferies,  [fpheres 

High  woods,   whofe   mounting  tops  menace  the 
Wild  citizens,  amphions  of  the  trees, 
You  gloomy  groves  at  hottefl  noons  which  freeze, 
Elyfuii  fhades  which  P  :abus  never  clears; 
Vafi  folitary  moimtains,  pleafant  plains, 
Embroidtied  meads  ihat  ocean-waya  you  reach  j 
Hills,  dales,  fprings,  all  whom  my  lad  cry  con- 

llrains. 
To  take  part  of  my  plaint?,  and  learn  woe's  fpeech, 
Will  that  remorfelefs  fair  e'er  pity  fliow  ? 
Of  grace  now  anfwer  if  ye  ought  know  :   No. 
XIX.    Sonnet. 
With  flaming  horns  the  bull  now  brings  the  year, 
Melt  do  the  mountains  rolling  floods  of  fnow, 
1  he  filver  rivers  in  fmooth  channels  flow. 
The  late  bare  woods  green  anadems  do  wear, 
The  nightingale  foi  getting  winter's  wo, 
Calls  up  the  lazy  morn  her  notes  to  heai;, 
Spread  are  tholc  fluvv'rs  which  names  of  princes 

bear, 
Sotne  red,  fomc  azure,  vvtitc,  and  goldsn  grow. 


Here  lows  a  heifer,  there  bea -Tfrailing  ftrays 
A  harmlefs  lamb,  not  far  a  flag  reb  unds ; 
The  fliepherds  fing  to  grazing  flocks  fvveet  lays  ; 
And  all  about  the  echoing  air  rcfounds. 

Hills,  dales,  woods,   floods,    and    every    thing 
doth  change, 

But  flie  in  rigour,  I  in  love  am  flrange. 
XX.    Sennet. 
That  1  fo  flenderly  ftt  forth  my  mind  ; 
Writing  1  wot  not  what  in  ragged  rhymes, 
O'ercharg'd  with  brafs  in  thefe  fo  golden  times 
When  others  tower  fo  high,  am  left  behind  : 
I  crave  not  Phffibus  leave  his  facred  cell 
To  hind  my  brows  with  frefli  Aonian  bays : 
But  leav't  to  thofe  who  tuning  fweeteft  lays 
By  Tempe  fit,  or  Aganippe's  well ; 
Nor  yet  to  Venus  tree  do  I  afiire, 
Since  fhe  for  whom  I  might  affecfl  that  praife, 
My  beft;  attemps  with  cruel  words  gainfays, 
And  I  feek  not  that  others  me  a(3mire. 

Of  weeping  myrrh  the  crown  is  which  I  crave. 

With  a  fad  cyprcfs  to  adorn  my  grave. 
XXI.   Madrigal. 
When  as  flie  fmiles,  I  find 
More  light  before  mine  eyes. 
Than  when  the  fun  from  Inde 
Brings  to  our  world  a  fiow'ry  paradife  t 
But  when  fhe  gently  weeps, 
And  pours  forth  pearly  fhowers. 
On  cheeks  fair  blufliing  flowers, 
A  fweec  melancholy  my  fenfes  keeps. 
Both  feed  fo  my  difeafe. 
So  much  both  do  me  pleafe, 

That  oft  I  doubt,  v/hich  more  my  heart  dcth  burr;, 
Love  to  behold  her  fmile,  or  pity  mourn. 

XXII.  Son>iet. 
My  tears  may  well  Numidian  lions  tame, 
And  pity  breed  into  the  hardeft  heart 
That  ever  Pyrrha  did  to  maid  impart. 
When  fhe  them  firft  of  blufoing  rocks  did  frame. 
Ah,  eyes!   v;hich  only  ferve  to  wciil  my  (mart, 
How  long  will  you  my  inward  woes  proclaim, 
May't  not  fuffice  you  bear  a  weeping  part 
All  night,  at  day  but  you  mufl  do  the  fame  ? 
Ccafe  iJle  fighs  to  fpend  your  (Icrms  in  vain, 
And  thefe  fweet  fiicnt  thickets  to  molcfl. 
Contain  you  in  the  prifon  of  my  brea.'>, 
You  do  not  eafe  but  aggravate  my  pain ; 

Or  if  burft  forth  you  mufl,  that  tempell  m.cve 

In  fight  of  her  whom  I  fo  deaily  love. 
XXI I i.  Sonnet. 
You  reftlefs  feas,  appeafe  your  roaring  waves. 
And  you  who  raife  huge  mountains  in  that  plain, 
Air's  trumpeters,  your  hideous  founds  contain, 
And  liften  to  the  plaints  my  grief  doth  caufe. 
Eternal  lights!   though  adamantine  laws 
Of  deftinies  to  move  ftill  you  ordain. 
Turn  hither  all  your  eyes,  your  axels  paufe, 
And  wonder  at  the  torments  I  fuflain. 
Sad  earth,  if  thou  made  dull  by  my  difgrace, 
Be  not  as  fenfelefs,  afic  thefe  powers  above. 
Why  they  fo  croft  a  wretch  brought  on  thy  face, 
Fram'd  for  mifliap,  th'  Anachorit  of  love. 

And  bid  them  (that  no  more  ..Etna's  may  bufn} 

To  Krimantb,  or  Rhodope  mc  turn. 
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XXIV.   Scnn.'t. 
If  croR-  with  all  miihaps  be  my  poor  life, 
If  one  (hort  day  I  never  fpent  in  mirth, 
If  my  fp'rit  with  itfelf  holds  laftirg  ftrife. 
If  forrow's  death  is  but  ntw  forrow's  birth; 
If  this  vain  world  be  but  a  mournful  ilage, 
Where  llave-born  man  playb  to  the  laughing  (lars, 
If  youth  be  tofs'd  with  love,  with  weakneiis  age. 
If  knowledge  fcrves  to  hold  our  thoughts  in  wars, 
If  time  can  clofe  the  hundred  mouths  of  Fame, 
And  make  what's  long  fince  paft,  like  that's tp be; 
If  virtue  only  be  an  idle  name, 
If  being  born  I  was  but  born  to  die; 

Why  ft  ek  I  to  prolong  thefe  lothfome  days  ? 

The  fairefl  rofe  in  Ihorteft  time  decays. 
XXV.    Sonnet. 
All  other  beauties  howfo'er  they  (bine 
In  hairs  more  bright  than  is  the  golden  ore, 
Or  cheeks  more  f.iir  than  faireft  eglantine. 
Or  hands  like  her'sthat  cnmes  the  fun  before; 
Match'd  with  that  heavenly  hue  and  Ihape  divine, 
With  thofe  dear  ftars  which  my  weak  tho>aghts 

adore, 
I.ook  but  as  Ihadow?,  or  if  they  be  more, 
It  is  in  this,  that  they  are  like  to  thine. 
Who  fees  thofe  eyes,  their  force  that  doth  not  prove  ? 
Who  gazeth  on  the  dimple  of  that  chin, 
And  finds  not  Venus'  fon  cntrench'd  therein, 
Or  hath  not  fenfe,  or  knows  not  what  is  love  i 

To  fee  thee  had  NarcifTus  had  the  grace. 

He  would  have  died  -with  wond'ring  on  thy 
face. 

XXVI.   Sextain. 
TiiE  heaven  doth  not  contain  fo  many  ftars, 
Norlevell'd  lie  fo  many  leaves  in  woods. 
When  autumn  and  cold  Boreas  found  their  wars; 
So  many  waves  have  not  the  ocean  floods. 
As  my  torn  mind  hath  torments  all  the  night. 
And  heart  fpends  fighs,  when  Phoebus  brings  the 
light. 

Why  was  I  made  a  partner  of  the  light, 

Who  crofl  in  birth,  by  bad  afpedt  of  flars, 

Have  never  fince  had  happy  day  nor  night  ? 

Why  was  not  I  a  liver  in  the  woods, 

Or  citizen  of  Thetis  cryftal  floods. 

But  fram'd  a  man  for  love  and  fortune's  wars  ? 

I  look  each  day  when  death  fhould  end  the  wars, 

Uncivil  wars  'tv/ixt  fenfe  and  reafon's  light : 

My  pains  I  count  to  mountains,  meads  and  floods. 

And  of  my  forrow  partners  make  the  liars, 

All  dcfolate  1  haunt  the  fearful  woods. 

When  I  fhould  give  myfelf  to  reft  at  night. 

With  watchful  eyes  I  ne'er  behold  the  night 
J/Iother  of  peace,  but  ah  1   to  me  of  wars, 
AndCyivthia  queen-like  fhining  through  the  woods. 
But    flraight  thofe  lamps  come  in   my  thought, 

whofe  light 
My  judgment  dazzl'd,  paffing  brighteft  ftars, 
And  then  my  eyes  in-ifle  themfelves  with  floods. 

Turn  to  their  fprings  again  firft  fiiall  the  floods, 
Clear  ftijll  the  lun  the  fa'}  and  gloomy  night, 


To  dat\ce  about  the  pcle  ceafe  (hall  the  ftars, 
The  elements  renew  their  ancient  wars 
Shall  firft,  and  be  dcpriv'd  of  place  and  light. 
E'er  1  find  reft  in  city,  fields,  or  woods. 

End  thefe  my  days  you  inmates  of  the  woods. 
Take  ihi-.  my  life  ye  deep  and  raging  floods, 
Sun  never  rife  to  clear  me  with  thy  light. 
Horror  and  darknefs  kee;;  a  lafting  night, 
Confiime  me,  care,  with  thy  inteftine  wars. 
And  ftay  your  influence  over  me  bright  ftars. 

In  vain  the  ftars  the  inhabitants  o'  th'  woods. 
Care,  horror,  wars  I  call,  and  rajn'ng  floods, 
For  all  have  fworn  no  night  ftial!  dim  my  light. 

XXVI  (.   Soipef. 
O  SACRED  bludi,  cnpurpling  cheeks,  pure  Ikies 
Wiih  crimfon  wings  which  fpread   thee   like  thfl 

morn, 
O  bafliful  look,  fent  from  thofe  fliining  eyes. 
Which  though  Aid  down  on  earth  doth  heaven 

adorn. 
O  tongue  in  which  moft  lufcious  netSlar  lies, 
That  can  at  once  both  blefs  and  make  forlorn. 
Dear  coral  lip,  which  beauty  beautifies, 
That  trembling  ftiod  before  her  words  were  born. 
And  you  her  words,  words,  no,  but  golden  chaiti^ 
Which  did  enflave  my  ears,  enfnare  my  foul, 
Wife  image  of  her  mind,  mind  that  contain* 
A  power  all  power  of  Icnfes  to  controql : 
So  fweetly  you  from  love  dilTuade  do  me. 
That  I  love  more,  if  more  my  love  can  be. 
XXVllI  So;,!,ct. 
Sound  hoarfe,  fad  lute,  true  wirnefs  of  my  wo. 
And  ftrive  no  more  to  eale  felf-chofen  oain, 
With  foul-enchanting  founds  ycur  accents  ftraip. 
Unto  thefe  tears  incefTantly  whicli  flow,  -  • 

Sad  treble  vreep,  and  you  dull  balTes  fhow 
Your  mafters  iorrow  in  a  doleful  ftrain ; 
Let  never  joyful  hand  upon  you  go. 
Nor  confort  keep,  but  when  you  do  cgmplain. 
Fly  Phoebus  rays,  abhor  the  irkfome  light, 
Wood's  folitary  fhades  f  )rthce  are\)eft. 
Or  the  black  h.rrors  of  the  blackeft  night, 
When  all  the  world  fave  thou  and  I  do  reft : 

Then  found,  fad  lute,  and  bear  a  mourning  part, 
Thou  hell  canft  move,  though  not  a  woman's 

heart. 

XXIX.  Sonnet. 
In  vain  I  haunt  the  cold  and  filver  fprings. 
To  quench  the  fever  burning  in  my  veins, 
la    vain    (love's    pilgiim)   mountains,   dales  an^ 

plains 
I  over-run,  vain  help  long  abfence  brings, 
Fn  vain  my  friends  your  connfel  me  conftrains 
To  fly,  and  place  my  thoughts  on  other  thir:gs; 
Ah!   like  the  bird  that  fired  hath  her  wings. 
The  more  I  move,  the  greater  are  my  pains, 
Defire  (alas)  defire  a  Zeuxis  new, 
Erom  th'  orient  borrowing  gold,  from  weftern 

flcies, 
Heavenly  Cinabre,  fets  before  my  eye?:, 
In  every  place,  her  hair,  fweet  look,  and  hue : 
That  fly,  run,  reft,  I,  all  doth  prove  but  vain. 
My  life  lies  in  thofe  eyes  which  have  me  ilaia. 
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XXX.   Somict. 
Slide  foft  fair  Forth,  and  make  a  cryftal  plain, 
Cjar  yoi.r  white  locks,  and  on  your  foamy  face 
L.et~not  a  wrinkle  be,  when  you  embrace 
The  b' at  that  earth's  perfecflion';  doth  contain. 
Winds  wonder,  and  through  wond'ring  hold  your 

peace : 
Or  if  that  yc  your  hearts  cannot  reftrain 
prom  fending  fighs,  feeling  a  lover's  cafe, 
Sigh,  and  in  her  fair  hair  yourfelves  enchain. 
Or  take  thefe  fighs  which  abfence  makes  arife 
From  my  oppielTtid  breafl,  and  the  fails  fill, 
Or  fome  fweet  breath  new  brought  from  Paradife  : 
The  floods  do  fmile,  love  o'er  the  winds  prevails; 
And  yet  huge  waves  arife  ;  the  caufe  is  this, 
The  ocean  ftrives  with  Forth  the  boat  to  kifs. 
XXXI.   Sonnet. 
Tru^t  not,  fweet  loul,  thofe  curled  waves  of  gold 
With  gentle  tides  that  on  your  temples  flow, 
N<ii  temples  fpread  with  flakes  of  virgin  fuow, 
>Ior  fnow  of  cheeks  with  Tyrian  grain  enroll'd. 
Truft  not  thofe  fhining  lights  which  wrought  my 

wo, 
When  firit  J  did  their  azure  rays  behold, 
]Slcr  voice,  whofe  founds  mere  flrange  efFeiSs  do 

fhow. 
Than  of  the  Thracian  harper  have  been  told  : 
1.00k  to  this  cyirg  lily,  fading  rnfe, 
Dark  hyacinth,  ol  late  whofe  "bhifcing  beams 
Made  all   the   neighbouring  herbs  and  grafs  re- 
joice. 
And  think  how  little  is  't%Yixt  life's  extremes; 
The  cruel  tyrant  that  did  kill  thofe  flowers, 
Shall  once,  ay  me,  not  fpare  that  fpring  of  yours 
XXXII.   Sonnet, 
la  mind's  pure  glals  when  I  myfelf  behold, 
Ai;d  lively  fee  how  my  beft  days  are  Ipent. 
What  clouds  of  care  above  my  head  are  roU'd, 
What  coming  ill,  which  I  cannot  prevent: 
My  courfe  begun  I  wearied  do  repent, 
And  would  embrace  v/hat  reafon  oft  hath  told. 
But  fcarce  thus  think  I,  when  love  hath  control'd 
All  the  beft  rtafons  reafon  could  Invent. 
Though  fure  I  know  my  labour's  end  is  grief, 
The  more  I  ftrive  tV.at  1  the  more  Ihall  pine. 
That  only  death  fiiall  be  my  laft  relief: 
Yet  when  I  tiiink  upon  that  face  divine, 

i.ike  one  with  arrow  fliot,  in  laughter's  place, 
Maugre  my  heart,  I  joy  in  my  difgrace. 
XXX 1!  I.   ?onMt. 
Dear  quiriftcr,  who  from  thofe  fhadows  fends 
l.'er  that  the  blufliing  morn  dare  fliow  her  light, 
Such  fad  lamenting  iirains,  that  night  attends, 
(Become  all  tar)  liars  {lay  to  hear  thy  plight. 
If  one  wliofegriet  even  reach  of  thouglit  tranfccnds, 
Who  ne'er  (not  in  a  dream)  did  taflc  delight. 
May  thee  importune  who  like  cafe  pretends, 
And  feems  to  joy  in  wo,  in  woe's  defpight. 
Tell  me  (lb  may  thou  fortune  milder  try. 
And  long  long  fing)  for  what  thou  thus  complains, 
Jilnce  winter's  gone,  and  fun  in  dajjjiled  Iky 
Jinamour'd  fmiles  on  woods  and  flow'ry  plains,' 
The  birds,  as  if  my  cj^ulHons  did  her  move. 
With  trembling  wings  fi^b.'d  forth,  I  love,   I 
love. 


XXXIV.  Sonnet. 

O  CRUEL  beauty,  fweetnefs  inhumane 
That  night  and  day  contends  with  my  defire, 
And  feeks  my  hope  to  kill,  not  quench  my  fire 
By  death,  not  balm  to  eafe  my  pleafant  pain. 
Though  ye  my  thoughts  tread  down  which  woulj 

afpire. 
And  bound  my  blifs,  do  not,  alas !  difdain 
That  I  your  matchlefs  worth  and  grace  admire 
And  for  their  caufe  thefe  torments  ftiarp  fuftain. 
Let  great  Empedocles  vaunt  of  his  death. 
Found  in  the  midft  of  thofe  Sicilian  flames, 
And  Phaeton  that  heaven  him  reft  of  breath. 
And  Dajclal's  fon  who  nam'd  the  Samian  ftreamsr 
Their  haps  I  not  envy,  my  praife  fhall  be 
That  the  mofl:  f.^ir  that  lives  mov'd  me  to  die. 

XXXV.  Sonnet, 

The  Hyperborean  hills,  Ceraunus  fnov/, 
Oi'  Arimafpus  (cruel)  firft  thee  bred, 
The  Cafpian  tigers  with  their  milk  thee  fed, 
And  fawns  did  human  blood  on  thee  beftow. 
Fisrce  Orithya's  h>ver  in  thy  bed 
Thee  luU'd  afleep,  where  he  enrag'd  doth  blow, 
I'hou  didft  not  drink  the  flo-  ds  which  here  do  flow. 
But  tears,  or  thofe  by  icy  f  anais  head. 
Since  thou  dildains  my  love,  neglciSiS  my  wrief, 
Laughs  at  my  groans,  and  ftiU  affedis  my  deat.h.: 
Of  rhee  nor  heaven  I'll  feek  no  more  relief, 
Nir  longer  entertain  this  lofhiomc  breath  ; 

But  yield  untfi  myftars,that  thou  may'ftprovc^ 
What  lofs  thou  hailft  in  lofing  fuch  a  love, 

XXXVI.  Song. 
Phoebcjs  arife. 

And  paint  the  fable  Ikies 
With  azure,  white,  and  red  : 
Roule  Memmon's  mother  from  her  Tithon's  bed, 
That  fhe  thy  career  may  with  rofes  fpread, 
The  nightingales  thy  coming  each  where  fing. 
Make  an  eternal  fpring  : 
Give  life  to  this  dark  world  which  lleth  dead. 
Spread  forth  thy  golden  hair 
In  larger  locks  than  thou  wa«  wont  before. 
And  emperor- like  decore 
With  diadem  of  pearl  thy  temples  fair  : 
C'hafe  hence  the  ugly  night 

Which  fervesbut  to  make  dear  thy  glorious  light. 
This  is  that  happy  morn, 
That  day,  long-wifted  day, 
Of  all  my  life  fo  dark, 
(If  cniul  ft.ar;)have  not  my  ruin  fworn, 
And  Fates  my  hop£s  betray) 
Which  (purely  white)  defer ves 
An  everlafting  diamond  fliould  it  mark. 
This  is  the  morn  ihould  bring  unto  this  grove 
My  love,  to  hear,  and  recompenfe  my  love. 
Fair  king,  who  all  preferves, 
But  fliow  thy  blufliing  beams. 
And  thou  too  Iweeter  eyes 
Shall  fee  than  thole  which  by  Pcneus's  ftreams 
Did  once  thy  heart  furprife  : 
Nay,  funs  which  fhine  as  clear 
As  thou  when  two  thou  didtl  to  Rome  appear  ; 
Now  Flora  deck  thyfelf  in  faireft  guife. 
If  that  ye  winds  v.iould  hear 
A  voice  furpaffing  far  Amphiou's  lyre. 
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Your  furious  chidlngs  ftay, 
Let  Zephy    only  breathe, 
And  with  her  treffi^s  play, 
KilTin^  i'ometimesthofe  purple  ports  of  death. 
The  winds  al)  file nt  are, 
Anc  '-'hoebus  in  his  cbair,  , 

Enfaff  oning;  fea  and  air, 
Makei  v.  ri(h  every  ftar  : 
Kight  like  a  drunkard  reels 
Bey<  nd  th-^  hills  to  (hun  his  flaming  wheels  : 
'fh.-  fielrls  witn  flow'r-  are  deck'd  in  every  hue, 
The  clouds  with  orient  gold  fpangle  their  blue  : 
Here  is  the  pleaCanf  place, 
And  nothing  wjintin.j  i^  fave  flie,  alas  I 
XXXV!  [     Sonnet. 
Who  hath  not  fdcn  into  her  laifron  bed 
The  morning's  giddtfs  niiuily  her  rei.ofe. 
Or  her  of  whofepure  blood  firk  Ipran-g  the  rofe, 
Ltill'd  in  a  flumber  by  a  myrtle  fhade  ? 
Who  hath  not  feen  that  flecping  white  and  red, 
M'dkes  Phoene  !ook  fo  pale,  which  Ihe  did  dole 
In  that  Ionian  hill,  to  eafe  her  woes. 
Which  only  lives  by  her  dear  kifies  fed  ? 
Come  but  and  fee  my  lady  fweetly  fleep, 
*The  fighing  rubies  of  thofe  heavenly  lips. 
The  Cupids  which  breafts  golden  apples  keep. 
Thofe  eyes  which  fhine  in  midll  of  their  eclipfe  t 
Ard  he  them  all  fliall  fee,  perhaps  and  prove 
Siie  'vaking  but  perfuades,  now  forceth  love. 
XXXVIII.  So>i!iel. 
See  Citherera's  biids,  that  milk-white  pair 
On  yonder  leavy  myrtle  tree  which  groan. 
And  v/aken  with  their  kiffes  in  the  air 
Th'  eobm'.ur'd  z",:^hyrs  murmuring  one  by  one; 
If  thou  but  fenfehadlt  Hke  Pigmalion's  ftone, 
Orhtidll  !  ot  feen  Medufa's  fnaky  hair, 
J.ove's   leflons  thou   might'ft   learn  :    and,  learn 

fweet  fair,  •* 

To  fummer's  heat,  e'er  rha'  thy  fpring  be  grown, 
And  if  thofe  kiffing  lovers  feem  but  cold. 
Look  liow  that  elm  this  ivy  doth  embrace, 
And  binds  and  clafp  with  many  a  wanton  fold. 
And  courting  lleep,  o'er(hadows  all  the  place  ; 
Nay,  feems  to  fay,  dear  tree,  we  Ihall  not  part, 
In  fign  whereof,  lo  in  each  leaf  a  heart,, 
XXXIX.   So/uwt 
The  fun  is  fair  when  he  with  crimfon  crown, 
And  flaming  rubies  leaves  his  eaftern  bed, 
Fair  is  Thaumantia.-  in  her  cryftal  gown, 
When  clouds  engem'd  ftiow  azure,  green  and  red. 
To  weflern  worlds  when  wearied  day  goes  down, 
And  from  heaven's  windows  each  ftar  fhows  her 

head, 
Earth's  filent  daughter,  night  is  fair  though  brown. 
Fair  is  the  moon  though  in  love's  livery  cled. 
The  fpring  is  fair  when  it  doth  paint  April, 
Fair  are  the  meads,  the  woods,  the  floods  are  fair, 
Fair  looketh  Ceres  with  her  yellow  hair,      [fmile. 
And  apple's-queen,  when  rofe-cheek'd  fhe  doth 
That  heaven  and  earth,  and  feas  arc  fair  is  true, 
Yet  true  that  all  not  pleafe  fq  much  as  you. 
XL.   Madrigal. 
L,nf.E  the  Idalian  queen 
Her  hair  about  her  een, 
4nd  nejk,  on  bre^ifts  ripe  apples  to  be  feep, 


At  firft  glance  of  the  morn 

In  Cyprus  gardens  gathering  thofe  fair  flowers 

Which  of  her  blood  were  born, 

I  faw,  but  fainting  faw  my  paramours. 

The  graces  naked  danc'd  about  the  piace, 

The  wind  and  trees  amaz'd. 

With  filence  on  her  gaz'd, 

The  flowers  did  fmile  like  thofe  upon  her  face^ 

And  as  the  afpiu  ftalks  thofe  fingers  bind, 

That  fhe  might  read  my  cafe 

I  wifli'd  to  be  a  hyacinth  in  her  hand. 

XLl.   Sonnet. 
Then  is  (he  gone  ?  O  fool  and  coward  I ! 
O  good  occafion  loft,  ne'er  to  be  found  1 
What  fatal  chains  have  my  dull  fenfes  bound. 
When  bed  they  might,  that  did  not  fortune  try  ? 
Here  is  the  fainting  grafs  where  flie  did  lie, 
With  rofes  here  ftie  ilellify'd  the  ground, 
ohe  fis'd  her  eyes  on  this  yet  fmiling  pond. 
Nor  time,  nor  place  feem'd  ought  for  to  deny.       * 
Too  long,  too  long  refpedt  I  do  embrace, 
Your  counfelfull  of  threats  and  (harp  difdain. 
Difdain  in  her  fweet  heart  can  have  no  place, 
And  though  come  there,  muft  ftraight  retire  again  t 
Henceforth  refpeiS  farewell,  I've  heard  it  told 
Who  lives  in  love  can  never  be  too  bold, 
XLIL   Sotinet. 
What  cruel  flar  into  thh  world  me  fraught  ? 
What  gloomy  day  did  dawn  to  give  me  light : 
What  unkind  hand  to  nurle  me  (Orphan)  fought, 
And  would  not  leave  me  in  eternal  night  ? 
What  thing  fo  dear  as  I  hath  efTciice  bought  ? 
The  elements  dry,  humid,  heavy,  light,. 
The  fmalleft  living  things  which  nature  wrought, 
Be  freed  of  wo,  if  they  have  fniali  delight. 
Ah  only  I  abandon'd  to  defpair, 
Naild  to  my  torments  in  pale  horror's  fliade, 
Like  wsnd'ring  clouds  fee  all  my  comforts  fled, 
And  ill  on  ill  with  hours  my  life  impair  ;       [turn. 
The  heavens  and  fortune   which  were  wont  to 
Stay  in  one  manfion  flxt  to  caufe  me  mourn. 
XLIII.   Sonnet. 
DeaPv  eye,  which  deign'it  on  this  fad  monument, 
The  fable  fcroil  of  my  mifhaps  to  view, 
Thi  u^  it  with  mourning  mufes  tears  be  fpent. 
And  d^kiy  drawn,  which  is  not  feign'd,  but  true; 
If  thou  not  dazzi'd  with  a  heavenly  hue. 
And  comely  feature,  didft  nof  yet  lament. 
But  happy  lives  unto  thyfeif  content, 
O  iet  not  love  thee  to  his  laws  fubdue. 
Look  on  the  wofiil  fliipwreck  of  my  youth. 
And  let  my  ruins  thee  for  bacon  ferve, 
To  !hun  this  rock  Capharean  of  untruth,     [ftarve: 
And    fcrve    no   god    which    doth    hit>  churchmen 
His  kingdom's  but  of  plaints,  his  gucrdnn  tears, 
What  he  gives  more  is  je.iloulies  and  fears. 
XLIV.   Madrigal. 
To  the  delightful  green 
Of  your  lair  radiant  een, 
Let  each  black  yield  beneath  the  flarry  arch. 
Lyes  burniflit  heavens  of  love, 
Sinople  lamps  of  Jove, 
Save  all  thofe  hearts  which  with  your  flames  you 

parch  : 
Tw9  burning  funs  you  prove  j 
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Ail  other  eyes  comparM  with  you,  dear  lights, 
Are  hells,  or  if  not  hells,  yet  dumpifli  night. 
The  heavens  (if  we  their  glafs 
The  fea  lielieve )  are  green  not  perfeft  hlua 
They  all  make  fair  whatever  fair  yet  was, 
And  thev  are  fair  becaufe  they  look  like  you. 

XLV,   Somet 
Nymphs,  fifler  nymphs,  which   haunt  this  ctyftal 
And  happy  m  thefe  floating  bowers  abide,  [brook, 
Where  trembling  roofs  of  trees  from  fun  you  hide, 
■^Vhich  make  Idsan  woods  in  every  crook  ; 
"Whether  ye  garlands  for  your  locks  provide, 
Or  pearly  letters  feek  in  fandy  book. 
Or  count  your  loves  when  Tlietis  was  a  bride, 
Lift  up  your  golden  heads  and  on  me  look. 
Read  in  mine  eyesniy  agonizing  cares, 
And  what  ye  read,  recount  to  her  again  :     [tears, 
Fair   nymphs,  fay  all   thefe   flreams   are  but  my 
And  if  file  alk  you  how  they  fweet  remain, 

Tell  that  the  bitt'rell  tears  which  eyes  can  pour, 
"When  filed  for  her  can  be  no  longer  four. 
■   '      XI.Vl.    Sonnet. 
She  whofe  fair  flowers  no  autumn  makes  decay, 
Whofe  hue  celcftial  earthly  hues  doth  {lain, 
Into  a  pleafant  odoriferous  plain 
Did  walk  alone  to  brave  the  pride  of  May; 
And  whilll  through  flowry  lifts  Ihe  made  her  way, 
That  proudly  fmil'd  her  fight  to  entertain, 
L.0,  unawares  where  Love  did  hid  remain 
She  fpied,  and  fought  to  make  of  him  her  prey  ; 
For  which  of  golden  locks  a  faireft  hair 
To  bind  the  buy  (he  took,  but  he  afraid 
At  her  approach  fprang  fwiftly  in  the  air. 
And  mounting  far  from  reach,  lookt  back  and  faid, 
Why  flipuUt  thou  fweet,  me  feek  in  chains  to 

bind, 
Sith  in  thy  eyes  I  daily  am  confin'd  ? 
XLVIl.    Madrigal. 
Sweet  rofe,  whence  is  this  hue 
Which  does  ail  hues  excel? 
Wheflce  this  moft  fragrant  fmell  ? 
And  whence  this  form  and  gracing  grace  in  you  : 
In  flow'ry  Pseftum's  fields  perhaps  you  grew, 
Oi  Hybla's  hills  you  bred, 
Or  odoriferous  Enna's  plains  you  fed, 
Or  Tni'ilus,  or  where  boar  young  Adon  flew; 
Or  hath  the  Queen  of  Love  you  cly'd  of  new 
Jn  that  dear  biood,  which  makes  you  look  fo  red  ? 
No.  none  of  thofe,  but  caufe  more  high  you  blefl, 
My  lady's  breaft  y<  u  bore,  her  lips  you  kid. 
XLVill.    Madrigal. 
Ok  '.his  cold  world  of  ours, 
Flow'r  of  the  feafons,  feafon  of  the  flow'rs, 
i-un  of  the  fun,  fweet  fpring. 
Such  hot  and  burning  days  why  doft  thoii  bring  ? 
Is  it  becaufe  thefe  high  eternal  pow'r's 
f  iafh  down  that  fire  this  world  environing  ? 
Or  that  now  Phoebus  keeps  his  filler's  Iphcre  ? 
Or  ('oth  feme  Phaeton 
Enflame  the  fea  and  a'r  ? 
Or  rather  is't  not  ufher  of  the  year. 
Or  that  hfl:  day  among  the  flow'rs  alone 
TLJnmafkM  thou  faw'fl  my  fair  ? 

And  whilft  thou  on  hergaz'd  flie  did  thee  burn, 
And  to  thy  brother  fummer  doth  thee  turn. 


XLIX.   Sennei. 
Dear  wood,  and  you  fweet  f  litary  place 
Where  I  eftranged  from  the  vulgar  live. 
Contented  more  with  what  your  fhades  me  give 
Than  if  I  had  what  Thetis  doth  embrace  ■ 
What  fnaky  eye  grown  jeal-ius  of  my  peace. 
Now  from  your  fiUnt  horrors  wuuld  me  drive 
When  fun  advancing  m  his  glorious  race 
Beyond  the  Twins,  doth  near  our  pole  arrive. 
What  fweet  delight  a  quiet  life  affords, 
And  what  it  is  to  be  from  bandage  free. 
Far  from  the  madding  worldling's  hoarfe  difcords 
Sweet  flow'ry  place,  1  firft  did  learn  of  thee. 
Ah  '  if  I  were  mine  own,  your  dear  reforts 
1  would  not  change  with  princes  flateli'il  court*. 
L.    Sonnet- 
Ah  !  who  can  fee  thofe  fruits  of  Paradife, 
Ccekflial  cherries  which  fo  f.'ectly  fwell, 
(  hai  fweetnels  felf  confin'd  there  feems  to  dwell. 
And  ail  thofe  fwceteft  parts  about  defpife  ? 
Ah  vvhri  can  fse  and  feel  no  flame  furprife 
His  hardened  heart  ?  For  me,  alas !  too  well 
[  know  their  force,  and  how  they  do  excel, 
Now  through  defire  I  burn,  ano  now  I  free2e, 
I  die  (dear  lite;  unlefs  to  me  be  given 
As  many  kiffes  as  the  fpring  hath  flow'rs. 
Or  there  be  filver  drops  in  Iris  fliow'rs. 
Or  ftars  there  be  in  all  embracing  heaven  ; 
And  if  diipleas'd  ye  uf  the  match  complain. 
Ye  fhall  have  leave  to  take  them  back  again. 
LI.   Sennet. 
Is't  not  enough  (ay  me  !)  me  thus  to  fee 
liike  f-me  heaven  banifh'd  ghoft  ftiil  wailing  go, 
A  fhadow  which  your  rays  do  >,nly  fliow; 
To  vex  me  more  unlefs  you  bid  me  die ; 
What  could  ye  worfe  allu:  unto  your  foe  ? 
But  die  will  I,  fo  ye  will  not  deny 
That  grace  to  me  which  mortal  foes  even  try. 
To  choofe  what  frrt  of  death  fliali  end  my  woe. 
Once  did  i  find  that  whiles  you  did  me  kifs. 
Yc  gave  my  panting  foul  fo  Iwcet  a  touch. 
That  half  I  fwoon'd  in  midft  of  all  my  blifs, 
I  do  but  crave  my  death's  wound  may  be  fucb  : 
For  though  by  grief  1  die  not  and  annoy, 
Is't  not  enough  to  die  through  tou  much  joy  I 
LI  I.    Madrigal. 

UNHAPPy  light, 

Do  not  approach  to  bring  the  wqful  day, 

\Vhen  I  muft  bid  for  ay 

Farewell  to  her,  aid  live  jn  endlcls  plight. 

Fair  moon  with  gentle  beams, 

The  fight  who  never  mars,  [flan, 

Clear  long  heaven's  fable  vault,  and  you  bright 

Your    golden   locks    long    view    in   earth's    pura 

Let  Phoebus  never  rife  [(Ireams, 

To  dim  your  watchful  eyes; 

Prolong, alas!  prolong  my  fhort  delight, 

And  if  ye  can,  make  an  tiernai  nignt. 

Lilt.    Sonnet. 
With  grief  in  heart,  and  tears  in  fwelling  eyes. 
When  1  to  her  had  given  a  fad  farewell, 
Clofe  fcakd  with  a  kifs,  and  dew  which  fell 
On  my  elfe  moiften'd  face  from  beauty's  flciesj 
So  flrange  amazement  did  my  mind  furprife,    '^" 
That  at  each  pace  I  fainting  turn'd  again. 
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I,ike  ore  whom  z  torpedo  ftupifies, 
Not  feeling  honour's  bit,  nor  realbu's  rein  : 
But  when  fierce  flarsto  part  me  did  conllrain, 
Vifkh  back-cad  looks  1  both  envy'd  and  blefs'd 
The  happy  walls  and  place  did  her  contain, 
tJiitil  my  eyes  that  flying  objedl  mifs'd ; 
S©  wailing  parted  Ganymede  the  fair, 
When  eagle's  talons  bore  him  through  the  air. 
LlV.    Sextain, 
Situ  gone  is  my  delight  and  only  pleafuVe, 
The  lad  of  all  my  hopes,  the  cheerful  fun 
That   clear'd  my  life's  dark  fphere,  nature's  fweet 

treafure, 
More  dear  to  me  than  all  beneath  the  moon, 
What  refteth  now,  but  that  upon  this  mountain 
I  weep,  till  heaven  transform  me  to  fountain  ? 

Frefh,  fair,  delicious,  chryflal,  pearly  fountain. 
On  whofe  fmooth  face  to  look  Ihe  oft  took  pleafure, 
Tell  me  (fo  may  thy  dreams  long  cheer  this  moun- 
tain 
So  ferpent  ne'er  thee  ftain,  nor  fcorch  thee  fun. 
So  may  with  wat'ry  beams  thee  kifs  the  moon,) 
Doft  thou  not  mourn  to  want  fo  fair  a  treafure  ? 

While  (lie  here  gaz'd  on  thee,  rich  Tagiis  trea- 
iure, 
Thou  needed'ft  not  envy,  nor  yet  the  fountain, 
In  which  the  hunter  faw  that  naked  moon,    [fure, 
Abfciice  hath  robb'd  thee  of  thy  wealth  and  plea- 
And  I  remain  like  marigold  of  fun 
Depriv'd,  that  dies  by  Ihadow  of  fome  mountain. 

Nymphs  of  the  forefts,  nymphs  who  on  this 

mountain 
Are  wont  to  dance,  fhowing  your  beauty's  treafure 
To  gi  at-foet  Sylvans  and  the  wond'ring  fun, 
■VVhen  as  you  gather  flowers  about  this  founfain. 
Bid  her  farevfrell,  who  placed  here  her  pleafure, 
And  fing  her  praifes  to  the  dars  and  moon. 

Among  the  leffer  lights  as  Is  the  monn,       [tain 
Eluiliing  through  muffling  clouds  on  I^atmos  moun- 
Or  when  flic  views  her  filver  locks  for  pleafure, 
In  Thetis  dreams,  proud  of  fo  gay  a  treafure. 
Such  was.  my  fair  when  flie  fat  by  this  fountain, 
\Vith  other  nymphs  to  fliun  the  amorous  fun. 

As  is  our  earth  in  ahfence  of  the  fun, 
Qr  when  of  fun  deprived  is  the  moon. 
As  is  without  a  verdant  diade  a  fountain, 
Or  wanting  grafs,  a  mead,  a  vale,  a  mountam; 
^uch  is  my  fiate,  bereft  of  my  dear  treafure, 
1  o  know  whofe  only  worth  was  all  my  pleafure. 

Ne'er  think  of  pleafure,  heart, eyes  fliun  the  fun, 
Tears  be  your  treafure,  which  the  wand'ring  moon 
Shall  fee  you  fhed  by  mountain,  vale  and  fountain, 

LV.   Sonnet. 
Window  fometlme  which  ferved  for  a  fphere, 
To  that  dear  planet  of  my  heart,  whofe  Hght 
Alade  often  bludi  the  glorious  queen  of  night, 
While  ihe  in  thee  more  beauteous  did  appear, 
What' mourning  weeds  alas  !  doft  thou  now  wear  ? 
Kow  lothfome  to  my  eyes  is  thy  fad  light .' 
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How  poorly  looks  thou,  with  what  heavy  cheer. 
Since  let's  that  fun  which  made  thee  diine  fo  bright? 
Unhappy,  now  thee  clofe,  for  as  of  late 
T'o  wond'ring  eyes  thou  wert  a  Paradife, 
Bereft  of  her  who  made  thee  fortunate, 
A  gulf  thou  art  whence  clouds  of  li^jhs  arlfe  : 
But  unto  none  to  noifome  as  to  me. 
Who  hourly  fees  my  murdered  joys  in  thee. 
I-VI.  Smiict. 
How  many  times  night's  filent  queen  her  face 
Hath  hid,  how  oft  with  ftars  in  filver  mafk. 
In  heaven's  great  hall,  die  hath  begun  her  talk. 
And  cheer'd  the  waking  eye  in  lower  place  ? 
How  oft  the  fun  hath  made  by  heaven's  fwift  race 
The  happy  lover  to  forfake  the  bread 
Of  his  dear  lady,  wifnitig  in  the  wed, 
His  golden  coach  to  run  had  larger  fpace  ? 
1  ever  count  and  tell,  lince  I,  alas,  , 

Did  bid  farevirell  to  my  heart's  deareft  gueft, 
'The  miles  I  number,  and  in  mind  I  chafe. 
The  floods  and  mountains  hold  me  from  my  reft. 

But  woe  is  me,  long  count  and  count  may  I, 
E'er  I  lee  her  whole  abfence  makes  me  die. 

LVII.    Sonnet. 
Of  death  fome  tell,  fome  of  the  cruel  pain 
Which  that  bad  craftsman  in  his  work  did  try, 
When  (a  new  mender)  flames  once  did  conftrain 
A  human  corps  to  yiield  a  bellowing  cry. 
Some  tell  of  thofe  in  burning  beds  who  lie, 
Becaufe  they  durd  in  the  Phlegrean  plain 
The  mighty  ruler  of  the  flcies  defy. 
And  fiege  thofe  chrydal  tovv'rs  which  all  contaiflj 
Another  counts  of  Phlegeton'n  hot  floods. 
The  fouls  which  drink  Ixion's  endlefs  fmarc. 
And  his  who  feeds  a  vulture  with  his  heart. 
One  tells  of  fpe>ares  in  enchanted  woods  : 

Of  al!  thofe  pains  th'  extremefi  who  would  prove, 
Let  him  be  abfent  and  but  burn  in  love. 
LVIII.   Scmet.   .  . 

Hair,  precious  hair,  which  Mida'shand  did  drain. 
Part  of  the  wreath  of  God  that  crowns  thofe  broAVs 
Which  winter's  whited  white  in  whitenefs  ftain^ 
And  lily  by  Eridan's  bank,  that  grows, 
Hair  fatal  prefent,  which  fird  caus'd  my  woes. 
When  loofe  ye  hang  like  Danae's  golden  rain. 
Sweet  nets  which  fweetly  do  all,  hearts  enchain  ; 
Strings,  deadly  drings,  with  which  love  bends  his 
How  are  ye  hither  come,  tell  me  O  hair  ?    [bowi. 
Dear  Armclet,  for  what  were  thus  ye  given  1 
!  know,  a  badge  of  bondage  I  you  wear. 
Yet  hair. for  you,  O  that  I  were  a  heaven  ! 
Like  Berenice's  locks,  that  ye  might  fliine, 
(But  brighter  far)  about  this  arm  of  mine. 
LIX.    Sonnet. 
Are  thefe  the  flow'ry  banks?  Is  this  the  mead 
Where  flie  was  wont  to  pafs  the  pleafant  hours  ? 
Was't  here  her  eyes  exhal'd  mine  eyes  fait  Ihow'rgj 
And  on  her  lap  did  lay  my  wearied  head  ? 
Is  this  the  goodly  elm  did  us  n'erfpread, 
Whofe  tender  rhind,  cut  forth  in  curious  flow'r's 
By  that  white  hand,  contains  thefe  flames  of  ours  I 
Is  this  the  murmuring  fpring  us  muTic  made .? 
Defltniriflu  mead,  where  is  your  heavenly  hue? 
And  bank,  that  arras  did  you  late  adorn  I 
How  loak'fl  thou  elm,  all  withered  and  iotlqxa  ' 
Sf 
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Only  fvreet  fpn'ng  nought  alter'dfeems  in   you 
But  while  here  chang'd  each  'other  thing  ap- 
pears, 
To  fait  your  ftreams  take  of  mine  eyes  thtfe 
I  tears. 

LX.    Soimit. 
Alexis,  here  flie  ftay'd, among  thefe  prnes, 
Sweer  hermitrtfs  fhe  did  alone  repair ; 
Here  did  Ihe  fpread  the  'reafure  of  her  hair, 
More  rich  than  that  brought  from  the  Colchlan 

mines. 
Here  fat  fte  by  thefe  miifket  eglantines, 
The  happy  fiow'rs  feem  yet  the  print  to  bear, 
Her  voice  did  fweeten  here  thy  fu^ar'd  lines, 
To  which  winds,  trees,  beads,  birds,  did  lend  an 

ear. 
She  here  me  firft  pcrceiv'd,and  here  a  morn 
Of  bright  carnations  did  o'erfpread  her  face  : 
Here  did  fhe  figh,  here  fi-ft  my  hopes  were  born, 
Here  firft  I  got  a  pledge  of  prnnis'd  grace  : 

But  ah     what  lerves't  .'have  be»n  made  happy 
Since  pafled  pleaiui  es  doublt  but  new  woe   [fo  .'' 
LXI.    jennet. 
Place  me  where  argry  Titan  burn;  the  Moor, 
And  thirfty  Afric  fiery  mr.nfters  bri  igs, 
Oi  where  the  new-born  phoenix  fpreads  her  wings. 
And  t'oops  of  woiid'ring  birds  her  flight  adore. 
Place  me  by  Gange  or  India's  ennameli'd  fhore, 
Where   fii-iiling  hcav'ns   on   earth   caufe    double 

fprings, 
Place  me  where  Neptune's  quire  of  Syren?  fmgs, 
Or  where  made  hoaife  through  cold  he  leavea  to 

roar : 
Place  me  where  Fortune  doth  her  darlings  crown, 
A  wonder  or  a  fpark  in  Envy's  eye. 
Or  you  (jutragious  Fates  upon  me  frown, 
Till  pity  wailing  fee  difafter'd  me ; 

Affe6lion's  print  my  mind  fo  deep  doth  prove, 
I  may  forger  myfelf,  but  not  my  love. 
LXI  I    Madrigal. 
The  ivory,  coral,  gold. 
Of  breaft,  of  lips,  of  hair. 
So  lively  fleep  doth  Ihow  to  Inward  fight, 
That  Aakc  I  think  I  hold 
No  fhadow   but  niy  fair : 
Myfelf  fo  to  deceive 

With  long  ftiut  eyes  f  fliun  the  irkfome  light. 
Such  pleafure  here  1  have 
Delighti-  g  in  falfe  gleams, 
If  Death  Sleep's  brother  be, 
And  fouls  bereft  of  fenfc  have  fo  fweet  dreams, 
How  couid  I  wifli  thus    'ill  to  dream  and  die, 

LXIIl.    ;'Onnet 
Fame,  who  with  golden  wings  abroad  doth  range. 
Where  Phoebus  leaves  the  night,  or  brings  the  day, 
Fame,  in  one  place  who  refHefs  doth  not  flay 
Till  thou  ha,  flown  from  Atlas  unto  Gauge; 
Fame,  enemy  to  time,  that  {till  doth  change, 
And  in  his  changing  courfe  would  make  decay 
What  here  below  he  findeth  in  his  way. 
Even  making  virtue  to  herfe'f  look  ftrange  : 
Daughter  of  heaven  ;  now  all  thy  trumpet*  found, 
Raife  up  thy  head  unto  the  higheft  Iky, 
With  wonder  blaze  the  gifts  in  her  are  found, 
Afld  wben  (he  from  this  mortal  globe  ihall  fly, 


DRUMMOND. 

In  thy  wide  mouth  keep  Iorig,keep  long  her  name; 

So  thou  by  her.  (he  by  t.  ec  live  fliall  fame. 
LX!V.   Sennet. 
Let  Fortune  triumph  now,  aad  lo  fing, 
Sith  I  muft  fall  beneath  this  load  of  care, 
Let  her  what  mofl;  1  prize  of  ev'ry  thing 
Now  wicked  trephies  in  her  temple  rear. 
She  who  h'gh  palmy  empires  doth  not  fpare» 
And  traiv;ples  in  the  dufl  the  pfoudeft  kj"g, 
Let  hiT  vaunt  how  my  blefs  flie  did  impair, 
To  wliat  low  ebb  flit  now  my  fl;)w  doth  bring. 
Let  her  count  how  (a  new  Ixion)  me, 
She  in  her  wheel  did  turn,  h  w  hiph  nor  low 
I  never  fluod,  but  more  to  tortur'd  be. 
Weep  foul,  weep  plaintful  foul,  thy  forrowsknow, 

Wesp  of  thy  tears  till  a  black  river  fwell, 

Which  may  Cocytu-  be  to  thi^  thy  hell. 
LXV.   Sennet. 
O  NIGHT,  clear  right    O  dark  and  gloomy  day  t 
O  woful  waking  :   O  foul-pleafing  fleep 
O  fvveet  conceirs  which  in  my  brains  aid  creep '. 
Yet  four  conceits  wl;ich  went  fo  foon  away 
A.  fleep  I  had  more  'hen  poor  words  can  fay, 
For  cl..s'd  in  arms    me  thought)  I  did  thee  keep, 
A  f 'try  wretch  plung'd  in  misfortunes  deep. 
Am  I  not  wak'd?  when  light  d(irh  lies  bewray. 
O  that  that  night  had  ever  ftill  been  black  1 

0  that  that  day  had  never  yet  begun  I 

And  yr,u  mine  eyc^  Wf-uJd  ye  no  f.me  faw  fun  I 

To  have  your  fun  in    uch  a  zodiack  : 
Lo,  vhat  is  good  of  life  is  hut  a  dream, 
When  forri  vvf  r-.  a  never  ebhmg  flream. 
LXV  I         adrigai. 

1  FEAR  not  hencftorth  death, 

Sith  after  this  departure  yet  I  breathe. 
Let  rocks,  and  feas,  and  wind, 
I'htir  higheft  treaf.ns  fhow. 
Let  flcy  and  earth  combin'd. 
Strive  (if  they  can ;  t )  end  my  life  and  woe  : 
Sith  grief  cannot,  me  nothing  can  o'erthrow, 
Or  if  that  ought  can  ctufe  niy  fatal  lot, 
It  will  be  when  t  hear  I  am  torgot. 
LXVH     Sennet. 
So  grievous  is  my  pain,  fo  painful  life, 
Thar  oft  I  find  me  in  the  arms  of  Death, 
But  (biearh  half  gone)  that  tyrant  called  death, 
Who  others  kills  reiloreth  me  to  lite  : 
For  while  I  think  how  wo  fhail  cnb  with  life, 
And  that  I  quiet  peace  fliall  joy  by  death, 
That   thought  ev'n    doth  o'erpow'r  tiie  pains  of 

death. 
And  call  me  home  again  to  lothed  life  : 
Thus  doth  mine  evil  tranfcend  both  life  and  death, 
While  no  death  is  fo  bad  as  is  my  life, 
Nor  no  life  fuch  which  doth  not  end  by  death. 
And  Protean  changes  turn  my  death  ar-id  life  : 
O  happy  thofe  who  in  their  birth  find  death, 
Sith  but  to  languifh  heaven  afTordcth  life.    , 
LXVIIl     Sonnet. 
I  cyRSE  the  night,  yet  doth  from  day  me  hide. 
The  Pandioniau  birds  I  tire  with  n^oans. 
The  eccho's  even  are  weary'd  with  my  groans. 
Since  abfence  did  me  from  niy  blf'^  divide. 
Each  dream,  each  toy,  my  realoii  doch  aflFiight, 
And  vvhcn  remembrance  reads  the  curioos  fcroil 
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Of  paft  contentments  caufedby  her  fight, 
Then  bitter  anguiih  doth  invade  my  loul, 
While  thus  I  live  ecHpfed  of  her  light. 
(O  me  !)  vsrhat  better  am  1  then  the  mole 
Or  thofe  whofe  zenith  is  the  only  pole, 
Whofe  hemifphere  is  hid  with  fo  long  night  ? 
Save  that  in  earth  he  refts,  they  hope  for  fun, 
I  pine,  and  find  mine  endlcfs  uight  hegiin. 


LXIX.  Madrigal. 
Tritons,  v,'hich  bounding  dive 
Ihrough  Neptune's  liquid  ^ilain, 
When  as  ye  fhall  arrive 
With  tilting  tides  where  filver  Ora  plays, 
And  to  your  king  his  watery  tribute  pays, 

Tell  how  I  dying  live, 

And  burn  in  midft  of  all  the  coldell  main. 


THE   SECOND    PAP.T. 


I.   Sonnet. 
Of  mortal  glory,  O  foon  darken'd  ray  '. 
O  polling  joys  of  man  !  more  fwift  than  wind, 
O  fond  dcfires  1   which  wing'd  with  fancies  ftray, 
O  trait'rous  hopes  '.  which  do  our  judgments  blind  : 
Lo,  in  a  fialh  that  light  is  gone  away, 
Which  dazzle  did  each  eye,  delight  each  mind. 
And  with  that  fun  (from  whence  it  came)  com- 

bin'd, 
Now  makes  more  radiant  heavens  eternal  day. 
Let  beauty  now  bedew  her  cheeks  with  tears, 
Let  widow'd  mufic  only  roar  and  'plain  : 
Poor  virtue  get  thee  wings,  and  riiount  the  fpheres, 
And  let  thine  only  name  on  earth  remain. 

Death  hath  thy  temple  raz'd,  love's  empire  foil'd. 
The  world  of  honour,  worth,  and  fweetnefs 
fpoil'd. 

II.   Sonnet. 
Those  eyes,  thofe  fparkling  faphlres  of  delight, 
Which  thoufand  thoufand  hearts  did  fct  on  fire. 
Of  which  that  eye  of  heaven  which  brings  the  light, 
Oft  jealou=,  ftayed  amaz'd  them  to  admire. 
That  living  inovv,  thofe  crimfon  rofes  bright, 
Thofe  pearls,  thofe  rubies  which  enflam'd  defire, 
Thofe  locks  of  gold,  that  purple  afir  of  Tyre, 
Are  wrapt  (ay  me  :)  up  in  eternal  night. 
What  haft  thou  more  to  vaunt  of,  wretched  world, 
Sith  foe  who  caufed  all  thy  blifs  is  gene  ? 
Thy  ever-burning  lamps,  rounds  evcr-whorl'd 
Cannot  unto  thee  model  fuch  a  one : 

Or  if  they  {ho\ild  fuch  beauty  bring  on  earth, 
They  fiiould  be  forc'd  again  to  give  her  birth. 
III.   Sennet. 
O  TATE,  conjur'd  to  pour  your  word  on  me  ? 
O  rigorous  rigour  vhich  doth  all  confound  ! 
With  cruel  hands  ye  have  cut  down  the  tree, 
And  fruit  with  leaves  have  fcatter'd  on  the  ground, 
A  little  fpace  of  earth  my  love  doth  bound. 
That  beauty  which  did  raife  it  to  the  Iky, 
Turn'd  in  difdained  dull,  now  low  doth  lie. 
Deaf  to  my  plaints,  and  fenfelefs  of  my  wound. 
Ah  !  did  1  live  for  this  ?  ah  !  did  I  love  ? 
And  was't  for  this  (fierce  powers)  foe  did  excel, 
That  e'er  foe  well  the  fweets  of  life  did  prove. 
She  foould  (too  dear  agueft)  v/ith  darknefs  dwell? 
Weakinflucnce  of  heaven  '.  what  fair  is  wrought, 
¥alls  in  the  prime,  aR^pafTeth  like  a  tkoyght. 


IV.    S'Bnf?et. 
O  woful  life  1   life,  no,  buc  living  death, 
Frail  boat  of  crydal  in  a  rocky  fea; 
A  gem  expos'd  to  Fortune's  ftormy  breath. 
Which  kept  with  p.iin  with  terror  doth  decay  : 
The  falfe  deliglits,  true  woes  thou  doll  bequeath 
My  all-appalled  mind  fo  do  affray. 
That  I  thofe  envy  v/ho  are  laid  in  earth. 
And  pity  thofe  who  run  thy  dreadful  way. 
When  did  mine  eyes  behold  one  cheerful  morn  ? 
When  had  my  toffcd  foul  one  night  of  refl  ? 
When  did  n:)t  angry  ftars  my  projects  fcurn  ? 
O  !   now  I  find  what  is  for  mortals  beft  : 

Ev'n,fince  our  voyage  foameful  is,  and  foort, 
Soon  to  ftrike  fail,  and  perifli  in  the  port. 
V.    Sonnet. 
Dissolve,  my  eyes,  your  globes  in  briny  fireams, 
And  with  a  cloud  of  forrowdlm  your  fighr. 
The  fun's  bright  Am  is  fet,  of  late  whofe  beams 
Gave  hiflre  to  your  day,  day  to  your  night. 
My  voice,  now  cleave  the  earth  with  anathems, 
Ruar  frr  a  challenge  in  the  world's  defpight. 
Till  that  difguifed  grief  is  her  delight, 
That  life  a  flumher  is  of  fearful  dreams;. 
And  woful  mind  abhor  to  think  of  joy. 
My  fellies  all  from  comforts  all  yoti  hide, 
Accept  no  objeft  but  of  black  annoy, 
Tears,    plaints,    fighs,    mourning  weeds,    graves 
gaping  wide. 
I  have  nought  left  to  wifo,  my  hopes  are  dead. 
And  all  with  her  beneath  a  marble  laid. 
VI.  Sonnet. 
Sweet  foul,  which  in  the  April  of  thy  years, 
For  to  enrich  the  heaven  mad'ft  poor  this  round, 
And  now  with  flaming  rays  of  glory  crown'd 
Moft  blelt  abides  above  the  fphere  of  fpheres; 
If  heavenly  laws,  alas  !  have  not  thee  bound 
From  looking  to  this  globe  that  all  up  bears, 
If  ruth  and  pity  there  above  be  found, 
O  deign  to  lend  a  look  unto  thefe  tears. 
Do  not  difdain  (dear  ghoft)  this  facrifice. 
And  though  1  raife  not  pillars  to  thy  praife, 
My  off'rings  take,  let  this  for  me  fuffice. 
My  heart  a  living  pyramid  I  raife  :  [green, 

And  whilft  kings  tombs  with  laurfels  flowrifo 
Thine  foall  with  myrtles  and  thefe  flow'rs  be 
lecii. 

S  f  ij 
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VII.  Sonnet.  i 
Sweet  fpring,   thou  turn'ft  with  all  thy  goodly 

train,  [ilow'rs,  j 

Thy  head  with  flames,  thy  mantle  bright  with 
The  zephyrs  curl  the  green  locks  of  the  plain, 
The  clouds  for  joy  in  pearls  weep  down   their 
fhow'rs,  [hours, 

Turn   thou,   fweet  youth  ?  but  ah  !  mr  pleafant 
And  happy  days  with  thee  come  not  again. 
The  fad  memorials  only  of  my  pain 
Do  with  thee  turn,  which  turn  my^weet  to  fours. 
Thou  art  the  fame  which  flill  thou  wert  before, 
Delicious,  lufty,  amiable,  fair, 
But  fhe  whofe  breath  em.balm'd  thy  wholefome  air 
Is  gone  ;  nor  gold,  nor  gem»,  can  her  reftorc. 
Negledled  virtue,  feafons  go  and  come^ 
While  thine  forgot  lie  clofed  in  a  tomb. 

VIII.  Sonnet. 

What  doth  it  ferve  to  fee  the  fun's  bright  face  ? 
And  Ikies  enarnell'dwith  the  Indian  gold  I 
Or  jetty  moon  at  night  in  chariot  roil'd, 
And  all  the  glory  of  that  ftarry  place  ? 
What  doth  it  ferve  earth's  beauty  to  behold  ? 
The  mountains  pride,  the  meadows  flow'ry  grace, 
The  rtately  c(^n■!elinefs  of  forefls  old,  [brace  ? 

The  fport  of  floods,  which  vi^ould  themfelves  em- 
What  doth  it  ferve  to  hear  the  Sylvan's  fongs. 
The  cheerful  thrufh,  the  nightingale's  fad  ftrains. 
Which  in  dark  Hiadesfeemto  deplore  my  wrongs? 
For  what  doth  ferve  all  that  this  world  contains  ? 
Since  fhe,  for  whom  thofe  once  to  me  were  dear, 
Can  have  no  part  of  tiiem  now  with  me  There. 

IX.  ul'Iadr/gai. 
This  life' which  feemsfo  fair, 

Js  like  a:  bubble  blown  up  in  the  air, 

By  fporting  childrens  breath. 

Who  chafe  it  every  where. 

And  flrive  who  can  mofi  motion  it  bequeath. 

And  though  it  fometimes  feem  of  its  own  might, 

lAkt  to  an  eye  of  gold  to  be  fix'd  there. 

And  firm  to  hover  in  that  empty  height ; 

That  only  is,  becaufe  it  is  fo  light. 

But  in  that  pomp  it  doth  not  long  appear; 

For  Vi^hen  'tis  moll  admired,  in  a  thought, 

Uecaufe  it  carft  was  nought,  it  turns  to  nought. 

X.   Sennet. 
My  lute,  be  as  thou  wert  when  thou  did  grow 
With  thy  green  mother  in  fome  fhady  grove, 
Wheii  immelodious  winds  but  made  thee  move, 
And  birds  their  ramage  did  on  thee  beflow. 
Since  that  dear  voice  which  did  thy  founds  approve, 
M''hich  wont  in  fuch  harmonious  flrains  to  flow. 
Is  reft  from  earth  to  tune  thofe  fpheres  above, 
What  art  thou  but  a  harbinger  of  woe? 
Thy  pieafing  notes  be  pleafing  notes  no  more, 
Eut  orphans  wailings  to  their  fainting  ear. 
Each  flrcke  a  figh,  each  found  draws  forth  a  tear. 
For  which  be  filent  as  in  woods  before  : 
Or  if  that  any  hand  to  touch  thee  deign. 
Like  widov/'d  turtle  flill  her  lofs  complain. 
XI.   Sonnet. 
Au  handkerchief !  fad  prefent  of  my  aear, 
Gift  miferable,  which  doth  now  remain 
The  only  guerdon  of  my  helplefs  pain. 
When  I  thee  got  thou  Ihoweft  my  flate  too  cle  ar 


I  never  fince  have  ceafed  to  complain,  ! 

I  fince  the  badge  of  grief  did  ever  wear,  I 

Joy  in  my  face  durft  never  fince  appear. 
Care  was  the  food  which  did  me  entertain, 
But  fince  that  thou  art  mine,  O  do  not  grieve,         i 
That  I  this  tribute  pay  thee  for  mine  een,  i 

And  that  I  (this  fiiort  time  I  am  to  live) 
Laundre  thy  filken  figures  in  this  brine  : 
No,  I  mufl  yet  even  beg  of  thee  the  grace, 
That  in  my  grave  thou  deign  to  fhroud  my  face. 
XII.   Madrigal. 
Trees  happier  far  than  I, 

Which  have  the  grace  to  heave  your  heads  fo  high, 
And  overlook  thofe  plains  : 

Grow  till  your  branches  kifs  that  lofty  fky. 

Which  her  fweet  felf  contains. 

There  make  her  know  mine  endlefs  love  and  pains,  ? 

And  how  thcfe  tears  which  from  mine  eyes  do  fall,  i 

Help  you  to  rife  fo  tall  : 

Tell  her,  as  once  I  for  her  fake  lov'd  breath, 

So  for  her  fake  I  now  court  ling'ring  death, 
XIII.  Song. 

Sad  Damon  being  come, 

To  that  for  ever  lamentable  tomb, 

Which  thefe  eternal  powers  that  ail  controul, 

Unto  his  living  foul, 

A  melancholy  prifon  had  prefcrib'd  : 

Of  colour,  heat,  and  motion  depriv'd. 

In  arms  weak,  fainting,  cold, 

A  marble,  he  the  marble  did  infold  : 

And  having  made  it  warm  with  many  a  fhower, 

Which  dimmed  eyes  did  pour. 

When  grief  had  given  him  leave,  and  fighs  them 
fl:ay'd 

Thus  with  a  fad  alas,  at  laft  be  faid. 
Who  would  have  tliought  to  me 

The  place  where  thou  didft  lie  could  grievous  be? 

And  that  (dear  body)  long  thee  having  fought, 

(O  me)  !  who  would  have  thought, 

Thee  once  to  find  it  fhould  my  foul  confound. 

And  give  my  heart  than  death  a  deeper  wound  ? 

Thou  didfl:  difdain  my  tears, 

But  grieve  not  that  this  ruthful  ftone  them  bears, 

Mine  eyes  for  Hothing  ferve,  but  thee  to  weep, 

And  let  that  courfe  them  keep, 

Although  thou  never  v/ould'ft  them  comfort  (how, 

Do  not  repine,  they  have  part  of  thy  woe. 
Ah  wretch  !  too  late  I  find 

How  virtue's  glorious  titles  prove  but  wind; 

For  if  that  virtue  could  releafe  from  death, 

Thou  yet  enjoy'd  hadft  breath: 

For  if  fhe  e'er  appear'd  to  mortal  een, 

It  was  in  thy  fair  fhape  that  fhe  was  feen. 

But  O  1  if  I  was  made 

For  thee,  with  thee  why  too  am  I  not  dead  ? 

Why  do  outragious  Fates  which  diram'd  thy  fight, 

Let  me  fee  hateful  light  ? 

They  without  me  made  death  thee  to  furprife,^ 

Tyrants  (no  doubt)  that  thcy.might  till  me  twice. 
O  grief !  and  could  one  day 

Have  force  fuch  excellence  to  take  away  I 

Could  a  fwift  flying  moment,  ah  !  deface 

Thofe  matchlefs  gifts,  that  grace, 

Which-art  and  nature  had  in  thtje  cembin'd, 

To  make  thy  body  paragon  thy  Aiind .' 
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I  Have  all  pafs'd  like  a  cloud, 
i  And  doth  eternal  filence  now  them  fhroud  ? 
I  Is  that  {o  much  admir'd,  now  nought  but  dufl, 
i  Of  which  a  ftone  hath  truil  ? 
1 0  change  ?  O  cruel  change,  thou  to  our  fight 
j  Show'ft  the  Fates  rigour  equal  to  their  might  1 
I      When  thou  from  earth  didit  pafs, 
|Sweet  nymph,  perfecftion's  mirror  broken  was, 
JAnd  this  of  late  fo  glorious  world  of  ours, 
[Like  meadow  without  flowers, 
I  Or  ring  of  a  rich  gem  made  blind,  appear'd, 
iOr  ftarlefs  night,  or  Cynthia  nothing  clear'd. 
iLove  when  he  faw  thee  die, 
Entom'd  him  in  the  lid  of  either  eye, 
{And  left  his  torch  within  thy  facred  urn, 
i  There  for  a  lamp  to  burn  : 
Worth,  honour,  pleafure,  with  thy  life  expir'd, 
'Death  fince  grown  fweet  begins  to  be  defir'd. 
j     Whilft  thou  to  us  wert  given, 
[The  earth  her  Venus  had  as  well  as  heaven  : 
iNay,  and  her  funs  wkich  burnt  as  many  hearts, 
jAs  he  the  eaftern  parts  ;  ipaeres, 

IBright  funs  which  forc'd  to  leave  thefc  henii 
[Benighted  fet  into  a  lea  of  tears. 
|Ah  death,  who  fhall  thee  flic, 
Isince  the  moft  mighty  are  o'erthrown  by  thee  ? 
Thou  fpar'fl:  the  crow,  and  nightingale  doth  kill, 
lAnd  triumph'fl;  at  thy  will, 
'But  give  thou  cannot  fu-ch  another  blow, 
Becaufe  earth  cannot  fuch  another  Ihow. 
i     O  bitter  fweets  of  love! 
iHow  better  is't  at  all  you  not  to  prove, 
JThat  when  we  do  your  pleafures  mod  poffefs, 
To  find  them  thus  made  lefs  ? 
|0  !  that  the  caufe  which  doth  confume  our  joy 
1  Would  the  remembrance  of  it  too  deflroy  ? 
Kvhat  doth  this  life  bellow, 
IBut  flow'rs  on  thorns  which  grow  ? 
I  Which  though  they  fometime  blandifli  foft  delight, 
Yet  afterwards  us  fmite : 
iAnd  if  the  rifing  fun  them  fair  doth  fee. 
That  planet  fetting  doth  behold  them  die. 
i    This  world  is  made  a  hell, 
jDepriv  d  of  all  that  did  in  it  excel. 
O  Pan,  Pan,  winter  is  fallen  in  our  May, 
Turn'd  is  to  night  our  day, 
Forfake  thy  pipe,  a  fceptre  take  to  thee, 
Thy  locks  difgarland,  thou  black  Jove  Ihall  be. 
iThe  flocks  do  leave  the  meads, 
iAnd,  lotjiing  three  leav'd  grafs,  hold  up  their  heads, 
IThe  ftreams  not  glide  now  with  a  gentle  roar, 
Nor  birds  fing  as  before, 
HjUs  ftand  with  clouds  like  mourners  vail'd  in 

black. 
And  owls  upon  our  roofs  foretel  our  wrack. 

That  zephyr  every  year 
♦So  loon  was  heard  to  ligh  in  forefts  here. 
It  was  for  her  :  that  wrapt  in  gwwns  of  green, 
|M£ads  were  fo  early  feen  ; 

iThat  in  the  faddell  months  oft  fung  the  mearls, 
It  w;is  for  her  :  for  her  trees  dropt  forth  pearls. 
That  proud  and  ftately  courts 
jDid  envy  thefe  our  fhades  and  calm  reforts, 
It  was  for  her  ;  and  file  is  gonCj  O  woe  ! 
Woods  cut  again  do  grow, 


Bud  doth  the  rofe  and  daifie,  winter's  done, 
But  we  once  dead,  do  no  more  fee  the  fun. 

Whofe  names  (hall  now  make  ring 
The  echoes  ?  of  whom  fhall  the  nymphets  fing  ? 
Whofe  lieavenly  voice,  whofe  foul-invading  flrains. 
Shall  fill  with  joy  the  plains  ? 
What  hair,  what  eyes,  can  make  the  morn  in  eaft. 
Weep  that  a  fairer  rifeth  in  the  weft  ? 
Fair  fun,  poll  ftill  away, 

No  mufic  here  is  left  thy  courfe  to  ftay.      [bow'rs. 
Sweet  Hybla's  fwarms,  with  wormwood  fill  your 
Gone  is  the  flow'r  of  flow'rs  : 
Blnfh  no  more,  rofe,  nor  lily  pale  remain, 
Dead  is  that  beauty  which  yours  late  did  flain. 

Ay  me  '.  to  wail  my  plight. 
Why  have  not  I  as  many  eyes  as  night  ? 
Or  as  that  Ihepherd  which  Jove's  love  did  keen, 
That  I  ilill,  ftill  may  weep  ? 
But  though  I  had,  my  tears  unto  my  crofs 
Were  not  yet  equal,  nor  grief  to  my  lofs. 
Yet  of  you,  briny  fhow'rs, 
Which  here  1  pour,  may  fpring  as  many  flow'rs, 
As  come  of  thofe  which  fell  from  Helen's  eyes  : 
And  when  ye  da  arife, 
R'lay  every  leaf  in  fable  letters  bear 
The  doleful  caufe  for  which  ye  fpring  up  here. 

XIV.   Mad>-igaL 
The  beauty  and  the  life 
Of  life's  and  beauty's  faireft  paragon, 
O  tears !   O  grief!   hung  at  a  feeble  thread, 
To  which  pale  Atropos  had  fet  her  kuife : 
The  foul  with  many  a  groan 
Had  left  each  outward  part, 
And  now  did  take  the  laft  leave  sf  the  heart; 
Nought  elfe  did  want  fave  death,  for  to  be  dead  : 
When  the  fad  company  about  her  bed 
Seeing  death  invade  her  lips,  her  cheeks,  her  eyes, 
Cried  ah  !  ^nd  can  death  enter  Paradife  ? 

XV.   Sonnet. 
O  !  IT  is  not  to  me  bright  lamp  of  daj'. 
That  in  the  eaft  thou  fliow'ft  thy  golden  face, 
O  1  it  is  not  to  me  thou  leav'ft  that  fea, 
And  in  thofe  azure  lifts  began'ft  thy  race, 
Thou  fliin'ft  not  to  the  dead  in  any  place. 
And  I  dead  from  this  world  am  paft  away, 
Or  if  I  feem  (a  ftiadow)  yet  to  Itay, 
It  is  a  while  but  to  bewail  my  cafe. 
My  mirth  is  loft,  my  comforts  are  difmaid, 
And  unto  fad  miAiaps  their  place  do  yield  ; 
My  knowledge  rcprefents  a  bloody  field, 
Where  I  my  hopes  and  helps  fee  proftrate  laidf. 

So  plaintful  is  life's  courfe  which  I  have  run, 

That  I  do  wifli  it  never  had  begun, 
XVI.   Madrigal. 
Dear  night,  the  cafe  of  care. 
Untroubled  feat  of  peace. 
Time's  eldeft  child,  which  oft  the  blind  do  fee. 
On  this  our  hemifphere, 
What  makes  thee  now  fo  fadly  dark  to  be  ? 
Comes  thou  in  funeral  pomp  her  grave  to  grace  ? 
Or  do  thofe  ftars  which  ftiould  thy  horror  clear, 
In  Jove's  high  hall  advife, 
In  what  part  of  the  ficies, 
With  them,  or  Cynthia  fhe  fliall  appear  ? 
I  Or  ah  1  alas !,  becaufe  thofe  matchlefs  eyes; 
S  f  jij 
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Wli'cli  {hone  fo  j^ir,  below  thou  dofl:  not  find, 
Striv'fl  thou  to  make  all  other's  eyes  look  blind  ? 
XVjr.  Somia. 
Since  it  hath  ple.is'd  that  firfl-  and  fupwme  fair. 
To  'ake  that  beauty  to  himfeif  again, 
Which  in  this  world  of  fenfe  not  to  remain, 
Euf  to  amaze,  was  fent,  and  home  repair  , 
The  love  which  to  that  beauty  1  did  bear. 
Made  pure  of  mortal  fpots  which  did  it  (lain. 
And  cndltfs,  which  even  death  cannot  impair, 
I  place  on  him  who  will  it  not  difdain. 
JNo  fhiningr  eyes,  no  locks  of  curling  ijold  : 
Nohlufliing  rofes  on  a  virgin  face, 
Nn  outward  fhow,  no,  nor  no  inward  grace, 
Shall  power  have,  my  thoughts  henceforth  to  hold  : 
Love  here  on  earth  huge  llornis  of  care  doth 

tofs, 
But  plac'd  above  exempted  is  from  lofj. 
XVIII.  5*;.;^. 
It  autumn  was,  and  on  our  hemifphcre, 
Fair  Eryciue  jjegan  bright  to  appear, 
Night  weftward  didher  genimy  world  decline. 
And    hide   her  lights  that  greater  lights   rtiight 

fliine  : 
'I'hc  crefted  bird  had  given  alarm  twice 
To  lazy  mortals  to  unlock  their  eyes, 
The  owl  had  left  to  'plain,  and  from  each  thorn 
The  wiiig'd  mnficians  did  falute  the  morn, 
Who    (while    fhe  drefs'd   her  lock*  in    Ganges* 

ftreams) 
Set  open  wide  the  cryflal  port  of  dreams : 
When  I,  whofe  eyes  no  drowfy  night  could  clofe, 
In  fleep's  foft  arms  did  quietly  repofe, 
And,  for  that  heavens  to  die  did  me  deny, 
Death's  image  kiffed,  and  as  dead  did  lie. 
I  lay  as  dead,  hut  fcarce  charm'd  were  my  cares. 
And  flacked  fcarce  my  fighs,  fcarce  dried  my  tears, 
Sleep  fcarce  the  ugly  figures  of  the  day, 
Had  with  his  fable  pencil  put  away, 
And  left  me  in  a  ftlll  and  calmy  mood, 
When  by  my  bed,  me  thought  a  virgin  fiood, 
A  virgin  in  the  blooming  of  her  prime, 
If  fuch  rare  beauty  meafur'd  be  by  time, 
Her  head  a  garland  wore  of  opals  bright. 
About  her  flow'd  a  gown  like  purcft  light, 
Pure  amber  locks  gave  umbrage  to  her  face. 
Where  modefty  high  majefly  did  grace  ; 
Her  eyes  fuch  beams  fcnt  forth,  that  but  with  paiji 
Here,  weaker  fights  their  fparklir.gs  could  fuftain. 
No  feigned  deity  which  haunts  the  woods 
Is  like  to  l;er,  nor  Syren  of  the  floods  : 
Such  is  the  golden  planet  of  the  year. 
When  bliifliing  in  the  cali:  he  doth  appear. 
Her  grace  did  beauty,  voice  yet  grace  did  pafs, 
Which  thus  through  pearls  and  rubies  broken  was. 
How  long  wilt  thou,  faid  flie,  efl:rang'd  from 
joy. 
Paint  fliadows  to  thyfelf  of  falfe  annoy  ? 
How  long  thy  mind  with  horrid  fliapes  affright, 
And  in  imaginary  evils  delight  ? 
Efteem  that  lofs,.  which  (when  well  view'd)  is 

gain, 
©r  if  a  lofs,  yet  not  a  lofs  to  'plain  ? 
G  leave  tky  plaintful  foul  more  to  molefl:, 
And  thinjc,  that  woe  when  ftiortcft  then  is  beft. 


If  fne  for  whom  thou  thus  dofl:  deaf  the  fky 
Be  dead ;  what  then  ?  was  flic  not  born  to  die  r 
Was  flie  not  mortal  born  ?  if  thou  doft  grieve. 
That  times  fliould  be  in  which  flie  fliould  not  live 
Ere  e'er  flie  was  weep,  that  day's  wheel  was  roU'd 
Weep  that  flie  liv'd  not  in  the  age  of  gold. 
For  that  flie  was  not  then,  thou  may'ft  deplore, 
As  well  as  that  flie  now  can  be  no  more. 
If  only  flie  had  died,  thou  fure  hadft  caufe 
To  blame  the  Fates,  and  their  too  iron  laws. 
But  look  how  many  millions  her  advance, 
What  numbers  with  her  enter  in  this  dmce. 
With  thi'fe  which  are  to  conie  :    Shall  heavens 

them  flay, 
And  th'  univerfc  diffblve,  thee  to  obey  ? 
As  birth,  death,  which  fo  much  thee  doth  apall, 
A  piece  isof  the  life  of  this  great  all. 
Strong  cities  die,  die  do  high  palmy  reigns. 
And  fondling  thou  thus  to  be  us'd  complains. 

If  ihe  be  dead,  then  fhe  of  loathfome  days 
Hath  pafl;  the  line,  whofe  length  but  lofs  bewray», 
Then  flie  hath  left  this  filthy  ftage  of  care, 
Where  pleafures  feldom,  woe  doth  ftill  repair. 
For  all  the  pleafures  which  it  doth  contain. 
Not  countervail  the  fmalleft  minute's  pain. 
And  tell  me,  thou  who  doft  fo  much  admire 
This  little  vapour,  this  poor  fpark  of  fire, 
Which  life  is  call'd,  what  doth  it  thee  bequeatli. 
But  fome  few  years,  which  birth  draws  out  to 

death  ? 
Which  if  thou  parallel  with  lufl:res  run, 
Oi-  thofe  whofe  courfes  are  but  how  begun. 
In  days  great  number  they  fiiall  Icfs  appear, 
Than  with  the  fea  when  matched  is  a  tear. 
But  why  fliould'ft  thnu  here  longer  wifli  to  be  ? 
One  year  doth  ferve  all  nature's  pomp  to  fee. 
Nay,  even  one  day  and  night :  This  moon,  that  fun, 
Thofe  leffer  fires  about  this  round  which  run, 
hi  but  the  fame,  which  under  Saturn's  reign. 
Did  the  ferpentine  feafons  interchain. 
How  oft  doth  life  grow  lefs  by  living  long  ? 
And  what  excelleth  but  what  dieth  young  ? 
For  age,  which  all  abhor  (yet  v^ould  embrace) 
Doth  make  the  mind  as  wrinkled  as  the  face. 
Then  leave  laments,  and  think  thou  didft  not  live 
Laws  to  that  firfl;  eternal  caufe  to  give, 
But  to  obey  thofe  laws  which  he  hath  given, 
And  bow  unto  the  jud  decrees  of  Heaven, 
Which  cannot  err,  whatever  foggy  mills 
Do  blind  men  in  thefe  fublunary  lifts. 

But  what  if  flie,  for  whom  thou  fpends  thofe 
groans, 
And  waftes  thy  life's  dear  torch  in  ruthful  moans, 
She,  for  whofe  fake  thou  hat'ft  the  joyful  light, 
Courts  folitary  ftiades  and  irldbme  night, 
Doth  live .'  ah  !  if  thou  canft,  through  tears,  a  fpace 
Lift  thy  dim'd  lights,  and  look  upon  this  face, 
Look  if  thofe  eyes  which,  fool,  thou  didft  adore. 
Shine  not  more  bright  than  they  were  wont  before.. 
Look  if  thofe  rofes  death  could  ought  impair 
Thofe  rofes  which  thou  once  faid'ft  were  fo  fair. 
And  if  thefe  locks  have  loft  ought  of  that  gold, 
Which  once  they  had  when  thou  them  didft  behold. 
I  live,  and  happy  live,  but  thou  art  dead, 
^ni  ftill  ftialt  be,  till  thou  be  like  me  made. 
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Alas  I  while  we  are  wrapt  in  gowns  of  earth, 
llind  blind  here  fuck  the  air  of  woe  beneath, 
liach  thing  in  fenfes  balances  we  weigh, 
|4,nd  bur  wi-'h  toi'  and  pain  the  truth  defcry. 

Above  this  vaft  and  admirable  frame 
This  temple  vifiblc,  which  world  we  name, 
A^ithjn  whofe  walls  fo  many  lamps  do  burn, 
lo  n^any  arches  with  crofs  morions  turn, 
JA^'htre  ih' elemental  brothers  nurfe  their  firife, 
jlnd  by  intftine  wars  maintain  their  life  : 
irhere  is  a  world,  a  world  of  perfect  blefs, 
I'ure,  immaterial,  briuht  as,  far  fron-i  this, 
ks  that  high  circle  which  the  reft  enfpheres, 
sfrom  this  dull,  ignoble  vale  of  rears. 
i\  world,  where  all  is  f  ^und,  that  here  is  found, 
^3ut  further  difcrepant  than  heaven  and  pnund  : 
t  hatli  an  earrh,  as  hath  this  world  of  y^urs. 
With  ccatures  peopled,  and  adon;'d  with  ilow'rs, 
it  h..rh  a  fea,  like  faj'hire  girdle  caft 
liVhich  decks  of  the  harmonious  fliores  the  wafte, 
t  hath  pure  fire,  it  hath  delicious  air, 
Vloun.  fun,  and  ftars,  heavens  wonderfully  fair  : 
Flow'rs  never  there  do  fade,  trees  gniw  n.t  old, 
No  creature  dieth  there  'hrnugh  heat  or  cold  : 
ka  t'.erc  not  t-ffed  is,  ni-r  air  made  black, 
Fiie  doth  not  greedy  feed  on  others  vvrack  : 
rhere  heavens  be  not  con   rain'd  about  to  range. 
For  this  uorid  hath  no  need  of  any  change  : 
Minutes  nwunt  not  to  hours,  nor  hours  to  days, 
Days  make  no  months,  but  ever  blooming  Mays. 

Here  I  remain,  and  hitherward  do  tend 
Ml  who  their  fpan  of  d.>ys  in  virtue  fpend; 
Whatever  phafant  this  low  place  contains, 
is  but  a  glance  of  what  above  remains, 
rhofe  who,  perchance,  think  rhere  can  nothing  be 
Bey  nd  this  wide  cxpanfion  which  they  fee; 
A.nd  that  nought  elf.  mounts  ftars  circumference. 
For  that  nought  elfe  is  fubjedl  to  their  fc-nfe, 
Feel  fucha  caie,  as  one  whom  fome  ambime 
In  the  deep  ocean  kept  had  all  his  tmie  : 
Who  born  and  nourilh'd  there,  cannot  believe 
rhan  elfewherc  ought  without  thofe  waves  can 

live : 
Cannot  believe  that  there  be  temples,  tow'rs. 
Which  go  beyond  his  caves  and  dampifli  bow'rs  : 
Or  there  be  other  people,  manners,  laws. 
Than  what  he  find-  within  the  churlifh  waves : 
That  fweeter  fiow'rs  do  fpring  than  grow  on  rocks, 
Or  bcafts  there  are  excel  the  fcaly  flocks. 
That  other  elements  are  to  be  foi.nd. 
Than  is  the  water  and  this  ball  of  ground ; 
But  think  that  man  from  this  abime  being  brought 
Did  fee  what  curiouf  nature  here  hath  wr.-ught, 
Did  view  the  m.eads,  the  tail  and  (hady  woods. 
And  mark'd  the  hills,  and  the  clear  rolling  floods; 
And  all  the  beafts  which  nature  forth  doth  bring. 
The  feather'd  troops  that  fiee,  and  fweetly  fing  : 
Obferv'd  the  palaces  and  cities  fair. 
Mens  fafnion  of  lift,  the  fire,  the  air. 
The  brightnefs  of  the  fun  that  dims  his  fight, 
The  moon,  and  iplendors  of  the  painted  night  : 
What  fudden  rapture  would  his  mind  furprife  ? 
How  would  he  his  late  dear  refort  defpife? 
How  would  he  mufe  how  foolifli  he  had  been, 
T»  think  all  nothing  but  what  there  wfts  feen  ? 


Why  do  we  get  this  high  and  vaft  defirc, 
Unto  immortal  things  iYill  to  afpire  ? 
Why  doth  our  mind  exter.d  it  beyond  time, 
And  to  that  highefl.  happincfs  even  climb? 
If  we  are  nought  but  what  to  fenfe  we  feeni. 
And  more  than  duft  as  worldlings  do  eftcem  ? 
We  are  not  made  for  earth,  though  here  we  come, 
More  than  the  embryo  for  the  m  ther's  womb : 
Ic  weeps  to  be  made  free,  and  we  complain 
To  leave  this  liuthfome  goal  of  care  and  pain.   > 
But  thou,  who  vulgar  footfteps  doft  not  rrace, 
Learn  t"  roufe  up  thy  mind  to  view  this  place, 
And  what  earth  creeping  mortals  moft  affedl. 
If  not  at  all  to  fcorn,  yet  to  neglect  : 
Seek  not  vain  (hadows,  which  when  once  obtain'd 
Are  better  loft  than  with  fuch  travel  gain'd. 
Think  that  on  earth  what  worldlings  greatnefs 

call. 
Is  but  a  glorious  title  to  live  thrall : 
That  fceprres,  diadems,  and  cbai-8  of  ftate. 
Not  in  themfelves,  but  to  fniall  mines  are  great  : 
That  thofe  who  lofti'ft  mount  do  hardeft  light, 
And  deepeft  falls  be  from  the  higheft  height : 
That  fame  an  echo  is,  and  all  renown 
Like  to  a  blafted  rofe   e'e:  night  falls  down  : 
And  though  it  fomething  \sere,  think  how  this 

round 
Is  but  a  litrle  point  which  doth  it  bound. 
O  leave  that  love  which  reachcth  but  to  duft, 
And  in  that  love  eternal  only  truft. 
And  beauty,  which  when  Once  it  is  poffeft 
Can  only  fill  the  fiul,  and  makt  it  bleft. 
Pale  envy   jealous  emulations,  fears,  [tears; 

Sij;hs,  plaints  remorfe,  here  have  no  place    nor 
Falfe  joys,  vain  hopei,  here  be  not,  hate  n^  r  v.-rath 
What  ends  all  love  here  moft  augmen's  it,  death. 
If  fuch  force  had  the  dim  glance  of  an  eye. 
Which  but  fome  few  days  afrei wards  did  die, 
That  it  could  make  thee  leave  ail  other  things. 
And  like  a  taper-fly  thsre  burn  thy  wii  gs  : 
And  if  a  voice,  of  late  which  could  but  wail. 
Such  power  had  as  through  ears  thy  loul 
If  once  thou  on  that  purely  fair  could  gaze, 
What  flame?  of  love  would  this  within  thee  raife? 
In  what  amazing  maze  would  it  thee  br'!ig. 
To  hear  but  once  that  quire  celcftial  fing  ? 
The  iaircft  (hapes  on  which  thy  love  did  feize. 
Which  erft  didft  breed  delight,  then  would  dif- 

pleafe, 
But  difcords  hoarfe  were  earth's  enticing  founds. 
All  mufic  but  a  mafe,  which  fenfe  confounds. 
This  great  and  burning  glafs  which  clears  all  eyeij 
And  mullcrs  with  fuch  glory  in  the  Ikies. 
That  filver  flar  which  with  her  purer  light 
Makes  day  oft  envy  the  eye  pleafing  night, 
Thofe  gol(3en  letters  which  fo  brightly  Ihine 
In  heaven's  great  volume  gorgeoufly  divine  ; 
All  wonders  in  the  fea,  the  earth,  the  air. 
Be  but  dark  pi<5lures  of  that  fivereign  fair. 
And  tongues  which  ftill  thus  cry  into  your  ear 
(Could  ye  amidft  world's catarafts  them  hear). 
From  fading  things,  fond  men,  lift  your  defire. 
And  in  your  beauty,  his  us  made  admire  : 
If  we  feem  fair  ?  O  think  how  fair  is  he, 
Of  wJaofe,  gireat  fairnefs,  fhadows,  ftefs  we  b^ 
S  r  iiij 
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No  fliadow  ran  compare  unto  the  face, 
No  ftep  witli  that  dear  foot  which  did  it  trace, 
Your  fouls  imniort?,!  are,  then  place  them  hence 
And  do  not  drown  them  in  the  mifl;  of  fenie  : 
O  do  not,  do  not  by  falfe  pleafures  niiixht 
Deprive  them  of  that  trite  and  fo!e  dclighf. 
That  happincfs  yc  feek  is  not  heiow. 
Earth's  fweeteft  joy  is  but  di'guifed  woe- 

Here  did  ilie  puufe,  and  with  a  mild  afped, 
Did  towards  me  thofe  lamping  twins  dired:. 
The  wonted  rays  I  knew,  and  thrice  effay'd 
To  anfwer  make,  thrice  faultring  tongue  it  ilay'd. 
And  while  upon  that  face  I  fed  my  fio-ht, 
Methought  fhe  vanifh'd  up  in  Titan'slight ; 
Who  gilding  with  his  rays  each  hill  and  plain, 
Scem'd  to  have  brought  the  golden  world  again. 

XIX.   Madrigal. 
FooR  turtle,  thou  bemoans 
The  lofs  of  thy  dear  love, 

And  I  for  mine  fend  forth  thefe  fmoking  groans, 
Unhappy  widow'd  dove, 
While  all  about  do  fino-, 
I  at  the  root,  thou  on  the  branch  above. 
Even  weary  with  our  moans  the  gawdy  fpring. 
Yet  thefe  our  plaints  we  do  not  fpend  in  vain, 
Sith  fighing  zephyrs  anfwer  us  again. 


XX.  Sonnet, 
As  in  a  duflcy  and  tempeftuous  i.ight, 
A  ftar  is  wont  tofpread  her  locks  of  gold, 
Ai,d  while  her  pleafaiit  rays  abroad  arc  roil'd. 
Some  fpiteful  cloud  doth  rob  us  of  her  fight  :* 
Fair  foul,  in  this  black  age  fo  fhin'd  thou  bright. 
And  made  all  eyes  with  wonder  thee  behold,     ' 
Till  ugly  death  depriving  us  of  light. 
In  his  grim  mifty  arms  thee  did  e'nfold. 
Who  more  fhall  vaunt  true  beauty  here  to  fee? 
What  hope  doih  more  in  any  heart  remain. 
That  fuch  perfeiSions  fliall  his  reafon  rein  .' 
If  beauty  with  thee  born,  too  died  with  thee? 

World  'plain  no  more  of  love,  nor  count  his 
harms  J 

With  his  pale  trophies  death  has  hung  his  arms. 
XXI.   Madrigal. 
My  thoughts  hold  mortal  ftnfe, 
I  do  deteil  my  life. 
And  with  lamenting  cries 
Peace  to  my  foul  to  bring, 

Oft  call  that  prince,  which  here  doth  monarchife, 
But  he  grim  grinning  king. 
Who  catiffs  fcorns,  and  doth  the  blefl  furprife. 

Late  having  deck'd  with  beauty's  rofe  his  tomb, 

Difdains  to  crop  a  weed,  and  will  not  come. 


URANIA.      OR  SPIRITUAL  POEMS. 


I. 

Triumphing  chariots,  ftatues,  crowns  of  bays, 
Sky-threat'ning  arches,  the  rewards  of  worth. 
Books  heavcnly-vvife  in  fweet  harmonious  lays, 
Which  men  divine  unto  the  world  fet  forth  : 
States,  which  ambitious  minds  in  blood  do  raife, 
From  frozen  Tanais'unto  fun-burnt  Gange, 
Gigantal  frames  held  wonders  rarely  flrange. 
Like  fpider's  webs  are  made  the  fport  of  days. 
Nothing  is  conllant  but  in  coriilant  cJiange. 
What's  done  ftill  is  undone,  and  when  undone 
Into  fome  other  fafliion  doth  it  range ; 
Thus  goes  the  floating  world  beneath  the  moon  : 
Wherefore  my  mind  above  time,  motion,  place, 
K-ife  up,  and  fleps  unknown  to  nature  trace. 
II. 
Too  long  I  follovyed  have  my  fond  defire. 
And  too  long  painted  on  the  ocean  ftreams, 
1'oo^'ong"  refrefhment  fought  amidl>  the  fire, 
Purfu'd  thofe  joys  which  to  my  foul  are  blames. 
Ah  :   when  I  had  what  moft  1  did  admire,    ^ 
And  feen  of  life's  delights  the  lad  extremes, 
J  found  all  but  a  rofe  hedg'd  with  a  brier, 
A  nought,  a  thought,  a  mafcjuerade  of  dreams. 
Henceforth  on  the e,  my  only  good,  I'll  think, 
ortr  only  thou  c'anfl;  gran>  what  I  do  crave;  ' 
^Thy  nail  nly  pen  IhaH  be,  tliy  blood  mine  ink, 
\k  hy  winding-ilieet  mypaper  ;  Iludy,  grave  : 
And  till  my  foul  forth'of  this  body  flee, 
Jslu  ho;oe  rn  have  but  only  only  tliee.  •  i 


III. 
To  fpread  the  azure  canopy  of  heaven, 
And  fpangle  it  all  with  fparks  of  burning  gold, 
To  place  thispond'rous  globe  of  earth  lo  even,' 
That  it  (liould  all,  and  n.x/ght  Ihould  it  uphold'; 
With  motions  ftrange  t'indue  the  planets  feven,' 
And  Jove  to  makf;  fo  mild,  and  Mars  fo  bold,  ' 
To  temper  what  is  moili,  dry,  liot,  and  cold,* 
Of  ail  that  jars  that  fweet  accords  are  given' 
Loi'd,   to  thy    wifdom's  nought,   nought    to  thv 

might. 
But  that  thou  Ihonld'fl:,  thy  glory  laid  afide. 
Come  bafely  in  mortality  to  bide. 
And  die  for  thofe  deferv'd  an  endlefs  night ; 
A  v.'onder  is  fo  far  above  our  wit. 
That  angels  ftand  amaz'd  to  think  on  it. 
IV. 
What  h^Iefs  hap  had  I  for  to  be  born 
In  thefe  unhappy  times,  and  dying  days 
Of  this  now  doating  woild,  when  good  decays, 
Love's  quite  extincft,  and  virtue's  held  a  fcorn  \ 
When  fuch  are  only  priz'd  by  wretched  ways. 
Who  with  a  golden  fleece  them  can  adorn  ; 
When  avarice  and  lull  are  counted  praile,  i 

And  braveft  minds  live  orphan-like  forlorn !  > 

Why  was  not  1  born  in  that  golden  asje. 
When  gold  was  not  yet  known  ?  aud  thofe  black-' 

arts  ^ 

By  which  bafe  worldlings  vilely  play  their  parts. 
With  horrid aCl&  ftaining  caith'sftately  llage  i    -     . 
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To  have  been  then,  O  Heaven,  'thad  been  my 
blifs, 

But  bills  me  now,  and  take  me  foon  from  this. 
V. 
AsTREA  in  this  time 

Now  doth  not  live,  but  is  fled  up  to  heawen. 
Or  if  file  live,  it  is  not  without  crime, 
Thut  Ihe  doth  uCe  her  power, 
And  file  i-i  no  more  virj;in,  but  a  whore, 
Whore  prnftitutc  for  gold  : 
For  (lie  doth  never  jiold  her  balance  even. 
And  when  her  fword  is  roU'd, 

'I'he  bad,  injurious,  falfe,  Ihe  not  o'erthrows, 

But  on  the  miiOLcnt  lets  fall  her  blows. 


Vt. 


What  ferves  it  ro  be  good  ?  Goodnefs  by  thee 
The  holy  wife  is  thought  a  fool  to  be. 
For  tb.ec  the  man  to  temperance  inclin'd, 
Is  held  but  of  a  bafe  and  abjecS:  mind, 
The  continent  is  thought  for  thee  but  cold. 
Who  yet  was  good,  that  ever  died  old  ? 
I'he  pitiful,  who  others  fears  to  kill. 
Is  kill'd  himfelf,  aud  goodnefs  doth  him  ill: 
The  meek  and  humble  man  who  cannot  brave. 
By  thee  is  to  fonie  giant's  brood  made  flave. 
Poor  goodnefs, thine  thou  to  fuch  wrongs  fet'ftforth, 
That,  O  !  I  fear  me,  thou  art  nothing  worth. 
And  when  I  look  to  earth,  and  not  to  heaven, 
Krc  I  were  turned  dove,  I  would  be  raven. 


TEARS  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MOELIADES. 


,0  HEAVENS '.  then  is  It  true  that  thnu  art  gone, 
And  left  this  woful  ifle  her  hds  to  ino.ui, 
*  Moeliadcs,  bright  day-ilar  of  the  well, 
A  comet  blaziiig  terror  to  the  eafh: 
And  neither  thrtt  thy  fp'rit  fo  lieavenly  wife, 
N'lr  body,  thoii|ti,h  of  curih,  more  pure  than  flcies, 
Nor  royal  llein,  nor  thy  I'wect  tender  age, 
Of  cruel  deftinits  could  (iuouch  the  rage  ? 
O  fading  hopes  !   O   ihort  while  lading  joy 
Of  earth-born  man,  that  one  hour  can  dellroy  I 
Then  even  of  virtue's  fpoils  death  trophies  rears. 
As  if  he  gloried  moll  in  many  tears. 
Forc'd  by  hard  fates,  do  heavens  ntgledl  our  cries? 
Are  liars  let  only  to  ail  tragedies  ? 
Then  let  them  do  their  worll,  fnice  thou  art  gone, 
Raife  whom  they  lift   to  thrones,  cnthron'd  de- 
throne, [Gauge, 
Stain  princely  bow'rs    with   blood,   and   even   to 
In  Cypreis  fad,  ghid  Hymen's  torches  change. 
Ah '  thou  hail  leit  to  live,  and  in  the  time. 
When  fence  thou  bloffom'dll  i«  thy ph^afant  prime: 
So  falls  by  northern  blafl  a  virgin  role. 
At  half  ihat  doth  her  balhful  bofoni  clofe  : 
So  a  I'weet  Hower  languifliing  decays. 
That  late  did  blulli  when  kill  by  Phoebus  rays. 
So  Phtebus  mounting  the  meridian's  height, 
Chok'd  by  pale  Fhadie,  faints  unto  our  fighc, 
Aflonilh'd  nature  iuUcii  (lands  to  fee, 
'I'he  life  of  all  this  all  fo  chang'd  to  be. 

"*  Thf  name,  ii'hich  in  tljcfc  -ocrfes  is  givsn  iitito 
Pfince  Henry,  it  that  zvhich  he  himfelf,  in  the  challen^et 
of  hi.\  martiiilfpoils  and  mafqiicrades,  ivas  ivont  to  nfe; 
iVlaliaJes,  prince  of  the  ijhi,  ivhich  in  anagram  makcih 
a  iLord  mojl  ivorthy  of  f>ch  a  knight  at  hi:  nvus,  a 
irijrlit  (if  time  had  filtered  his  ailions  anf-wcr  the 
tL'ortd's  cxfici'lalicn  I  (nty  ii'orihy  of  fich  a  Tl'O;*/,  milcs 


In  gloomy  gowns  the  flats  this  lofs  deplore, 

■"I'lic  fea    with    murmuring    mountains   beats  thQ 

fhore 
Black  darknefs  reels  o'er  all  in  thoufand  fhow'rs. 
The  weeping  air  on  earth  her  forrovv  pours. 
That,  in  a  palfy,  quakes  to  fee  fo  loon 
Her  lover  fet,  and  night  burll  forth  ere  noon. 

If  Heaven,  alas!  ordain'd  thee  young  to  die, 
Why  was't  not  where  thou  might'Il  thy  valour 

try  ? 
And  to  the  wond'ring  world  at  lead  fet  forth 
Some  little  fpark  of  thy  expe<iled  worth  ? 
Moeliades,  O  that  by  Ifler's  dreams, 
'Mong  founding  trumpets,  fiery  twinkling  gleams. 
Of  warm  vermilion  fwords,  and  cannons  roar. 
Balls  thick  as  rain  pour'd  on  the  Cafpian  fhore, 
'Mongfr  broken  fpe^rs,  'mongft  ringing  helms  and 

fbields. 
Huge  hcap'^  of  llaughtcr'd  bodies  long  the  flclds. 
In  'I'urkifli  blood  made  red  like  Mar's  flar. 
Thou  ended  hadll  thy  life  and  Chriftian  war  : 
Or,    as   brave    Bourbon,    thou    hadfl   made  old 

Rome 
Queen  of  the  world,  thy  triumph  and  thy  tomb. 
So  heaven's  fair  face  to  th'  unborn  world,  which 

reads, 
A  bonk  had  been  of  thy  illuflrious  deeds. 
So  to  tlieir  nepiicvvs  aged  fires  had  told 
The  high  exploits  perform'd  by  thee  of  old  ; 
Towns  raz'd   and   rais'd,    vicSlorious,  vanquilh'4 

bands. 
Fierce  tyrants  flying,  foil'd,  klU'd  by  thy  hands. 
And  in  rich  arras,  virgins  fair  had  wrought 
The  bays  and  trophies  to  thy  country  brought: 
While  fome  new  Homer  imping  wings  to  fame. 
Deaf  Nilus  dwellers  had  made  hear  thy  name. 
That  thou  didft  not  attain  thcfe  honours  fpheres, 
rhrough  want  «f  worth  it  was  not,  but  of  ysais. 


6j» 


THE    WORKS    OP 


A  youth  more  brave  pale  Troy  with  trembling 

walls 
Did  never  ffe,  nor  fbe  whofc  name  appals 
Both   Titan's  g;olden  bow'rs  in  bloody  fights, 
Jvlulfringon  Mars  his  field,  fuch  Mars-like  knights. 
The  heavens  had  brought  thee  to  the  hi<^heft  hight 
Of  wit  and  courage,  fhowing  all  their  might ; 
"When  they  thee  fram'd.     Ay  me  i  that  what  is 

brave 
On  earth,  they  as  their  own  Co  foon  fliculd  crave. 
Moeliades  fweet  courtly  ;  ymphs  deplore. 
From  Thu^  to  Hydalpes  pearly  fliore     [dldft  pafs 
When  Forth  thy  nurl'e,  F.rth  where   thou  firft 
Thy  tender  days  (who  fmil'd  oft  on  her  glaf*, 
To  lee  thee  gaze)  meandring  with  her  flreams, 
Heard  thou  hadft   left  this  roupd,  from  Phoebus 

beams. 
She  fcughtto  flee,  but  forced  to  return 
By  neighbouring  brt  oks,  fhe  fet  herfelf  to  mourn  : 
And  as  fhe  rufh'd  her  Cydades  among,  [wrong. 
She  feem'd  to  'plain,  that  heaven  had  done  her 
With  a  hnarfc,'plain%  Clyde  down  her  fleepy  rocks. 
And  Tweed  through  her  green  mountains  clad 

with  flocks, 
Did  wound  the  oceaa  murmuring  thy  death, 
The  ocean  it  roar'd  about  the  earth, 
And  to  the  Mauritanian  Atlas  told,     [hairs  roU'd 
Who  flirunk  through  grief,  and  down   his  white 
Huge  ftreams  of  tears,  which   changed   were   to 

flfiods,  [woods. 

Wherewith  he  drown'd  the  neighbour  plains  and 
The  lefTer  brooks  as  they  did  bubbling  go. 
Did  keep  a  confort  to  the  public  woe. 
The  (hepherds  left  their  flocks  with  downcaft  eyes, 
'Sdaining  to  look  up  to  ;he  angry  fkies  : 
Some  broke  their  pipes,  and  fome  in  fweet-fad  lays, 
Made  fenfelefs  things  amazed  at  thy  praife. 
His  reed  Alexis  hung  upon  a  tree. 
And  with  his  tears  made  Doven  great  to  be. 
Mffiliad««  fweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore 
From  Thule  to  Hydafpes  pearly  fhore. 

Challe  maids,  which  haunt  fair  Aganippe's  well, 
And  you  in  Tempe's  facred  (hade  who  dwell, 
Let  fall  your  harps,  ceafe  tunes  of  joy  to  fmg, 
Difhevelled  make  all  Painafius  ring, 
With  anthems  fad,  thy  mufic,  Phoebus,  turn 
To  doleful  'plaints,  whilfl  joy  itfelf  doth  mourn. 
Dead  is  thy  darling,  who  adorn'd  thy  bays. 
Who  oft  v/as  wont  to  cherifh  thy  fweet  'ayj. 
And  to  a  trumpet  raife  thy  amorou?  ftyle, 
That  floating  Delos  envy  might  this  ifle. 
You  Acidalian  archers,  break  your  bows,     [fnows 
Your    torches   quench,    with  tears    blot  beauty's 
And  bid  your  weeping  mother  yet  again 
A  fecond  Adon's  death,  nay  Mars  his  plain. 
Kiseyesonce  were  your  darts,  nay  even  his  name, 
Wherever  heard,  did  every  heart  inflame, 
Tagus  did  court  his  love  with  golden  flreams, 
B.hine  with  his  towns,  fair  Seine  with  all  (he  claims. 
But  ah  1   (poor  lovers)  death  did  them  bttray. 
And  not  fufpedted  made  there  hopes  his  prey  1 
Tagus  bewails  his  lols  in  golden  flreams 
Rhine  with  his  towns,  fair  Seine  with  all  fhe  claims. 
Maeliades  fweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore, 
?ron;i  Thule  to  Hydafpes  pearly  fhor«.         , 


DRU^fMOND. 

Eye  pleafing  meads,  whofe  painted  plain  foit^ 
''rinjrs  [kings, 

White,  golden,  azure  flow'rs  which    once  were 
In  mourning  black,  their  fliining  colours  dye. 
Bow  d'  wn  their  heads,  w,hile  Cghing  zephyrs  fly. 
Queen  of  the  fields,  whofe  blufh  makes  bhifh  the 

m.orn. 
Sweet  rofe,  a  prince's  death  in  purple  mourn, 
O  hyacinth?!  for  ay  your  Al  keep  dill. 
Nay,  with  more  marks  of  woe  your  leaves  now  fill. 
And  you,  O  flow'r;   of  Helen's  tears  that's  born, 
Into  thefe  liquid  pearls  again  you  turn. 
Your  green  1<  cks,  forefts,  cut  to  weeping  icyrrhs. 
To  deadly  cyprefs,  and  ink  dropping  firs,       [darJc 
Your  palms  and  myrtles  change ;  from   fhadow"s 
Wing'd  Syrens  wail,  and  you  fad  echoes  mark 
The  lamentable  accents  of  their  moan. 
And  'flain  that  brave  Mccliades  is  gone. 
Stay  fky,  thy  turning  courfe,  and  now  become 
A  flately  ai  ch,  unto  the  earth  his  tomb  1 
.■\nd  over  it  flill  waf'ry    ris  keep, 
.•^nd  fad  Eiev5i:ra's  filters  which  llill  weep  : 
Mceliades  fweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore, 
from  Thule  to  Hydafpes  pearly  fhore. 

Dear  gholl,  f -rgive  thefe  our  untimely  tears, 
By  which  our  loving  mind,  tho'  weak,  appears, 
Our  lofs  not  thine,  when  we  complain,  wc  weep 
For  the-,  the  glifl'rjng  walls  of  heaven  d    keep, 
Beyond  the  plii-Tets  wheelt,  'hove  highefl  lource 
Of  fpheres,  that  cu.''s  the  lower  in  his  courle. 
Where  fun  doth  never  iet,  nor  ugly  ni^ht 
Ever  appears  in  mourning  garments  dight  : 
Where  Boreas  flormy  trumpet  dorh  not  found, 
Nor  clcud-,  in' lightnings  burfting,  minds  aflound. 
From  care's  cold  climates  far.  and  hot  dcfire, 
Where  time's  exil'd,  and  age*  ne'er  expire  : 
'Mongfl  pureft  fp'rits  enviioned  with  beams, 
Thou  think'ft  all  things  below,   t'have  been  but 

dreams, 
And  joy'fl  to  look  down  to  the  azur'd  bars 
Of  heaven, powd'red  with  troops  of  llreaming  fla^: 
.'^nd  in  their  turning  temple^  to  behold. 
In  fuver  robe  the  moon,  the  fun  in  gold. 
Like  young  eye-fpeaking  lovers  in  a  dance. 
With  majefty  by  turns,  retire,  advance. 
Thou  woiici'reft  earth  to  fee  hang  like  a  ball, 
Clos'd  in  the  mighry  cloiiler  of  this  all : 
And  that  poor  men  fli^uld  prove  fo  madly  fond^ 
To  tofs  themfelves  for  a  Imail  fpot  of  ground 
Nay,  that  they  even  dare  brave  the  powers  above, 
i-rom  this  bafe  ftage  of  change,  that  cannut  move. 
All  worldly  pomp  and  pride  thou  ieefl  arife 
Like  fmoRe  that's  fcatt'red  in  the  empty  ikies. 
Other  high  hills  and  fortfts,  other  tow'rs, 
Amaz'd  thou  find'fl  excelling  our  poor  bow'rs, 
Courts  void  of  flattery,  of  malice  minds, 
Pleafure  which  lafls,  not  I'uch  as  reafon  blinds, 
f  hon  Iweetcrfongs  doll  hear  and  caroUings, 
Whiift  heavens  do  dance,  and  quires  of  angels  fings, 
Then  muddy  minds  could  fain,  even  our  annoy, 
If  it  approach  that  place,  is  chang'd  to  joy. 

Reft,  blelTed  foul,  reft  fatiate  with  the  fight 
Of  him  whofe  beams  though  dazzling,  do  delight, 
Life  of  all  lives,  caufe  of  each  other  caufe, 
The  fphere.and  centre  where  the  mind  doth  panic: 


POEMS. 


fe« 


!?Jarciffus  of  himfelf,  himfclf  the  well, 
iLover  and  beauty  that  doth  excel. 
'Reft  hay  py  foul,  and  wonder  in  that  glafs, 
Where  feen  is  all  that  ftiall  be,  is,  or  was, 
While  fhall  be,  is,  or  was,  do  pafs  away, 
And  nothing  be,  but  an  eternal  day. 
Forever  reft,  thy  praife  fame  will  enroll 
In  golden  annals,  while  about  the  pole 
The  flow  Bootes  turns,  or  fun  doth  rife 
Withfcarlet  fcarf  to  cheer  the  mourning  fkie». 
rhe  virgins  to  thy  tomb  will  garlands  bear 
Of  flow'rs,  and  jyith  each  flow'r  let  fall  a  tear. 
Moeliades  fweet  courtly  nymphs  deplore 
[From  Thule  to  Hydafpes  on  the  pearly  fliorc. 


OF    JET 
I  Or  PORPHYRY 

Or  that  white  ftone 
I  PAROS   affords    alone. 

Or  thefe   in   AZURE  dye, 
;  Which  feem  to  fcorn  the  bKY  ; 

Here  Memphis'  wonders  do  not  fct. 
Nor    ARTEMISIA'S    huge     frame, 
I        That  keeps  fo  long  her  Lover's  name, 
I      Make  no  great  marble  Atlas  ftaop  with  gold 
I    To  pleafe  the  vulgar  EYE  ftiall  it  behold. 
[The  Mufes,  Phoebus,  Love,  have  raifed  of  their  tears 
"  cryltaltombto  him,  thro' which  his  worth  appears. 


Stat,  paflengcr,  fee  where  enelofed  lies, 

The  paragon  of  princes,  faireft  frame. 

Time,  nature,  place,  could  fliow  to  mortal  eyes. 

In  worth,  wit,  virtue,  miracle  of  fame  : 

At  leaft  that  part  the  earth  of  him  could  claim 

This  marble  holds  (hard  like  the  deftinies) 

For  as  to  his  brave  fp'rit,  and  glorious  name, 

The  one  the  world,  the  other  fills  the  ftcies, 

Th'  immortal  amaranthus,  princely  rofe. 

Sad  violet,  and  that  fweet  flow'r  that  bears 

In  fanguine  fpots  the  tenor  of  our  woes, 

Spread  on  this  ftone  and  wafti  it  with  your  tean. 

Then  go  and  tell  from  Gades  unto  Inde,  [fin'd. 

You  faw  where  earth's  perfedions  were  con- 
Sontiei 
A  PASSING  glance,  a  light'ning  'long  the  ftcies. 
Which  ufti'ring  thunder,  dies  ftraight  to  our  fight, 
A  fpark  that  doth  from  jarring  niixrures  rife. 
Thus  drown'd  is  in  th'  huge  depths  of  day  an^ 

night : 
Is  this  fmall  trifle,  life,  held  in  fuch  price. 
Of  blinded  wights,  who  ncs'er  judge  ought  arightf 
Of  Parthian  ftiaft  fo  fwift  is  not  the  flight, 
As  life,  that  waftes  itfelf,  and  living  dies. 
Ah  !  what  is  human  greatnefs,  valour,  wit ! 
What  fading  beauty,  riches,  honour,  praife  ? 
To  what  doth  ferve  in  golden  thrones  to  fit, 
Thrall  earth's  vaft  round,  triu a. phal  arches  ralfc? 

That's  all  a  dream,  learn  in  this  prince's  fall, 

In  whom,  fave  death,  nought  mortal  was  at  alt 
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I  L  The  Statue  of  Mediifa. 

[Df  that  Medufa  ftrange, 

[iVho  thofe  that  did  her  fee  in  rocks  did  (;Jiange, 

Ho  image  carv'd  is  this : 

iVIedufa's  felf  it  is : 

(•■or  while  at  heat  of  day 

fo  quench  her  thirft  ftieby  this  fpringdid  ftay, 

;ier  hideous  head  beholding  in  this  glafs, 

ier  fcnfes  fail'd,  and  thus  transform'd  flie  was. 

II.    The  Portrait  of  Mars  and  Venui. 
•"air  Paphos,  wanton  queen 
Not  drawn  in  white  and  red) 
s  truly  here,  as  when  in  Vulcan-s  bed 
Ihe  was  of  all  heaven's  laughing  fenate  feen. 
paze  on  her  hair,  and  een, 
[ler  brows,  the  bows  of  love, 
ler  back  with  lilies  fpread  : 
'^e  alfo  might  perceive  her  turn  and  move, 
iut  that  ftie  neither  fo  will  do,  nor  dare, 
or  fear  to  wake  the  angry  god  of  war. 
I  III.  Narcijfus. 

,'loods  cannot  quench  my  flames,  ah  I  in  this  well 
'burn,  not  drown,  for  what  I  cannot  tell. 
I  IV.   Dametas^s  Drtam. 

[)ametas  dream'd  he  faw  his  wife  at  fport, 
ind  found  that  fight  was  through  the  horny  port. 


V.  Cierr'te^- 
Mt  wanton  weep  no  more 
The  lofing  of  your  cherries, 
Thofe  and  far  fweeter  berries 
Your  fifter  in  good  ftore 
Hath  in  her  lips  and  face, 

Be  glad,  kifs  her  with  me,  and  hold  yoyr  peace. 

VI.  Icarus. 
While  with  audacious  wings 
I  cleav'd  thofe  airy  waves. 

And  fiU'd  (a  monfter  new)  with  dread  and  fearj, 
The  feathered  people  and  their  eagle  kings  : 
Dazzl'd  with  Phoebus  rays. 
And  charmed  with  the  mufic  of  the  fpheres. 
When  quills  could  move  no  more  and  force  did  fall. 
Though  down  I  fell  from  heaven's  high  azure 

bounds. 
Yet  doth  renown  my  loffes  countervail. 
For  ftill  the  ftiore  my  brave  attempt  refounds 
A  fea  an  element  doth  bear  my  name. 
What  mortal's  tomb's  fo  great  in  place  or  fame 
VII.    On  his  Lady  beholding  herfdf  in  a  M.arble,. 
World,  v/onder  not,  that  I 
Keep  in  my  brcaft  engraven 
That  angels  face  hath  me  of  reft  bereaven. 
Sec  dead  and  fenfelefs  things  canaot  deny 
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To  lodge  fo  dear  a  gueft  : 

Ev'n  this  hard  marble  Hone 

Receives  the  fame,  and  loves,  but  cannot  groan. 

•      ^  VIII.   To  Sleep. 

How  comes  it,  fleep,  that  thou 
Even  feJiTes  me  affords 
Of  her  (dear  her)  fo  far  who's  abfent  now  ? 
How  did  I  hear  thofe  words, 
Which  rocks  might  move,  and  move  the  pines  to 

bow  ? 
Ay  me !  before  half  day 
Why  did'ft  thou  fteal  away  ? 
Return,  I  thine  forever  will  remain. 
If  thou  wilt  bring  with  thee  that  gueft  again, 

IX.   A  plea/ant  Deceit. 
Over  a  cryftal  fource 
Ifllas  laid  his  face, 

Of  purling  ftreams  to  fee  the  reftlefs  courfc. 
But  fcarce  he  had  o'erlhadowed  the  place, 
When  in  the  water  he  a  child  efpies, 
So  like  himfclf  in  flature,  face,  and  eyes, 
That  glad  he  rofe.and  cried. 
Dear  mates,  approach,  fee  whom  I  have  defcried. 
The  boy  of  whom  ftrange  {lories  fhepherds  tell. 
Oft  called  Hylas,  dwelleth  in  this  well. 

X.    The  Cannon. 
When  firft  the  cannon  from  her  gaping  throat 
Againft  the  heaven  her  roaring  lulphur  fliot, 
Jove  wak'ned  with  the  noile  did  afic  with  wonder, 
What  mortal  wight  had  ftol'n  from  him  his  thun- 
der : 
His  cryftal  tow'rs  he  feared,  but  fire  and  air 
So  high  did  ftay  the  ball  from  mounting  there, 

XI.   Thais  Metamorphojis. 
Into  Briareus  huge 
Thais  wifh'd  fhe  might  change 
Her  man,andpray'dhim  not  thereat  to  grudge, 
Islor  fondly  think  It  flrange ; 
For  if  (faid  (he)  I  might  the  parts  difpofe, 
1  wifh  you  not  a  hundred  arms  nor  hands, 
But  hundred  things  like  thofe 
With  which  Priapus  in  our  garden  flands. 

XII.    The  polity  of  a  Kifs. 
The  kifs,  with  fo  much  ftrife, 
Which  I  late  got  (fweet  heart) 
Was  it  a  fign  of  death,  or  was  it  life  ? 
Of  lifts  it  could  not  be, 
For  I  by  it  did  figh  my  foul  in  thee  : 
Nor  was  it  death,  death  doth  no  joy  impart. 
Thou  fdent  fland'ft,  ah !  what  did'ft  thou  bequeath, 
A  dying  life  to  me,  or  living  death  ? 
XTII.  His  Ladys  Dog. 
When  her  dear  bofom  clips 
That  little  cur,  which  fawns  to  touch  her  lips. 
Or  when  it  is  his  hap 
To  Ue  lap'd  in  her  lap, 

0  it  grows  noon  with  me, 
With  hotter  pointed  beams 

1  burn,  than  thofe  are  which  the  fun  forth  ftreams, 
When   piercing   lightning   his    rays  call'd   may 

be: 
And  cfs  1  mufe  how  I  to  thofe  extretnes 
Am  brought,  I  find  no  caufe,  except  that  fhe 
In  love's  bright  zodiac  having  trac'd  each  room, 
T©  the  hot  dog-ftar  now  at  laft  is  come. 


XIV.  An  Almanack. 
This  ftrange  eclipfe  one  fays. 
Strange  wonders  doth  foretcl : 
But  you  whofe  wives  excel, 
And  love  to  count  their  praife. 
Shut  all  your  gates,  your  hedges  plant  with  thorns, 
The  fun  did  threat  the  world  this  time  with  horns. 

XV.   The  Silk  Worm  of  Love. 
A  D.TDALE  of  my  death, 
Now  I  refenible  that  fly  worm  on  earth, 
Which  prone  to  its  own  harm  doth  take  no  reft  : 
For  day  and  night  oppreft, 
I  feed  on  fading  leaves 
Of  hope,  which  me  deceives, 
And  thoufand  webs  do  warp  within  my  breaft, 
And  thus  in  end  unto  myfelf  I  weave 
A  faft-fhut  prifon,  or  a  clofer  grave. 

XVI.    Deep  Impreffion  of  Love  to  his  M'frefs. 
Whom  a  mad  dog  doth  bite. 
He  doth  in  water  ftill 
That  mad  dog's  image  fee  : 
Love  mad  (perhaps)  when  he  my  heart  did  fmite 
(More  to  difTemble  his  ill) 
Transform'd  himfelf  to  thee  : 
For  thou  art  prefent  ever  fince  to  me. 
No  fpring  there  is,  no  flood,  nor  other  place, 
Where  I  (alas)  not  fee  thy  heavenly  face. 

XVII.  A  Chain  of  Gold. 
Are  not  thofe  locks  of  gold 
Sufficient  chains  the  wildeft  hearts  to  hold  ? 
Is  not  that  ivory  hand 
A  diamantine  band, 

Moft  fure  to  keep  the  moft  untamed  mind. 
But  ye  muft  others  find  ? 
O  yes;  why  is  that  golden  one  then  worn  .' 
Thus  free  in  chains  (perhaps)  love's  chains  to  fcorn, 

XV  in.   On  the  Death  of  a  Linnet. 
If  cruel  death  had  ears, 
Or  could  be  plcas'd  by  fongs, 
This  wing'd  mufician  had  liv'd  many  years. 
And  Nifa  mine  had  never  wept  thefe  wrongs  : 
For  when  it  firft  took  breath. 
The  heavens  their  notes  did  unto  it  bequeath  : 
And  if  that  Samians  fentences  be  true, 
Amphion  in  this  body  liv'd  anew. 
But  death,  who  nothing  fpares,  and  nothing  hears 
As  he  cioth  kings,  kill'd  it,  O  grief !  O  tears ! 

XIX.   Lilians  Prayer. 
Love,  if  thou  wilt  once  more 
That  I  to  thee  return, 
(Sweet  God)  make  me  not  burn 
For  quivering  age,  that  doth  fpent  days  deplore; 
Nor  do  thou  wound  my  heart 
For  feme  unconllant  boy. 
Who  joys  to  love,  yet  makes  of  love  a  toy. 
But,  (ah !)  if  1  muft  prove  thy  golden  dart, 
Of  grace,  0  let  me  find 
A  fweet  young  lover  with  an  aged  mind. 
Thus  Lilla  pray'd,  and  Idas  did  reply, 
(Who  heard)  Dear  have  thy  wifh,  for  fuch  am  I. ' 

XX.   Armeline's  Epitaph, 
Near  to  this  eglantine 
Enclofed  lies  the  milk-white  Armelinej 
Once  Chloris  only  joy, 
Now  only  her  annoy, 
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Who  envied  was  of  the  iKoft  happy  fwain?, 
That  keep   their  flocks   in  mountains,   dales,  or 
For  oft  (he  bore  the  wanton  in  her  arm,    [plains  : 
And  oft  her  bed,  and  bofom  did  he  warm; 
Now  when  unkinder  fates  did  him  deflroy, 
Blefl  dog  he  had  the  grace, 
That  Cloris  for  him  wet  with  tears  her  face. 

XXI.  Epitjpb. 
The  bawd  of  juftice,  he  who  laws  controU'd, 
And  made  them  fawn,  and  frown  as  he  got  gold, 
That  Proteus  of  our  ftate,  whofe  heart  and  mouth 
Were  farther  diftant  than  is  north  from  fouth, 
That  cormorant  who  made  himfeif  I'o  grofs 
On  people's  ruin,  and  the  prince's  lofs, 
Is  gone  to  hell,  and  though  he  here  did  evil, 
He  there  perchance  may  prove  an  honeit  devil. 

XXII.   A  Trarijlation. 
Fierce  robbers  were  of  old 
Exil'd  the  champian  ground  ; 
From  hamlets  chac'd,  in  cities  kill'd,  or  bound, 
And  only  woods,  caves,  mountairis,  did  them  hold : 
But  now  (virhen  all  is  fold) 

Woods,  mountains,  caves,  to  good  men  be  refuge, 
And  do  theguiklefs  lodge. 
And  clad  in  purple  gowns 
The  greateft  thieves  command  within  the  towns. 

XXni.  Epitaph. 
Then  death  thee  hath  beguil'd 
Aledo's  firft  born  child  ; 
Then  thou  who  thrall'd  all  laws 
Now  againft  worms  cannot  maintain  thy  caufe  ; 
Yet  worms  (more  juft  than  thou)  now   do  no 

wrong. 
Since  all  do  wonder  they  thee  fpar'd  fo  long; 
For  though  from  life  thou  didfl  but  lately  pafs, 
Twelve  fprings  are  gone  fince  thou  corrupted  was. 

Come  citizens  ereft  to  death  an  altar, 

Who  keeps  you  from  ax,  fuel,  timber,  halter. 

XXIV,    A  Jrjl. 

In  a  moft  holy  church,  a  holy  man. 

Unto  a  holy  faint  with  vifage  wan, 

And  eyes  like  fountains,  mumbled  forth  a  prayer 

And  with  ftrange  words  and  fighs,  made  black  the 

air. 
And  having  long  fo  flay'd,  and  long  long  pray'd, 
A  thoufand  croffes  on  himfeif  he  lay'd. 
And  with  fome  facred  beads  hung  on  his  arm 
His  eyes,  his  mouth,  his  tempks,  breafl  did  charm. 
Thus  net  content  (ilrange  worfhip  hath  no  end) 
To  kifs  the  earth  at  lafl  he  did  pretend. 
And  bowing  down  befought  with  humble  grace 
An  aged  woman  near  to  give  fome  pi;;  ce. 

She  turn'd,  and  turning  up  her  hole  beneath, 
Said,  Sir,  kifs  here,  for  it  is  all  but  earth, 
XXV.    Proteus  of  Marble. 
This  is  no  work  of  ilone, 

Though  it  feems  breathlefs,  /old,  and  fenfe  hath 
But  that  falfe  god  v/hich  keeps  [none ; 

The  monftrous  people  of  the  raging  deeps  : 
Now  that  he  doth  not  change  his  ftlape  this  while. 
It  is  thus  confla.Tt  more  you  to  beguile. 

XXVI.   Far>,philus. 
Some  ladies  wed,  fome  love,  and  fome  adore  them, 
1  like  their  wimton  fport,  thtn  care  not  for  them. 


XXVII.  Apelles  enamour' d  of  CafnpafpCf  Alexander's 

Mifrefs. 
Poor  painter  while  I  fought 
To  counterfeit  by  art 

The  fairell  frame  which  nature  ever  wrought. 
And  having  limn'd  each  part 
E.\cept  her  matchiefs  eyes  : 
Scarce  on  thofe  funs  I  gaz'd. 

As  lightning  falls  from  ikie.«,  [maz-'d. 

When  flraight  my  hand  grew  weak,  my   mind  a- 
And  ere  that  pencil  half  them  had  expreft, 
Lovehad  them  drawn, no, grav'd  them  in  my  breafi, 

XXVIII.  Campafpc. 
On  ftars  fiiall  1  exclaim, 

Which  thus  my  fortune  change. 
Or  fliall  I  elfe  revenge 
Upon  myfelf  this  fhame, 
Inconftant  monarch,  or  fhall  I  thee  blame 
Who  lets  Apelies  prove 
The  fweet  delights  of  Alexander's  love  ? 
No,  ftars,  myfelf,  and  thee,  I  all  forgive. 
And  joys,  that  thus  I  live; 
Of  thee,  blind  king,  my  beauty  was  defpis'd. 
Thou  didft  not  know  it,  now  being  known  'ti* 
priz'd. 

XXIX.  Cornucopia', 
If  for  one  only  horn, 

W^hich  nature  to  him  gave, 
So  famous  is  the  noble  unicorn, 
What  praife  fhould  that  man  have, 
Whofe  head  a  lady  brave 
Doth  with  a  goodly  pair  at  once  adorn  ? 
XXX.   Loi'e fuffers  no  Patofal'. 
Those  eyes,  dear  eyes,  be  fpheres 
Where  two  bright  funs  are  roU'd, 
That  fair  h^id  to  behold 
Of  whirefl  fnov/  appears  : 
Then  while  ye  coyly  ftand 
To  hide  fro:n  me  thofe  eyes,  , 

Sv/eet  I  would  you  advilc 

To  choofe  fome  other  fan  than  that  white  hand  : 
For  if  ye  do,  for  truth  mull:  true  this  know,  [fnow. 
Thofe  funs  ere   long  muft   needs  confuaie  warm 

y.yi.YA." U„plcafant  MufiQ. 
In  fields  Rihaldo  flray'd 
May's  tapellry  to  fee, 
And  hearing  on  a  tree 
A  cuckow  fmg,  Cgh'd  to  himfeif  and  faid, 
Lo  how  alas  even  birds  fit  mocking  mc. 

XXXII.   Sheping  Beauty. 
O  SIGHT  too  dearly  bought  : 
She  fleeps,  and  though  thofe  eyes 
Which  lighten  Cupid's  ikies 
Be  clos'd,  yet  fuch  a  grace 
Environeth  that  place, 

That  I  through  wonder  to  grow  faint  am  brought : 
Suns  if  eclips'd  you  have  fuch  powers  divine, 
What  power  have  I  t'endure  you  when  you  fhine  ? 

XXXIII.   Alan's  Kifs. 
What  others  at  their  ear, 
Two  pearls,  Gamelia  at  her  nofe  did  wear. 
Which  Alcon  who  nought  faw 
( For  love  is  blind)  robb'd  with  a  pretty  kifs ; 
But  having  known  his  mifs, 
And  feh  what  ore  he  frora  that  mine  did  draWj 
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When  Ihe  to  come  again  did  him  defire, 
He  flfd,  and  fold,  foul  water  quenched  fire. 
XXX IV.    The  Statue  of  Venui  Jlesping. 
Passenger   vex  not  thy  mind 
To  make  me  mine  eyes  unfold; 
For  if  thou  fhould'ft  them  behold, 
Thine  perhaps  they  will  make  blind. 

XXXV.  Laura  to  Petrarch. 
I  RATHER  love  a  youth  and  childifh  rhyme, 
Than  thee  whofe  verfe  and  head  are  wile  through 

time. 

XXXVl.  The  Rofe. 
Ftow'R,  v.'hich  ol  Adon's  blood 
Sprang,  when  of  that  clear  flood 
Which  Venus  wept,  another  white  wa»  born  : 
The  fwecr  Cynarean  youth  thou  lively  ftiows, 
But  this  fliarp.pointed  thorn 
So  proud  about  thy  crimfon  folds  that  grows, 
What  doth  it  reprefent  ? 
jBoars  teeth  (perhaps)  his  milk-white  flank  which 

rent. 
O  (how  m  one  of  unefteemed  worth 
That  both  the  kill'd,  and  killer  fetteth  forth  I 

XXXVII.   A  Lover's  Prayer. 
Near  to  a  cryftal  fpiing, 
With  thirft  and  heat  oppreft, 
Narciffns  fair  doth  reft, 
Trees,  pleafant  trees,  which  thofe  green  plains  forth 

bring 
Kow  interlace  your  trembling  tops  above. 
And  make  a  canopy  unto  my  love ; 
So  in  heaven's  higheft  houfe  when  fun  appears, 
Aurora  may  you  cherifli  with  her  tears. 

XXXVIII.  Mas  Epitaph, 
Here  dear  lolas  lies, 

Who  whilft  he  liv'd  in  beauty  did  furpafs 
That  boy,  whofe  heavenly  eyes 
Brought  Cypris  from  above. 
Or  him  to  death  who  look'd  in  wat'ry  glafs, 
Even  judge  the  god  of  love. 
And  if  the  nymph  once  held  of  him  fo  dear 
Doriiie  the  fair,  would  here  but  flied  one  tear, 
Thou  fliould'ft  in  nature's  fcorn 
A  purple  flow'r  fee  of  this  marble  born. 
XXXIX.    7he  Trojan  Horfe. 
A  HORSE  I  am,  who  bit, 
Rein,  rod,  fpur  do  not  fear. 
When  I  my  riders  bear, 
Within  my  womb,  not  on  my  back  they  fit. 
No  ftreams  I  drink,  nor  care  for  grafs  or  corn; 
Art  me  a  monfter  wrought 
All  nature's  works  to  fcorn  ; 
A  mother  I  was  without  mother  born. 
In  end  all  arm'd  my  father  I  forth  brought: 
Whar  thoufand  ftiips,  and  champions  of  renown 
Could  not  do  free,  captive  I  raz'd  a  town. 

XL.   For  JJortis, 
WnT,  Nais,  fland  ye  nice 
Like  to  a  well  wrought  ftone. 
When  Dorus  would  you  kifs? 
Deny  him  not  that  blifs, 
He's  but  a  child  (old  men  be  children  twice) 
And  even  a  toothlefs  one  : 
And  whf  B  his  lips  yours  touch  in  that  delight, 
Ye  need  cot  fear  he  will  thofe  cherries  bite. 
- 


XLI.  Love  Vagabonding.  "- 

Sweet  nymphs,  if,  as  ye  ftray. 
Ye  find  the  froth-born  goddefsof  the  fca, 
All  blubbtr'd,  pale,  undone,  ,. 

Who  fetks  her  giddy  fon,  ■ 

That  little  god  of  love, 

VVhwfe  golden  (hafts  your  chafleft  bofoms  provof  1 
W^ho  leaving  all  the  heavens  hath  run  away :  I 
If  ought  to  him  that  finds  him  fhe'U  impart  j 

Tell  her,  he  nightly  lodgeth  in  my  heat:.  ' 

XLII.   To  a  River. 
SiTH  {he  will  not  that  I 

Show  to  the  world  my  joy,  j 

Thou,  who  oft  mine  annoy  j 

Haft  heard,  dear  flood,  tell  Thetis,  if  thou  can,  j 
That  not  a  happier  man  | 

Doth  breathe  beneath  the  fky.  j 

More  fweet,  more  white,  more  fair,  , 

Lips,  hands,  and  amber  hair,  ' 

Tell  none  did  ever  touch, 

A  fmaller  daintier  wafte  ^ 

Tell,  never  wVs  embrac'd  :  i 

But  peace,  fince  fhe  forbids  thee  iell  too  much,       i 
XLIII.  Lida.  \ 

StJCH  Lida  is,  that  who  her  fees, 
Through  envy,  or  through  love,  ftraight  dies. 

XLIV.   Pbr^ne.  j 

AoNiAN  fifters,  help  my  Phraene's  praife  to  tell,  j 
Phr«ene,  heart  of  my  heart,  with  whom  the  Gracet 

dwell. 
For  I  furcharged  am  fo  fore  that  I  not  know 
What  firft  to  praife  of  her,  her  breaft,  or  neck  ct 

fnow,  [eyes 

Her  cheeks  with  rofes  fpread,  or  her  two  fun- like 
Her  teeth  of  brighteft  pearl,  her  lips  where  fweet- 

nefs  lies,  [fet  forth 

But  thofe  fo  praife  themfelves,  being  to  all  eyei 
That,  mufes,  ye  need  not  to  fay  ought  of  theii 

worth,  [known 

Then  her  white  fwelling  paps  efTay  for  to  make 
But  her  white  fwelling  paps  through  fmalleft  vai, 

are  fiio\^n,  [reC 

Yet  fhe  hath  fomething  elfe  more  worthy  than  th< 
Not  feen  ;  go  fing  of  that  which  lies  beneath  hci 

breaft,  [doth  run 

And  mouuts  like  fair  Parnafle,  where  Pegafe  wel 
Here  Phrxne  ftay'd  my  mufe,  ere  fhe  had  wel 

begun. 

XLV.   Kijfes  defireJ. 
Though  I  with  ftrange  defire 
To  kifs  thofe  rofy  lips  am  fet  on  fire. 
Yet  will  I  ceafc  to  crave 
Sweet  kififes  in  fuch  ftore, 
As  he  who  long  before 
In  thoufands  them  from  Lefbia  Hi  receive ; 
Sweet-heart,  but  once  me  kifs, 
And  1  by  that  fweet  blifs 
Even  fwear  to  ceafe  you  to  importune  more } 
Poor  one  no  number  is, 

Another  word  of  me  ye  fhall  not  hear  I 

After  one  kifs,  but  ftill  one  kifs  my  dear, 

XLVI.  Deftred  Deatb. 
Dear  life,  while  I  do  touch 
Thel'e  coral  ports  of  bUfs, 
Which  ftill  themlelvcsdo  kifs,  ' 
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And  fwcetly  me  Invite  to  do  as  mtch  : 

All  panting  in  my  lips, 

My  heart  my  lite  doth  leave. 

No  fenfe  my  fenfes  have, 

And  inward  power>  do  find  a  ftrange  eclipfe  : 

This  deat    fo  heavenly  well 

Doth  f    me  pleafe  that  I 

Wi'uld  never  longer  ft-ek  in  fenfe  to  dwell, 

If  that  even  thus  [  only  could  but  die. 
XLVII.  Phch: 

If  for  to  be  alone,  and  all  the  night  to  wander, 

Maids  can  pr.ive  chafte,  then  challe  is  Phcebe  with- 
out flander 

XLVIII.  Anfititr. 

Fooi.,  ftill  to  be  alone,  all  night  in  heaven  to  wan- 
der, [without  flander 

Would  make  the  wanton   chafte,  then  (he's  chafte 
XL IX.    The  Cruelty  of  Rora. 

Whilst  fighing  forth  his  wrongs, 

In  fweet, 'hough  doleful  fongs, 

'A'.xiii  fought  to  charm  his  Rora's  ears, 

Thf  hill-  were  heard  to  moan. 

To  figh  each  fpring  appeared,  [tears. 

Trees,  hardeft  trees  thrcugh  rhind  diftill'd   their 

And  fnft  grew  every  ftone  : 

iBut  tears,  nor  fighs,  nor  fongs  could  Rora  movCj 

'For  ftie  rejoiced  at  his   plaint  and  love, 

j  L.   A  Klfs. 

IHark,  happy  lovers,  hark, 

Thisfirft  andiallMf  j..ys, 

iThis  fweet'ncr  of  annoys, 

iThi*  ncdlar  of  the  gods, 

lYou  call  a  kifs,  is  with  itfelf  at  odds 

lAnd  half  fo  fweet  is  not 

jIn  equal  meafure  got, 

'At  light  of  fun.  as  it  is  in  the  dark, 

jHark,  happy  lovers,  hark. 

LI.  Kalas  Complaint. 

IKala,  old  Mopfus  wife, 

;Kala  with  faireft  face, 

;For  whom  the  neighbour  fwains  oft  were  at  ftrife, 

(As  ftie  to  milk  her  fnowy  flock  did  tend, 

Sigh'd  with  a  heavy  grace, 

jAnd  faid,  What  wretch  like  me  doth  lead  her  life  ; 

jl  fee  not  how  my  talk  fhall  have  an  end, 

lAll  day  1  draw  thefe  ftreaming  dugs  infold, 

lAll  night  mine  empty  hufbsnd's  foft  and  cold. 
Lli.  Phyllis. 

In  petticoat  of  green, 

{Her  hair  about  her  een, 

Phyllis  beneath  an  uak 

Sat  milking  her  fair  flock  : 

'Mongft  that  fweet-ftrained  moifture  (rare  delight) 

Her  hand  feem'd  milk,  in  milk  ic  was  fo  white. 
LIII.  A  IVlJh. 

To  forge  to  mighty  Jove 

The  thunderbolts  above, 

iNor  on  this  r.^und  below 

jRich  Midas  IkiU  to  know, 

lAnd  make  all  gold  I  touch, 

iDo  I  defire,  it  is  for  me  too  much  ; 

Of  all  the  arts  pradis'd  beneath  the  fky, 

|l  would  but  Phyllis  lapidary  be. 

j  LIV.  Nifa. 

1N18A,  Paiemon's  wife,  him  weeping  told 

'tic  kept  not  grammar  rules  now  being  old ; 


F .ir  why  (quOth  flie)  pofition  falfe  make  ye. 

Putting  a  fhort  thing  where  a  long  fliould  bs, 
L,V    A  Lovei-'s  Heavtn. 

Those  ftars,  nay  fun,  which  turn 

So  ftately  in  their  fpheres, 

And  dazzling  do  not  burn^ 

The  beauty  of  the  m-im 

Which  on  thefe  cheeks  appears. 

The  harmony  which  to  that  voice  Is  given. 

Makes  me  think  you  are  heaven  : 

If  heaven  you  be,  O  that  my  powerful  charms, 

I  Atlas  were  enfolded  in  your  arms  ? 
LVI.    Epitaph. 

This  dear,  though  not  refpedted  earth,  doth  hold 

One  for  his  worth,  vvhofe  tomb  fhould  be  of  gold. 
LVII     Biautys  Idta. 

Who  would  pcrfedtion's  fair  idea  fee, 

On  pretty  Chloris  let  him  look  with  me; 

White  is  her  hair,  her  teeth  white,  white  her  flcin. 

Black  be  her  eyes,  her  eye-brows  Cupid's  ina: 

Her  locks,  her  body,  hands  do  long  appear. 

But  teeth  fliort,  ftiort  her  womb,  and  either  ear; 

1  he  fpacc  'twixt  fhoulders,   eyes  are  wide,  brow 
wide,  [pride. 

Strait    waift,  the    mouth-  ftrait,    and  her   virgin 

Thick  are  her  lips, 'highs,  with  banks  fvvcUing  there, 

Her  nofe  is  fmall,  fmall  fingers,  and  her  hair  : 

Her  fugar'd  mouth,  her  cheeks,  her  nails  be  red. 

Little  her  foot,  breaft  little,  and  her  head. 

Such  Venus  was,  fuch  was  that  flame  of  Troy, 
Such  Chloris  is,  mine  hope,  and  only  joy. 
LVill.  Lalui's  Death. 

Amidst  the  waves  profound. 

Far,  far  from  all  relief. 

The  honeft  fifher  Lalus,  ah !  is  drown'd, 

Shut  in  his  little  fkifF: 

The  boards  of  which  did  ferve  him  for  a  bier. 

So  that  when  he  to  the  black  world  came  near, 

Of  him  no  lilver  greedy  Charon  got, 

For  he  in  hi>  own  boat 

Did  pafs  that  flood,  by  which  the  gods  do  fwcar. 
I.IX.    T«  'Thaumantia fingitig. 

Is  it  not  too  too  much 

Thou  late  didft  to  me  prove, 

\  bafilifk  of  love  ? 

And  didfl  my  wits  bewitch  : 

Unlefs  (to  caufe  more  harm) 

Made  Syren  too  thou  with  thy  voice  me  charm? 

Ah  1   thi^ugh  thou  fo  my  realon  didft  controul, 

That  to  thy  looks  I  could  not  prove  a  mole  : 

Yet  do  me  not  that  wrong. 

As  not  to  let  me  turn  afp  to  thy  fong. 
LX.    Upon  a  Glafs. 

If  thou  wouldft  fee  threads  purer  than  the  gold. 

Where  love  his  wealth  doth  Ihovv  ? 

But  take  this  glafs,  and  thy  fair  hair  behold  ; 

if  whitenefs  thou  wouldft  fee  more  white  than 
fnow. 

And  read  on  wonder's  book  ? 

Take  but  this  glafs,  and  on  thy  forehead  look, 

Wouldft  thou  in  winter  lee  a  crimfon  rofe, 

Whofc  thorns  do  hurt  each  heart .'' 

Look  but  in  glafs  how  thy  fweet  lips  do  clofe. 

Wouldft  thou  fee  planets  which  all  good  impart, 

Or  meteors  divine  ? 

But  take  this  glafs,  and  gaze  upon  thine  een. 
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No,  planets,  rore,  fnow,  gold,  can  not  compare  _ 
With  you,  dear  eyes,  lips,  brows,  and  amber  hair. 

LXL   Of  a  Bee. 
As  an  audacious  knight, 
Come  with  fome  foe  to  fight. 
His  fword  doth  brandifli,  makes  his  armour  ring : 
So  this  proud  bee  (at  home,  perhaps,  a  king) 
Did  buzzing  fly  about. 
And  (tyrant)  after  thy  fair  lip  did  fting : 
O  champion  llrange  as  flout  1 

Who  halt  by  nature  found,  [wound. 

Sharp    arms,   and  trumpet  (hrill,  to  found  and 

l,Xn.   Ofthatfame. 

0  DO  not  kill  that  bee 

That  thus  hath  wounded  thee ; 

Sweet,  it  was  no  defpite, 

But  hue  did  him  deceive  : 

For  when  thy  lips  did  clofe, 

He  deemed  them  a  rofc. 

What  wouldft  thou  further  crave  ? 

He  wanting  wit,  and  blinded  with  delight, 

Would  fain  have  kifs'd,  but  mad  with  joy  did  bite. 

LXIII.  Of  a  Kfs. 
Ah  !  of  that  cruel  bee 
Thy  lips  have  fuck'd  too  much  : 
For  when  they  mine  did  touch, 

1  found  that  both  they  hurt,  and  fweet'ned  me  ; 
This  by  the  iling  they  have. 

And  that  they  of  the  honey  do  receive  : 
Dear  kifs,  tlfe  by  what  ait 

Couldft.thou  at  once  both  pleafe  and  wohnd  my 
heart? 

LXIV.  Idmon  to  Venus. 
It  Acidalia's  queen. 
Thou  "quench  in  me  thy  torch, 
And  with  the  fome  Tliaumantia's  heart fliall  fcorch. 
Each  year  a  myrtle  tree 
Here  I  do  vow  to  confecrate  to  thee  : 
And  when  the  meads  grow  green, 
I  will  of  fweetcft  flowers 
Weave  thoufand  garlands,  to  adorn  thy  bovvers, 

LXV.  A  Lover's  Plaint. 
In  midft  of  filent  night, 
When  men,  birds,  hearts,  do  reft, 
With  love  and  fear  pofTeft, 
To  heaven,  and  Flore,  I  count  my  heavy  plight. 
Again  with  rofeate  wii)gs 
When  morn  peeps  forth,  and  Philomela  fings, 
Then  void  of  all  relief, 
.  Do  i  renew  my  grief : 
Day  follows  night,  night  day,  whilft  ftill  T  prove, 
That  heaven  is  deaf,  Flore  careltfs  of  my  love. 

I.XVI.   His  Firebrand. 
LffiA-VE  page  that  ilender  torch. 
And  in  this  gloomy  night 
Let  only  fhine  the  light 

Of  love's  hot  brandon,  which  my  heart  doth  fcorch  ; 
A  figh,  or  blaft  of  wind. 
My  tears,  or  drops  of  rain, 
May  that  at  once  make  blind: 
Whilft  this  like  ^tna  burning  fhall  remain. 

LXVII.  Daphtiii's  Foio. 
WffEN  fun  doth  bright  the  day 
From  the  Hefpcriati  fea. 
Or  moon  her  coach  doth  roll 
Above  the  northern  pole, 


When  ferpents  can  not  hifs, 

And  lovers  fhall  not  kifs  : 

Then  may  it  be,  but  in  no  tin-.e  till  then, 

That  Daphnis  can  forget  his  Oricnne. 

LXVIII.    The  Statue  of  Venus  Sleefmg. 
Break  not  my  fweet  repofe,  [place, 

Thou,  vvhoni  free  will,  or   chance,  brings  to  this 
Let  lids  thefe  comets  clofe, 

0  do  not  feel:  to  fee  their  Ihining  grace  : 

For  when  mine  eyes  thou  fecft,thcy  thine  will  blind, 
And  thou  fnalt  part,  but  leave  thy  heart  behind. 

1>X1X.  Anthcas  Gift. 
Tuts  virgin-lock  of  hair 
To  Idmon  Anthea  gives, 
Idmon  for  whom  fhe  livesj 

Though  oft  fhe  mix  his  hopes  with  cold  defpair : 
This  now,  but  abfent  if  he  conflant  prove. 
With  gift  more  dear  flie  vows  to  meet  his  love. 

LXX     To  Thaicmantice. 
Come, let  us  live, and  love, 
And  kifs  Thaumantia  mine  : 

1  fhall  the  elm  be,  be  to  me  the  vine. 
Come  let  us  teach  new  billing  to  the  dove : 
Nay,  to  augment  our  blifs, 

Let  fouls  even  other  kifs, 

Let  love  a  workman  be. 

Undo  diftemper,  and  his  cunning  prove, 

Of  kiffes  three  make  one,  of  one  make  three  : 

Though  moon,  fun,  ftars,  be  bodies  fur  more  briglft,] 

Let  them  not  vaunt  they  match  us  in  delight, 

LXXl.   A  Lc-jers  Day  and  Night. 
Bright  meteor  of  day. 
For  me  in  Thetis  bow'rs  for  ever  flay: 
Night,  to  thisflow'ry  globe 
Ne'er  Ihow  for  me  thy  ftar-emliroider'd  robe; 
]\'Iy  night,  my  day,  do  not  proceed  from  you, 
But  hang  oTi  Mira's  brow  : 

For  when  ihe  low'rSj  and  hides  from  me  her  eyeS; 
Midfl  cleareft  day  I  find  black  night  arife, 
When  fmiling  fhe  again  thofe  twins  doth  turn. 
In  midft  of  night  I  find  noon's  torch  to  burn, 

LXXII.    The  Statue  of  AdsMs. 
When  Venus,  'longft  that  plain, 
This  Parian  A  don  law,  [law. 

She  figh'd,  and  faid.  What  power  breaks  deftine'. 
World-mcumed  boy,  and  makes  thee  live  a^ain  ' 
Then  with  ftretcht  arms  fhe  ran  him  to  enfold  : 
But  when  flie  did  behold 

The  boar,  whofe  fnowy  tufks  did  threaten  death. 
Fear  clofed  up  her  breath  \  ,  -         .    _ 

Who  can  but  gran:  then  that  thefe  ftones  do  Ii»?,-| 
Sith  this  bred  love,  and  that  ?.  wound  did  give  ? 

LXXIH.    Cioriis  to  a  Gnve, 
Old  oak,  arid  you  thick  grove, 
I  ever  Ihall  you  love. 
With  thefe  fweet  fmelling  briers  : , 
For  briers,  oak,  grove,  ye  crowned  my  uefires, 
When  underneath  your  fhade 
I  left  my  woe,  and  Flore  her  maidenhead. 
LXX IV.   A  Couplet  Encomiaf.ick. 

I        a  .?  I        *  =  •' 

Love,  Cypris,  Phoebus,  will  feed,  deck,  aiid  crovpJ, 

I  2  3  1         .         *•  • 

Thv  heai-t,  brows,  verfe.  with  fiames,  with  flowei 

3  ® 

renown. 
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LXXV.     Another.      -_ 
Tht  mufe  rot-able,  iuU,  ill-liit>red  rhitnes, 
'Make  thee  the  poetauur  of  our  tinies> 
ILXXVI.    Upon  a  Bay  Tree,  not  long  ftnce  groiu'irg  in 

the  Ruins  of  VirgiV s  'Tomb, 
Those  ftones  which  once  had  truft 
Of  Marc's  facred  dult, 

Which  now  of  their  firft  beauty  fpoil'd  are  feen, 
That  they  due  praife  not  want, 
[Jnglorious  and  remain, 
I A  Delian  tree  (fair  nature's  only  plant) 
INow  courts,  and  fliadovvs  with  her  trcfTes  green  : 
Sing;  lo  Paean,  ye  of  Phcebus  train,  [down, 

iThough  linvy.  Avarice,  Time,  your  tombs  throw 
jWith  maiden  laurels  nature  will  them  crown^ 
I  LXXVII.  Floras  Yk-wer, 

iVBNn«  doth  love  the  rofe, 
jApollo  thofe  dear  flowers 
jwhich  were  his  paramours, 
■The  queen  of  fable  fkies, 
^The  fubtle  lunaries, 
[But  Flore  likes  none  of  tliofe, 
iFor  fair  to  her  no  flower  feems  faVe  the  19y  ! 
lAiid  why  ?   Becaufe  one  letter  turns  it  P. 
j  LXXVIH,   Mdai^puis  Epitaph, 

lAtt  that  a  dog  could  have 
'The  good  Melampus  had  : 
(Nay,  he  had  more  than  what  in  beafts  we  crave, 
For  he  could  play  the  brave, 
•And  uften,  like  a  Thrafo  ftern,  go  mad  : 
,And  if  ye  had  not  feen,  but  heard  him  bark, 
I  Ye  would  have  fworn  he  was  your  parilh  clerk. 

LXXIX.    T:he  Huppin'fs  of  a  FUa. 
JHow  happier  is  that  flea 
[Which  in  thy  breafl;  doth  play, 
Than  that  py'd  butterfly  [die  ? 

[Which  courts  the  flame,  and  in  the  fame  doth 
jThat  hath  a  light  delight 
I  (Poor  fool)  contented  only  with  a  fight, 
jWhen  this  doth  fport,  and  fwell  with  dearefl;  food, 
jAnd  if  he  die,  he  knight-likc  dies  in  blood. 
i  LXXX.     Ofthatfu?ne. 

|PooR  flea,  then  thou  didlt  die, 
jYet  by  fo  fair  a  hand, 
iTbat  thus  to  die  was  deftlny  to  command  : 
JT^iou  didft  die,  yet  didfl;  try 
A  Ipver's  laft  delight, 

JTo  Vault  on  virgin  plains,  her  kifs  and  bite  ; 
iThcJu  diedft,  yet  haft  thy  tomb 
JBetWeen  thofe  pans,  O  dear  and  ftately  room ! 
Flya,  happier  far,  more  blefl:, 
iThan  Phcenix burning  in  his  fpicy  neft. 
I  L.XXXI.   Lino's  yirginity. 

Who  Lina  weideth  fliall  moll  happy  be, 
I  For  he  a  maid  fhall  find, 
Though  maiden  none  be  flie, 
jA  girl,  or  boy,  beneath  her  waift  confin'd  : 
And  tliough  bright  Ceres  locks  be  never  fhorn, 
iHe  fhall  be  fure  this  year  to  lack  no  corn. 

LXXXII.  Lo-vc  Nahd. 
And  would  ye,  lovers,  know 
[  Why  Love  doth  naked  go  ? 
I  Fond,  waggifh,  changeling  lad, 
I  Late  whilft  Thaumantia's  voice 
He  wond'ring  heard,  it  made  him  fo  rejoice, 
That  he  o'erjoy'd  ran  mad  ; 
Vot.  IV. 
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And  in  a  frantie  fit  threw  clothes  away, 

And  f;nce  from  lip  and  lap  hers  can  not  ilray. 
LXXXlll.  Niobi. 

Wrztch'd  Niobe  I  am, 

Let  wretches  read  my  cafe, 

Not  fuch  who  with  a  tear  ne'er  wet  tieir  face; 

Seven  daughters  of  me  came. 

And  fons  as  many,  which  one  fatal  day 

(Orb'd  mother  I)  took  away  : 

Thus  reft  by  heavens  unjuft, 

Grief  turn'd  me  Hone,  fhonc  too  me  dotli  entomb, 

Whidi  if  thou  do{l  miftrMft, 

Of  this  hard  rock  but  ope  the  flinty  womb. 

And  here  thou  {halt  find  marble  and  no  duft. 
LXXXiV.   Changs  of  Love. 

Once  did  I  weep  and  groan, 

Drink  tears,  draw  loathed  breath. 

And  all  for  love  of  one 

Who  did  aff"e(5l  my  death  : 

But  now  (thanks  to  Difdain) 

I  live  reliev'd  of  pain. 

For  fighs  I  finging  go, 

i  burn  not  as  before,  no,  no,  no,  no. 
LXXXV.  fi^ild  Btauty, 

If  all  but  ice  thou  be, 

How  doll:  thou  thus  me  burn  ? 

Or  how  at  fire  which  thou  doib  raife  in  me 

(Sith  ice)  thyfelf  in  dreams  doIb  thou  not  turn  ? 

Bat  rather  (plaintful  cafe  1) 

Of  ice  art  marble  made  to  my  difgrace  : 

Q  miracle  of  Love  1   not  heard  till  now. 

Cold  ice  doth  burn,  and  hard  by  fire  doth  grovr. 
LXXXVl.    Conjlant  Love. 

Time  makes  great  fiates  decay, 

Time  doth  May's  pomp  difgrace, 

Time  draws  deep  furrows  in  the  faireflface, 

rime  wifdom,  force,  renown,  doth  lake  away, 

rime  doth  confume  the  years. 

Time  changes  Works  in  Heaven's  eternal  fphefes  J 

Yet  this  fierce  tyrant  which  doth  all  devour, 

To  leffen  love  in  me  fliall  have  no  power, 
LXXXVl  I.  ToCbloris. 

See  Chlnrls,  how  the  clouds 

Tilt  in  the  azure  lifts. 

And  how  with  Stygian  mills 

Each  horned  hill  his  giant  forehead  (hrouds. 

Jove  thundereth  in  the  air. 

The  air  grown  great  with  rain. 

Now  feems  to  bring  Deucalion's  days  again  : 

I  fee  thee  quake  ;  come,  let  us  home  repair  j 

Ci  me,  hide  thee  in  mine  arm*, 

If  not  for  love,  yet  to  fhun  greater  harms. 

LXXXVIII.    Thyrfis  in  Difpraife  of  Beauty. 

That- which  fo  much  the  doating  world  doth  prilCj 

Fond  ladies  only  care,  and  fole  delight. 

Soon-fading  beauty,  which  of  hues  doth  rife, 

Is  but  an  abjedt  let  of  nature's  might ; 

Moft  woful  wretch,  whom  ftiining  hair  and  eyef. 

Lead  to  love's  dungeon,  traitor'd  by  a  fight, 
Moft  woful:  for  he  might  with  greater  eafe 
Hell's  portals  enter,  and  pale  death  appeafe. 

As  in  delicious  meads  beneath  the  flowers. 

And  the  moft  wholcfom*  herbs  that  May  can 

fhow. 
In  cryftal  curls  the  f^jeckled  ferpcnt  lowr's, 
T  t 
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As  in  the  apple  (which  moft  fair  doth  grow) 
The  rotten  worm  is  rlos'd,  which  it  devours, 
As  in  gilt  cups  with  Gnoflian  wine  which  flow, 
Oft  poifon  pompoufly  doth  hide  its  fours  : 

So  lewdnefs,  falfehood,  mifchief,  them  advance, 
Clad  with  the  pleafant  rays  of  beauty's  glance. 

•Good  thence  is  chac'd,  where  beauty  doth  appear, 

Mild  lowlinefs  with  pity  from  it  fly. 

Where  beauty  reigns  as  in  their  proper  fphere, 

Ingratitude,  difdain,  pride,  all  defcry. 

The  flower  and  fruit  which  virtue's  tree  Ihould 
bear. 

With  her  bad  fliadow  beauty  maketh  die  : 
Beauty  a  monfler  is,  a  monfler  hurl'd 
From  angry  heaven,  to  fcourgc  this  lower  world. 

As  fruits  which  are  unripe,  and  four  of  tafte. 
To  be  confe(5l'd  more  fit  than  fweet  we  prove. 
For  fweet  in  fpite  of  care  themfelves  will  wafte. 
When  they  long  kept,  the  appetite  do  move : 
So  in  the  fvveetnefs  of  his  necSlar  love 
The  foul  confers,  and  feafons  of  his  feaft  : 
Sour  is  far  better  which  we  fweet  may  make, 
Than  fweet  which  fweeter  fweetnefs  will  not 
take. 

Foul  may  my  lady  be,  and  may  her  nofe 
(A  TanarifF)  give  umbrage  to  her  chin  ; 
May  her  gay  mouth  (which  fne  no  time  may  clofe) 
So  wide  be,  that  the  moon  may  turn  therein. 
May  eyes,  and  teeth,  be  made  conform  to  thofe, 
£yes  fet  by  chance,  and  white,  teeth  black  and 
thin : 
May  all  what  feen  is,  and  is  hid  from  fight, 
Like  unto  thefe  rare  parts  be  framed  right. 

1  fliall  not  fear  thus  though  flie  flray  alone, 
That  others  her  purfue,  entice,  admire. 
And  though  fhe  fometime  counterfeit  a  groan, 
I  fliall  not  think  her  heart  feels  uncouth  fire, 
I  fliall  not  ftyle  her  ruthlefs  to  my  moan. 
Nor  proud,  difdainful,  wayward  to  deflre  : 

Her  thoughts  with  mine  will  hold  an  equal 
line, 

I  fliall  be  hers,  and  flie  fliall  all  be  mine. 
LXXXIX.   Eurymedons  Praife  of  Mira. 
Gem  of  the  mountains,  glory  of  our  plains, 
Rare  miracle  of  nature,  and  of  love, 
Sweet  Atlas,  who  all  beauty's  heavens  fuftalns, 
JJo,  beauty's  heaven,  where  all  her  wonders  move, 

The  fun  from  eaft  to  weft  who  all  doth  fee, 

On  this  low  globe  fees  nothing  like  to  thee. 

One  phoenix  only  liv'd  ere  thou  waft  born. 
And  earth  but  did  one  queen  of  love  admire. 
Three  graces  only  did  the  world  adorn, 
JBut  thrice  three  inufes  fung  to  Phoebus'  lyre, 
Two  phoenixes  be  now,  love's  queens  are  two, 
Four  graces,  mufes  ten,  all  made  by  you. 

For  thofe  perfedions  which  the  bounteous  heaven 
To  diverfe  worlds  in  diverfc  times  alTign'd,- 
With  thoufands  more,  to  thee  at  once  were  given. 
Thy  body  fair,  more  f»ir  they  tn^de  tby  mi&d : 


And  that  thy  like  no  age  fiiould  more  behold 
When  thou  waft  fram'd  they  after  brake  the 
mold 

Sweet  are  the  bluflies,  on  thy  face  which  fliine. 
Sweet  are  the  flames  which  fparkle  from  thine 

eyes. 
Sweet  are  his  torments,  who  for  thee  doth  pine, 
Moft  fweet  his  death,  for  thee  who  fweetly  dies; 
For  if  he  die,  he  dies  not  by  annoy, 
But  too  much  fweetnefs  and  abundant  joy. 

What,  arc  my  flender  lays  to  ftiow  thy  worth  ? 

How  can  bafe  words  a  thing  fo  high  make  known  \ 

So  wooden  globes  bright  ftars  to  us  fet  forth  ; 

So  in  a  cryllal  is  fun's  beauty  fliown  : 

More  of  thy  praifes,  if  my  mufe  fliould  write, 
More  love  and  pity  muft  the  fame  indite. 
XC.    Thaumantia  at  the  Departure  of  Idmott. 

Fair  Dian,  from  the  height  [place, 

Of  heav'n's  fir  ft  orb,  who  cheer'ft   this  lower 

Hide  now  from  me  thy  light; 

And  pitying  my  cafe. 

Spread  with  a  fcarf  of  clouds  thy  blufhing  face. 

Come  with  your  doleful  fongs. 

Night's  fable  birds,  which  'plain  when  others  fleep^ 

Come,  folemnize  my  wrongs. 

And  confort  to  me  keep, 

Sith  heaven,  earth,  hell,  are  fet  to  caufe  me  weep. 

This  grief  yet  I  could  bear, 
If  now  by  abfence  I  were  only  pin'd ; 
But  ah !  worfe  evil  I  fear  ; 
^'Ten  abfent  prove  unkind. 

And  change   (unconftant  like  the   moon)  their 
mind. 

If  thought  had  fo  much  power 

Of  thy  departure,  that  it  could  me  flay; 

How  will  that  ugly  hour 

My  feeble  fenfe  difmay  ? 

Farewell,  fweet  heart,  when  I  Ihall  hear  thee  lay  J 

Dear  life,  fith  thou  muft  go. 

Take  all  my  joy  and  comfort  hence  with  thee, 

And  leave  with  me  thy  woe  ; 

Which,  until  I  thee  fee, 

Nor  time,  nor  place,  nor  change,  fliall  take  frona 
me. 
XCI.   JEryeine  at  the  Departure  of  Alexis. 

And  wilt  thou  then,  Alexis,  mine  depart  ? 

And  leave  thefe  flow'ry  meads,  and  cryftal  ftreams? 

Thefe  hills  as  great  as  green  with  gold  and  gem«, 

Which  court  thee  with  rich  treafure  in  each  part  i 

Shall  nothing  hold  thee  ?  not  my  loyal  heart, 

That  burfts  to  lofe  the  comforts  of  thy  beams  ? 

Nor  yet  this  pipe,  which  wildeft  Satyrs  tames  J 

Lor  lambkins  wailing  ?  nor  old  Dorus  fmart  ? 

O, ruthlefs  fhepherd,  forefts  ftrange  among, 

What  canft  thou  elfe  but  fearful  dangers  find  ! 

But  ah,  not  thou,  but  honour  doth  me  wrong  J 

O,  cruel  honour  !  tyrant  of  the  mind  ! 

This  faid  fad  Erycine,  and  all  the  flowers 
Impearlcdj  as  ibe  went,  with  eyes  fait  fhowerf 
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A  GOOD  that  never  fatisfies  the  mind, 
A  beauty  fading  like  the  April  flow'rs, 
A  fweet  with  floods  of  gall,  that  runs  combin'd, 
A  pleafure  palling  ere  in  thought  made  ours, 
A  honour  that  more  fickle  is  than  wind, 
A  glory  at  opinion's  frown  that  low'rs, 
A  treafury  which  bankrupt  time  devours, 
A  knowledge  than  grave  ignorance  more  blind, 
A  vain  delight  our  equals  to  command, 
A  ftyle  of  greatnefs,  in  effedl  a  dream, 
A  fwelling  thought  of  holding  fea  and  land, 
A  fervile  lot,  deck'd  with  a  pompous  name  ; 
Are  the  ftrange  ends  we  toil  for  here  below, 
Till  wifeft  death  make  us  our  errors  knov/^. 
II. 
liiFE  a  right  (hadow  is ; 
■For  if  it  long  appear. 

Then  is  it  fpent,  and  death's  long  night  draws  near. 
Shadows  are  moving  light ; 
And  is  there  ought  fo  moving  as  is  this  ? 
When  it  is  moft  in  fight, 
It  Heals  away,  and  none  knows  how  or  where ; 
So  near  our  cradles  to  our  cofEns  are. 

III. 
Look  as  the  flow'r  which  ling'ringly  doth  fade, 
The  morning's  darling  late,  the  fummer's  queen, 
Spoil'd  of  that  juice  which  kept  it  frefli  and  green. 
As  high  as  it  did  raife,  bows  low  the  head  : 
Right  fo  the  pleafuresof  my  life  being  dead, 
Or  in  their  contraries  but  only  feen, 
With  fvvifter  fpeed  declines  than  erft  it  fpread, 
And  (blafted)  fcarcc  how  ftiows  what  it  hath 

been. 
Therefore  as  doth  the  pilgrims,  whom  the  night 
Hade  darkly  to  iniprifon  on  his  way, 
Think  on  thy  home  (my  foul)  and  think  aright, 
Of  what's  yet  left  thee  of  life's  wafting  day; 
Thy  fun  pods  weftward,  pafTed  is  thy  morn, 
And  twice  it  is  not  given  thee  to  be  born. 
IV. 
The  weary  mariner  fo  faft  not  files 
An  howling  tempeft,  harbour  to  attain, 
Nor  ftieplierd  haftes  (when  frays  of  wolves  arifs 
So  faft  to  fold,  tofave  his  bleating  train. 
As  I  (wing'd  with  contempt  and  juft  difdain) 
Now  fly  the  world,  and  what  it  moft  doth  prize, 
And  fandluary  feek,  free  to  remain 
From  wounds  of  abjeil  times,  and  envy's  eyes. 
To  me  this  world  did  once  feem  fweet  and  fair, 
While  fenfes  light  minds  perlpe<5live  kept  blind ; 
Now,  like  imagin'd  landfkip  in  the  air. 
And  weeping  rainbows,  he:  liert  joys  I  find: 
Or  if  ought  here  is  liad  that  praife  ftiouidhave, 
It  is  an  obfcure  life,  and  filent  grave. 


V. 

Or'this  fair  volume  which  we  world  do  name, 
If  we  the  Iheets  and  leaves  could  turn  with  care, 
Of  him  who  it  torredls,  and  did  it  frame. 
We  clear  might  read  the  art  and  wifdom  rare. 
Find  out  his  power,  which  wildeft  pow'rs  do£h 

tame. 
His  providence,  extending  every  where, 
His  juftice,  which  proud  rebels  doth  not  fpare, 
In  every  page  no  period  of  the  fame  : 
But  filly  we  like  foolilh  children  reft, 
Well  pleas'd  with  colour'd  vellum,  leaves  of  gold, 
Fair  dangling  ribbands,  leaving  what  is  beft, 
On  the  great  writer's  fenfe  ne'er  taking  hold ; 
Or  if  by  chance  we  ftay  our  minds  on  ought, 
It  is  fome  piiilure  on  the  margin  wrought. 
VI. 
The  grief  was  common,  common  were  the  cries. 
Tears,  fobs,  and  groans  of  that  afflidled  train. 
Which  of  God's  chofen  did  the  fum  contain. 
And  earth  rebounded  with  them,  pierc'd  were 

fkies; 
All  good  had  left  the  world,  each  vice  did  reign 
In  the  moft  monftrous  forts  hell  could  devife, 
And  all  degrees  and  each  eftate  did  ftain, 
Nor  further  had  to  go  whom  to  furprife  ; 
The  v>rorld  beneath  the  prince  of  darknefs  lay, 
And  in  each  temple  had  himfelf  inftall'd. 
Was  facrific'd  unto,  by  prayers  call'd, 
Refponfes  gave,  which  (fools)  they  did  obey  : 
When  (pitying  man)  God  of  a  virgin's  womb 
Was  born,  and  thofe  falfe  deities  ftruck  dumb. 
VII. 
Run  (fliepherds),  run,  where  Bcth'lcm  bleft  ap- 
pears, 
We  bring  the  beft  of  news,  be  not  difmay'd, 
A  Saviour  there  is  born,  more  old  than  years, 
Amidft  the  rolling  heaven  this  earth  who  ftay'd; 
In  a  poor  cottage  inn'd,  a  virgin  maid,^ 
A  weakling  did  him  bear  who  all  upbears. 
There  he  in  clothes  is  wrapt,  in  manger  laid. 
To  whom  too  nari'ow  fwadling'  are  our  fphercs  ; 
Run  (^(hepherds),  run,  and  folcmnize  his  birth  ; 
Thisis  that  night,  no,  day,  grown  great  with blifs ; 
In  which  the  power  of  Satan  broken  is ; 
In  heaven  be  glory,  peace  unto  the  earth  : 

Thus  finging  through  the  air,  the  angels  fwaiB) 
And  all  the  ftars  re  echoed  the  fame. 
VIII. 
O,  THAN  the  faireft  day,  thrice  fairer  nl^ht, 
Night  to  beft  days,  in  which  a  fun  dot .  rife. 
Of  which  that  golden  eye  which  clears  che  fkies^ 
Is  but  a  fparkling  ray,  a  ihadow-light ! 
And  bleffed  ye  (ii'  fiily  paftors  fight) 
Mild  creaturss  in  whofe  warm  crib  now  lie?, 
T  t  i] 
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Thatheaven-fentYoungling.holy  maid-born  wight, 
'Midft,  end,  beginning  of  our  prophefies  : 
Bleft  cottage,  that  hath  flovv'rs  in  winter  fpread. 
Though  withered  blefled  graf's,  that  hath  the  grace 
To  iccV,  and  be  a  carpet  to  that  place. 
Thus  firginj^  to  the  found!<  of  oaten  reed, 
Before  the  babe,  the  Ihepherds  bow'd  their  knees, 
And  fprings  rah  nc&ar,  honey  dropt  from  trees. 

IX. 
The  laft  and  greateft  herald  of  heav'n's  king. 
Girt  with  rough  ikins,  hies  to  the  defarts  wild, 
Among  that  favage  bro'>d  the  woods  forth  bring, 
"Which  he  more  harmkfs  found  than  man, and  mild; 
His  food  was  locuils,  and  what  there  doth  fpring, 
"With  honey  that  from  virgin  hives  diftili'd, 
Parch'd  body,  hollow  eyes,  fome  uncouth  thing, 
Made' him  appear,  longfince  from  earth  exil'd, 
1'here  burft  he  forth;  all  ye  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  God,  with  me  amidft  thefe  defarts  mourn, 
Repent,  repent,  and  from  old  errors  turn. 
Who  liften'd  to  his  voice,  obey'd  his  cr/ 
Only  the  echoes,  which  he  made  relent, 
Bung  from  their  flinty  caves,  repent,  repent. 

X. 
These  eyes  (dear  Lord)  once  tapers  of  defire, 
Frail  fcouts,  betraying  what  they  had  to  keep> 
Which  their  own  heart,  then  others  fet  on  fire, 
Their  trait'rous  black  before  thee  here  out-weep ; 
Thefe  locks  of  blufhiiig  deeds,  the  gilt  attire. 
Waves  curling,  wrackful  flielves  to  fhadow  deep, 
Rings  wedd  ng  fouls  to  fin's  lethargic  fleep, 
To  touch  thy  facred  feet  do  now  afpire. 
In  feas  of  care  behold  a  finking  bark, 
By  winds  of  fharp  remorfe  unto  thee  driven, 
O,  let  me  not  be  ruin's  aim'd-at  mark  \ 
My  faults  confefs'd.  Lord,  fay  they  are  forgiven. 
Thus  figh'd  to  Jefus  the  Bethanian  fair. 
His  tear-wet  feet  ftill  drying  with  her  hair. 
XI. 
I  CHANCED  countries,  new  delights  to  find. 
But,  ah  !  for  pleafure  I  did  find  new  pain. 
Enchanting  pleafure  fo  did  reafon  blind, 
That  father's  love  and  words  I  fcorn'd  as  vain  3 
For  tables  rich,  for  bed,  for  following  train 
Of  careful  fervants  to  obferve  my  mind, 
Thefe  herds  I  keep  my  fellows  are  aflign'd. 
My  bed's  a  rock,  and  herbs  my  life  fuftain. 
Kow  while  I  famine  feel,  fear  worfer  harms. 
Father  and  lord  1  turn,  thy  love,  yet  great. 
My  faults  will  pardon,  pity  mine  eftate. 
This  where  an  aged  oak  had  fpread  its  arms 
Thdught  the  lone^child,  while  as  the  herds  he  led. 
And  pin'd  with  hunger  on  wild  acorns  fed. 

XII. 
Tf  that  the  world  doth  in  amaze  remain. 
To  hear  in  what  a  fad  deploring  mood 
The  pelican  pours  from  her  breaft  her  blood, 
To  bring  to  life  her  younglings  back  again; 
How  (hould  we  wonder  at  that  fovereign  Good, 
Who  fr-^m  that  ferpent's  fting  (that  had  us  flain) 
To  fave  our  lives,  (bed  his  life's  purple  flood, 
And  turn'd  to  endlefs  joy  our  endlefs  pain  ? 
Ungrateful  foul,  that  charm'd  with  falfe  delight, 
Haft  long  long  wanHer'd  in  fin's  flow'ry  path, 
And  didlt  not  think  at  all,  or  thoughtft  not  right 
.0    {*V»  t}*y  pelican's  great  love  and  death, 


Here  paufe,  and  let  (though  earth  It  fcorn)  tei- 

ven  fee 
Thee  pour  forth  tears  to  him  pour'd  blood  for 
thee. 

XIII, 

If  in  the  eaft  when  you  do  there  behold 
Forth  from  his  cryftal  bed  the  fun  do  rife, 
With  rofy  robs  and  crown  of  flaming  gold; 

If  gazing  on  that  emprefs  of  the  (kies, 

That  takes  fo  many  forms,  and  rhofe  fair  brands 
Which  blaze  in  heaven's  high  vault,  night'* 
watchful  eyes ; 

If  feeing  how  the  feas  tumultuous  bahds 

Of  bellowing  billows,  have  their  courfe  confin'di 
How  unfuftain'd  the  earth  ftill  ftedfaft  ftands  ; 

Poor  mortal  wights,  you  e'er  found  in  your  mind 
A  thought,  that  fome  great  king  did  fit  above, 
Who  had  fuch  laws  and  rites  to  them  aflign'd  : 

A  king  who  fix'd  the  poles,  made  fpheres  to  move, 
All  vfrifdom,  purenefs,  excellency,  might, 
Allgoodnefs,  grcatnefs,ju[lice, beauty,  love; 

With  fear  and  wonder  hither  turn  your  fight, 
See,  fee  (alas  ! )  him  now,  not  in  that  ftate 
Thought  could  forecaft  him  into  reafon's  light ; 

Now  eyes  with  tears,  now  hearts  with  grief  make 
great,  _ 
Bemoan  this  cruel  death  and  ruthful  cafe, 
If  ever  plaint's  juft  woe  could  aggravate. 

From  fin  and  hell  to  fave  us  human  race, 
See  this  great  King  nail'd  to  an  abjecS;  tretf, 
An  objed;  of  reproach  and  fad  difgrace. 

O  unheard  pity  1  love  in  ftrange  degree  I 

He  his  own  life  doth  give^  his  blood  doth  fhed, 
For  wormlings  bafe  fuch  worthinefs  to  fee. 

Poor  wights,  behold  his  vifage  pale  as  lead, 
His  head  bow'd  to  his  breaft,  locks  fadly  rent, 
Like  a  cropt  rofe  that  languifhing  doth  fade. 

Weak  nature  weep  1  aftonifli'd  world  lament  I 
Lament,  you  winds  1   you,  heaven,  that  all  ton- 
tains  I 
And  thou  (my  foul)  let  nought  thy  griefj  relent  I 

Thofe  hands,  thofe  facred  hands,  which  hold  the 
reins 
Of  this  great  all,  and  kept  from  mutual  wars 
The  elements,  bear  rent  for  thee  their  veins  : 

Thofe  feet,  which  once  muft  tread  on  golden  ftar?. 
For  thee  with  nails  would  be  pierc'd  through, 

and  torn; 
For  thee  heaven's  King  from  heaven  himfelf 
debars : 

This  great  heart-quaking  dolour  wail  and  mourn, 
Ye  that  long  fince  him  faw  by  might  of  faith. 
Ye  iiow  that  are,  and  ye  yet  to  be  born. 

Not  to  behold  his  great  Creator's  death. 

The  fun  from  finful  eyes  hath  veil'd  his  light. 
And  faintly  journies  up  heaven's  fapphire  path;. 

And  cutting  from  her  brows  her  trcfTes  bright. 
The  moon  doth  keep  her  Lord's  fad  obfequics, 
Impearling  with  her  tears  her  robe  of  night. 

i^U  ftaggering  and  lazy  low'r  the  ikies; 
The  earth  and  elemental  ftages  quake; 
The  long-fince  dead  from  burfted  graves  arife. 

And  can  things  wanting  fenfe  yet  forrow  take, 
Andbear  a  part  with  him  who  all  them  wrought  ? 
And  man  (though  born  with  cries)  {hall  pitj 
lack? 
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Thinkwhat  had  been  yoiirftate,had  he  not  brought 
To  thefe  fharp  pangs  himfelf,  and  priz'd  fo  high 
Your  fouls,  that   with  his  life  them  life  he 
bought. 

What  woes  do  you  attend,  if  ftlll  ye  lie 

Plung'd   in    your  wonted  ordures  ?    wretched 

brood  ! 
Shall  for  your  fake  again  God  ever  die? 

O,  leave  deluding  fliows!  embrace  true  God  I 
He  on  yon  calls,  forego  fin's  (hameful  trade, 
With  prayers  now  feek  heaven,  and  not  with 
blood. 

Let  not  the  lambs  more  from  th?ir  dams  be  had, 
Nor  akars  blufh  for  fin  :  live  every  thing  ; 

'    That  long  time  long'd  for  facrifice  is  made. 

All  that  is  ffiim  you  crav'd  by  this  great  King 
Is  to  believe,  a  pure  heart  incenfe  is, 
What  gift  (alas  '.)  can  we  him  meaner  bring  ? 

Hafte  fm-fick  louls,  this,  feafon  do  not  mifs. 

Now  while  remorfelefs  Time  doth  grant  you 

fpace, 
And  God  invites  you  to  your  only  blifs  ; 

He  who  you  calls  will  not  deny  you  grace, 
But  low-deep  buiy  laults,  fu  ye  repent. 
His  arms  (lo  .)  ftretched  are  you  ro  embrace. 

When  days  are  done,  and  life's  fmall  fpark  is  fpent. 
So  you  a^ccept  what  freely  here  i§  given, 
Like  brood  o^  angels  deathlefs,  all-content. 

Ye  Ihall  for  ever  live  with  him  in  heaven. 

x.y. 

Come  forth,  come  forth,  ye   bleft   triumphing 

bands, 
Fair  citizens  of  that  imtnprtal  town, 
Come  fee  that  king  which  all  this  all  commands. 
Now  (ovcrcharg'd  with  love)  die  for  his  own; 
Look  on  thofe  nails  which  pierce  his  feet  and  hands. 
What  a  (harp  diadem  his  brows  doth  crown  i 
Behold  his  pallid  face,  his  heavy  frown, 
And  what  a  throng  of  thieves  him  mocking  ftands. 
Come  forth,  ye  empyrean  troops,  come  forth, 
Preferve  this  facred  blood  that  earth  adorns. 
Gather  thofe  liquid  rofes  off  his  thorns, 
O  !  to  be  luCt  they  be  of  too  much  worth  : 

I  «  3  I 

For  dreams,  juice,  balm  they  are,  whiph  queiich, 
a  3 

kills,  charms 
I         a      3  I  a  3 

Of  God,  death,  hell,  the  wrath,  the  life,  the  harm*. 

XV. 
SooL,  whom  hell  did  once  enthrall,  . 
He,  He  for  thine  offence. 
Did  fuifer  death,  who  could  not  die  at.  all. 
O  fovereign  excellence, 
O  life  of  all  that  lives, 

Eternal  bounty  which  each  good  thing  givesi. 
How  could  death  mount  fqhigh  i 
No  wit  this  point  can  reach. 
Faith  only  doth  us  teach, 
He  died  for  us,  at  all  who  could  not  die. 

XVI. 
Life,  to.give  life,  deprived  is  of  life, 
And  death  difplay'd  hath  enfign  againfl  death ; 
So  violent  the  rigour  was  of  Death, 
Xiut  nought  coul4  4auat  it  but  t'le  Life  of  Life  : 


No  power  had  pow'r  to  thrall  life's  pow'rs  to 

death, 
But  willingly  life  down  hath  laid  his  life. 
Love  gave  the  wound  which  wrought  this  work 

of  death. 
His  bow  and  Ihafts  were  of  the  tree  of  life; 
Now  quakes  the  author  of  eternal  death. 
To  find  that  they  whom  late  he  reft  of  life. 
Shall  fill  his  room  above  the  lifts  of  death, 
Now  all  rejoice  in  death  who  hope  for  life. 

Dead  Jefus  lies,  who  Death  hath  kill'd  by  death. 
No  tomb  his  tomb  is,  but  new  fource  of  life. 
XVII. 
Rise  from  thofe  fragrant  climes  thee  now  em- 
brace. 
Unto  this  world  of  ours,  O  hafte  thy  race. 
Fair  fun,  and  though  contrary  ways  all  year 
Thou  hold  thy  courfe,  now  with  the  higheft  fhare. 
Join  thy  blue  wheels  to  hafien  time  that  lowrs, 
xAnd  lazy  minutes  turn  to  pcrfeiS  hours ; 
The  night  and  death  too  long  a  league  have  made. 
To  ftow  the  world  in  horror's  ugly  fhade: 
Shake  from  thy  locks  a  day  wih  faftron  rays 
So  fair,  that  it  outfhine  all  other  days; 
And  yet  do  not  prefume  (great  eye  of  light) 
To  be  that  which  this  day  muft  make  fo  bright, 
See,  an  eternal  Sun  haftes  to  ariie. 
Not  fi  om  the  eailern  blulhing  feas  or  (kles, 
Or  any  ftranger  worlds  heaven's  concaves  have. 
But  frum  the  darknefs  of  an  hollow  grave. 
And  this  is  that  all  powerful  Sun  above. 
That  (jrown'd  thy  brows   with  rays,  firA  made 

thee  move. 
Light's  trumpeters,  ye  need  not  from  your  bow'r*. 
Proclaim  this  day,  this  the  angelic  pow'rs 
Have  done  for  you  ;  but  now  an  opal  hue 
,  Bepaints  heaven's  cryflal  to  the  longing  viewr: 
tarth'slate  hid  colours  fhine,  light  dotli  adorn 
Tiie  world,  and  (weeping  joy)  forth  comes  the 

mora ; 
And  with  her,  as  from  a  lethargic  trance 
The  breath  return'd  that  bodies  doth  advance, 
Which  two  fad  nighfs  ia  rock  lay  coffin'd  dead," 
And  with  an  iron  guard  environed  : 
Life  out  of  death,  light  out  of  darknefs  fprings. 
From  a  bafe  jail  forth  comes  the  King  of  Kings, 
What  late  was  mor:al  thrall'd  to  every  wo. 
That  Lackey's  life,  or  upon  fenfe  doth  grow, 
Immortal  is  of  an  eternal  flamp. 
Far  brighter  beaming  than  the  morning  lamp. 
So  from  a  black  cclipfe  outpeers  the  fun  : 
Such  [when  her  courfe  of  days  have  on  her  run. 
In  a  far  foreft-  in  the  pearly  eaft. 
And  (he  herfelf  hath  burnt  and  fpicy  neft] 
The  lovely  bird  with  youthful  pens  and  comb, 
Doth  foar  from  out  her  cradle  and  her  tomb  : 
So  a  fmall  feed  that  in  the  earth  lies  hid 
And  dies,  reviving  burfts  her  cloddy  fide, 
Adorn'd  with  yellow  locks  of  new  is  born. 
And  doth  become  a  mother  great  with  corn, 
Of  grains  brings  hundred  witli  it,  which,  when 

old. 
Enrich  the  furrows  which  do  float  with  gold. 

Hail,  holy  Vi<ftor,  greateft  Vidor,  hail  I 
That  heU  dorh  ranfack,  againft  death  prevail, 
T  t  iii 
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O  how  thou  longM  for  com'fl '.  with  joyful  cries, 

*rhc  all  triumphing  Palatinates  of  Ikies 

Salute  thy  rifing,  earth  would  joys  no  more 

!gcar,  if  thou  rifin^  didft  then  cot  reflore  : 

A  filly  tomb  fiiould  not  his  flefli  enclofe, 

Who  did  heaven's  trembling  terraffes  difpofe; 

^o  moiiumeiit  (hiulrl  fuch  a  jewel  hold. 

Is'o  rock,  though  ruby,  diami.nd,  and  gold. 

Thou  didft  lament  and  pity  human  race, 

Betkowing  on  us  of  thy  free-given  grace 

^c  re  than  we  forfeited  and  loled  firft, 

In  Eden  rebels  when  we  were  accurft. 

Then  earth  our  portion  was,  earth's  joys  but  gJv'n, 

Earth  and  earth's  blefs  thou  haft  eichang'd  with 

heav'n. 
O  what  a  heig-ht  of  good  upon  us  flrearas 
From  the  great  fplendour  of  thy  bounty's  beams  I 
"IVhen  we  deferv'd  Ihanie,  horror,  flames  of  wrath, 
Thou  bled'ft  our  wounds,  and  fuffcr  didfl  our  death, 
But  Father's  juftice  plea.'d.  hell,  death  o'crcome, 
In  V  iumph  now  thou  rifeft  from  thy  tomb, 
"With  glories  which  paft  forrows  countervail. 
Hail,  holy  Vidor,  greateft  Vidlor,  hail !        [fenfc, 

Hence   humble  fenfe,  and  hence,  ye  guides  of 
We  now  reach  heaven,  your  weak  intelligence 
And  fearching  pow'rs  were  in  a  flafli  made  dim. 
To  learn,  from  all  eternity  that  Him 
The  Father  bred,  then  that  he  here  did  come 
(His  bearers  parent  j  in  a  virgin's  Wombj 
But  then  when  fold,  betray'd,  crown'd,  fcourg'd 

with  thorn,  ■ 

Kail'd  to  a  tree,  all  breathlefs,  bloodlefs,torn, 
Entomb'd,  him  rifen  from  a  grave  to  find,  [blind. 
Confounds  your  cunning,  turns,  like  moles,  you 
Death,  thou  that  heretofore  ftill  barren  waft, 
Kay,  didft  each  othet  birth  eat  up  and  wafte, 
Imperious,  hateful,  pitilefs,  unjuft-, 
Impartial,  equaller  of  all  with  duft, 
?tern  executioner  of  heavenly  doom. 
Made  fruitful,  now  life's  rriother  art  become, 
A  fwect  relief  of  cares  the  foul  moleft. 
An  harbinger  to  glory,  peace,  and  reft, 
Put  off  thy  mourning  weeds,  yield  all  thy  gall 
To  daily  finning  life,  proud  of  thy  fall, 
Affemble  all  thy  captives,  hafte  to  rife, 
And  every  corfe  in  earth  quakes  where  it  lies, 
Sound  from  each  flowery  grave  and  rocky  jail, 
Hail,  holy  Vidor,  greiteft  Vi<ftor,  hail  '. 

The  world  that  wanning  late  and  faint  did  lie, 
Applauding  to  our  joys  thy  vidiory. 
To  a  young  prime  effays  to  turn  again, 
And  as  e'er  foil'd  with  fin  yet  to  remain, 
Her  chilling  agues  {he  begins  to  mifs. 
All  blifs  returning  with  the  Lord  of  Biifs. 
With  greater  light  heaven's  temples  opened  fliine, 
Morn's  fmiling  rife,  even's  blulhing  do  decline. 
Clouds  dappled  glifter,  boift'rous  winds  are  c^lm, 
Soft  zephyrs  do  the  fields  with  fighs  embalm, 
In  filenr  calms  the  fea  hath  hufti'd  her  roars, 
And  with  enamour'd  curls  doth  kifs  the  ftiores : 
All- bearing  earth,  like  a  new -married  queen. 
Her  ibeauties  heightens  in  a  gown  of  green, 
Perfumes  the  air,  her  meads  are  wrought  with 

flow'rs, 
Ip.  colours  various,  figures,  fmelling,  pow'rs, 


Trees  wanton  in  the  groves  with  leavy  locks 
Her  hills  enamell'd  ftand,  the  vale.,  thr  rocks 
Ring  peals  of  joy,  her  floods  and  prattlii.g  brooks, 
(Stars  liquid  mirrors;  with  ferpentiug  crooks. 
And  whifpering  murmur'  found  unto  the  main, 
The  golden  age  returned  is  again. 
The  honey  people  leave  their  golden  bow'rs, 
And  innocently  prey  on  budding  flov»'rs, 
In  gloomy  ftiades  perch'd  on  the  tender  fprays 
Thr-  painted  finjiers  fill  the  air  with  lays 
Seas,  floods,  earth,  air,  all  diyerfly  do  found. 
Yet  ail  their  diverfe  notes  have  but  one  ground, 
Re-echo'd  here  down  from  heaven's  azure  vale. 
Hail,  holy  Vidtor,  greateft  Vidor,  hail  .' 

O  day  on  which  Death's  adamantine  chain 
The  Lord  did  break,  did  ranfack  Satan's  reiga, 
And  in  triumphing  pomp  his  trophies  rear'd. 
Be  thou  bleft  ever,  henceforth  ftill  endear'd 
With  name  of  his  own  day  ;  the  law  to  grace. 
Types  to  their  fubftance  yield,  to  thee  give  place 
The  old  new-moons,  with  all  feftival  days, 
And  what  above  the  reft  deferveth  praife, 
The  reverend  Sabbath,  what  could  elfe  they  be 
Than  golden  heralds,  telling  what  by  thee 
We  fliould  enjoy  .'  fiiades  paft, now  fliine  thou  clearj 
And  henceforth  be  thou  emprefs  of  the  year, 
This  glory  of  thy  fifters  fix  to  win. 
From  work  on  thee,  as  other  days  from  fin, 
That  mankind  ftiall  forbear,  in  every  place 
The  prince  of  planets  warmeth  in  his  race 
And  far  beyond  his  paths  in  frozen  climes ; 
And  may  thou  be  fo  bleft  to  out-date  times, 
That  when  heaven's  choir  fhall  blaze  in  accents 

loud 
The  many  mercies  of  their  Sovereign  Good, 
How  he  on  thee  did  fin,  death,  hell  deftroy, 
It  may  be  ftill  the  burden  of  their  joy. 

XVIII. 
Beneath  a  fable  vale,  and  fliadows  deep, 
Of  unacceflTible  and  dimming  light, 
In  filence  ebon  clouds  more  black  than  nio-ht 
The  world's  great  mind  his  fecrets  hid  doth  keep. 
Through  thofe  thick  mifts  when  any  mortal  wight 
Afpires,  with  halting  pace,  and  eyes  that  weep 
To  pry,  and  in  his  myfterfes  to  creep. 
With  thunders  he  and  lightnings  blafts  their  fight* 
O  fun  invifible,  that  doft  abic^e  * 

Within  thy  bright  abyfmes,  moft  fair,  moft  dark. 
Where  with  thy  proper  rays  thou  doft  thee  hide' 
O  ever-fliining,  never  full-feen  mark, 

To  guide  me  in  life's  night,  thy  light  me  fhow« 
The  more  I  Tearch  of  thee,  the  lefs  I  know. 
XIX. 
If  with  fuch  paffing  beauty,  choice  delights. 
The  Archite(ft  of  this  great  round  did  frame- 
This  palace  vifible,  ftiort  lifts  of  Fame, 
And  filly  manfion  but  of  dying  wits; 
How  many  wonders,  what  amazing  lights 
Muft  that  triumphing  feat  of  glory  claim. 
That  doth  tranfcend  all  this  all's  vafteft  heights 
Of  whofe  bright  fun  ours  here  is  but  a  beam  i  ' 
O  bleft  abode  '.  O  happy  dwelling  place! 
Where  vifibly  th'  Invifible  doth  reign, 
Bleft  people  which  do  fee  true  Beauty's  face, 
With  whofe  far  Ihadow  fwarce  be  earth  doth  dcigifi 
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All  joy  is  but  annoy,  all  concord  ftrlfe, 
Match'd  with  your  endlefs  blifs  and  happy  life. 
XX. 
'Love,  which  is  here  a  care. 
That  wit  and  will  doth  mar, 
Uncertain  truce,  and  a  moft  certain  war, 
A  Ihrill  tempeftuous  wind, 
Which  doth  difturb  the  mind. 
And  like  wild  waves  all  our  defigns  coxximove  : 
Among  thofe  pow'rs  above. 
Which  fee  their  Maker's  face, 
It  a  contentment  is,  a  quiet  peace, 
A  pleafure  void  of  grief,  a  conftant  reft,      ' 
Eternal  joy  which  nothing  can  moleft. 

XXI. 
That  fpace  where  curled  waves  do  now  divide 
From  the  great  continent  our  happy  ifle, 
Was  fometime  land,  and  now  where  fliips  do  glide 
Once  with  laborious  art  the  plough  did  toil : 
Once  thofe  fair  bounds  ftretch'd  out  fo  farandwide. 
Where  towns,  no  (hires  enwall'd,  endear  each  mile, 
Where  all  ignoble  fea  and  marifli  vile. 
Where  Proteus  flocks  danc'd  meafures  to  the  tide ; 
So  age  transforming  all  ftill  forward  runs. 
No  wonder  though  the  earth  doth  change  her 

face, 
New  manners,  pleafures  new,  turn  with  new  funs, 
Locks  now  like  gold  grow  to  an  hoary  grace ; 
Nay,  mind's  rare  Ihape  doth  change,  that  lies 

defpis'd. 
Which  was  fo  dear  of  late  and  highly  priz'd. 
XXII. 
This  world  a  hunting  is,  > 
The  prey  poor  man,  the  Nimrod  fierce  is  death, 
His  fpeedy  greyhounds  are, 
Luft,  ficknefs,  envy,  care. 
Strife  that  ne'er  falls  amifs. 
With  all  thofe  ills  which  haunt  us  while  we  breathe; 
Now,  if  by  chance  we  fly 
Of  thefe  the  eager  chace. 
Old  age  with  ftealing  pace 
Calls  on  his  nets,  and  there  we  panting  die, 

XXIII. 
Wh  V  ( worldlings)  do  y  e  truft  frail  honour's  dreams  ? 
And  lean  to  gilded  glories,  which  decay  ? 
Why  do  ye  toil^to  regiftrate  your  names 
On  icy  pillars,  which  loon  melt  away  ? 
True  honour  is  not  here,  that  place  it  claims 
Where  black-brow'd  night  doth  not  exile  the  day, 
Nor  no  far-lhining  lamp  dives  in  the  fea, 
But  an  eternal  fun  fpreads  lading  beams; 
There,  it  attendeth  you,  where  fpotlefs  bands 
Of  fp'rits  ftand  gazing  on  their  fovereign  blifs, 
Where  years  not  hold  it  in  their  cank'ring  hands, 
But  who  once  noble  ever  noble  is. 

Look  home,  left  he  your  weak'ned  wit  make 

thrall, 
"Who  Eden's  foolilh  gard'ner  carfl  made  fall. 
XXIV. 
As  are  thofe  apples,  pleafant  to  the  eye, 
But  full  of  fmoke  within,  which  ufe  to  grow 
Near  that  ftrangelake  where  God  pour'd  from  the 
fky  ['hrow : 

Huge  ftiow'rs  of  flames,  worfe  flames   to  over- 
Such  arc  their  works  that  with  a  glaring  fliow 
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Of  humble  hollnefs,  In  virtues  die 
Would  colour  mifchief,  while  within  they  glow 
With  coals  of  fin,  though  noaae  the  fmoke  defcry. 
Bad  is  that  angel  that  earft  fell  from  heaven. 
But  not  fo  bad  as  he,  nor  in  worfe  cafe, 
Who  hides  a  trait'rous  mind  with  fmiling  face, 
And  with  a  dove's  white  feathers  clothes  a  raven  s 
Each  fin  fome  colour  hath  it  to  adorn, 
Hypocrify  Almighty  God  doth  fcorn. 
XXV. 
Now  doth  the  fun  appear, 
rhe  mountain's  fnow  decay, 
Crown'd  with  frail  flow'rs  forth  comes  the  infant 

year ; 
My  foul,  time  pofts  away, 
And  thou  yet  in  that  froft, 
Which  flow'r  and  fruit  hath  loft, 
As  if  all  here  immortal  were  doll  ftay  I 
For  fliame  '.  thy  powers  awake. 
Look  to  that  heaven  which  never  night  makes 

black, 
And  there  at  that  immortal  fun's  bright  rays. 
Deck  thee  with  flow'rs  which  fear  not  rage  o§ 
days.  ' 

XXVI, 
Thrice  bappy  he  who  by  fome  fliady  grove. 
Far  from  the  clam'rous  world,  doth  live  his  own, 
Though  folitary,  who  is  not  alone, 
But  doth  converfe  with  that  eternal  love  : 

0  how  more  fweet  is  birds  harmonious  moan. 
Or  the  hoarfe  fobbings  of  the  widow'd  dove. 
Than  thofe  fmooth  whifperings  near   a  prince'a 

throne. 
Which  good  make  doubtful,  do  the  evil  approve  '. 
O  how  more  fweet  is  zephyr's  wholefome  breath. 
And  fighs  embalm'd,  which  new-born  flow'rs  un- 
fold. 
Than  that  applaufe  vain  honour  doth  'oequeath  ! 
How  fweet  are  fl.reams  to  poifon  drunk  in  gold! 
The  world  is  full  of  horrors,  troubles,  flights; 
Woods  harmlefs  fliades  have  only  true  delights, 
XXVII. 
Sweet  bird,  that  fing'ft  away  the  early  hours, 
Of  winters  paft,  or  coming  void  of  care. 
Well  pleafed  with  delights  which  prefent  are,  ^ 
Fairfeafons,buddingfprays,fweet-fmellingflow'rss 
To  rocks,  to  fprings,  to  rills,  from  leavy  bow'rs» 
Thou  thy  Creator's  goodnefs  doft  declare. 
And  what  dear  gifts  on  thee  he  did  not  fpare, 
A  ftain  to  human  fenie  in  fin  that  low'rs. 
What  foul  can  be  fo  fick,  which  by  thy  longs 
(Attir'd  in  fweetnefs)  fweetly  is  not  driven 
Quite  to  forget  earth's  turmoils,  ipites  and  wrongSn 
And  lift  a  reverend  eye  and  thought  to  heaven  ? 
Sweet,  artlefs  fongfter,  thou  my  mind  doeft  raifa 
To  airs  of  fpheres,  yea,  and  to  angels  lays, 
XXVIil. 
As  when  It  happ'neth  that  fome  lovely  town 
Unto  a  barbarous  befieger  falls. 
Who  both  by  fword  and  flames  himfelf  inftalls. 
And  (iharnelefs)  it  in  tears  and  blood  doth  drowH;^ 
Her  beauty  fpoil'd,  her  citizens  made  thralls. 
His  fpite  yet  cannot  fo  her  all  throw  down, 
But  that  fome  ftatue,  pillar  of  renown. 
Yet  lurks  unmaim'd  within  her  weeping  wallsj, 

1  T  t  iiij 
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So,  after  »11  the  fpoil.  difgrace  and  wreck, 

That  time,  the   world,  and  death  could  bring 

CODli>ill'd, 

Aniidft  that  niafs  of  ruins  they  did  make, 
Ssfe  and  ail  Icsrlefs  yet  remains  my  mind  : 

From  this  f"  high  tranfcendent  rapture  fprings, 

That  I,  allelfe  defac'd,  not  envy  kings. 
XXIX. 
Lit  us  each  day  inure  ourfelves  to  die  ; 
If  this  (and  not  our  ftars )  be  truly  death, 
Above  the  circles  both  of  hope  and  faith, 
Vith  fair  immortal  pinions  tG  flie  ; 
If  this  be  death,  our  beft  part  to  untie 
(By  ruining  the  iail)  from  luil  and  vrrarh. 
And  every  drowly  languor  here  beneath. 
To  be  made  deniz'd  citizen  of  flcy  : 
To  have  more  knowledge  chan  all  books  contain, 
All  pleafures  even  furmounting  wiihing  pow'r, 
The  fcliowihip  of  God's  immortal  train. 
And  thefe  that  time  nor  force  fliall  e'er  devour  ? 

If  this  be  death,  what  joy,  what  golden  care 

Of  life,  can  with  death's  uglinefs  compare  ? 
XXX. 
Amidst  the  aiure  clear 

Of  Jordan's  facred  flreams, 

Jordan  of  Lebanon  the  offspring  dear, 

When  zephyrs  flow'rs  unclofe. 

And  fan  fhines  with  new  beams. 

With  grave  and  (lately  grace  a  nymph  arofe. 
Upon  her  head  Ihe  wore 

Of  amaranths  a  crown. 

Her  left  hand  palms,  her  right  a  porch  did  bear, 

Unvail'd  fkins  whitenefs  lay. 

Gold  hairs  in  curls  hang  down, 

Eyes  fpark'.ed  joy,  more  bright  than  ftar  of  day. 
The  flood  a  throne  her  rear'd 

Of  waves,  mofl  like  that  heaven 

Where  beaming  (lars  in  glory  turn  enfpher'd : 

The  air  ftood  calm  and  clear, 

JJo  Cgh  by  winds  was  given. 

Birds  left  to  fing,  herds  feed,  her  voice  to  hear, 
eWorld  waud'iing  forry  wights. 

Whom  nothing  can  content 

Within  thefe  varying  lifts  of  days  and  nights, 

Whofe  life  (ere  known  amifs) 

In  glittering  griefs  is  fpent,  [blifs. 

Come  learn  (laid  ilie)  wha^  is  your  choicefl 
From  toil  and  prefiing  cares 

How  ye  may  refpite  find, 

A  fanituary  from  foul- thralling  fnares, 

A  port  to  harbour  furc. 

In  fpite  of  waves  and  wind,  [dure. 

Which  fliall,  when  time's  I'wift  glafs  is  run,  en- 
Not  happy  is  that  life 

Which  ye  as  happy  hold ; 

Ko,  but  a  fea  of  fcai  s,  a  field  of  ilrife, 

Charg'd  on  a  throne  to  fit 

With  diadems  of  gold, 

Preferv'd  by  force,  and  flill  obferv'd  by  wit ; 
J-Iuge  treafures  to  enjoy, 

Of  all  her  gems  fpoil  Ind, 

All  Seres  filk  in  garments  to  employ, 

Delicioufly  to  feed, 

The  phanix  plumes  to  find 

To  fell  upon,  or  deck  your  purple  bed. 


Frail  beauty  to  abufe, 

And  (wanton  Sybarites) 

On  pall  or  prefent  touch  of  fenfc  to  mufe; 

Never  to  hear  of  noife. 

But  what  the  car  delights,  ^         fvoicc. 

Sweet  mufic's  charms,  or  charming  flatterer** 
Nor  can  it  blifs  you  brin<(, 

Hid  Nature's  depths  to  know,  [fprilg. 

Why  matter  chaiigetb,  whence  each  form  dom 

Nor  that  your  fame  fliould,  range,  ^ 

And  after  worlds  it  blow 

from  Tanais  to  Nile,  from  Nile  to  Gangc. 
All  thefe  huve  not  the  (  &  .v'r 

To  free  the  rnind  from  fears. 

Nor  hideous  hcrror  ccn  allay  one  hour. 

When  death  in  Health  doth  giancc ; 

In  ficknefs  lurks  or  years. 

And  walceo  the  foul  from  out  her  mortal  trance. 
No,  but  blcil  life  is  this, 

With  chafle  and  pure  defira 

To  turn  unto  tlie  load  flar  of  all  blifs. 

On  God  the  mind  to  rtft, 

Burnt  up  with  facred  fire, 

FofTi  fHng  him,  to  be  by  him  pofleft. 
When  to  the  balmy  call 

Sun  doth  his  light  impart. 

Or  when  he  diveth  in  the  lowly  weft, 

And  ravifheth  the  day. 

With  fpotlefs  hands  and  heart. 

Him  cheerfully  topraife,  and  to  Him  praj. 
To  heed  each  atjiion  fo. 

As  ever  in  his  fiyht. 

More  fearing  doing  ill  than  paffivc  woj 

Not  to  feem  other  thing 

Than  what  ye  are  aright, 

Never  to  do  what  may  repentJince  bring : 
Not  to  be  blowu  with  pride. 

Nor  mov'd  at  Glory's  breath. 

Which  fiiadow  like  on  wings  of  time  doth  glidej 

So  malice  to  difarm, 

And  conquer  hafty  wrath. 

As  to  do  good  to  thofe  that  work  your  harm  : 
To  hatch  no  bafe  deOres, 

Or  gold  or  land  to  gain. 

Well  pleas'd  with  thatwhich  virtue  fair  acquirci, 

To  have  the  wit  and  will 

Conforting  in  one  flrain. 

Than  whai:  is  good  to  have  no  higher  Ikill. 
Never  on  neighbours  goodjS, 

With  cockatrice's  eye. 

To  look,  nor  make  another's  heaven  your  hell  j 

Nor  to  be  beauty's  thrall; 

All  fruitlefs  love  to  fly, 

Yet  loving  flill  a  love  tranfcendent  all ; 
A  love,  which,  while  it  burns 

The  foul  with  fairefl  beams. 

To  that  Increated  Sun  the  foul  it  turns. 

And  makes  fuch  beauty  prove. 

That  (if  fcnfe  faw  her  gleams) 

All  lookers  on  would  pine  and  die  for  love. 
Who  fuch>  life  would  live, 

You  happy  even  may  call 

Ere  ruthlefs  death  a  wilhed  end  bilU  gi«, 

And  after  then  when  given, 

More  happy  by  his  fall, 
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For  hnmsns  eartli,  enjoyihg  angels  heaven. 
S;\vik  is  your  mortal  race, 

And  glafTy  is  the  field, 

Vaft  are  defiresi  not  limited  by  grace, 

Life  a  weak  taper  is : 

Then  while  it  light  doth  yield, 

Leave  flying  joys,  embrace  this  lading  blifs. 
^his  when  the  nymph  had  faid, 

She  div'd  within  the  flood, 

Whofe  face  with  fmiling  curls  long  after  (laid, 

Then  fighs  did  zephyrs  prefs, 

Birds  fang  from  every  wood, 

And  echoes  rang;  this  was  true  happinefs. 
XXXI. 
Bright  portals  of  the  Iky, 

Embofs'd  with  fparlUing  ftars, 

Doors  of  eternity, 

With  diamantine  bars. 

Your  arras  rich  uphold, 

Loofe  all  your  bolts  and  fprings, 

Ope  wide  your  leaves  of  gold ; 

That  in  your  roofs  may  come!  the  King  of  Kings. 
Scarf 'd  in  a  rofy  cloud, 

He  doth  afcend  the  air. 

Straight  doth  the  moon  him  Ihrovvd 

With  her  refplendent  hair ; 

The  next  encryftal'd  light 

Submits  to  him  its  beams. 

And  hc^doth  trace  the  height 

Of  that  fair  lamp  which  flames  of  beauty  ftreams. 
Ke  towers  thofe  golden  bounds 

He  did  to  fun  bequeath, 

The  higher  wandring  rounds 

Are  found  his  feet  beneath  ; 

The  milky  way  comes  near, 

HeaTen's  axle  iecms  to  bend. 

Above  each  turning  fphere 

That  rob'd  in  glory  Heaven's  King  may  afcend. 
O  well-fpring  of  this  ail. 

Thy  father's  image  vive. 

Word,  that  from  nought  did  czll 

What  is,  doth  reafon,  live  ; 

The  foul's  eternal  food, 

Earth's  joy,  delight  of  heaven  ; 

All  truth,  love,  beauty,  good. 

To  thee,  to  thee  be  praifes  ever  givcOo 
What  was  difmarlhai'd  late 

In  this  thy  n"ble  frame. 

And  loft  the  prime  eftatc. 

Hath  re-obtain'd  tlie  fame. 

Is  now  moft  perfect  feen  ; 

Streams  which  diverted  were 

(And  troubled  ftrayed  unclean) 

From  their  firft  fource,  by  thee  home  turned  are. 
?y  thee  that  blemilh  old, 

Of  Eden's  leprous  prince. 

Which  on  his  race  took  hold, 

And  him  exil'd  from  thence, 

Now  put  away  is  far  : 

With  fword,  in  ireful  guife. 

No  cherub  more  flwll  bar 

Poor  man  the  entries  into  Paradifc. 
By  thee  thofe  fpirits  pure, 

Firft  children  of  the  light, 

Now  fixed  ftand  and  fure, 

?n  their  eternal  righ^ ; 


Now  human  companiet 

Renew  their  ruin'd  wall, 

Fall'n  man  as  thou  mak'ft  rife. 

Thou  giv'ft  to  angels  that  they  fliall  not  fallo 
By  thee  that  prince  of  fin. 

That  doth  with  mifchief  fwell. 

Hath  loft  what  he  did  win. 

And  ftiail  eiidunge»u'd  dwell; 

His  fpoils  are  made  the  prey. 

His  phanes  are  fackt  and  torn, 

His  altars  raz'd  away, 

And  what  ador'd  was  late  now  lies  a  fcoiOa 
Thefe  manfions  pure  and  clear, 

Which  are  not  made  by  hands, 

Which  once  by  him  joy'd  were. 

And  his  (_then  not  ftain'd)  bands 

(Now  forfeit'd,  diljx  ffeft. 

And  headlong  from  them  thrown) 

Shall  Adam's  heirs  make  bleft. 

By  Thee  their  great  Redeemer  made  their  owe, 
O  well-fpring  of  this  all. 

Thy  fathers  image  vive. 

Word,  thnt  from  nought  did  call 

What  is,  doth  reafon,  live ; 

Whofe  work  is,  but  to  will, 

God  s  coeternal  Son, 

Great  banifher  of  iil, 

By  none  but  1  bee  could  thefe  great  deeds  t« 
done. 
Now  each  etherial  gate. 

To  Him  hath  opened  been; 

And  glory's  king  in  ftate. 

His  palace  enters  in  ; 

Now  come  is  this  high  prieli, 

Jn  the  moft  holy  place. 

Not  v/ithout  blood  addreft,  f  grace. 

With  glory  heaven,  the  earth  to  crown  wItU 
Stars  which  all  eyes  were  late, 

And  did  with  wonder  burn 

His  name  to  celebrate, 

In  flaming  tongues  them  turn; 

Their  orby  cryftals  move 

More  active  than  before. 

And  entheate  from  above. 

Their  fovereign  Prince  laud,  glorify,  adore. 
The  quires  of  happy  fouls, 

Wak'd  vvith  that  mufic  fweet, 

Whofe  del'cant  care  controuls, 

Their  Lord  in  triumph  meet ; 

The  fpotlefs  fp'rits  of  light 

His  trophie-i  do  extol. 

And  arch'd  in  fquadrons  bright. 

Greet  their  great  vidor  in  his  capitol. 
O  glory  of  the  heaven, 

O  fole  delight  of  earth. 

To  thee  all  power  be  given, 

God's  uncreated  birth ; 

Of  mankind  lover  true, 

Endurer  of  his  wrong. 

Who  doft  the  world  renew ; 

Still  be  thou  our  falvation  and  our  fong. 
From  top  of  Olivet  fuch  notes  did  rife. 
When  man's  Redeemer  did  tranfcend  the  Iklcs. 

XXXII. 
More  oft  than  once,  Death  whifpcr'd  in  mine  ear, 
i  Grave  what  thou  hears  in  diamond  and  gold. 
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I  am  that  monarch  wTiom  all  monarchs  fear, 
Who  have  in  duft  their  far-ftretch'd  pride  lip- 

roU'd. 
All,  all  is  mine  beneath  moon's  filver  fphere, 
And  nought,  favc  virtue,  can  my  power  with- 
hold : 
This  (not  believ'd)  experience  true  thee  told, 
By  danger  late  whei)  I  to  thee  came  near. 
As  bugbear  then  my  vifage  I  didfhow. 
That  of  my  horrors  thou  right  ufe  mightft  make, 
And  a  more  facred  path  of  living  take  : 
5Iow  ftill  walk  armed  for  my  ruthlefs  blow, 
Truft  flattering  life  no  more,  redeem  time  paft, 
And  live  each  day  as  if  it  were  thy  laft. 

^n  Hymn  on  the  Fairejl  Fair. 

T  FEEL  my  bofom  glow  with  wontlefs  fires, 
Rais'd  from  the  vulgar  prefs  my  mind  afpires 
(^Wlng'd  with  high  thoughts)  unto  his  praife  to 

climb. 
From  deep  .nernity  who  call'd  forth  time. 
That  efTence,  which  not  mov'd  makes  each  thing 

move, 
Uncreate  beauty,  all-creating  love  ; 
But-  by  fo  great  an  objeft,  radiant  light, 
M/  heart  appall'd,  enfeebled  refls  my  fight, 
Thick  clouds  benight  my  labouring  engine, 
And  at  my  high  attempts  my  wits  repine  : 
If  thou  in  me  this  facred  heat  haft  wrought, 
]Viy  knowledge  fharpen,  farcels  lend  my  thought : 
Grint  me  (time's  father,  world  containing  king) 
A  pow'r  of  thee  in  pow'iful  lays  to  fing, 
Tliat  as  thy  beauty  in  earth  lives,  heaven  fliines,  - 
So  it  may  dawn  or  fhadow  in  my  lines. 

As  far  beyond  the  ftarry  walls  of  heaven. 
As  is  the  loftieft  of  the  planets  feven 
Sjquefter'd  from  this  earth,  in  purefl  light 
Out-fhiniDg-  ours,  as  ours  doth  fable  night. 
Thou  allfufficient  Omnipotent, 
Thou  ever-glorious,  mofl  excellent, 
God  various  in  names,  in  effence  one, 
Jiigh  art  inflalled  on  a  golden  throne, 
Oui-reaching  heaven's  .wide  befpangled  vault, 
Tranfcending  all  the  circles  of  our  thought. 
With  diamantine  feeptre  in  thy  hand, 
There  thou  giv'ft  laws,  and  dofl  this  world  com- 
mand. 
This  woiid  of  concords  raisM  unlikely  fweet, 
Which  like  a  ball  lies  proftrate  at  thy  feet. 
If  fo  we  may  well  fay  (and  what  we  fay 
Heie  wrapt  in  flelh,  led  by  dim  reafon's  ray, 
To  fbow  by  earthly  beauties  which  we  fee 
That  fp'ritual  excelience  that  (bines  in  thee, 
Good  Li  rd  forgive)  not  £ar  from  thy  right  fide. 
With  curled  locks  Youth  ever  doth  abide, 
Rofe-cheeked  Youth  who  garlanded  with  flow'rs, 
Still  blooming,  ceafelefsly  unto  thee  pours 
immortal  nedtar  in  a  cup  of  gold, 
That  by  no  darts  of  ages  thovi  grow  old ; 
And  as  ends  and  beginnings  thee  not  claim, 
jBucceflionlefs  that  thou  be  ftill  the  fame. 
^ear  to  thy  other  fide  refiftlefs  might, 
From  head  to  foot  in  burnilht  armour  bright. 
That  rmgs  about  him  with  a  waving  brand. 
And  watchful  eye,  great  fentinel  doth  (land; 


That  neither  time  nof  force  In  ought  impair 
Thy  workmanfhip,  nor  harm  thine  empire  fair. 
Soon  to  give  death  to  all  again  that  would. 
Stern  Difcord  raife  which  thou  deftroy'd  of  old, 
Difcord  that  foe  to  order,  nurfc  of  war. 
By  which  the  nobleft  things  demolilht  are. 
But  (caitiff)  flie  no  treafon  doth  devife. 
When  Might  to  nought  doth  bring  her  enterprifej 
Thy  all-upholding  Might  her  malice  reins. 
And  her  to  hell  throws  bound  in  iron  chains. 

With  locks  in  waves  of  gold  that  ebb  and  flow 
On  ivory  neck,  in  robes  more  white  than  fnow, 
Truth  ftedfaftly  before  thee  holds  a  glafs, 
Indent'd  with  gems,  where  fhineth  all  that  was. 
That  is.  or  fhall  be,  here  ere  ought  was  wrought. 
Thou  knew  all  that  thy  pow'r  with  time  forth 
brought,  [make. 

And  more,  thiiigs  numberlefs  which  thou  could'ft 
That  a(fi;ually  fhall  never  being  take ; 
Here  thou  behold'ft  thyfelf,  and  (ftrange)  doft  ' 

prove 
At  once  the  beauty,  lover  and  the  love. 

With  faces  two  (like  fifters)  fweetly  fair; 
Whofe  bloffoms  no  rough  autumn  can  impair. 
Stands  Providence,  and  doth  her  looks  difperfe 
Through  every  corner  of  this  univerle. 
Thy  Providence,  at  once  which  general  things 
And  Angular,  doth  rule  as  empires  kings ; 
Without  whofe  care  this  world  (loft)  would  re* 

main. 
As  fliip  without  a  matter  in  the  main. 
As  chariot  alone,  as  bodies  prove 
Depriv'd  of  fouls,  whereby  they  be,  live,  move. 

But  who  are  they  which  fhine  thy  throne  fe 
near  ? 
With  facred  countenance,  and  look  fevere. 
This  in  one  hand  a  pond'rous  fword  doth  hold. 
Her  left  ftays  charg'd  with  balances  of  gold. 
That  with  brows  girt  with  bays,  fweet-fmiling  face, 
Doth  bear  a  brandon,  with  an  infant  grace 
Two  milk-white  wings  him  eafily  do  move ; 
O  flie  thy  Juftice  is,  and  this  thy  Love  1 
By  this  thou  brought'ft  this  engine  great  to  light. 
By  that  it  fram'd  in  number,  mcafure,  weight, 
That  deftine  doth  reward  to  ill  and  good ; 
But  fway  of  juftice  is  by  love  withftood. 
Which  did  it  not  relent  and  mildly  ftray, 
This  world  ere  now  had  found  its  funeral  day 

What  bands  (inclufter'd)  near  to  thefe  abide, 
Which  into  vaft  infinity  them  hide  ? 
Infinity  that  neither  doth  admit 
Place,  time,  nor  number  to  encroach  on  it : 
Here  Bounty  fparkleth,  here  doth  Beauty  fhine, 
Simplicity,  more  white  than  gelfominc, 
Mercy  with  open  wings,  ay-varied  blifs. 
Glory,  and  Joy,  that  Blifs's  darling  is. 

Ineffable,  all-pow'rful  God,  all  free. 
Thou  only  liv'ft,  and  each  thing  lives  by  thee ; 
No  joy,  no,  nor  perfedlion  to  thee  came 
By  the  contriving  of  thi^ world's  great  frame; 
Ere  fun,  moon,  ftars  began  their  reftlefsrace, 
Ere  painted  was  with  light  heaven's  pure  face. 
Ere  air  had  clouds,  ere  clouds  wept  down  thelj 

fliow'rs 
Ere  fea  embraced  carjb,  ere  earth  bare  flow'rs^ 
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Thou  happy  llv'dft;  world  nought  to  thee  fupply'd, 
All  in  thylelf  thy  felf  thou  fatisfi'd  : 
Of  good  ro  fleii  ier  (hadovv  doth  appear, 
No  age-worn  track,  in  thee  whic".  Ihih'd  not  clear, 
Perfcdion's  fun  prime  caufe  of  every  caule, 
Midlt,  end,  be^-inning  where  all  good  doth  paufe  : 
Hence  of  thy  lubftance,  fiifFering  in  nought. 
Thou  in  e-erniiy  thy  6on  forth  brought, 
The  only  birih  of  thy  unchanging  mind. 
Thine  image,  pattern-like  that  ever  ftim'd, 
Light  out  of  light,  begotten  not  by  will 
But  nature,  all  and  that  fame  effence  Itiil 
Which  thou  thyfelf,  for  thou  doft  nought  poflefs 
Which  he  hath  not,  in  nought  nor  is  he  lefs 
Than  thou  his  great  begetter  -,  of  this  light 
Eternal,  double-kindled  was  thy  f  right 
Eternally  ;  who  is  with  thee  the  fame, 
All-ho!y  gift,  ambaflador,  knot,  flame  : 
Mod  facrcd  Triad,  O  moft  holy  One, 
Unprocreate  Father,  ever  procreate  Son, 
Choft   breath'd   from  both,  you  were,  arc,  flill 

fliallbc, 
(Moft  bleffed)  Three  in  One,  and  One  in  Three, 
Uncomprehenfibie  by  reachlefs  height. 
And  unperceived  by  exceflive  light. 
So  in  our  fouls  three  and  yet  one  are  ftill, 
The  underftandjng,  memory,  and  will ; 
So  (though  unlike)  the  planet  of  the  days 
Jo  foon  as  he  was  made,  begat  his  rays. 
Which  are  his  offsfpring,  and  from    both   was 

hurl'd. 
The  rofy  light  which  confolates  the  world. 
And  none  lore-went  another  ■  So  the  fpring, 
jihe  well-head  and  the  ftream  which  they  forth 

bring. 
Are  but  nne  felf-fame  cfience,  nor  in  ought 
iDo  differ,  fave  in  order,  and  our  thought 
iNo  chime  of  time  difcerns  in  them  to  fall. 
But  three  diftindly  'bide  one  effence  all. 
But  tliefe  exprefs  not  thee  :  Who  can  declare 
iThy  being  ?  Men  and  angels  dazzl'd  are. 
jWho  would  this  Eden  force  with  wit  or  fenfe, 
\A.  cherubim  fhall  find  to  bar  him  thence. 
I    Great  Archited,  Lord  of  this  Univerfe, 
[That  light  is  blinded  would  thy  greatnefs  pierce. 
JAh  ;  as  a  pilgrim  who  the  Alps  doth  pals, 
jOr  Atlas  temples  crown'd  with  winter  giafsj 
The  airy  Caucafus,the  Appenine, 
jPyrenc's  clifts  where  fun  doth  never  fliine, 
When  he  fome  craggy  hills  hath  over  went, 
Begins  to  think  on  reft,  his  journey  fpent, 
rill  mounting  fome  tall  mountain  he  doth  find, 
More  heights  before  him  than  he  left  behind : 
With  halting  pace  fo  while  1  would  me  raife 
To  the  unbounded  limits  of  thy  praife, 
Some  part  of  way  I  thought  to  have  o'er-ruDj 
jBut  now  I  fee  how  fcarce  I  have  begun, 
With  wonders  new  my  fpirits  range  pofFeft, 
And  wandring  waylefs  in  a  maze  them  refl. 
,    In  thefe  vaft  fields  of  light  etherial  plains, 
rhou  art  attended  by  immortal  trains 
Of  intelledual  povv'rs,  which  thou  broughtfl  forth 
To  praife  thy  goodnefs,  and  admire  thy  worth, 
|ln  numbers  pafling  other  creatures  far, 
Since  xnoft  in  number  nobleft  creatures  are. 


Uf 


W'h  ch  do  in  knowledge  us  no  lefs  outrun, 

Than  moon  iii  light  doth  (lars,  or  noon  the  fun, 

Unlike,  in  orders  rang'd  and  many  a  hand, 

(If  beauty  in  difparity  doth  ftaad) 

Arch-angels,  angels,  cherubs,  feraphims. 

And  what   with  name  of  thrones  amonarft  theiM 

fliines, 
Large-ruling  princes,  dominations,  pow'rs. 
All  ading  virtues  of  thofe  flaming  tow'rs; 
Thefe  freed  of  umbrage,  thele  of  labour  free, 
Reft  raviftied  with  ftill  beholding  thee, 
Inflam'd  with  beams  which  fparkli!  from  thy  face. 
They  can  no  more  defire,  far  lefs  embrace. 

Low  under  them,    with  flow  and  ftaggering 

pace 
Thy  handmaid  nature  thy  great  fleps  doth  trace^ 
The  fource  of  fecond  caufes,  golden  chain 
That  links  this  frame  as  thou  doth  it  ordain  ; 
Nature  gaz'd  on  with  fuch  a  curious  eye. 
That  earthlingsoft  her  deem'd  a  deity. 
By  nature  led  thofe  bodies  fair  and  great, 
Which  faint  not  in  their  courfc,  nor  change  their 

ftate, 
Unintermixc,  which  no  diforder  prove, 
Though  aye  and  contrary  they  always  move, 
The  organs  of  thy  providence  divine. 
Books  ever  open,  flgns  that  clearly  ftiine. 
Time's  purpled  maflcers,  then  do  them  advance 
As  by  fweet  mufic  in  a  meafur'd  dance; 
Stars  hoft  of  heaven,  ye  firmament's  bright  flow'rs 
Clear  lamps  which  overhang  this  flage  of  ours 
Ye  turn  not  there  to  deck  the  weeds  of  night, 
Nor  pageant  like  to  pleafe  the  vulgar  fight ; 
Great  caufes  fare  ye  muft  bring  great  effeds, 
But  who  can  defcant  right  your  grave  afpeds  ? 
He  only  who  you  made  decypher  can 
Your  notes :    Heavens  eyes,  ye  blind  the  eyes  of 

man. 
Amidft  thefe  fapphire  far  extending  heights, 
The,  never  twinkling,  ever  wandring  lights. 
Their  fixed  motions  keep,  one  dry  and  cold, 
Deep-leaden-colour'd,  flowly  there  is  roU'd, 
With  rule  and  line  for  Time's  fteps  metting  even 
In  twice  three  luftrcs  he  but  turns  hjs  hea-\^n. 
With  temperate  quality's  and  count'nance  fair. 
Still  mildly  fmiling  fwcetly  debonaire  : 
Another  cheers  the  world,  and  way  doth  make 
In  twice  fix  autumns  through  the  zodiac : 
But  hot  and  dry  with  flaming  locks  and  brows 
Enrag'd,  this  in  his  red  pavilion  glows : 
Together  running  with  like  fpeed,  if  fpace. 
Two  equally  in  hands  atchieve  their  race, 
With  blufliing  face  this  oft  doth  bring  the  daVj 
And  ufliers  oft  to  {lately  ftars  the  way. 
That  various  in  virtue,  changing  light, 
With  his  fmall  flame  impearls  the  vail  of  nighfj 
Prince  of  this  court,  the  fun  in  triumph  rides. 
With  the  year  fnakc-like  in  herfelf  that  glides. 
Time's  difpenfator,  fair  life-giving  fource, 
Through  iky's  twelve  pofts  as  he  doth  run  hU 

courfc, 
Heart  of  this  all,  of  what  is  known  to  fenfcj 
The  likeft  to  his  Makei's  excellence. 
In  whole  diurnal  motion  doth  appear 
A  ftiadpw,  no  true  portrait  of  the  year^  .^ 
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The  moon  moves  loweft,  filver  fun  of  nighf, 
Dlfpeifing  through  the  world  her  borrow'd  light, 
Who  in  three  forms  her  head  abroad  doth  range, 
And  only  conftant  is  in  conflant  change. 

Sad  queen  of  filence,  I  ne'er  fee  thy  face, 
.To  wax,  or  wane,  or  fhine  with  a  full  grace, 
But  ftraight  (amaz'd)  on  man  T  think,  each  day 
His  ftate  who  changeth,  or  if  he  find  ftay, 
It  is  in  dreary  anguifh,  cares,  and  pains. 
And  of  his  labours  death  is  all  the  gain?. 
Immortal  Monarch,  can  fo  fond  a  thought 
I^odge  in  my  breaft,  as  to  truft  thou  firft  brought 
Here  in  earth's  fhady  cloifter  wretched  man, 
To  fuck  the  air  of  woe,  to  fpend  life's  fpan 
'Midft  fighs  and  plaints,  a  ftranger  unto  mirth, 
To  give  himfelf  his  death  rebuking  birth  ? 
By  fenfe  and  wit  of  creatures  made  king, 
By  fenfe  and  wit  to  live  their  underling  ? 
And  what  is  worft,  have  eagles  eyes  to  fee 
His  own  difgrace,  and  know  an  high  degree 
Of  blifs,  the  place,  if  he  might  thticto  climb, 
And  not  live  thralled  to  imperious  time  ? 
Or  (dotard)  fliall  I  fo  from  reafon  fwerve. 
To  di«  thofe  lights  which  to  our  ufe  do  ferve, 
(For  thou  doft  not  them  need)  more  nobly  fram'd 
Than  us  that  know  their  coarfe,  and  have  them 

nam'd  ? 
No,  I  ne'er  think  but  we  did  them  furpafs 
As  far  as  they  do  afterifms  of  glafs, 
When  thou  us  made,  by  treafon  high  defil'd, 
Thruft  from  our  firft  eftate  we  live  exil'd, 
Wand'ring  this  earth,  which  is  of  death  the  lot. 
Where  he  doth  ufe  the  power  which  he  hath  got, 
Indiff 'rent  umpire  unto  clowns  and  kings, 
The  fupreme  monarch  of  all  mortal  things. 

When  firft  this  flow'ry  orb  was  to  u?  given. 
It  but  in  place  difva!u'd  was  to  heaven  ; 
Thefe  creatures  which  now  cur  fovereigns  arc. 
And  as  to  rebels  do  denounce  us  war. 
Then  were  our  vaflals;  no  tumultuous  ftcrm, 
No  thunders,  earthquakes,  did  her  form  deform, 
The  feas  in  tumbling  mountains  did  not  roar, 
But  like  moift  cryftal  whifper'd  on  the  fliore, 
No  fnake  did  trace  her  meads,  nor  ambuftit  lour 
In  azure  curls  beneath  the  fweet-fpring  fiow'r; 
The  nightftiade,  henbane,  napcl,  aconite, 
Ker  bowels  then  not  bare,  with  death  to  fmite 
Her  guiltkfs  brood  ;  thy  melTengers  of  grace. 
As  their  high  rounds  did  haunt  this  lower  place ; 
p  joy  of  joys!  with  our  firft  parents  thou 
To  commune  then  didft  deign,  as  friends  do  now  ; 
Againft  thee  we  rebell'd,  and  juftly  thus 
Each  creature  rebelled  againft  us, 
Earth,  reft  of  what  did  chief  in  her  excel, 
To  air  become  a  jail,  to  moft  a  hell. 
In  Time's  full  term  until  thy  Son  was  given, 
Who  man  with  thee,  earth  reconcil'd  with  heaven. 

Whole  and  entire  all  in  thyfelf  thou  art, 
Ail-where  diffus'd,  yet  of  this  all  no  part, 
For  infinite,  in  making  this  fair  frame. 
Great  without  quantity  in  all  thou  came, 
And  filling  all,  how  can  thy  ftate  admit. 
Or  place  or  fubftance  to  be  void  of  it  ? 
Were  worlds  as  many,  as  the  rays  which  ftream 
From  day's  bright  larop,jor  madding  wits  do  dream 


They  would  not  reel  in  ought,  nor  wand'nn 

ftray, 
But  draw  t^  thee,  who  could  their  centres  ftay; 
Were  but  one  hour  this  world  di«join'd  from  thet ' 
It  in  one  hour  to  nought  reduc'd  ftiould  be,  ' 

For  it  thy  fliadow  is,  and  can  they  laft 
If  fever'd  from  the  fubftances  them  caft  ? 
O  only  bleft,  an  author  of  all  blifs. 
No,  blifs  itfelf,  that  all  where  wiftied  Is, 
Efiicient,  ejemplary,  final  good, 
Of  thine  own  felf  but  only  underftood  ; 
Light  is  thy  curtain,  thou  art  light  of  light, 
An  ever-waking  eye  ftill  fliining  bright, 
In-looking  all.  exempt  of  pafliTe  pow'r,  j 

And  change,  in  change  fince  death's  pale  fliacj 
doth  low'r:  j 

All  times  to  thee  are  one,  that  which  hath  run,  i| 
And  that  which  is  not  brought  yet  by  the  fun,  ' 
To  thee  are  prefent,  who  doft  always  fee 
In  prefent  adt,  what  paft, is,  or  to  be; 
Pay-livers  we  remembrance  do  lofe 
Of  ages  worn.fo  miferies  us  tofs 
(Blind  and  lethargic  of  thy  heavenly  grace. 
Which  fin  in  our  firft  parent!  did  deface. 
And  even  while  embrions  curft  by  jufteft  dooml 
That  we  negledt  what  gone  b,  or  to  come, 
But  thou  in  thy  great  archive  fcrolled  haft  , 

In  parts  and  while,  whatever  yet  hath  paft. 
Since  firft  the  marble  wheels  of  Time  were  roll' 
As  ever  living,  never  waxing  old,  ; 

StiM  is  the  fame  thy  day  and  yefterday. 
An  undivided  Now,  a  conftant  Ay. 

O  King  whofe  greatnefs  none  can  comprehei: 
Whofe  boundlefs  gopdnefs  doth  to  all  extend, 
Light  of  all  beauty,  ocean  without  ground. 
That  ftanding  flov/eft,  giving  doft  abound. 
Rich  palace,  and  indweller  ever  bleft, 
Never  not  working,  ever  yet  in  reft; 
What  wit  cannot  conceive,  words  fay  of  thee, 
Here  where  we  as  but  in  a  mirror  fee. 
Shadows  of  fliadows,  atoms  of  thy  might,  ! 

Still  owely-ey'd  when  ftaring  on  thy  light ; 
Grant  that  releafed  from  this  earthly  jail. 
And  freed  from  clouds  which  here  our  knowleJ 

vail. 
In  heaven's  high  temples  ^here  thy  praifes  rir 
In  fweeter  notes  I  may  hear  angels  fing. 

XXXIV. 
Great  God,  whom  we  \yith  humble  thougl, 
adore,  ] 

Eternal,  Infinite,  Almighty  King,  [befi' 

Whofe  dwellings  heaven  tranfcend,  whofe  throi 
Archangels  ferve,  and  Seraphims  do  fing  :  [e; 
Of  nought  who  wrought  all  that  with  wond'ri 
We  do  behold  within  this  fpacious  round,  ^ 

Who  makes  the  rocks  to  rock,  to  ftand  the  Ikien 
At  whofe  command  clouds  peals  of  thunder  foun  I 
Ah !  fpare  us  worms,  weigh  not  how  we,  alas ! 
(Evil  to  ourfelvcs)  againft  thy  laws  rebel, 
Wafti  off  thofe  fpots  which  ftill  in  confciencc  gl; 
(Though  we  be  loth  to  look)  we  fee  too  well. 
Deferv'd  revenge,  oh  do.  not,  do  not  take. 
If  thou  revenge,  who  ftiali  abide  thy  blow  ?  [ma  , 
Pafs  fnall  this  world,  this  world  which  thou  di 
Which  ftiould  not  perifli  till  thy  trumpet  blow  ; 
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ti'hat  foul  Is  found  whom  parents  crime  not  ftains? 
Or  what  with  its  own  fins  dcfil'd  is  not  ? 
Thouifh  Jultice  rigour  threat<  n,  yet  her  reins 
Let  Mercy  guide,  and  never  be  forgot. 

Lefs  are  our  faults  far  far  than  is  thy  love, 
0  what  can  better  feem  thy  grace  divine, 
Than  they  who  plagues  deferve,  thy  bounty  prove, 
And,  where  thou  may'ft  ihow'r  vengeance,  there 

to  fliine  ?  • 

Then  look  and  pity,  pitying  forgive 
Us  guilty  flaves.  Or  fervants  now  in  thrall. 
Slaves,  if,  alas    thou  look  how  we  do  live ; 
Or  d  ing  ill   or  doing  nought  sit  all  5 
Of  an  ungrateful  mind  a  foul  effe<9; ; 
But  if  thy  gifts  which  largely  heretofore 
Thou  haft  upon  us  pour'd  thou  doft  refpeiSl, 
We  are  thy  fervants,  nay,  than  fervants  more. 
Thy  children,  yes,  and  children  dearly  bought. 
But  what  flrange  chance  us  of  this  lot  bereaves  ? 
poor  worthlefs  wights  how  lowly  are  we  brought, 
Whom  Grace  once  children  made,  Sin  hath  made 

flaves,  [break  ? 

Sin  hath  made  flaves,  but  let  thofe  bands  Grace 
That  in  our  wrongs  thy  mercies  may  appear. 
Thy  wifdom  not  fo  mean  is,  pow'r  fo  weak. 
But  thoufand  ways,  they  can  make  worlds  thee 

fear. 
O  Wifdom  boundlefs  1  O  mirac'lous  Grace  I 
Grace,  Wifdom  which  makes  wink  dim  Reafon's 

eye,  [place. 

And  could  Heaven's  King  bring  forth  his  placelefs 
On  this  ignoble  ftage  of  care  to  die  : 
To  die  our  death,  and  with  the  facred  fl:ream 
Of  blood  and  water  gulhing  from,  his  fide, 
To  make  us  clean  of  that  contagious  blame, 
Firft  on  us  brought  by  our  firft  parents  pride. 
Thus  thy  great  love  and  pity  (Heavenly  King) 
Love,  pity  which  fo  well  our  lofs  prevent. 
Of  evil  itfelf  (lo ! )  could  all  goodnefs  bring. 
And  fad  beginning  cheer  with  glad  event. 
O  Love  and  Pity  !  ill  known  of  thofe  times, 
O  Love  afid  Pity  !   careful  of  cur  need, 
O  Bounties  '.   which  our  horrid  adls  and  Crimea 
(Grown  numberlefs)  contend  near  to  exceed. 
Make  this  exceflive  ardour  of  thy  love. 
So  warm  our  coldnefs,  fo  our  lives  renew. 
That  we  fiom  fin,  fin  may  from  us  remove, 
Wifdom  our  will,  Faith  may  our  wit  fubduc. 
Let  thy  pure  love  burn  up  all  worldly  luft. 
Hell's  candy'd  poifon  killing  our  befl  part. 
Which  makes  us  joy  in  toys,  adore  frail  duft, 
Inftead  of  thee,  in  temple  of  our  heart. 

Grant  when  at  laft  our  fouls  thefc  bodies  leave. 
Their  loathfome  (hops  of  fin  and  manfions  blind. 
And  doom  before  thy  royal  feat  receive, 
A  Saviour  more  than  Judge  they  thee  may  find. 

XXXV.    ne  Shadoiv  cftht  Judgment. 
Above  rholcboundlefsboundswhereftars  do  move, 
The  cieling  of  the  cryftal  round  above. 
And  rainbow-fparkling  arch  of  diamond  clear. 
Which  crowns  the  azure  of  each  underfphere. 
In  a  rich  manfion  radiant  with  light. 
To  which  the  fun  is  fcarce  a  taper  bright, 
Which,  though  a  body,  yet  fo  pure  is  fram'd, 
That  aimoU  Ipiritual  it  may  be  nam'd ; 


Where  bllfs  ahoundeth,  and  a  laftlng  May 
All  pkafures  height'ning  flourilheth  for  ay, 
The  King  of  ages  dwells.    About  his  throne 
(Like  to  thefe  beams  day's  golden  lamp  hath  on) 
Angelic  fplendours  glance,  more  fwift  than  ought 
Rcveal'd  to  fenfe,  nay  than  the  winged  thought. 
His  will  to  praiilife  ;  here  do  Seraphims 
Burn  with  immortal  love,  there  Cherubims 
With  other  noble  people  of  the  light. 
As  eaglets  in  the  fun,  delight  their  fight : 
Heaven's  ancient  denizens,  pure  adlive  powers. 
Which  (freed  of  death)  that  cloifter  high   ejaaiJi 

bowers. 
Ethereal  princes,  ever-conquering  bands, 
Bleft  fubje*5ts  adling  what  their  king  commandsj 
Sweet  quirifters,  by  whofe  melodious  flrains 
Skies  dance,  and  earth  untir'd  their  brawl  fuftains. 
Mixed  among  whofe  facred  legions  dear 
The  fpotlefs  fouls  of  humans  do  appear, 
Divefting  bodies  which  did  cares  divefl:, 
And  there  live  happy  in  eternal  reft.  V^^t 

Hither  furcharg'd  with  grief,  fraught  with  aa» 
(Sad  fpedtacle  into  that  place  of  joy) 
Her  hair  difordered  dangling  o'er  her  face. 
Which  had  of  pallid  violets  the  grace. 
The  crimfon  mantle  wont  her  to  adorn 
Call  loofe  about,  and  in  large  pieces  torn. 
Sighs  breathing  forth,  and  from  her  heavy  cen 
Along  her  cheeks  diftilling  cryfl;al  brine, 
Which  downward  to  her  ivory  breaft  was  driven. 
And  had  bedewed  the  milky-way  of  Heaven, 
Came  Piety  :  At  her  left  hand  near  by 
A  wailing  woman  bare  her  company, 
Whofe  tender  babes  her  fnowy  neck  did  clip. 
And  now  hang  on  her  pap,  now  by  her  lip ; 
Flames  glanc'd  her  head  above,  which  once  did 

glow. 
But  late  look  pale  (a  poor  and  ruthful  fliow  !) 
She  fobbing  ftrunk  the  throne  of  God  before. 
And  thus  began  her  cafe  to  him  deplore. 

Forlorn,  wretch'd,  defolate,  to  whom  Ihould  I 
My  refuge  have,  below  or  in  the  flcy. 
But  unto  thee  ?  See  (All-beholding  King 
That  fervant,  no,  that  darling  thou  didft  bring 
On  earth,  loft  man  to  fave  from  hell's  abimCj 
And  raife  unto  thefe  regions  above  time ; 
Who  made  thy  name  fo  truly  be  implor'd. 
And  by  the  reverend  foul  fo  long  ador'd. 
Her  banifh'd  now  fee  from  thefe  lower  bounds, 
Behold  her  garments  fhreeds  her  body's  wounds! 
Look  how  her  filler  Charity  there  flands, 
Profcrib'd  on  earth,  all  maim'd  by  wicked  hands  : 
Mifchief  there  mounts  to  fuch  an  high  degree. 
That  there,  now  none  is  left  that  cares  for  me. 
There  dwells  Idolatry,  there  Atheifm  reigns. 
There  man  in  dumb,  yet  roaring,  fins  him  ftains  j 
So  foolifh,  that  he  puppets  will  adore 
Of  metal,  ftoae,  and  birds,  beafts,  trees,  before 
He  once  will  to  thy  holy  fervice  bow, 
And  yield  thee  homage  :  Ah,  alas  !  yet  nowr 
To  thofe  black  fp'rics  which  thou  doft  keep  ia 

chains  : 
He  vows  obedience,  and  with  ftiameful  pains 
Infernal  horrors  courts ;  cafe  fond  and  ftrangc  J 
T«  bane  than  blifs  deftring  more  the  ciiange. 
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Thy  Charity,  of  graces  once  »h.  chief, 
Did  lonj*  time  find  in  hofpitals  relief, 
"Which  now  lie  leveli'd  with  the  lowefl  j^round, 
Where  fad  memorial-  fcarce  are  of  them  found. 
Then  (vagabonding)  temples  her  receiv'd, 
Where  my  poor  cells  afforded  what  flie  crav'd ; 
But  now  thy  temples  raz'd  are,  human  blood 
Thofe  places  ftains,  late  where  thy  altars  flood  ; 
Times  are  fo  hotrid,  to  implore  thy  name 
That  it  is  held  now  on  the  earth  a  blame. 
Now  doth  the  warrior,  with  his  dart  and  fword. 
Write  laws  in  blood,  afid  vent  them  for  thy  word ; 
Religion,  faith  pretending  to  make  known, 
.All  have  all  faith,  religion  quite  o'erthrown. 
Men  awlefs,  lawlefs  live  (moft  woful  cafe) 
Men,  no  more  men,  a  God-contemning  race. 

Scarce  had  ftie  faid,when  from  the  nether  world, 
(Like  to  a  lightning  through  the  welkin  hurl'd. 
That  fcores  with  flames  the  way,  and  every  eye 
With  terror  dazzles  as  it  fwimmeth  by) 
Came  Juftice  ;  to  whom  angels  did  make  place, 
And  Truth  her  flying  footfteps  ftraight  did  trace. 
Her  fword  was  loft,  the  precious  weights  flie  bare 
Their  beam  had  torn,fcales  rudely  bruifcd  were  ; 
From  off  her  head  was  reft  her  golden  crown, 
In  rags  her  veil  was  rent,  and  ftar-fpangl'd  gown. 
Her  tear-wet  locks  hang'd  o'er  her  face^  which 

made 
Between  her  and  the  mighty  King  a  fliade ; 
Juft  wrath  had  rais'd  her  colour  (like  the  morn) 
Portending  clouds  moift  embryo's  to  be  born) 
Of  which,  fhe  taking  leave,  with  heart-fwoln  great, 
Thus  ftrove  to  'plain  before  the  throne  of  ftate. 

Is  not  the  earth  thy  workmanlhip  (great  King) 
Didft  thou  not  all  this  all  from  nought  once  bring 
To  this  rich  beauty  which  doth  on  it  ihine : 
Beftowing  on  each  creature  of  thine 
Some  fhadow  of  thy  bounty  ?  Is  not  man 
Thy  vaffal,  plac'd  to  fpend  his  life's  fhort  fpan 
To  do  thee  homage  ?  And  then  didft  not  thou 
A  queen  inftall  me  there,  to  whom  ftiould  bow 
Thy  earth's  indwellers,  and  to  this  effedl 
Put  in  my  hand  thy  fword  ?  O  high  negledl ! 
Now  wretched  earthlings,  to  thy  great  difgrace. 
Perverted  have  my  pow'r,  and  to  deface 
All  reverend  tradls  of  juftice;  now  the  earth 
Is  but  a  frame  of  (hame,  a  funeral  hearth, 
Where  every  virtue  hath  confumed  been, 
And  nought,  (no  not  their  duft)  refts  to  be  feen, 
Long  hath  it  me  abhorr'd,  long  chafed  me, 
Expell'd  at  laft,  here  I  have  fled  to  thee, 
And  forthwith  rather  would  to  hell  repair, 
Than  earth,  fince  Juftice  execute  is  there. 
All  live  on  earth  by  fpoil,  the  hoft  his  guell 
Betrays,  the  man  of  her  lies  in  his  breaft 
Is  not  allured ;  the  fon  the  father's  death 
Attempts,  and  kindred  kindred  reave  of  breath 
By  lurking  means,  of  fuch  age  frw  makes  lick, 
Since  hell  difgorg'd  her  baneful  a:  fenic, 
Whom  murthers,  foul  affaffmates  defile, 
Moft  who  the  harmlefs  innocents  beguile; 
Who  moft  can  ravage,  rob,  ranfack,  blafpheme, 
Is  held  moft  virtuous,  hath  a  worthy's  name; 
So  op  embolden'd  Malice  they  rely. 
That  (madding)  thy  great  puiffance  they  defy  : 


Firft  man  relembl'd  thy  portrait,  foil'd  by  fmotce ' 

N  .w  like  thy  creature  hardly  doth  he  look. 

Old  Nature  here  (ftie  poln'ed  where  there  ftood 

An  aged  lady  in  a  heavy  mood) 

Doth  break  her  ftafF,  denying  human  race 

To  lome  of  her,  things  born  to  her  difgrace  ? 

The  dove  the  dove,  the  f  wan  doth  love  the  fwan^ 

Nought  fo  relerrtlefs  unto  man  as  man. 

O  1  if  thou  mad'ft  this  world,  govern'ft  it  all, 

Deferved  vengeance  on  the  earth  let  fall ; 

The  period  of  her  ftanding  perfedl  is, 

Her  hour-glafs  not  a  minute  ftiort  dorh  mifs. 

The  end  (O  Lord  !)  is  come,  then  let  no  more 

Mifchiefftill triumph,  bad  the  good  devour; 

But  of  thy  word  fince  conftant,  true  thou  art. 

Give  good  their  guerdon,  wicked  due  defert. 

She  faid     Throughout  the  fliining  palace  wenti 
A  murmur  foft,  fuch  as  afar  is  fent 
By  mufked  zephyr's  fighs  along  the  main, 
Or  when  they  curl  fome  flow'ry  lee  and  plain  ; 
One  was  their  thought,  one  their  intention,  will, 
Nor  could  they  err.  Truth  there  refiding  ftill : 
All  (mov'd  with  zeal)  as  one  with  cries  did  pray,  ] 
Haften,  (O  Lord  :)  O  haften  the  laft  day. 

Look  how  a  generous  prince  when  he  doth  hear 
Some  loving  city,  and  to  him  moft  dear. 
Which  wont  with  gifts  and  ftiows  him  entertainj   , 
(And,  as  a  father's  did  obey  his  reign) 
A  rout  of  flaves  and  rafcal  foes  to  wreck 
Her  buildings  overthrow,  her  riches  fack. 
Feels  vengeful  flames  within  his  bofom  burnj 
And  a  juft  rage  all  refpedls  overturn  : 
So  feeing  earth,  of  angels  once  the  inn^ 
Manfion  of  faints,  defloured  all  by  fin. 
And  quite  confus'd,  by  wretches  here  beneath ; 
The  world's  great  Sovereign  moved  was  to  wratk. 
Thrice  did  he  roufe  himfclf,  thrice  from  his  face 
Flames  fparkle  did  throughout  the  heavenly  place. 
The  ftars,  though  fixed,  in  their  rounds  did  quake ; 
The  earth,  and  earth-embracing  fea,  did  fliake : 
Carmeland  Haemus  felt  it,  Athos  tops 
Afl"righted  fhrunk,  and  near  the  ^thiops 
Atlas,  the  Pyrenees,  the  Apcnnine, 
And  lofty  Grampius,  which  with  fnow  doth  fliins. 
Then  to  the  fynod  of  the  fp'rits  he  fvvore, 
Man's  care  fliould  end,  and  time  Ihould  be  n» 

more; 
By  his  own  felf  he  fwore  of  pcrfedl  worth, 
Straight  to  perform  his  word  fent  angels  forth. 

There  lies  an  ifland  where  thg  radiant  fun. 
When  he  doth  to  the  northern  tropics  run, 
Of  fix  lorig  months  makes  one  tedious  day. 
And  when  through  fouthern  figns  he  holds  his  way, 
Six  month-  turneth  in  one  loathfonie  night 
(Nignt  neither  here  19  fair,  nor  day  hot  bright, 
But  half  white  and  half  moie)  where  fadly  cleaf 
Still  coldly  glance  the  beams  of  either  bear. 
The  frofty  Groen-land.  On  the  lonely  fliore 
The  ocean  in  mountain.-  hoarfe  doth  roar. 
And  over-tumWing   tumbling  over  rocks, 
Cafts  various  rainbows,  which  in  froth  he  chokes  { 
Gulfs  all  about  are  fhrunk  moft  ftrangely  fteep, 
Than  Nilus  cataravSls  more  vaft  and  deep. 
To  the  wild  land  beneath  to  make  a  ftiadc, 
A  mountain,  Ufteth  up  his  crelted  head  : 
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His  locks  are  ice-fliockks,  his  brows  are  fiiow, 
Yet,  from  his  burning  bowels  deep  below. 
Comets,  far-flaming  pyramids  are  driven, 
And  pitchy  meteors,  to  the  cope  of  heaven. 
No  funimer  here  the  lovely  grafs  forth  brings, 
Nor  trees,  no,  not  the  deadly  cyprefs  fprings. 
Cave-loving  Echo,  daughter  of  the  air, 
By  human  voice  was  never  waken'd  here : 
InOead  of  night's  blackbird,  and  plaintful  owl, 
Infernal  furies  here  do  yell  and  howl. 
A  mouth  yawns  in  this  height  fo  black  obfcure 
With  vapours,  that  no  eye  it  can  endure  : 
Great  Etna's  caverns  never  yet  did  make 
Such  fable  damps,  though  they  be  hideous  black  ; 
Stern  horrors  here  eternally  do  dwell. 
And  this  gulf  dcfline  for  a  gate  to  hell. 
Forth  from  this  place  of  dread  (earth  to  appal) 
Three  furies  rufhed  at  the  angel's  call. 
One  with  long  trelTes  doth  her  vlfage  mafk, 
Her  temples  clouding  in  a  horrid  calk, 
Her  right  hand  fwings  a  brandon  in  the  air. 
Which  flames,  and  terror  hurleth  everywhere 
Pond'rous  with  darts,  her  left  doth  bear  a  fhield, 
Where  Gorgon's  head  looks  grim  in  fable  field  : 
Her  eyes  blaze  fire  and  blood,  each  hair  ftills  blood. 
Blood  trills  from  either  pap,  and  where  fiie  flood 
Blood's  liquid  coral  fprang  her  feet  beneath  ; 
Where   fhe   doth  ftretch  her  arm  is  blood  and 

death. 
Her  Stygian  head  no  fooner  (he  uprears. 
When  earth  cf  fwords,  helms,  lances,  ftraight  ap- 
pears 
To  be  delivered,  and  from  out  her  womb 
In  flame-wing'd  thunders  artillery  doth  come, 
Floods  filver  ftreams  do  take  a  blufhiiig  dye, 
The  plains  with  breathlefs  bodies  buried  lie  ; 
Rage,  wrong,  rape,  facrilege  do  her  attend. 
Fear,  difcord,  wreck,  and  woes  which  have  no  end : 
Town  is  by  towij,  and  prince  by  prince  withfl.ood, 
Earth  turns  an  hideous  ftiamble,  a  lake  of  blood. 

The  next  with  eyes,  funk  hollow  in  her  brains, 
Lean  face,fnarrd  hair,  with  black  and  empty  veins, 
Her  «dry'd-up  bones  fcarce  covered  with  her  fkin, 
Bewraying  that  ftrange  ftrudiure  built  within 
Thigh-bellylefs,  mofl  ghaftly  to  the  fight, 
A  wafted  ikeieton  refembkth  right. 
Where  (he  doth  roam  in  air,  faint  do  the  birds. 
Yawn  do  earth's  ruthlefs  brood  and  harmlefs  herds. 
The  woods  wild  forragers  do  howl  and  roar. 
The  humid  fwimmers  die  along  the  fliore ; 
In  towns,  the  living  do  the  dead  up-eat, 
Then  die  themielves,  alas  !  and  wanting  meat ; 
Mothers  not  fpare  the  birth  of  their  own  wombs, 
But  turn  thofe  nefts  of  life  to  fatal  tombs, 

Laft  did  a  faff"ron-colour'd  hag  come  out. 
With  uncomb'd  hair,  brows  banded  all  about 
With  duiky  clouds,  in  ragged  mantle  clad, 
Her  breath  with  flinking  fumes  the  air  befpread. 
In  either  hand  fhe  held  a  whip,  whofe  wires, 
Still'i  pojfon,  blaz'd  with  Phlegtthontal  fires. 
(Relentlefs)  ftie  each  ftate,  fex,  age  defiles. 
Earth  ftreams  with  gores,  burns  with  envenom'd 

boils; 
Where  ftie  repairs,  towns  do  in  deferts  turn. 
The  Uvix^g  have  no  paufe  tbe  de^id  to  tneurn^ 


The  friend  (ah  I)  dares  not  lock  the  dying  eyes 
Of  his  belov'd,  the  wife  the  hufband  flies ; 
Men  bafilifks  to  men  prove,  and  by  breath 
Than  lead  or  fteel  bring  worfe  and  fwiftcr  death: 
No  cyprefs,  obfequies,  no  tomb  they  have. 
The  fad  heaven  moftly  ferves  them  for  a  grave. 

Thefe  over  earth  tumultuoufly  do  run. 
South,  north,  from  rifing  to  the  fetting  fun ; 
They  fometime  part,  yet  than  the  winds  more  fleet, 
Forthwith  together  in  one  place  they  meet. 
Great  quinfey  ye  it  know,  Sufania's  pride, 
And  you  where  ftately  Tiber's  ftreams  do  glide, 
Memphis,  Parthenope,  ye  too  it  know. 
And  where  Euripus  feven-fold  tide  doth  flow : 
Ye  know  it  emprefies  on  Thames,  Rhofne,  Seine, 
And  ye  fair  queens  by  Tagus,  Danube,  Rhine, 
Though  they  do  fcour  the  earth,  roam  far  and 

large. 
Not  thus  content  the  angels  leave  their  charge  : 
We  of  her  wreck  thefe  flender  figns  may  name, 
By  greater  they  the  judgment  do  proclaim. 

This  centre's  centre  with  a  mighty  blow 
One  bruileth,  whofe  crack'd  concaves  louder  low. 
And  rumble,  than  if  all  th'  artillery 
On  earth  dii'charg'd  at  once  were  in  the  Iky  ; 
Her  furface  fhakes,  her  mountains  in  the  main 
Turn  topfy-turvy,  of  heights  making  plain  : 
Towns  them  ingulf,  and  late  where  towers  did 

ftand. 
Now  nought  remaineth  bat  a  wafte  of  fand  : 
With  turning  eddies  feas  fink  under  ground. 
And  in  tlieir  floating  depths  are  vallies  found; 
Late  where  with  foamy  crefts,  waves  tilted  wavcsj 
Now  fifliy  bottoms  ftiine  and  mofTy  caves. 
The  mariner  cafts  an  amazed  eye 
On  his  wing'd  firs,  which  bedded  he  finds  lie. 
Yet  can  he  fee  no  fliore ;  but  whilft  he  thinks. 
What  hideous  crevice  that  huge  current  drinks. 
The  ftreams  rufh  back  again  with  ftorming  tide^ 
And  now  his  fliips  on  cryftal  mountains  glide. 
Till  they  be  hurl'd  far  beyond  feas  and  hope. 
And  fettle  on  fome  hill  or  palace  top  ; 
Or  by  triumphant  furges  overdriven,         [heaven. 
Show   earth   their   entrails,   and  their  keels  the 

Skies  cloudy  tables  forae  do  paint  with  fights 
Of  armed  Iquadrons,  juftling  fteeds  and  knights. 
With  fhining  croffes,  judge,  and  fapphire  throne, 
Arraigned  criminals  to  howl  and  groan. 
And  plaints  fend  forth,  are  heard :  New  worlds 

feen  fhinc 
With  other  funs  and  moons,  falfe  ftars  decline. 
And  dive  in  feas ;  red  comets  warm  the  air. 
And  blaze,  as  other  worlds  were  judged  there. 
Others  the  heavenly  bodies  do  difplace, 
Make  fun  his  fifter's  ftranger  fteps  to  trace; 
Beyond  the  courfe  of  fpheres  he  drives  his  coach. 
And  near  the  cold  Arcfturus  doth  approach  ; 
The  Scythian  amaz'd  is  at  fuch  beams. 
The  Mauritanian  to  fee  icy  ftreams  ; 
The  ftiaSow  which  erewhile  turn'd  to  the  weff, 
Now  wheels  about,  then  reeleth  to  the  eaft  : 
New  ftars  above  the  eighth  heaven  fparkle  clear, 
M  irs  rhops  with  Saturn,  Jove  claims Mars'sfphere, 
Snrunk  nearer  earth,  all  blacken'd  now  and  brown. 

In  maik  of  weeping  dpuds  appears  the  moon. 
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There  are  no  feafons,  autumn,  fummer,  fpring, 
All  are  ftern  winter,  and  no  birth  forth  bring  : 
Red  turns  the  fky'sblue  curtain  o'er  this  globe, 
As  to  propine  the  judge  with  purple  robe, 

At  firft  (^entrant'd)  with  fad  and  curious  eye?, 
Earth's  pilgrims  ftare  on  th<(»fe  (Irange  prodigies  : 
"The  ftar-gazer  this  round  finds  truly  move 
in  parts  and  whole,  yet  by  no  (kill  can  prove 
The  firmament's   ftay'd   firmnefs.     They  which 

dream 
Ah  everlaftingnefs  In  world's  vaft  frame,  [wreck, 
Think  well  fome  region  where  they  dwell  may 
But  that  the  whole,  nor  time  nor  force  can  (h.ake  ; 
Yet  (frantic)  mufe  to  fee  heaven's  {lately  lights, 
Like  drunkards,  waylefs  reel  amidft  their  heights. 
Such  as  do  nations  govern,  and  command 
Vafts  of  the  fea  and  empirles  of  land, 
Repine  to  fee  their  countries  overthrown, 
And  find  no  foe  cheir  fury  to  make  known  : 
Alas  ^fay  they)  what  boots  our  toils  and  pain* 
Of  care  on  earth  is  this  the  furthefl  gains  ? 
JNo  riches  now  can  bribe  our  angry  fate^ 
O  no  !  to  blaft  oiir  pride  the  heavens  do  threat : 
In  duft  now  mufl  our  greatnefs  buried  lie, 
Yet  is  it  comfort  with  the  world  to  die. 
As  more  and  more  the  warning  figns  increafc, 
Wild  dread  deprives  left  Adam's  race  of  peace ; 
From  out  their  grandame  earth  they  fain  would  fly; 
But  whither  know  not,  heavens  are  far  and  high; 
Each  would  bewail  and  mourn  his  own  diftrefsj 
But  public  cries  do  private  tears  fupprefs, 
Laments,  plaints,  fhrieks  of  woe  diflurb  all  ears, 
And  fear  is  equal  to  the  pain  it  fears. 

Amidft  this  mafs  of  cruelty  and  flights, 
This  galley  full  of  God-defpifing  wights, 
'i'hisjail  of  fin  andftiame,  this  filthy  ftagc 
Where  all  ad  folly,  mifery,  and  rage  ; 
Amidft  thofe  throngs  of  old  prep»r'd  for  hell, 
Thofe  numbers  which  no  Archimede  can  tell, 
A  filly  crew  did  lurk,  a  harmlefs  route 
Wand'ring  the  earth,  which  God  had  chofen  out 
To  live  with  him  (few  rofes  which  did  blow 
Among  thofe  weeds  earth's  garden  overgrow  ; 
A  dew  of  gold  ftill'd  on  earth's  fandy  mine, 
Smalldiamonds  in  world's  roughrockswhichfhine) 
By  purple  tyrants  which  purfu'd  and  chas'd, 
Liv'd  reclufes,  in  lonely  illands  plac'd  ; 
Or  did  the  mountains  haunt,  and  forefts  wild. 
Which  they  than  towns  more  harmlefs  found  and 

mild : 
Where  many  an  hymn  they  tn  their  Maker's  praife, 
Teach'd  groves  and  rocks,  which  did  rcfound  their 

lays. 
Nor  fword,  nor  famine,  nor  plague-poifoning  air, 
Nor  prodigies  appearing  every  where. 
Nor  all  the  fad  diforder  of  this  All, 
Could  this  fmall  handful  of  the  world  appal ; 
But  as  the  flow'r,  which  during  winter's  cold 
Runs  to  the  root,  and  lurks  in  fap  uproU'd, 
So  foon  as  the  great  planet  of  the  year 
Begins  the  twins  dear  manfion  to  clear. 
Lifts  up  its  fragrant  head,  and  to  the  field 
A  fpring  of  beauty  and  delight  doth  yield  : 
So  at  thofe  figns  and  apparitions  ftrange, 
Thtir  thoughts, looks,  geftures,did  begin  to  change; 


Joy  makes  their  hands  to  clap,  their  hearts  to^ancc. 
In  voice  turns  mufic,  in  their  eyes  doth  glance. 

What  can  (fay  they)  thefe  changes  elfe  portend^ 
Of  this  great  frame,  fave  the  approaching  end  ? 
Paftr  are  the  figns,  all  is  perform'd  of  old 
Which  the  Almighty's  heralds  us  foretold. 
Heaven  now  no  longer  (hall  of  God's  great  powe# 
A  turning  temple  h6,  but  fixed  tower, 
Burn  fiiall  this  mortal  mafs  aniidft  the  »ir, 
Of  divine  juftice  turn'd  a  trophy  fair  ; 
Near  is  the  laft  of  days,  whofe  light  embalihs 
Paft  griefs,  and  all  our  ftormy  cares  becalms. 
O  happy  day  ?  O  cheerful  holiday  ! 
Which  night's  fad  fable*  ftiall  not  take  away  ! 
Farewell  complaints,  and  ye  yet  doubtful  thought 
Crown  now  your  hopes  with  comforts  long  time 

fought, 
Wip'd  from  our  eyes  now  fhall  be  every  tear. 
Sighs  ftopt,  fince  our  falvation  is  fo  near. 
What  long  we  long'd  for,  God  at  laft  hath  givetij 
Earth's  chofen  bands  to  join  with  thofe  of  heaven  { 
Now  noble  fouls  a  guerdon  juft  fiiall  find. 
And  reft  and  glory  be  in  one  combin'd; 
Now,  more  than  in  a  mirror,  by  thefe  cyne, 
Even  face  to  face  our  Maker  fhall  be  feen  : 
O  welcome  wonder  of  the  foul  and  fight '. 
O  welcome  objed  of  all  true  delight! 
Thy  triumphs  and  return  we  did  expecSi, 
Of  all  paft  toils  to  reap  the  dear  efi"e6l; : 
Since  thou  art  juft,  perform  thy  holy  word, 
O  come  ftill  hop'd-for,  come  long  wifh'd-for,  Lord.  ; 
While  thus  they  pray,  the  heavens  in  flames  ap«  i 
pear. 
As  if  they  fbow  fires  elemental  fphere^ 
The  earth  feems  in  the  fun,  the  welkin  gone,  ] 

Wonder  all  hufties  ;  ftraight  the  air  doth  groan  ■   j 
With  trumpets,  which  thrice  louder  foilnds  do  yieUI " 
Than  deaf  ning  thunders  in  the  airy  field. 
Created  nature  at  the  clangour  quakes, 
Immur'd  with  flames,  earth  in  a  palfy  fliakes,         i 
And  from  her  womb  the  duft  in  feveral  heaps 
Takes  life,  and  muftereth  into  human  fhapes  :        i 
Hell  burfts,  and  the  foul  prifoners  there  bound      j 
Come  howling  to  the  day,  with  ferpents  crown**,  j 
Millions  of  angels  in  the  lofty  height,  j 

Clad  in  pure  gold  and  the  eledar  bright,  | 

Uftiering  the  way  ftill  where  the  Judge  fiiouldj 
move,  ; 

In  radiant  rainbows  vault  the  Ikies  above ; 
Which  quickly  open,  like  a  curtain  driven. 
And  beaming  glory  fhows  the  King  of  Hea-ven. 

What  Perfian  prince,  Affyrian  moft  renown'd. 
What  Scythian  with  conqueringfquadronscrown'd, 
Ent'ring  a  breached  city,  where  confpire 
Fire  to  dry  blood,  and  blood  to  quench  out  fire  ;    ^ 
Where  culted  carcafles  quick  members  reel, 
And  by  their  ruin  blunt  the  recking  fteel, 
Refembleth  now  the  ever-living  King?  ^      | 

What  face  of  Troy  which  doth  with  yelling  rirgi{ 
And  Grecian  flames  tranfported  in  the  air. 
What  dreadful  fpedacle  of  Cartilage  fair ; 
What  pidure  of  rich  Corinth's  iragic  wreck^ 
Or  of  Numantia  the  hideous  fack. 
Or  thefe  togethm-  {hown,  the  image,  face 
Can  repreftnt  of  earth,  and  plaiiicful  cafe; 


p 

world's 


O 

vail 


tVhIcb    ifiilft   lie  fmblcjng   ip    the 

womb, 
And  to  icfelf  both  fuil  be  and  tomb  ? 

Near  to  that  fweet  and  odoriferous  clime, 
Where  the  all-cheering  Emperor  of  Time 
i^akes    fpring    the    caflia,   nard,    and    fragrant 

balms, 
And  every-  hill,  and  Colin  crowns  with  paLiis; 
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Where  incenfe  fweats,  wliere  weeps  fclie  precious 

myrrh, 
And  cedars  overtop  the  pine  and  fir. 
Near  where  the  aji;ed  Phoenix,  tir'd  of  breath, 
Doth  build  her  neil,  and  takes  new  life  in  death: 
A  valley  \nzo  wide  and  open  fields 
far  ic  ejctendeth,     »      •      ♦      »     w 
[T/ji  rejl  is  •wanting.'\ 


THE  RIVER  OF  FORTH  FEASTING  : 

A  Panegyric  to  the  High  and  Mighty  Prince  james,  King  of  Great  Britain,  Francs 

and  Ireland. 


To  his  Sacreii  Majefy. 
If  in  this  ftorm  of  joy  and  pompous  throng, 
This  nymph  (greit  King)  doth  come  tc  thee  fo 

near 
That  thy  harmonious  ears  her  accents  hear, 
Give  pardon  to  her  hoarle  and  lowly  fong  : 
Fain  woiild  (he  trophies  to  thy  virtues  rear; 
But:  for  this  ftately  talk  fhe  is  not  flrong, 
^"^ud  her  defe<5l«  her  high  attempts  do  wrong. 
Yet  as  Ihe  could  fhe  makes  thy  worth  appear. 
So  in  a  map  is  fhown  this  flow'ry  place ; 
So  wrought  in  arras  by  a  virgin's  hand 
With  heaven  and  blazing  ftars  doth  Atlas  fland, 
So  drawn  by  charcoal  is  NarcifTus  face  : 

She  lilce  the  morn  maybe  to  fome  bright  fun, 
The  day  to  perfe(ft  that's  by  her  begun. 


V V  HAT  blufl'ring  noife  now  interrupts  my  fleep  ? 
What  echoing  (houts  thus  cleave  my  cryftal  deep, 
And  leeni  to  call  me  from  my  wat'ry  court  ? 
What  melody  ?  what  found',  of  joy  and  fport, 
Arecorvey'd  hither  from  each  neighbouring  fpring? 
With  what  loud  rumours  do  the  mountains  ring  ? 
Which  in  unufual  pomp  on  tip-toes  ftand, 
And  (full  of  wonder)  overlook  the  land  ? 
Whence  comes  thefe  glitc'ring  throngs,  thefe  nie- 

teors  bright, 
This  golden  people  glancing  in  my  fight  i* 
Whence  doth  this  praife,  applaule,  and  love,  arife  ? 
What  load-flar  eaftward  draweth  thus  all  eyes  ? 
Am  I  awake  ?  or  have  fome  dreajiis  confpir'd 
To  mock  rhy  fenfe  with  wiiat  1  moft  defu'd  ? 
View  I  that  living  face,  fee  I  thofe  looks, 
Which  with  delight  were  wont  t'  amasc  my  brooks? 
Do  1  behold  that  worth,  that  man  divine, 
This  age's  glory,  by  thefe  banks  of  mine  ? 
Then  find  I  true  what  long  I  wilh'd  in  vain ; 
My  much  beloved  prince  li  come  again; 
Go  unto  them  whole  zenith  is  the  pole. 
When  fix  black  months  are  pall,  the  fun  doth  roll: 
So  after  tempell  to  fea-toffed  wights 
Fair  Helen's  brothcri  fhow  -^htir  cheering  liehtj : 
Vot.lV.  ' 


So  comes  Arabia's  wonders  from  her  woods, 
And  far  far  oiT  is  feen  by  Mcnnphis  floods. 
The  feather 'd  Sylvan-^,  cloud-like  by  her  fly, 
And  with  triumphing  plaudits  beat  the  Iky, 
Nile  marvels,  Seraph's  priefts  (entranced)  rave, 
And  in  Mydonian  ftone  her  (hapc  engrave ; 
In  lafting  cedars  they  do  hiirk  the  time 
In  which  Apollo's  bird  came  to  their  clime. 
I>et  Mother  Earth  now  deck'd  with  flow'rs  be 

feen  :  [green, 

And  fweet  breath'd   zephyrs  «irl  the  meadows 
Let  Heaven  weep  rubies  in  a  crimfon  fliow'r. 
Such  as  on  Indies  fnores  they  ufe  to  pour  : 
Or  with  that  golden  ftorm  the  fields  adorri. 
Which  Jove  fain'd  when  his  blue-ey'd  maid  was 

born. 
May  daver  hours  the  web  of  day  outweave. 
May  never  night  rife  from  her  fable  cave. 
Swell  proud  my  biliows,  faint  not  to  declare 
Your  joys  as  ample  as  their  caufes  are  : 
For  murmurs  hoarfe,  found  like  Arion's  harp. 
Now  delicately  flat,  now  fvveet'y  fharp; 
And  you  my  nymphs,  rife  from  your  moifl;  repair; 
Strow  all  your  fprings  and  grots  with  lilies  fair  ; 
Some  fwiftert  footed,  get  them  henCe,  and  pray 
Our  floods  and  lakes  come  keep  this  ln)liday  j 
What  e'er  beneath  Albania's  hills  do  run, 
Which  fee  the  rifing  or  the  fetting  fun, 
Which   drink  flern   Grampius  niifts,   or   Ochel's 

fno-<vs : 
Stone-rolling  Tay,  Tyne  torttiife-like  that  flows, 
The  pearly  Don,  the  Dc'es,  the  fertile  Spey, 
Wild  Nevernt,  which  dotfa  fee  our  longeft  day  ; 
Nefs   fmoking    fulphur.    Leave    with    mountains 

crown'd 
Strange  Lowrtiorid  for  his  floating  ifles  renown'd  5 
The  Irifli  Rian,  Ken,  the  iilver  Air, 
The  fnaky  Dun,  the  Ore  v/ifh  rnfliy  hair. 
The  cryftal  ftreaming  Nid,  loud  bellowing  Clyde 
Tweed  v/hich  no  ihore  our  kingdoms  fhall  divide; 
Rank-fwelling  Annan,  Lid  with  curled  fiteamS, 
The  Eflcs,  the  Solway,  where  they  lofe  their  names, 
To  cv'ry  one  procUim  our  joys  and  feafts, 
Our  triumphs  ;  biJall  come  zixd  be  our  gu«i»-. 
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And  as  they  meet  in  Neptune's  azure  hall, 
Bid  them  bid  lea  gods  keep  this  feiHval; 
This  day  fiiall  by  our  currents  he  renown'd, 
Our  hills  about  fliall  Hill  this  day  rtfuund  ; 
Nay,  that  our  love  nif-rt  to  this  duy  appear, 
Let  us  with  it  henceforth  begin  our  year,     [rain  ; 
To    virgins,  flow'rs  ;   to   iiui-burnt   earth,  the 
To  mariners  fair  winds  aiTs^idll  the  main, 
Cool  ihades  to  pilgrims,  -which  hot  glances  burn. 
Are  not  fo  plcafi;ig  as  thy  blert  return. 
That  day  (dear  prince)  which  robh'dusof  chyfight, 
[Djy,  1)0,  but  darkncis  and  a  dufsy  night] 
l>id  fill  our  brtafts  with  i'lghs,  our  eyes  with  tears, 
Tuni'd  minutes  to  fad  mtmthsjfad  months  to  yeais, 
Trees  left  to  flourifli,  meadows  to  bear  liovv'rs, 
Erooks  hid  their  heads  within  their  fedgy  bow'rs, 
Pair  Ceres  curft  our  fields  with  barren  Iroli:, 
Aa  if  again  fte  had  her  daughter  lolt  : 
I'he  mufes  left  our  groves,  and  fcrfweet  fongs 
Sat  fadly  filent,  or  did  weep  their  wrongs. 
You  know  it,  meads;  your  ,  murmuring  woods  it 

know, 
Hills,  dales,  and  caves,  copartners  of  their  woe; 
And. you  it  know,  my  flreams,  which  from  tiit.ir 

een 
Oft  on  your  glafs  receiv'd  their  pearly  brine ; 
O  Naiad's  dear  (faid  they)  Napeas  fair, 

0  nympha  of  trees,  nymphs  which  on  hills  repair. 
Goi;e  are  thofe  maiden  glories,  gone  that  flatc, 

.Which  mace  all  eyes  admire  our  blifs  of  late. 
Ab  looks  the  Heaven  when  never  flar  appears. 
But  How  and  weary  fhroud  them  in  their  fpheres, 
While  Titon's  wife  embcfom'd  by  him  lies, 
And  world  doth  languilli  in  a  dreary  guife  : 
As  looks  a  garden  ot  its  beauty  fpoil'd. 
As  woods  in  winter  by  rough  Boreas  foil'd, 
As  portraits  raz'd  of  colours  us'd  to  he  : 
So  look'd  thefe  abjed  bounds  depriv'd  of  thee. 

While  as  my  rills  enjoy'd  thy  royal  gleams, 
They  did  not  envy  Tibet's  haughty  ilreams. 
Nor  wealthy  Tagus  with  his  gojdtn  ore, 
Nor  clear  Hyd.-d'pes  which  cv.  pearls  doth  roar, 
Nor  golden  Gauge  that  fees  the  fun  new  born, 
Nor  Aciielous  with  his  flovv'ry  horn, 
Nor  floods  which  near  ElyHan  fields  do  fall  : 
Por  why  ?  thy  light  did  ferve  to  them  for  all. 
No  place  there  is  io  defert,  fo  alone, 
Even  from  the  frozen  to  the  torrid  zone, 
From  ilamaig  Hecla  to  great  Qniufey's  lake, 
V.''hich  ihy  abode  could  not  molt  happy  make; 
All  thofe  perfedlions  which  by  bounteous  Heaven 
To  divers  worlds  in  divers  times  were  given, 
The  fLarry  fcnate  pow'r'd  at  once  on  thee, 
Tliat  thou  examplcr  might'ft  to  others  be, 

Thy  life  was  kept  till  the  Three  Sillers  fpun 
Tl.eir  threads  of  gold,  and  then  it  was  begun. 
With  cl^equer'd  clouds  when  fKies  do  Icok  moH 

fair. 
And  no  ui.order'd  blafts  dillurb  the  air. 
When  lilies  do  them  deck  in  azure  gowns  ; 
And  new-born  re  fes  blufli  with  golden  crowns, 
To  prove  how  calm  we  under  thee  fliould  live, 
WhatHalcyonian  days  thy  reign  fhould  give. 
And  to  t\vo  flow'ry  diadems  ihy  right ; 

1  he  heavens  thee  iv.ade  a  psrtiitr  tf  the  light. 


Scarce  waft  thou  born,  when  joiii'd  in  friendly 

bands 
Two  mortal  foes  with  other  clafped  hands  :  [gra,ce 
Vv''uh  Virtue   Fortune  ftrove,  which  moit  iiiould 
Thy  place  for  thee,  thee  far  fo  high  a  place, 
One  vovv'd  thy  facred  breaft  not  to  forlake, 
The  other  on  thee  not  to  turn  her  back; 
And  that  thou  more  her  loves  effects  might'ft  feel, 
For  thee  ine  left  her  globe,  and  broke  her  •/  heel. 

When  years  thee  vigour  gave,  O  then  how  clear 
Did  fmothered  fparkles  in  bright  flames  appear  I 
Amongft  the  v/oods  to  force  the  flying  hart. 
To  pierce  the  mountain  wolf  with  fcather'd  darf 
See  lalcons  climb  the  clouds,  the  fox  enlnare 
Outrun  the  v.'inn-out-running  Doedale  liare 
To  breathe  thy  fiery  ileed  on  every  plain. 
And  in  meand'ring  gyres  him  bring  again. 
The  prefs  thee  making  place,  and  vulgar  things, 
!n  Admiration's  air,  on  Glory's  wings  ; 
O  '.  thou  far  from  the  common  pitch  didft  rife, 
With  thy  defigns  to  dazzle  Envy's  eyes: 
Thou  fonght'il  to  know  this  All's  eternal  fource,  ■ 
Of  ever-turning  heaven  the  reiUefs  courfe,     [run, 
Their  fixed  lamps,  their  lights  which  wand'ring 
Whence  moon  her  filver  hath,  his  gold  the  fun, 
If  Fate  there  be  or  no,  if  planets  can 
By  fierce  afpedls  force  the  free  will  of  man; 
The  light  alpiring  fire,  the  liquid  air. 
The  flaming  dragons,  comets  with  red  hair. 
Heaven's  tilting  lances,  artillery,  and  bo.v, 
Loud-founding  trumpets,  darts  cf  hail,  and  fnow. 
The  roaring  elements,  with  people  dumb, 
The  earth  with  what  conceiv'd  is  in  her  womb. 
What  on  her  moves  were  fet  unto  thy  fiyht 
Till  thou  didfi  find  their  caufes,  effence,  might, 
But  unto  nought  thou  fo  thy  mind  didft  Uruin, 
As  to  he  read  in  man,  and  learn  to  reign  : 
To  know  the  weight  and  Atlas  of  a  crown. 
To  fpare  the  humble,  proud  ones  tumble  down. 
VVht,n  from  thofe  piercing  cares  which  thrones 
invert,  [_,cft^ 

As  thorns  the  role,  thou  vveary'd  would'ft  thcc 
With  hue  in  hand,  full  of  celeltial  fire, 
To  the  Pierijn  groves  thou  didft  retire  : 
There  garlanded  with  all  Urania's  flow'rs, 
In  fwccter  lays  than  builded  riiches  tow'rs, 
Or  theui  which  charm'd  the  dolphins  in  the  main, 
Or  which  did  call  Eury  ice  ?gain,  •.    I 

i'hou  fung'ft  av%-ay  the  hours,  till  from  their  fphere ! 
Stars  fecn;'d  to  fhoct.  thy  melody  to  hear. 
'I'he  god  with  golden  hair,  the  filler  maids, 
Did  leave  their  Helicon,  and  Tempc's  fliades, 
To  fee  thine  ifle,  here  loft  their  native  tongue. 
And  in  thy  world-divided  language  fung.  I 

Who  of  thine  after  age  can  count  the  deeds. 
With  all  that  Fame  in  Time's  huge  annals  read^   i 
How  by  example  more  than  any  law,  I 

This  people  fierce  thou  didft  to  goodnefs  draw;     j 
How  while  the  neighbour  worlds  (tofs'd  by  thei 
Fates)  j 

So  many  Phaetons  had  in  their  ftates.  [throne.?,! 
Which  turn'd  to  heedlefs  flames  their  burniih'd} 
Thou  (as  enfpher'd)  kept'ft  temperate  thy  zones; I 
In  Afric  fhores  the  lands  that  ebb  and  flow,  j 

The  Ihady  kavts  on  Arden'*  trees  that  grow ;      j 
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He  fure  may  coun*,  with  all  the  waves  that  meet 

To  walh  the  Mauritauinn  Atlas  feet. 

Though  crovvn'd  thou  Xvert  not,  nor   a  king  by 

birth, 
Thy  worth  defervcs  the  richefl:  crown  on  earth 
Search  this  half  fphcre,  and  the  Aiitartic  ground, 
Where  is  fuch  wit  and  bounty  to  be  found  ? 
As  into  filent  night,  when  near  the  boar, 
The  virgin  huntrcfs  fliincs  at  full  moil:  clear. 
And  ftrives  to  match  her  brother's  jjolden  li-j-ht. 
The  hoft  01'  ftars  doth  vanifh  in  her  fight, 
Ari^urus  dies ;  cuol'd  is  the  lion's  ire, 
Po  burns  no  more  with  Phaetoatai  tire: 
Orion  faints  to  fee  his  arms  grow.hiack, 
And  that  his  flaming  Avord  he  now  doth  b.ck  : 
So  Europe's  lights,  all  bright  in  their  degree, 
Lofe  all  their  luftre  parallel'd  with  thee, 
By  jiift  defcent  tliou  from  more  kings  dofc  fhine, 
"Then  many  can  name  men  iu  all  their  line  : 
What  moft  they  toil  to  find,  and  finding  hold, 
Thou  fcornell:,  orient  gems,  and  flatc'ring  gold; 
Efleeming  treafure  furer  in  men's  breaits, 
Than  when  immur'd  with  marble,  clos'd  in  chefls; 
Mo  flormy  paffions  do  diilurb  thy  mind, 
No  mifts  of  greatnefs  ever  could  tliee  blind  : 
Who  yet  hath  been  fo  meek  ?  thou  life  didil  give 
To  them  who  did  repine  to  fee  thee  live ; 
What  prince  by  goodnefs  hath    fuch  kingdoms 

gain'd  ? 
\Vho  hath  fo  long  his  people's  peace  masntain'd  ? 
Their    fwords  are  turn'd  to  fcythes,  to  culters 

fpears, 
Some  giant  port;  their  antic  armour  bears  : 
Now,  v.'here  the  wounded  knight  his  life  did  bleed, 
The  wanton  fwain  fits  piping  on  a  reed ; 
And  where  the  cannon  did  Jove's  thunder  fcorn. 
The  gawdy  huntfman  winds  his  fhrill-ri,n"d  horn  : 
Her  green  locks  Ceres  doth  to  yellow  die, 
The  pilgrim  fafely  in  the  fliade  ddth  lie, 
Both  Pan  and  Pales  careiefs  keep  tlieir  flocks, 
Seas  have  no  dangers  fave  the  v^inds  and  rocks  : 
'I'hoii  art  this  ifle's  Paliadinro.,  neither  can 
(Whiles  thou  doll  live)  it  bi;  o'erthrown  by  man, 
,    Let  others  boaft  of  blnod  and  fpuils  of  foes, 
l^'ierce  rapines,  murder's,  Iliads  of  woes, 
Of  hated  pomp,  and  trophies  reared  fair, 
Gore-fpangledenfigns  {>reaming  in  the  air, 
Count  how  chey  make  the  Scytliian  them  adore, 
'I'he  Gaditan  and  foldier  of  Aurore, 
Unhappy  boaf^.ing  .'    to  enlarge  their  bounds, 
Ihat  charge  themfelves  with  cares,  their  friends 

,   with  wounds. 
Who  have  no  law  to  their  ambitious  will. 
But  man-plagues)  born  are  human  bLod  to  fpill : 
"I'hou  a  true  vicSor  art,  fent  from  above 
Wiiat  others  ftrain  by  force,  to  gain  by  love, 
Ayor!d-wand'ri:ig  Fame  this  praife  to  thee  imparts, 
To  be  the  only  monarch  01  all  hearts. 
They  many  fear  who  are  of  many  fear'd. 
And   kiii-doms  got   by  wrongs,  by   wrongs  are 
o     ,     /^^'■'<^;  [down, 

buch  thrones  as  blood  doth  raife,  blood  throweth 
Ko  guard  fo  fure  as  love  unto  3  crown. 

^Ey:-  ot  our  weftern  world,  Mars-daunting  king, 
.With  whofe  renown  the  earth's  feven  climates  ringl 


j  Thy  deeds  not  only  claim  thefc  diadems, 
Tovvhich  I'hame.Liffy,  Tayjfuhjecft  their  flreams; 
Biit  to  thy  virtues  rare,  and  gifts,  is  due 
All  tliat  the  planet  of  the  year  dath  view; 
Sure  if  the  world  above  did  want  a  prince 
The  world  above  to  it  would  take  thee  hence. 
That  Murder,  Rapine,  Lml:,  are  fled  to  heil. 
And  in  their  rooms  with  us  the  Graces  dwell; 
That  honour  more  than  riches  men  refpedl, 
Tiiat  worthinefs  than  gold  doth  -iiore  effeeft 
Tfiat  Piety  unmaiked  Ihows  her  face, 
'I'hat  fnnocency  keeps  with  Pov.'er  her  place, 
That  long.exil'd  Aiirea  leaves  the  Heaven,  [even. 
And  turneth  right  her  fword,  her  weights  holds 
That  the  Saturnian  world  is  come  3(^3111", 
Are  wifli'd  eifedls  of  thy  moll  happy  reign. 
That  daily,  Peace,  Love,  Truth,  delights  increafe 
And  Difcord,  Kate  , Fraud,  with  Incumber's,  ceafe' 
That  men  ufe  flrength  not  to  filed  others  bloodj  ' 
But  ufe  their  ftrength  now  to  do  others  good; 
I'hat  Fury  is  enchain'd,  difarmed  Wrath, 
That  (fave  by  Nature's  hand)  there  is  no'death. 
That  late  grim  foes,  like  brothers  other  love, 
Ttiat  vultures  prey  not  on  the  harmlefs  dove, 
Tiiat  wolves  with  lambs  do  friendfliip  entertain 
Arc  wifli'd  eiTeifts  of  thy  mofb  happy' rei^rn. 
That  towns  increaf;^,  that  ruin'd  temples^ife. 
That  their  wind-moving  vanes  do  kifs  the  ikies 
That  Ignorance  and  Sioth  hence  run  avvaj', 
Thatbury'd  Arts  now  K-jfe  them  to  the  day, 
That  Hyperion  far  beyond  his  bed. 
Doth  fee  our  lions  ramp,  our  roles  fpread; 
'i'hat  Iber  courts  us,  Tyber  not  us  charms  ; 
That  Rhine  with  hence- brought  beams  his  bofom 

warms  • 
That  ill  doth  fear,  and  good  doth  us  maintain 
Are  wifh'd  elFetfts  of  thy  moft  happy  reign 

O  'Virtue's  pattern,  glory  of  our  times, 
Sent  of  paft  days  to  expiate  the  crimes, 
Great  King,  but  better  far  than  thou  art  oreat 
Whom  ftate  nut  honours,  but  who  honours  flate 
By  wonder  born,  by  wonder  firft  infcall'd. 
By  wonder  after  to  new  kingdoms  call'd  ; 
Young"  kept  by  wonder  from  home-bred  alarms 
Old  iav'd  by  wonder  from  pale  traitors  harms 
I'o  be  ior  this  thy  leign,  which  wonders  brings, 
A  king  of  wonder,  wonder  unto  kings, 
ff  Pid-,  Dane,  Narman,  thy  fmooth  yoke  hadfeen. 
Pi6t,.Dane.  and  Norman  had  thy  fubjeJis  been; 
if  Brutus  knew  the  blifs  thy  rule  doth  give, 
iivtn  Brutus  joy  would  under  thee  to  live. 
For  thou  thy  people  dufl  I'o  dearly  love, 
'I'nat  they  a  father,  more  than  prince,  thee  pr^ve, 

O  days  to  be  defir'd  1   Age  happy  thrice  [ 
If  you  your  heaven-f'ent  good  could  duly  prize  ; 
But  we  (half  palfy  fick)\hink  never  ri.fht 
Of  what  we  hold,  till  it  be  from  our  fi^ht, 
Priic  only  fuaamer's  fweet  and  mulkcd  breath, 
When  armed  winters  threaten  us  with  death 
In  pallid  ficknefs  do  efleem  of  health. 
And  by  fad  poverty  difcern  of  wealth  : 
I  fee  an  age  wh  n  after  Ibme  few  years, 
And  revolutions  of  the  flov/.pac'd  fphtres, 
Thcfe  days  iliail  be  'hove  other  far  efteem'd, 
And  hke  AcguHus  pdmy  reign  be  deeni'd. 
U  u  ]j 


fi 


THE    WORKS    OF   DRUMMOND. 


The  names  of  Arthur,  fabulous  Paladines, 
Grav'n  in  Time's  furly  brows,  in  wrinkled  lines, 
Of  Henreys,  Edwards,  famous  for  their  fights, 
Their  neighbour  con quefts,  orders  new  of  luiights, 
Shall  by  this  Prince's  name  be  pafl  as  far 
As  meteors  are  by  the  Idalian  {lar. 
If  gray-hair'd  Proteus  fongs  the  truth  net  mifs, 
And  gray-hair'd  Proteus  oft  a  prophet  is, 
There  is  a  land  hence  diftant  many  miles, 
Outreaching  fidtion  and  Atlantic  ifles,  [name, 

Which    (homeliiigs)    from    this  little    world  we 
That  fliall  emblazon  with  flrange  rites  his  fame, 
Shall  rear  him  ftatues  all  of  purefl  gold, 
Such  as  men  gave  unto  the  gods  of  old, 
Name  by  him  temples,  palaces,  and  towns, 
With  fome  great  river,  which  their  fields  renowns : 
This  is  that  king  who  fhould  make  right  each  wrong, 
Of  whom  the  bards  and  myftic  Sibyls  fung^ 
The  man  long  promis'd,  by  whofe  glorious  reign. 
This  ifie  fhould  yet  her  ancient  name  regain. 
And  more  of  fortunate  deferve  the  ftyle,     [fmile. 
Than  thole  where  heavens  with  double  fummers 
Run  on  (Great  Prince)  thy  courfe  in  glory's 

way, 
.  The  end  the  life,  the  evening  crowns  the  day ; 
Heap  worth  on  worth,  and  ftrongly  foar  ab»ve 
Thcic  heights  which  made  the  world  thee  firft  to 

love  : 
Strmount  thyfelf,  and  make  thine  aAims  paft 
Be  but  as  gleams  or  lightnings  of  thy  laft, 
Let  them  exceed  thoie  of  thy  younger  time. 
As  far  as  autumn  doth  the  fiow'ry  prime,       [eye. 
Through  this  thy  empire  range,  like  w  orld's  bright 
That  once  each  yearfurveys  all  earth,  and  Iky, 
"Now  glances  on  the  flow  and  reily  bears. 
Then  turns  to  dry  the  weeping  Aufier's  tears, 
Hurries  to  both  the  poles,  and  moveth  even 
In  the  figur'd  circle  of  the  heaven  : 
♦  O  longlonghauntthcfc  bounds,  which  by  thy  fight 
Have  now  regain'd  their  former  heat  and  light. 
Here  growgreenwoods,  here  lilver  brooks  do  glide, 
Here  meadows  ftretch  them  cutwith  painted  pride, 
Embroid'ring  all  the  banks,  here  hills  afpire 
To  crown  their  heads  with  the  ethereal  fire. 
Hills,  bulwarks  of  our  freedom,  giint  walls, 
Which  never  friends  did  ilight,  nor  fword  made 

thralls ; 
Each  circling  flood  to  Thetis  tribute  pays. 
Men  here  (in  health)  outlive  old  Neftor's  days  : 
ilrim  Saturn  yet  amongfl  our  rocks  remains, 
Bound  in  cur  tares,  with  many  mclall'd  chains, 


Bulls  haunt  our  fhades  like  Leda's  1<  ver  white. 

Which  yet  might  breed  Pefiphae  delight. 

Our  flocks  fair  fleeces  bear,  with  which  for  fport    ■ 

Endymion  of  old  the  moon  did  court, 

Hifh-palmed  harts  aniidft  our  forefls  run. 

And,  not  impal'd,  the  deep-mouth'd  hounds  d* 

ft-iun ; 
The  rough-foot  hare  fafe  in  our  buflics  fhrouds, 
And  long-wing'd   hawks   do   perch   amidft   oiw. 

clouds. 
The  wanton  wood-nymphs  of  the  verdant  fpring, 
Blue,  golden,  purple  flow'rs  fliall  to  thee  bring, 
Pomona's  fruits  the  Pariifks,  Thetis  girls. 
The  Thule's  amber,  with  the  ocean  pearls ; 
1  he  Tritons,  herdfmen  of  the  glafly  field. 
Shall  give  thee  what  far  diftant  fliores  can  yield, 
The  Serean  fleeces,  Erythrean  gems, 
Vaft  Plato's  filver,  gold  of  Peru  ftreams, 
Antartic  parrots,  Ethiopean  plumes, 
Sabsean  odours,  myrrh,  andfweet  perfumes: 
And  I  myfelf  wrapt  in  a  watchet  gown 
Of  reeds  and  lilies,  on  mine  head  a  crown, 
Shall  incenfe  to  thee  burn,  green  altars  raifc. 
And  yearly  firg  due  Paans  to  thy  praife. 

Ah  !  why  fliould  Ifis  only  fee  thee  fliine  .'    , 
Is  not  thy  Forth,  as  well  as  Ifis  thine  } 
Though    Ifis  vaunt   flie    hath  more   wealth    In 

ftore. 
Let  it  fufiice  thy  Forth  doth  love  thee  more  : 
Though  flie  for  beauty  may  compare  with  Seine, 
For  fwans  and  fea-nyrnphs  with  imperial  Rhine, 
Yet  for  the  title  may  be  claim'd  in  thee. 
Nor  flie,  nor  all  the  world  can  match  \vith  me. 
Now  when  (by  honour  drawn)  thou  fhalt  away 
To  her  already  jealous  of  thy  flay. 
When  in  her  amorous  arms  flie  doth  thee  fold, 
And  dries  thy  dewy  hairs  with  hers  of  gold. 
Much  rflcing  of  thy  fare,  much  of  thy  fport, 
Much  of  thine  abfence,  long,  how  e'er  fo  fliort, 
And  chides  (perhaps)  thy  coming  to  the  north, 
Lothe  not  to  think  on  thy  much-loving  Forth  : 
O  love  thefe  bounds,  where  of  thy  royal  fle»i 
Mere  than  an  hundred  wore  a  diadem. 
So  ever  gold  and  bays  thy  brows  adorn. 
So  never  time  may  fee  thy  race  outworn. 
So  of  thine  own  fiill  may'fl;  thou  be  dchr'd. 
Of  ftiangers  fear'd,  redoubted,  and  adniir'd  ; 
So  Memory  thee  praife,  lo  precious  hours 
May  character  thy  niime  in  flarry  flow 'is; 
So  may  thy  high  exploits  at  laft  make  even, 
With  earth  thy  empire,  gl<jry  with  the  hck\'tn. 
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SPEECHES 

To  the  High  and  Excellent  Prince  Charles^  King  of  Great  Britain^  France,  and  Ireland, 
at  his  entering  his  City  of  Edinburgh  :  Delivered  from  the  Pageants,  June  i^th,  1633. 


I.  Tie  Speech  of  Caledonia,  reprffentlng  the  Kingdom. 
The  heavens  have  heard  our  vows,  our  juftdellres 
Obtained  are,  no  highernow  afpires 
Our  wifliing  thought,  fuice  to  his  native  dims 
The  flower  of  princes,  honour  of  his  time, 
Enchearing  all  our  dales,  hills,  forefts,  ftreams,' 
(As  Phoebus  doth  the  fummer  with  his  beams) 
Is  come,  and  radiant  to  us  in  his  train 
The  golden  age  and  virtues  brings  again  ; 
Prince  fo  much  longed  for,  how  thou  becalm'ft 
Mind's  cafelefsanguilh,  every  care  embalm'ft 
With  the  fweet  odours  of  thy  prefence  :  now 
In  fwelling  tides  joys  every  where  do  flow 
By  thine  approach,  and  that  the  world  may  fee 
What  unthought  wonders  do  attend  on  thee, 
This  kingdom's  angel  I,  who  fmce  that  day 
That  ruthlefsfate  thy  parent  reft  away. 
And  made  a  ftar,  appear'd  not  any  where 
To  gratulate  thy  coming,  come  am  here. 

Hail  princes  Phoenix,  monarch  of  all  hearts,     , 
Sovereign  of  .Love  andjuftice,  who  inipar's 
More  than  thou  canft  receive ;   to  thee  this  crown 
Is  due  by  birth;  but  more,  it  is  thine  own      .;. 
By  jull  defert ;  and  ere  another  brow  [fhould  flow 
Than   thine    fhould    reach  the   fame,   my  floods 
V/ith  hot  vermihon  gore,  and  every  plain 
Level  the  hills  with  carcafes  of  flam, 
This  ifle  become  a  Red  Sea  :  now  how  fweet 
Is  it  to  me  when  Love  and  1-aws  thus  meet 
To  wreath  thy  temples  with  this  diadem. 
My  nurfelings  facred  fear,  and  deareft  gem  : 
Nor  Roman,  Saxon,  Pidl,  by  fad  alarms 
Could  this  acquire  and  keep  ;  the  heavens  in  arms 
From  us  repel  all  perils,  nor  by  wars 
Ought  here  was  won,  or  gaping  wounds  and  fears, 
Our  Lion's  ClymaCleric  now  is  palt, 
And  crovvn'd  with  bay?!,  he  rampeth  free  at  laft. 

Here  are  no  Sercan  fleeces,  Peru  gold, 
Aurora's  gems,  norv.'ares  by  Tyrians  fold; 
Towns  fwell  not  here  with  Babylonian  walls, 
Nor  Nero's  fky-refembling  gold-ceil'd  halis, 
Kcr  Memphis  fpires,  nor  Q_uinzays  arched  frames 
Captiviijg  feas,  and  giving  lands  tiieir  names  : 
Faith  (milk  white  faith),  of  old  helov'd  fo  well, 
Yet  in  tiiis  corner  of  the  world  doth  dwell. 
With  her  pure  fillers.  Truth,  Simplicity  ; 
Here  baniih'd  Honour  bears  them  company, 
A  Mars-adoring  brood  is  here,  their  wealth, 
Sotmd  minds,  and  bodies  of  as  found  a  health ; 
♦Walls  here  are  men,  who  fence  their  cities  mure 
Than  Neptune,  when  he  doth  hn  mountains  roar, 


Doth  guard  this  ifle,  or  all  thofe  forts  and  tow'rs 
Amphion's  harp  rnis'd  about  Thebe's  bow'rs. 
Heavens  arch  is  oft  their  roofs,  the  plcafant  lliadc 
Of  oak  and  plain  oft  fcrves  them  for  a  bed ; 
To  fuiTcr  want,  foft  pleafure  to  defpife, 
Run  over  panting  mountains  crown'd  with  ice, 
Rivers  o'err,ome,  the  wafleft  lakes  appal, 
(Being  to  themfelves,  oars,  fleerers,  fliip  and  all) 
Is  their  renown  ;  a  brave  all-daring  race. 
Courageous,  prudent,  doth  this  climate  grace ; 
Yet  the  firm  bafe  on  which  their  glory  ftands. 
In  peace  true  hearts,  in  wars  is  valiant  hands. 
Which  here  (great  King)  they  offer  up  to  thee, 
Thy  worth  refpedling  as  thy  pedigree  : 
Though  it  be  much  to  come  of  princely  fleni 
More  is  it  to  deferve  a  diadem. 

Vouchfafe,  bleft  people,  ravifli'd  here  with  me, 
To  think  my  thoughts,  and  fee  what  I  da  fee, 
A  prince  all  gracious,  affable,  divine, 
Meek,  wife,  jull,  valiant,  whofe  radiant  fhine. 
Of  virtues  (like  the  flars  about  the  pole 
Gilding  the  night)  cnlight'neth  every  foul, 
Your  fceptre  fways ;  a  prince  born  in  this  age 
To  guard  the  innocents  from  tyrants  rage. 
To  make  peace  proper,  juftlce  to  reflow'r, 
In  defert  Hamlet,  as  in  lordly  bow'r  ; 
A  prince,  that  thoi^gh  of  none  he  flands  in  aive, 
Yet  lirft  fubjefls  hirafelf  to  his  own  law, 
Who  joys  in  good,  and  {till,  a?  right  direifl*, 
His  grcatnefs  mesfures  by  his  good  effedls. 
His  people's  pcdeftal,  v.'ho  rifinghigh. 
To  grace  his  throne,  make*  Scotland's  name  to 

fly 
On  Halcyons  wings  (her  glory  which  reflores) 
Beyond  the  ocean  to  Columbus  fliores  : 
God's  facred  pidiure  in  this  man  adore. 
Honour  his  valour,  zeal,  his  piety  more. 
High  value  what  you  hold,  him  deep  engrave 
In  your  heart's  hearL,from  whom  ail  good  ye  have  : 
For  as  Moon's  fplendour  from  her  brother  fprings, 
The  people's  welfare  ftreameth  from  their  kings. 
Since  your  love's  objed  doth  immortal  prove, 
O  love  this  prince  with  an  eternal  love. 

Pray  that  thofe  ciowns  his  anceflors  did  wear. 
His  temples  long  (more  orient)  may  bear, 
That  good  he  reach  by  fweetnefs  of  his  fway, 
That  even  his  fljidow  may  the  bad  afray ; 
That  heaven  on  him  what  he  defires  bellow. 
That  flill  the  glory  of  his  greatnefi  grow. 
That  your  begun  felicities  may  laft. 
That  no  Orion  da  with  florms  tbsai  blji^j 
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'i'liat  vi(?>ory  ^is  brave  exploits  attend, 
laiV.  Wfft,  or  fouth,  where  he  liis  fcrce  fliall  bend  ; 
Till  his  preat  dicils  all  loriner  deeds  lurmounc. 
And  quail  the  Nimrod  of  the  Hellefpont : 
That  \vlieji  his  wtll-rpent  care  all  care  becalms, 
He  may  in  peace  fleep  in  a  fhade  of  palms; 
And  narinj^  up  fair  trophies,  that  heavens  may 
Extend  his  life  to  world's  extrt  meft  day. 

II.    T6c'  Sy>ig  of  toe  Mufet  at  ParnaJJus. 
At  length  we  fee  thofe  tyes, 
Which  cheer  both  earth  and  fkies; 
Kow,  ancient  Caledon, 
Thy  beauties  heighten,  richeft  robes  put  on, 
And  let  young  joys  to  all  thy  parts  arife. 
Here  could  thy  prince  ftill  Hay, 
Each  month  fhould  turn  to  May  ; 
V/e  need  not  flar  nor  fun, 
Save  him,  to  lengthen  days  and  jnys  begun  : 
Sorrow  and  night  to  far  climes  hafle  away. 
Kow  Miijeily  and  Love 
Combin'd  are  froni  above. 
Prince  never  fccptre  fway'd, 
JLov'd  fubjeds  more,  of  fubjeds  more  obey'd, 
Which  may  endure  whilft  Heaven's  great  orbs  do 

move. 
Joys  did  you  always  laft, 
ijife's  fpark  you  foon  would  wafle  ; 
Grief  follows  fv>reet  delig;ht, 
As  day  is  fhadowed  by  iable  night, 
Ye:  fhall  remembrance  keep  you  ilill  when  paft. 

III.    7hc   Speeches  at  the  Horofcopal  Pageant  by  the 
Planets. 
Eidymion. 
Kous'd  from  tire  Latmian  cave,  where  wany  years 
That  empiefs  of  the  loweft  of  the  fpherei-, 
>Vho  cheers  the  night,  did  keep  me  hid,  apart 
Prom  mortal  wights,  to  eafe  her  love-fick  heart, 
As  young  as  when  flie  did  me  firft  enclofe, 
Aslrcilj  in  beauty  as  the  morning  role  ; 
T.ndymion,  that  whilom  kept  ra\  flocks 
Upon  Ionia's  ilow'ry  hi;l»-and  rocks, 
And  fweet  lays  warbling  to  my  Cynthia's  beams, 
OuiJang  the  cygnets  of  ivleander'^i  ftreams  : 
To  whom  (for  guerdon)  flie  Heaven's  fecret  bars 
2«.':ade  open,  taught  the  paths  and  povv'rs  of  ilars  ; 
IBy  this  dear  lady's  ftrift  commandment 
To  celebrate  this  day  I  here  am  fent. 
But  whether  is  this  Fleavcn,  which  flarsdo  crown, 
*.)r  are  Heaven's  flaming  fplendours  here  come 

down      '     , 
To  beautify  this  nether  world  with  me  .' 
.^i.th  flatc  and  glory  did  e'er  Ihepherd  fee  ? 
Jk'Iy  w;t.s  and  fcns'e  miflruil,  and  Itay  amaz'd, 
'  No  eyo  en  fairer  objeds  ever  gaz'd  ; 
Sure  this  is  Heaven,  for  every  wand'ring  flar, 
rcifakiiig  tliofc  great  orbs  where  whirl'd  they  are, 
All  difnial  fad  aipecfts  abandoning,  • 
Are  hert-n:et  to  fahue  feme  gracious  Idng  ; 
Kor  isit  lirangc  if  they  Heaven's  height  negle(5l, 
jtt  of  undoubted  worth  is  the  tfftcl  : 
Then  this  it, is,  thy  pre.'e;.cc  (loyal  youth) 
Hath  brought  them  here  within  azymuth, 
I'o  teli  by  nic  (their  hciald}  coming  things. 
And  what  each  Fate  to  her  ileni  dillaff  l;ii.rs: 


Heaven's  volume  to  unclafp,  vaQ  pages  fpread, 
Myilerious  golden  cypher-  cl.-ar  to  read  :       '' 
fle.ir  tlic  then  augur  of  thy  future  days, 
And  what  the  (tarry  Itnacs  of  thee  fays  ; 
b'cr,  \vhat  is  firm  decreed  in  heaven  above. 
In  vain  on  earth  ftrivo  mortals  to  improve.- 

Saturn 
To  fair  hopes  to  give  reli.s  now  it  is  time, 
And  foar  as  high  as  juft  defires  may  climb  ; 

0  Ha.lcyonian,  clear  and  happv  day  ! 
From  forry  wights  let  lorrcw  fly  away, 

And  vex  Antartic  climes,  Great  Britain's  woes 
Vaiiifh,  foi  joy  now  in  her  zenith  glows; 
The  old  l.cucadian  fey i he-bearing  fire 
(  I  hough  cold)  for  thee  feels  flames  of  fweet  deCre  ; 
And  many  Ififtres  at  a  perfcdl  height, 
Shall  keep  thy  fceptre's  msjefty  as  bright 
And  flioiig  in  power  and  glory  every  way. 
As  when  thy  peerlefs  parent  did  it  fway. 
Ne'er  turning  wrinkled  in  lime's  endiefs  length, 
But  one  in  her  firft  beauty,  youthful  firengtb,  " 
Like  thy  rare  mind,  which  ftedfaft  as  the  pole 
Still  hxed  Hands,  however  fpheres  do  roll. 
More,  to  enhance  with  favour-  this  thy  reign, 
His  age  of  gold  he  doth  reftore  again. 
Love,  Jui.lice,  Honour,  Ini:ocence  renew, 
JVIen'sip'rits  with  white  fmiplieity  endue, 
M;.ke  all  to  live  in  Plenty's  endiefs  ftore 
VVjiii  tqual  fhares,  none  wifliing  lo  have  more; 
No  more  fhall  cold  the  ploughmens  hopes  beguile, 
bkies  fcall  on  earrh  with  lovely  glances  fmxie; 
Whick  fliall  untlH'd  each  ilow'i  and  herbbringforth. 
Arid  lands  to  gardens  turn  of  equal  worth, 
Life  (long)  fhail  not  be  tnraU'd  to  mortal  dates. 
Thus  Heaven's  decree,  fo  have  ordain'd  the  Fates. 

joiie. 
Delight  of  Heaven,  fok  honour  of  the  earth, 
Jove  (courting  thine  afccndant)  at  thy  birth 
Proclaimed  thee  a  king,  and  made  it  true, 

1  hat  to  thy  worth  great  monarchies  are  due  ; 
He  gave  thee  wliat  was  good,  and  what  was  great, 
What  did  behmg  to  love,  and  what  to  (late. 
Rare  gilts  whofe  ardours  burn  the  hearts  of  all, 
Like  tinder  when  flint's  atoms  on  it  fall. 

The  'I'ramontane  which  thy  fair  courfe  directs, 
Thy  counfels  fliall  approve  by  their  tfl'edls; 
juftice  kept  low  by  giants.  Wrongs,  and  jars. 
Thou  fhalt  relieve,  and  crown  wuh  glifieiing  flars. 
Whom  nouglit  fave  lav/  of  force  could  keep  in  awe, 
I'hou  flialt  turn  clients  to  the  force  of  law, 
Thou  arms  ihak  brandifli  for  thine  own  defence. 
Wrongs  to  repel,  and  guard  v.eak  innocence, 
Which  to  thy  lafl;  eflbrt  thou  flialt  uphold,  j 

As  oak  the  ivy  which  it  dotli  ciifold ; 
All  overcome,  at  laft  th)fclf  o'crcon-.e, 
Tliou  flialt  make  Pafljon  yield  to  P.eaf(  n's  doom  i 
Fi  r  fr.iilcs  cf  fortune  fliall  not  raife  thy  mind, 
Nor  fliall  diJafters  make  it  ere  declin'd. 
True  honour  fliall  reCde  within  thy  court. 
Sobriety  and  Truth  there  itill  reiort; 
Keep  promis'd  faith,  thou  flialt  all  treacheries 
Deteft,  and  fav.ning  paraiites  dclpile, 
1  i.ou,  others  to  make  rich,  fhalt  ijyt  make  poor 
1  hyieif,  but  give,  that  thou  may'ft  Hill  give  more; 
I'i  hou  ihalt  no  paranymph  raife  to  high  place, 
Tgi  Ijjii'd  L'tks,  cjv.aint  pate,  cr  pai.-;:cd  late  ; 
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(On  gorgeous  raiments,  womanizing  toys,  j 

The  works  of  worms,  and  what  a  nuth  deflroys. 

The  maze  of  fools,  thou  fhak  no  trcafare  fpend, 

Thy  charge  to  immortality  (halt  tend, 

Raife  palaces,  and  temples  vaulted  high. 

Rivers  o'er  arch,  of  hofpitality 

And  fciences  the  ruin'd  innsrcftore. 

With  walls  and  port-;  encircle  Neptune's  fhore. 

To  new-fjund  worlds  thy  fleets  make  hold   their 

courfe. 
And  find  cf  Canada  th'  unknown  fource,- 
People  thofe  lands  which  pafs  Arabian  fields, 
In  fragrant  woods  and  muik  which  zephyrs  yields; 
Thou  fear'd  of  none,  (halt  not  thy  people  fear, 
Thy  people's  love  thy  greatnefs  fliall  uprear. 
Still  rigour  (hall  not  (hine,  and  mercy  lour, 
What  love  can  do  thou  fnalt  not  do  by  pow'r  ; 
New  and  vaft  taxes  thou  (halt  not  extort, 
Load  heavy  thofe  that  bounty  (hou!4  fupport. 
Thou  fnalt  not  ilrike  the  hinge  nor  mafter-beam 
Of  thine  ellate,  but  errors  in  the  fame 
By  harmlefs  juftice  gracioufly  reform, 
Delighting  more  in  calm  than  roaring  (lorm  ; 
Thou  fiiak  govern  in  peace  as  did  thy  (ire, 
Keep,  fave  thine  own,  and  kingdcni>  new  acquire, 
Bej^ond  Alcide's  pillars,  and  thofe  bounds 
Where  Alexander  gain'd  the  Eaflcrn  Crowns, 
Till  thou  the  greareft  be  amongft  the  greats  ; 
Thus  Heavens  ordain,  fo  have  decreed  the  Fates. 

Aljrs. 
Son  of  the  lion,  thou  of  loathfome  bands 
Shalt  free  the  earth,  and  whate'er  thee  withftands 
Thy  noble  paws  fliall  tear;  the  god  of  Thrace 
Shall  be  thy  fecond;  and  before  thy  fate. 
To  Truth  and  Juftice,  whilft  thou  trophies  reare. 
Armies  (hall  fall  difmay'd  with  panic  fears. 
As  when  Aurora  in  fky's  azure  lifts 
Makes  fliadows  vanifh,  doth  difperfe  che  mifts. 
And  in  a  twinkling  with  her  opal  light, 
Night's  horrors  checketh,  putting  ftars  to  flight, 
More  to  enflame  thee  to  this  noble  ta(k, 
To  thee  he  here  rcfigns  his  fword  and  cafic, 
A  wall  of  flying  catlles,  armed  pines 
Shall  bridge  thy  (ea  like  heaven  with  (leel  that 

fhines. 
To  aid  earth's  tenants  by  foul  yokes  opprefl. 
And  (ill  with  fears  the  great  king  of  the  well : 
To  thee  already  Viiftory  difplays 
Her  garland*  twin'd  with  olive,  oak,  and  bays; 
Thy  tiiumph  (inilh  fhall  all  old  debates  ? 
Thus  Heavens  decree,  lb  have  ordain'd  the  Fates. 

Sun. 
V/ealtii,  Wifdom,  Glory,  Pleafure  flouted  hearts, 
Religion,  Laws,  Hyperion  imparts 
To  thy  juil  reign,  which  fhall  lar  far  furpafs 
Of  emperors,  kings,  the  bell  that  ever  was; 
l>ook  how  he  dims  the  liars  ;  thy  glory's  rays 
So  darken  (hall  the  lullre  of  thefe  days  : 
Tor  in  fair  Virtue's  zodiac  thou  (halt  run. 
And  in  the  heaven  of  worthies  be  the  fun. 
No  more  contemn'd  (liall  haplefs  Learning  lie  ; 
The  maids  of  Pindus  (hall  be  raifed  high  ; 
For  bay  and  ivy  which  their  brows  inroU'd, 
Thou   (halt  them  deck   with  gems  and  fliining 

gold. 
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Thou  open  flialt  ParnaiTus"  cryflal  gates ; 
Thus  Heavens  decree,  fo  do  decree  the  Fates. 

Fcrus. 
The  Acidalian  queen  amidll  thy  bays 
Shall  twine  her  myrtles,  grant  thee  pleafant  dayi; 
She  did  make  clear  thy  houfe,  and  with  htr  '.i^'i:. 
Of  churlifli  (lars  put  hack  the  difmal  fplgii:-  , 
The  Hymenean  bed  fair  broid  fanU  gvact. 
Which  on  the  earth  coutiuuc  fliall  theii'  rac( 
V/hile  Fli  ra's  treafure  (hall  the  meads  endea 
While  fweet  Pomona  rofe-cheek'd  fruit*  fhai 
While  Pha-be's  beams  her  brothers  emulates  ; 
Thus  Heavens  decree,  fo  have  ordain'd  the  i 

iMercury. 
Great  Atlas  nephew,  fliall  the  works  of  pea 
(The  fprings  of  plenty)  tillage,  trades  increal'c 
And  arts  in  tims's  gulfs  loft:  again  reflore, 
To  their  perfeiftinn  ;  nay,  find  many  more. 
More  pcrfccl  artifl;s,  Cyclops  in  their  forge 
Shall  mould  thofe  brazen  i'yphons,  which  dif""  'jz 
From  their*hard  bowele  metal,  flame,  and  f.ook-, 
MuiEiag  the  air  up  in  a  fabls  cl  :ke. 
Gf  ryon',  harpies,  dragons,  fphinges  firan|.^e, 
Whcely,  where  in  fpacious  gires  the  fume   do'k 

range. 
The  fea  flirmks  at  the  blow,  fliakfe  doth  the  grourd. 
The  world'a  val't  chambersdoth  the  found  rcbouac.j 
The  Srygian  porter  L-aveth  off  to  bark, 
Black  Jove  appali'd  doth  Ihrowd  him  in  the  dark  ; 
Many  a  Typhii;  in  adventures  tofb 
By  new-found  (kill  (hail  many  a  maiden  coafl, 
W^iih  thy  (ill-winged  Argofes  and  out, 
V/hich  like  the  fun  fliall  run  the  earth  about ; 
And  far  beyond  his  paths  fcore  wavy  \yays, 
To  Cathai's  lands  by  Hyperborean  feai ; 
He  (hall  endue  thee  both  in  peace  and  vv'ar. 
With  v/ifdom,  which  than  flrength  is  better  far, 
Wealtii,  honour,  arms,  and  arts  ihall  grace  thy 

(lates ; 
Thus  Heavens  ordain,  fo  do  decree  the  Fates.  , 

ThsMdon. 
O  HOW  the  fair  queen  with  the  golden  maids, 
The  fun  of  nighr,  thy  happy  fortune  aids ; 
Though  turban'd  princes  for  a  badge  her  wear, 
I'o  thtm  (he  wane,  to  thee  would  full  appear; 
Her  handmaid  Theiis  daily  walks  the  round 
About  thy  Delos  that  no  force  it  wound.  , 
Then  when  thou  Icfttl  it,  and  abroad  didfl;  fl-ray, 
(Dear  pilgrim)    ffte   did  flraw  with  flowers  thy 

way. 
And  turning  foreign  force  and  counfel  vain, 
"1  hy  guard  and  guide  return'd  thee  home  again; 
To  thee  (he  kindgoms,  years,  blifs  did  divine; 
Quelling  Medufa's  grim  fnakes  with  her  fnine. 
Beneath  thy  reign  Difcord,  \ic\\  Mifchief's  for^)", 
The  bane  of  peoples,  ftate^,  and  kingdoms  fcourgc) 
P.ile  Envy  (with  the  cockatrice's  eye. 
Which  feeing  kill*,  but  feen  doth  forthwith  die)  : 
Malice,  Deceit,  Rebellion,  Impudence, 
Beyond  tiie  G^ramants  (hall  pack  them  hence, 
With  every  monller  that  tiiy  glory  hates. 
Thus  Heavens  decree,  fo  have  ordain'd  the  Fates. 

EiiJymion . 
That  heretofore  to  thy  heroic  mind 
Mopes  did  not  anfv^er  as  they  were  defign'J  : 
U  u  iiij 
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O  do  not  tMiik  it  ftrange,  times  -were  not  come, 
And  thefcfairftars  had  not  pronounc'd  their  doom; 
The  dcftinies  did  on  tliat  day  attend, 
When  to  this  northern  region  thou  {halt  lend 
Thy  cheerful  prefence,  and  charg'd  with  renown, 
Set  on  thy  brows  the  Caledonian  crown  ; 
Thy  virtues  now  thy  juft  dellre  ftall  grace, 
Sttrn  chance  /hall  change,  and  to  dcfert  give  place, 
Let  this  be  known  to  all  the  Fates,  admit 
To  their  grave  counfel,  and  to  every  wit 
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I'hat  courts  Heaven's  infi Je  ;  this  let  Sibyls  hnow, 

And  thofe  mad  Corybants  who  dance  and  o-low 

On  Dindymusliigh  tips  \vi;h  frantic  fire: 

Let  this  be  known  to  all  Apollo'?  choir  ; 

And  people,  let  it  not  be  hid  from  you. 

What  mountains  noifc, and  floods  proclaim  as  true: 

Wherever  Fame  abroad  his  praife  (hall  ring, 

All  ftiall  obferve,  and  ferve  this  bleffed  king, 

Tht  end  of  King  Charles's  enteituinment  at  Eiiiiiburgh, 
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All  good  hath  left  this  age,  all  trads  uf  (hame, 
JSlercy  is  ban.fned,  and  Pity  dead, 
Jullice  from  wlicnce  it  came  to  heaven  is  fled  ; 
R.el;gto;i  maim'd,  i.s  thought  an  ii\s.  name. 
Faith  t<;  diitrulh,  and  Malice  hath  given  place, 
Envy  with  poi'on'd  teeth  hath  Friendfhip  torn, 
Renowned  Kriov^  ledge  is  a  defpis'd  fcurn, 
Now  evi'.  'tis,  ail  evil  not  to  embrace. 
There  is  no  life  fave  order  fervile  bands. 
To  make  defert  a  vjfTal  to  iheir  crimes, 
Ambition  wi.h  Avarice  join  hands, 
P  ever-iliarncfj!,  O  mofc  lliamelefs  tiiries  I 
oave  taat  fun's  lijjht  we  iee,  of  good  here  tell, 
This  earth  we  court  too  much,  were  very  hell. 
If. 
PoTH  then  the  world  go'hus,  doth  all  thus  move  ? 
Is  this  the  juilice  which  on  earth  we  find.'' 
Is  this  that  firm  decree  which  all  doth  bind  ? 
Are  thefe  your  influences,  pow'r^^  above  ? 
Thofe  foLils  which  vices  moody  railfsmoft  blind, 
Blind  Fortune  blindly  moit  their  friend  doth  prove; 
And  they  who  thee  (poor  idol;  Virtue  leve 
Fly  like  a  feather  tofs'd  by  florm  and  wind. 
Ah  :   (if  a  providence  doth  fway  this  al!,j 
Why  fhould  bell  miudis  groan  under  moft  diftrefs, 
Or  v/hy  fhould  Pride  Humility  make  tluali, 

And  injuries  the  innocent  opprefs? 

Heavens  hinder,  flop  thisUtc,  or  grant  a  time 
When  good  may  have  as  vyell  as  bad  their  prime.' 
111.  A  R<ply. 

Wiro  do  in  good  delight 

I'hat  fovercign  Juilice  ever  doth  reward, 

/-vnd  thou^^h  lometime  it  I'mitc, 

^'et  it  doth  them  regard  ; 

For  even  amidil  their  grief. 

They  find  alirong  relief, 

And  deaih  itlell  can  wcik  them  no  defpite. 

Agnui,  in  jcyil  who  joy. 

And  do  in  it  giow  old, 

III  niidil  of  n.irth  are  ciwrgM  with  fin's  annoy, 

Which  is  iii  con.'cience  fcroil'd, 

Ard  when  their  life's  frail  thread  is  cut  by  time, 

They  punifiiraent  find  equal  to  each  crime. 


ly. 

Looif  Ijow  in  May  the  rofe 

Atfulphur's  azure  fumes, 

In  a  i'lort  fpace  her  crimlbn  blu/Ti  doth  lof^ 

And  all  amaz'd  a  pallid  white  airuaies. 

So  time  our  beft  confumes. 

Makes  youth  and  beauty  pals. 

And  what  was  pride  turns  horror  in  our  glafs. 

V      Tu  a  S-u-aUa-M  buiUiiig  near  log  Statue  ef  Xvleiea. 

FoNs  Progne,  chattering  wretch. 

That  is  Medea,  there, 

Wilt  thou  thy  younglings  hatch  ? 

Will  Ihe  k(;ep  thme,  her  own  who  could  not  fpere  ? 

Learn  from  her  frantic  face 

To  feek  fome  fitter  place. 

What  other  may'fl  thou  hope  for,  what  defire, 

fiave  Stygian  ipells,  wounds,  poifoi;,iron,  fire? 

VI     Venus  armed. 
To  pracftife  new  alarms 
In  Jove's  great  court  above, 
The  wanton  queen  of  Love 
Of  fleeping  Mars  put  on  the  horrid  arms. 
Where  gazing  in  a  glafs. 
To  fee  what  thing  fhc  wa'', 

To  mock  and  fcoil"  the  biuc-ey'd  maid  did  move. 
Who  faid.  Sweet  queen,  thus  flicjuld  you  have  beea 

dight 
When  Vakan  took  you  napping  with  your  knight. 

VI L    'Ibe  Bjar's^Hcud. 
Amidst  a  pleafant  green 
Which  fun  did  feldoni  fee. 
Where  pky'd  Anchiles  with  the  Cyprian  queen, 
''ihe  head  of  a  wild  boar  hung  on  a  tree ; 
Ar:d  driven  by  zephyrs  breath, 
Did  fall  and  wound  the  lovely  youth  beneath. 
On  whom  yet  fcarce  appears 
So  much  ef  blood  as  Vsnus  eyes  fhed  tears. 
But  ever  ai  fhe  wcj)!,  her  anthem  was 
Change,  cruel  change,  alas  ! 
My  Adon,  whilllthou  liv'd,  was  by  thee  fiain. 
Now  dead,  this  lover  muft  thou  kill  again  1      ' 

VI it.    loan  bivL 
AscALPHUs,  tell  me, 
So  may  night's  curtain  long  time  cover  the^ii 
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So  ivy  cvtT  nmy 

From  irkfonie  light  keep  thy  chamber  and  bed, 

And  ill  moon's  livery  clad  ; 

£0  n>.iy'ft  thou  Icom  the  choiriflers  of  day, 

When  'p'aining;  tliou  doft  liay 

Near  to  tlic  facred  window  of  my  dear, 

Dofl  ever  thou  her  bear 

1%  wake  and  ileal  fwif't  hours  from  drowfy  fleep? 

And  when  Hie  wakes,  doth  e'er  u  Horn  figh  creep 

Into  thy  lifl'ning  ear  ? 

]f  that  deaf  gotidoth  yet  her  carelefs  keep, 

In  louder  notes  my  grief  with  thine  exprcls, 

'I'ill  by  thy  llirieks  flie  tliink  on  my  diitrefb. 

IX.   Diipi.-iis. 
Now  Daphnis  arms  liiil  grow 
In  flender  branches,  and  her  braided  hair 
Whicli  like  gold  waves  did  flow, 
In  leavy  twigs  were  (bretched  in  the  air. 
The  grace  oi  either  foot 
Transform'd  was  to  a  root, 
A  tender  bark  enwarj-'s  her  body  fair. 
He  who  did  caufe  her  ill 

Sore  wailing  ftood,  and  from  his  blubber'd  een 
Did  fhow'rsof  tears  uno!i  the  Rhine  diflil. 
Which  water'd  thus  did  bud  and  turn  more  green. 

0  deep  dtfpair  !  O  hear:-appalling  grief, 
When  that  doth  wo  encreafe  iTiould  bring  relief. 

X.    The  teur  of  Love. 
In  woods  and  defart  bounds 
A  beali  abroad  doth  roam. 
So  loving  fweetnefs  and  the  honey-comb, 
it  doth  defpife  the  arms  of  bee:,  and  wounds : 
I  by  like  plcafiire  led 
To  prove  what  heavens  did  place 
WhiUl  therewith  [  am  fed, 
Reft  carelefs  (Bear  of  Love)  of  hellifb  fmart, 
And  how  thofe  eyes  afHid:  and  wound  my  heart. 

XI.   Five  Sonnets  for  Galatea. 

I. 

SxREmgN,  in  vain  thou  brings  thy  rhymes  and 

fongs, 
Deck'd  withgrave|Pindar'soldand  wither'd'flow'rs. 
In  vain  thou  count'ft  the  fair  Europa's  wrongs, 
And  her  whom  Jove  deceiv'd  in  golden  fhow'rs. 
Thou  hail  flept  never  under  myrtles  ftade, 
Or  if  that  paffion  hath  thy  fcul  opprefl 
It  is  but  for  fome  Grecian  milVrefs  dead. 
Uf  fuch  old  fighs  thou  doft  dii'chrge  thy  breafl ; 
How  can  true  iove  v/ith  fables  hold  a  place  ? 
Thou  who  with  fables  doft  fet  forth  thy  love, 
Thy  love  a  pretty  fable  needs  muli  prove, 
Thou  fueft  for  grace,  in  fcorn  more  to  difgrace; 

1  cannot  think  thou  wert  charni'd  by  niy  looks, 
O  no,  thou  learn'dft  thy  love  in  lovers  books. 

II. 
No  more  with  candid  words  infedl:  mine  ear. 
Tell  me  no  more  hew  that  ye  pine  in  anguifh 
When  iound  ye  fleep  :   no  more  fay  that  ye  larj- 

guifli. 
No  more  in  fweet  defpite  fay  you  fpread  tears. 
Who  hath  fuch  hollow  eyes  as  not  to  lee; 
How  thofe  that  are  hair-brain'd  boall  of  ApoUo, 
And  bold  give  out  the  mules  do  them  follow, 
Though  in  love's  library  vet  no  lovers  be. 


If  we,  poor  fouls,  lead  favour  but  them  fnow, 
That  itraight  in  Viranton  lines  abroad  is  blaz'd, 
Their  names  do  foar  on  our  fame's  overthrow, 
Mark'd  is  our  Hghtnefs,whilft  their  wits  areprais'd; 
!n  fdent  thoughts  who  can  no  fecret  cover. 
He  may,  fay  we,  but  not  well,  be  a  lover. 
III. 
Ye  who  with  curious  numbers,  fweetefl  art, 
Frame  Dedal  nets  our  beauty  to  furprlfe. 
Telling  flrange  caflles  builded  in  the  ikies. 
And  tales  of  Cupid's  bow,  and  Cup;<!'s  dart; 
Well,  howfoever  ye  atSt  yourfained  fmart, 
Molefting  quiet  ears  with  tragic  cries. 
When  you  accufe  our  chaftity's  befl  part, 
Nam'd  cruelty,  ye  feen  not  half  too  wife. 
Yea,  ye  yonrfelves  it  deem  mofl  worthy  praife  ; 
Beauty's  beft  guard;  that  dragon  which  doth  keep 
Helptrian  fruit,  the  fpur  in  you  does  raife; 
That  Delian  wit  that  otherways  may  fleep. 
To  cruel  nymphs  your  lines  do  fame  afford, 
Of  many  pitiful,  not  one  poor  woid. 
IV. 
If  it  be  love  to  wake  out  all  the  night, 
And  watchful  eyes  drive  out  in  dewy  moans  ; 
And  when  the  fun  brings  to  the  world  his  light. 
To  vvafte  the  day  in  tears  and  bitter  groans. 
If  it  be  love  to  dim  weak  reafon's  beam 
With  clouds  of  ftrange  defire,  and  make  the  mini 
Ir  hellilh  agonies  a  heav'n  to  dream. 
Still  feeking  comforts  where  but  griefs  we  find ;  . 
[fit  be  love  to  flain  with  wanton  thought 
A  fpotlefs  chaflity,  and  make  it  try 
More   furious  flames,    than  his   whofc  cunning 

wrought  • 

That  brazen  bull  where  he  entomb'd  did  fry  ; 
Then  lure  is  love  the  caufer  of  Inch  woes. 
Be  ye  our  lovers,  or  our  mortal  foes. 
V. 
And  would  you  then  fhake  cfTlove's  golden  chain, 
With  which  it  is  beft  ireedom  to  be  bound  i 
And  cruel,  do  you  feek  to  heal  the  wound 
Of  love,  which  hath  fuch  fweet  and  pleafant  pain  ? 
All  that  is  fubje(5l  unto  nature's  reign, 
In  ficies  above,  or  on  this  lower  round. 
When  it  is  long  and  far  fought,  and  hath  found. 
Doth  in  decadence  fall,  and  flack  remain  ; 
Behold  the  moon,  how  gay  her  face  doth  grow, 
Till  ihc  kifs  all  the  fun,  then  doth  decay  ; 
See  how  the  fcas  tumultuoully  do  flow. 
Till  they  embrace  lov'd  banks,  then  poll  away : 
So  is't  with  love,  unlefs  you  love  me  fttll; 
O,  do  not  think  I'll  yield  unto  your  will ! 
XII. 
Care's  charming  fleep,  fon  of  the  fable  night. 
Brother  to  death,  in  filent  darknefs  born, 
Deftroy  my  languifh  ere  the  day  be  light, 
With  dark  forgetting  of  my  care's  return. 
And  let  the  day  be  long  enough  to  mourn 
The  fhip-wreck  of  my  ill-adventured  youth; 
Let  wat'ry  eyes  fuffice  10  wail  their  fcorn. 
Without  the  troubles  of  the  night's  untruth  ; 
Ceafe  dreams,  fond  image  of  my  fond  defires. 
To  mod 'i  forth  the  pafHonsof  to-morrovr ; 
let  never  riling  fun  approve  your  tears, 
To  add  more  grief  to  aggravate  my  forro-w  i 
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Still  let  me  fleep,  embracing  clouds  in  vain, 
And  never  wake  to  feel  the  day's  difdain. 
XIII.    Comparifen  of  his  'Thoughts  to  Pearls. 
With  open  fliellr,  in  feas,  on  heavenly  dew, 
Alhining  oyfter  lufcioufly  doth  feed; 
And  then  the  birth  of  that  etherial  fjed 
Shows  when  conceiv'd,  if  Ikies  luok  dark  or  blue  : 
So  do  my  thoughts  (celcftial  twins)  of  you, 
At  whofe  afpedl  they  firft  begin  and  breed, 
"When  they  came  forth  to  light,  demonftratc  true. 
If  ye  then  fmil'd,  or  lour'd  in  mourning  weed  : 
Pearls  then  are  orient  fram'd,  and  iair  in  form, 
Jf  heavens  in  their  conceptions  do  look  clear  : 
But  if  they  thunder,  or  do  threat  a  ftorm, 
They  fadly  dark  and  cloudy  do  appear ; 

Right  fo  mytlinughts.and  fo  my  notes  do  change. 
Sweet  if  yc  fmde  and  hoarfe  if  ye  look  flrange. 
XIV.    AUcbangeth. 
The  angry  winds  not  ay 
Do  cuff  the  roaring  deep  ; 
And  though  heavens  often  weep, 
Yet  do  they  fmlle  for  joy  when  com.es  difmay ; 
P'rofts  do  not  ever  kill  the  pleafant  flow'rs, 
And  love  hath  fweets,  when  gone  are  all  the  fours. 
This  faid,  a  fhepherd  clofing  in  his  arms 
His  dear,  who  blufli'd  to  feel  love's  new  alarms. 

XV.   Sileiius  to  King  Midas. 
The  greateft  gift  tiiat  from  their  lofty  thrones 
The  All-governing  pow'rs  to  man  can  give, 
Is,  that  he  never  breath,  or  breathing  once, 
A  fuckling  ends  his  days,  and  leave  to  live  ; 
For  then  he  neither  knows  the  woe  nor  joy 
Of  life,  nor  fears  the  Stygian  lake's  annoy. 

XVI.    To  his  amorous  Thought. 
Sweet  wanton  thought,  v/ho  art  of  beauty  born. 
And  who  on  beauty  feed'ft,  and  fweet  delire, 
Like  taper-fly  ftill  circling,  and  ftill  turn 
About  that  flame  ;  that  all  fo  much  admire 
That  heavenly  fair,  which  doth  out-blufli  the  morn, 
Thofe  ivory  hands,  thofe  threads  of  golden  wire 
Thou  ftill  furroundeft,  yet  dar'll  not  afpire  ; 
Sure  thou  doft  well  that  place  not  to  come  near, 
Nor  fee  the  majefty  of  that  fair  court ; 
For  if  thou  faw'ft  what  wonders  there  refort. 
The  poor  intelligence  that  moves  that  fphere, 
Like  fouls  afcending  to  thofe  joys  above. 
Back  never  wouldfl  thou  turn,  nor  thence  remove. 
What  can  we  hope  for  more  ?  what  more  enjoy  ? 
Since  faireft  things  thus  foonefl;  have  their  end, 
And  as  on  bodies  fhadows  do  attend. 
Soon  all  our  blifs  is  followed  with  annoy. 
A'et  (he's  not  dead,  fhe  lives  where  flie  did  love, 
Her  memory  on  earth,  her  foul  above. 
XVJI.  A  Tranjlation. 
I, 
Ah  !  filly  foul,  what  wilt  thou  fay, 
When  he,  whom  earth  and  heaven  obey. 
Comes  man  to  judge  in  the  laft  day  ? 

II. 
When  he  a  reafon  afks,  why  grace 
And  goodnefs  thou  wouldfl  not  embrace, 
But  fteps  of  vanity  didll  tiace  ? 

III. 
That  day  of  terror,  vengeance,  ire. 
Now  to  prevent  thou  fhould'fl;  dtfire, 
And  to  thy  God  in  hafte  retire. 


With  wat'ry  eyes,  and  high-fwollen  heart, 

O  beg,  beg  in  his  love  a  part  1 

While  confcience  with  remorfe  doth  finart. 

V. 

That  dreaded  day  of  wrath  and  (hame, 

In  flames  fliall  turn  this  world's  huge  frame, 

As  facrcd  prophets  do  proclaim. 

VI. 

O!  with  what  grief  fhall  earthlings  groan, 
When  that  great  Judge  fet  on  his  throne, 
Examines  ftriftly  every  one. 

VII. 

Shrill-founding  trumpets,  through  the  air. 
Shall  from  dark  fepulchres  each  where 
Force  wretched  mortals  to  appear. 

VIII. 

Nature  and  death  amaz'd  remain. 

To  find  their  dead  arife  again. 

And  procefs  with  their  Judge  maintain. 

IX. 

Difplay'd  then  open  books  fliall  lie. 
Which  all  thofe  fecret  crimes  defcry, 
For  which  the  guilty  world  mull  die. 

X. 

The  Judge  enthron'd  (whom  bribes  not  gain) 
The  clofsll  crimen  appear  fhall  plain, 
And  none  unpuiiiflied  remain. 

XI. 

O,  who  then  pity  fliall  poor  me  I 
Or  who  mine  advocate  fhall  be  ? 
When  fcarce  the  juftefl;  pals  fliall  free. 

XII. 

All  wholly  hdly  dreadful  King, 
Who  freely  life  to  thine  dofl:  bring. 
Of  mercy  fave  me,  mercy's  fpring. 

xni. 
Then,  fweet  Jefu,  call  to  mind. 
How  of  thy  pains  I  was  the  end. 
And  favour  let  me  that  day  find. 

XIV. 

In  fearch  of  me,  thou,  full  of  pain, 

Didft  fwcat  blood,  death  on  crofs  fuftain ; 

Let  not  thefe  fuiFerings  be  in  vain. 

XV. 

Thou  Supreme  Judge,  moft  jufl:  and  wife. 
Purge  me  from  guilt,  which  on  me  lies. 
Before  that  day  of  thine  aflize. 

XVI. 

Charg'd  with  remorfe  (lo  I)  here  I  groan. 
Sin  makes  my  face  a  blufli  take  on  ; 
Ah,  fpare  me  proftrate  at  thy  throne! 

XVII. 

Who  Mary  Magdalen  didfl;  fpare. 
And  Icndft  the  thief  on  crofs  thine  ear. 
Show  me  fair  hopes  I  fliould  not  fear. 

XVIII.  ' 

My  prayers  ImperfeiSt  are  and  wcakj 
But  worthy  of  thy  grace  them  make, 
And  fave  mc  from  hell's  burning  lake. 

XIX. 

On  that  great  day,  at  thy  right  hand. 
Grant  I  amongfl;  thy  flieep  may  Hand, 
Sec[ueflcred  from  the  goatifli  band. 
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When  that  the  reprohates  are  all 
To  everlafting  flames  made-  thrall, 
O,  to  thy  chufen,  Lord,  me  call  I 

XXI. 

That  I  one  of  thy  company, 
With  thole  whom  thou  doft  jullify, 
Muy  live  hleft  in  eternity 

XVIII.   A   Trar/lafwn  of  Sir  John  Scotl's  Verfes,  he- 
ginning.  Quod  vit»  le6tabor  iter. 
What  courfe  of  life  fhould  wretched  mortals  take? 
Jd  books  hard  queftions  large  contention  make ; 


Care  dwells  in  houfes,  labour  in  the  field, 
Tumultuous  feas  afFright'ning  dangers  yield. 
In  foreign  lands  thou  never  canll  be  bleft  : 
If  rich,  thou  art  in  fear  ;  if  poor,  diftreft. 
In  v^edlock  frequent  difcontentmeius  fwell  ; 
Unmarried  perfons  as  in  defcrts  dwell 
How  many  troubles  are  with  children  borne  ? 
Yet  he  that  wants  them  counts  himlelf  forlorn. 
Your.g  men  are  wanton,  and  of  wifdom  void  : 
Gray  hairs  are  cold,  unfit  to  be  employ'd. 
Who  would  not  one  of  thofe  two  offers  try. 
Not  to  be  born  ;  or,  being  born  to  die  ? 
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I.  A  Paforal  Elegy  en  the  Death  of  Sir  William 

Alexander, 

In  fweeteft  prime,  and  blooming  of  his  age, 
Dear  Alcon  ravifn'd  from  this  mortal  flage, 
The  fhepherds  niourn'd,  as  they  him  lov'd  before: 
Among  the  rout  him  Idmon  did  deplore. 
Idmon,  who,  whether  fun  in  eaft  did  rife, 
Or  dive  in  weft,  pour'd  torrents  from  his  eyes 
Of  liquid  cryftal  under  hawthorn  fliade. 
At  laft  to  trees  and  rocks  this  'plaint  he  made: 
Alcon,  delight  of  heaven,  defire  of  earth, 
Oifspring  of  Phoebus,  and  the  mufes  birth, 
The  Graces  darling,  Adon  of  our  plains, 
Fiame  of  the  fairell  nymphs  the  earth  fuftains, 
What  power  of  thee  hath  us  bereft?  What  fate, 
By  thy  untimely  fall  would  ruinate 
Our  hopes?  O  death  1   what  treafure  in  one  hour 
Kaft  thou  difperfed  ?  Hov*f  doft  thou  devour 
What  we  on  earth  hold  deareft  ?  All  things  good? 
Too  envious  heavens,  how  blaft  ye  in  the  bud  ? 
The  corn  the  greedy  reapers  cut  not  down 
Before  the  fields  with  golden  ears  it  crown; 
Nor  doth  the,  verdant  fruits  the  gard'ner  pull  : 
But  thou  art  crept  before  thy  years  were  full. 
With  thee  (fweet  youth)  the  glories  of  our  fields 
Vanifti  away,  ane  what  contentments  yields. 
The  lakes  their  filver  look,  the  woods  their  fhadcs. 
The  fpringstheir  cryftal  want,  their  verdure  meads, 
The  years  their  early  feafons,  cheerful  days. 
Hills  gloomy  ftand  now  defolatc  of  rays  : 
Their  amorous  whifpers  zephyrs  not  us  bring, 
Nor  do  air's  chorifters  falute  the  fpring  ; 
The  freezing  winds  our  gardens  do  deflow'r. 
Ah,  deftinies!   and  you  whom  Ikies  embow'r, 
To  his  fair  fpoils  his  fpirit  again  yet  give, 
And  like  another  phcenix  make  him  live. 
The  herbs,  though  cut,  fprout  fragrant  from  their 

ftems, 
And  make  with  crimfon  blufli  our  anadems ; 
The  fun,  when  in  the  weft;  he  doth  decline, 
Pleavcn's  brighteft  tapers  at  his  funerals  ihinc ; 


His  face,  when  wafti'd  in  the  Atlantic  feas, 
Revives;  and  cheers  the  welkin  with  new  rays  J 
Why  ftiould  not  he,  fince  of  more  pure  a  frame 
Retr.rn  to  us  again,  and  be  the  fame  ? 
But,  wretch,  what  wilh  I  ?  To  the  winds  I  fend 
Thefe  plaints  and  prayers;  deftinies  cannot  lend 
Thee  more  of  time,  nor  heavens  confent  will  thuSj 
Thou  leave  their  fiarry  wcrld  to  dwell  with  us; 
Yet  ftiall  they  not  thee  keep  amidft  their  fphere* 
Without  thofe  la.Tientations'and  tears, 

I'hou  waft  all  virtue,  courtefy  and  worth. 
And  as  fun's  light  is  in  the  moon  fet  forth ; 
■U''orld's  fupreme  excellence  in  thee  did  fhine  : 
Nor,  though  eclipl'ed  now,  fhalt  thou  decline. 
But  in  our  memories  live,  while  dolphins  ftreamj 
Shall  haunt,  whilft  eagles  flare  on  Titan  beams, 
Whilft  fwains  upon  their  cryftal  tombs  fliall  fing, 
Whilft  violets  with  purple  paint  the  fpring. 
A  gentler  ftiepherd  flocks  did  never  feed 
On  Albion's  hiils,  nor  fung  to  oaten  reed  :  [blaze, 
Whilft   vv'hat  flie  found  in   thee  my  mufe   would 
Grief  doth  diftradl  her,  and  cut  fliorc  thy  praife. 

How  oft  have  v-^e,  environ'd  by  the  throng 
Of  tedious  fwains,  the  cooler  fhades  among,  [chafe 
Condemn'd  earths  glow-worm  greatnefs,  and  the 
Of  Fortune  fcorn'd,  deeming  it  difgrace 
To  court  inconftancy  ?   How  oft  have  we 
borne  Chloris  name  graven  in  each  virgin  tree, 
And  finding  favours  fading,  the  next  day 
What  we  had  carv'd  we  did  deface  away  ? 
Wofeful  remembrance  !   Nor  time  nor  place 
Of  thy  abodcment  ftiadows  any  trace. 
But  tliere  to  me  thou  fliin'ft  :  JLate  glad  defires, 
And  ye  once  rofts  how  are  ye  turn'd  briars  ? 
Ct)nteritment5pafled,  and  of  pleafures  chief. 
Now  arc  ye  frightful  horrors,  hells  of  grief? 

When  from  thy  native  foil  love  had  thee  driven, 
(Thy  fafe  return  prcfigurating)  a  heaven 
Of  flattering  hopes  did  in  my  fancy  move. 
Then  little  dreaming  it  fhould  atoms  prove. 
Thefe  groves  pref'Tve  will  1,  thefe  loved  woods, 
Thcfe  orchardsrichwithfruits,withfiihthefefloods5 
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My  Alcon  will  return,  and  once  again 

His  chofen  exiles  he  will  entertain. 

The  populous  city  holds  him,  amongft  harms 

Of  fome  fierce  Cyclop?,  Circe's  ftronger  charms. 

Thefe  banks  (faid  I)  he  vifit  will,  and  ftreani?, 

Thele  filent  fliades  ne'er  kift  by  courting  beams. 

Far,  far  off  I  will  meet  him,  and  I  firft 

Shall  him  approaching  know,  and  firft  be  bleft 

With  his  afped;  I  firfl  fhall  hear  his  voice, 

Him  find  the  fame  he  parted,  and  rejoice 

To  learn  his  paffed  perils,  know  the  fports 

Of  foreign  flicpherds,  fawns,  and  fairy  courts. 

No  pleafure  to  the  fields,  an  happy  ftate 

The  fwains  enjoy,  fecure  from  what  they  hate: 

Pree  of  proud  cares  they  innocently  fpend 

The  day,  nor  do  black  thoughts  their  eafe  offend  j 

Wife  nature's  darlings  they  live  in  the  world, 

Perplexing  not  themfelveshowit  is  hurl'd. 

Thefe  hillocks  Phoebus  loves,  Ceres  thefe  plains, 

Thefe  fhades  the  Sylvans,  and  here  Pales  flrains 

Milk  in  the  pails!;  the  maids  which  haunt  thefprings 

Dance  on  thefe  paftures:  here  Amyntas  fings ; 

Hefperian  gardens,  Tempe's  ihades  are  here. 

Or  what  the  eaftern  Inde  and  weft  hold  dear. 

Come  then,  dear  youth,  the  wood-nymphs  twine 

thee  boughs 
With  rofc  and  lily,  to  impale  thy  brows. 
Thus  ignorant,  I  mus'd,  not  confcious  yet 
Of  what  by  Death  was  done,  and  ruthlefs  Fate  : 
Amidft  thefe  trances  Fame  thy  lofs  doth  found, 
Aod  through  my  ears  gives  to  my  heart  a  wound  ; 
With  ftretch'd  out  arms  I  fought  thee  to  embrace, 
But  clafp'd  (amaz'd)  a  coffin  in  thy  place. 
A  coffin !  of  our  joys  which  had  the  truft,    [duft  : 
Which  told  that  thou  wert  come  but  chang'd  to 
Scarce,  even  when  felt,  could  I  believe  this  wreck, 
Nor  that  thy  time  and  glory  heavens  would  break. 
Kow  fince  I  cannot  fee  my  Alcon's  face, 
And  find  nor  vows,  nor  prayers  to  have  place 
With  guilty  ftars,  this  mountain  fhall  become 
To  me  a  facred  altar,  and  a  tomb 
To  famous  Akon  :  here  as  days,  months,  years 
Do  circling  glide,  1  facrifice  will  tears  : 
Here  fpend  my  remnant  time,  exil'd  from  mirth, 
Till  death  at  laft  turn  monarch  of  my  earth. 

Shepherds  on  Forth,  and  you  by  Dovcn  rocks. 
Which  ufe  to  fing  and  fport,  and  keep  your  flocks, 
Pay  tribute  here  of-tears,  ye  never  had 
To  agr;ravate  your  moans  a  caufe  more  fad ; 
And  to  their  forrows  hither  bring  your  'niands, 
Charg'd  with  fweeteft    ilow'rs,    and   with  pure 

hands ; 
CFair  nymphs)  the  blufiiing  hyacinth  and  rofe 
Spread  on  the  place  his  relic  do  encl'ofe. 
Weave  garlands  to  his  memory,  and  put 
Over  his  herfe  a  vtrfe  in  cyprcfs  cut  : 
Virtue  did  die,  goodiiefs  but  har.ni  did  give; 
After  the  noble  Alcon  ceas'd  to  live, 
Friendfhip  an  earthquake  fuffcr'd ;  lofing  him, 
Love's  brightefl  conllellation  turned  dim. 

Saviour  of  mankind,  man  Emanuel, 
Wlio  fiiilefs  died  for  fin,  who  vanquifht  hell. 
The  firft-huits  of  the  grave,  whofe  life  did  give 
Eight  to  our  darkncfs,  m  wliofe  death  we  live. 


0  ftrengthen  thou  my  faith,  cbiteA  my  will,  | 
That  mine  may  thine  obey  :   Proteifl  me  ftill,  ! 
So  that  the  latter  death  may  not  devour  i 
My  foul  feal'd  with  thy  feal ;  fo  in  the  hour 
When  thou  whofe  body  fanclify'd  thy  tomb 
(Unjuftly  judg'd)  a  glorious  Judge  (halt  come 

To  judge  the  world  with  juflice  ;  by  that  fign 

1  may  be  known  arid  entertain'd  for  thine. 

II.   An  Epitaph  of  one  nat^ed  Margaret. 
In  Ihells  and  gold  pearls  arc  not  kept  alone, 
A  Margaret  here  lies  beneath  a  ftone; 
A  Margaret  that  did  excel  in  worth 
All  thofe  rich  gems  the  Indies  both  fend  forth. 
Who  had  flie  liv'd  when  good  v/as  lov'd  of  men. 
Had  made  the  Graces  four,  the  Mufes  ten, 
And    forc'd    thofe   happy  times   her   days    that  ] 

claim'd 
From  her  to  be  the  age  of  pearl  ftill  nam'd :  i 

She  was  the  richeft  jewel  of  kcr  kind, 
Grac'd  with  more  luftre  than  fiie  left  behind. 
All  goodnefs,  virtue,  bounty,  and  could  cheer 
The  fadeft  minds, now  nature  knowing  here  [beft,  . 
How  things  but  fliown,  then  hidden   are  lov'd  i 
This  Margaret  fhrin'd  in  this  marble  cheft. 
III.    On  a  Brunhard. 
Nor  aramanths  nor  rofes  do  bequeath 
Unto  this  Lerfe,  but  tamariiks  and  wine,        [pinc. 
For  that  fame  thirft,  though  dead,  yet  doth  him 
Which  made  him  fo  caroufe  while  he  drew  breath. 

IV.    Aretinus  Epitaph. 
Here  Aretlne  lies,  bitter  gall. 
Who  whilft  he  liv'd  fpoke  evil  of  all, 
Only  of  God  the  arrant  fot 
Nought  faid,but  that  he  knew  him  not. 

V.   V erf  is  on  the  late  William  Earl  tf  ^entbrtle. 
\. 
The  doubtful  fears  of  change  fo  fright  my  mind, 
Though  raifed  in  the  hightft  joy  in  Uve, 
As  ii!  this  flippery  ftate  more  giief  I  find, 
Than  they  who  never  fuch  a  blifs  did  prove; 
But  fed  with  ling'ring  hopes  of  future  gain. 
Dream  not  what  'tis  to  doubt  a  lofei's  pain. 
II. 
Defire  a  fafer  harbour  is  than  fear. 
And  not  to  rife  lefs  danger  than  to  fall ; 
The  want  cf  jewels  we  far  better  bear, 
Than  fo  pofleft  at  once  to  lofe  them  all : 
Unfatisfied  hopes  time  may  repair. 
When  ruiii'd  faith  muft  finilh  in  defpair. 
111. 
Alas!  ye  look  but  up  the  hill  on  me. 
Which  Ihows  to  you  a  fair  and  fmooth  afcent, 
Tiie  precipice  behind  ye  cannot  fee. 
On  which  high  fortunes  are  too  pronely  bent : 
If  there  I  flip,  what  former  joy  or  blifs 
Can  heal  the  bruife  of  fuch  a  fall  as  this  ? 
IV.  A  R(ply. 
I. 
Who  love  enjoys,  and  placed  hath  hie  mind 
Where  fairer  virtues  faireft  beaucies  grace, 
Then  in  himfelf  fuch  ftore  of  worth  doth  find, 
That  he  deferves  to  hold  fo  good  a  place  : 
For  chilling  fears  how  can  he  be  let  fortl], 
Whofe  fears  condemn  his  own,  doubts  others 
worth  \ 
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DeHrc,  as  flames  of  zeal,  fear,  horrors  meets, 
They  rife  who  fall  of  fallinf?  never  prov'd. 
Whoisfo  dainty  fatiate  with  fweets 
1  o  murmur  when  the  banquet  is  remov'd  ? 
The  fnirell  hopes  time  in  the  bud  deflroys, 
When  jweet  are  memories  of  ruin'd  joys. 

lU. 

It  is  no  hiil  but  heaven  where  you  remain; 
And  whom  defert  advanced  hath  lb  high 
To  reach  the  guardian  of  his  burning;  pain, 
Muft  not  repine  to  fall,  and  falling  die;       [breath 
His  hopes  are  crovv-n'd,  what  years  of  tedious 
Can  them  compare  with  fuch  a  happy  death? 
VH.   Uj>on  "John  Earl  of  Lauderdale's  Diath. 
I. 
Or  thofe  rare  worthies,  who  adorn'd  our  north, 
And  (hin'd  like  conftellations,  thou  alone 
Remained'ft  laft  (great  Maitland)  charg'd  with 

worth, 
Second  in  Virtue's  theatre  to  none. 
But  finding  all  eccentric  in  our  times. 
Religion  into  fuperftition  turn'd, 
Juftice  filenc'djcxil'd,  or  inurn'd  : 
Truth,  Fairh,  and  Charity  reputed  crimes. 
The  young  man  deftinate  by  fvvord  to  fall. 
And  trophies  of  their  countries  fpoils  to  rear  ; 
Strange  laws  the  ag'd,  and  prudent  to  appal. 
And  forc'd  fad  yokes  of  tyranny  to  bear  : 

And  for  nor  great,  nor  virtuous  minds  a  room, 
Difdaining  life,  thou  {hroud'ft  in  thee  thy  tomb, 
ji. 
When  mifdevotion  every  where  Ihalltake  place, 
And  lofty  orators  in  thund'ring  terms 
Shall  move  you  (people)  to  arife  in  arms. 
And  chur&hes  hallow'd  policy  deface  ; 
When  you  Ihall  but  one  general  fepukhre 
(As  Averroes  did  one  general  foul) 
On  high,  on  low,  on  good,  on  bad  confer. 
And  your  dull  predeceffors  rites  controul ; 
Ah  fpace  this  monument,  great  gucfts  it  keeps,^ 
Three  grave  jufticiars,  whom  true  worth  didraife. 
The  niufes  darlings,  whofe  lofs  Phoebus  weeps  : 
Beft  mens  delight,  the  glory  of  their  days. 

More  we  would  fay  but  tear,  and  i>and  in  awe 
To  turn  idolaters,  and  break  your  law. 
111. 
Do  not  repine  (blefl  foul)  that  humble  wits 
Do  make  thy  worth  the  matter  of  their  verfe  1 
No  higii-ltraiu'd  mufe  our  times  and  forrows  firs  ; 
And  w:  do  figh,  not  Gog,  to  crown  thy  herle. 
The  v/ifeft  prince,  e'er  manag'd  Britain's  (late 
Did  not  diidain  in  numbers  clear  and  brave, 
The  virtues  of  thy  fire  to  celebrate. 
And  fix  a  rich  memorial  on  his  grave. 
Thou  didft  dcferve  no  lefs;  and  here  in  jet. 
Gold,  touch,  brafs,  porphyry,  or  Parian  Itone, 
That  by  a  prince's  hand  no  lines  are  fet 
Tor  thee  :  t\\t  caufe  is  now  this  land  hath  none. 
Such  giant  moods  our  parity  forth  brings. 
We  all  will  nothing  be,  or  all  be  kings. 
VII  i.    To  the   ohfiquiis   cf  the  blejjed  Prince    James, 

King  of  Greiit  Britain. 
Let  holy  David,  Solomon  the  wife. 
That  king,  whof;  bieafc  xligeria  did  inflame, 


Auguftus,  Helen's  fon,  grcs't  ift  all  ey*«, 
Do  homage  low  to  thy  Maufolcan  frame, 
And  bow  before  thy  laurels  anadem. 
Set  .all  thofe  facred  fwains,  which  to  the  Ikies 
By  never  dying  lays  have  rais'd  their  name, 
From  north  to  fouth,  where  fun  doth  fet  and  rife. 
Religion  orphan'd,  waileth  o'er  thy  urn, 
Juftice  weeps  out  her  eyes,  now  truly  blind, 
To  Niobe's  the  remnant  virtues  turn  : 
Fame,  but  to  blaze  thy  glories,  (lays  behind 

r  th'  world,  whicli  late  was  golden  by  thy  breath, 
Is  iron  turn'd,  and  horrid  by  thy  death, 
I X.    On  the  Death  of  a  young  l^aJy. 
This  beauty  which  pale  death  in  dud  did  turn. 
And  clos'd  fo  foon  within  a  coffin  fad. 
Did  pafs  like  lightning,  like  to  thunder  burn. 
So  little  life,  fo  much  of  worth  it  had  1 
Heavens  but  to  ihow  their  might  here  made  it 

(hine, 
And  when  admir'd  then  in  the  world's  difdain 
(O  tears  !  O  grief!)  did  call  it  back  again. 
Left  earth  lliould  vaunt  fhe  kept  what  wap  divine. 
What  can  we  hope  for  more  .'  what  more  enjoy  ? 
Sith  faireft  things  tims  fooneft  have  their  end  ; 
And,  as  on  bodies  fhadows  do  attend, 
Sith  all  our  hlifs  is  follow'd  with  annoy  ! 

She  is  not  dead,  flie  lives  where  flie  did  love. 
Her  memory  on  earth,  her  loul  above. 

Fond  wight,  whodream'ft  of  greatnefs, glory, ftate, 
And  worlds  of  pleafare  honours  doft;  devift.-. 
Awake,  learn  how  that  here  thou  art  not  great, 
Nor  glorious;  by  this  monument  turn  wife. 
One  It  enfhrineth,  fprung  of  ancient  ftem. 
And  if  that  blood  nobility  can  make, 
Fro.m  which  fome  kings  have  notdildain'dto  take, 
Their  proud  defcent,  a  rare  and  matcblefs  gem  ; 
A  beauty  here  it  holds,  alas,  too  faft, 
I'han  which  no  blooming  rcfe  was  more  refiii'd. 
Nor  morning's  blufh  more  radiant  ever  firin'd  ; 
Ah  1  too  too  like  to  morn  and  rofe  at  lall. 
It  holds  her  who  in  wit's  afcendant  far 
Did  years  and  fex  tranfcend,  to  whom  the  hcavea 
More  virtiK'.  than  to  all  this  age  had  given  ; 
For  virtue  meteor  turn'd,  when  flie  a  fl;ar. 
Fair  mirth,  fweet  converfation,  modefty. 
And  what  thofe  kings  of  numbers  did  conceive. 
By  mules  nine,  and  graces  more  than  three, 
Lie  clos'd  within  the  compafs  of  this  grave. 
Thus  death  all  earthly  glories  doth  confound, 
Lo !  how  much  worth  a  little  duft  doth  bouni. 

Fa  !i  from  thefe  banks  exiled  be  all  j.oys, 
Contentments,  pleafures,  mufic  (care's  relief): 
Tears,  fighs  plaints,  horrors,  frightments,  fad  an- 
noys 
Inveft  thefe  mountains,  fill  all  hearts  with  grief. 
Here  nightingales  and  turtles  vent  your  moans  ; 
Amphryfian  fliepherd  here  come  feed  thy  flock. 
And  read  thy  hyacinth  amidft  our  groans, 
'Plain,  echo,  thy  NatcilTus  from  our  rocks. 
Loft  have  our  meads  their  beauty,hills  their  gems» 
Our  broyks  their  cryftal, groves  their pleafantlhadc 
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The  fnireft  flow'r  of  all  our  anadems 
Death  cropped  hath,  the  Lefbia  chafte  is  dead. 
Thus  fjgh'd  the   I'yne,  then  (hrunk  beneath  his  urn, 
And  meads,  brooks,  rivers, hills  about  did  mourn. 

The  flower  of  virgins  in  her  prime  of  years 

By  ruthlefs  deflinies  is  ta'en  away, 

And  rap'd  from  earth;  poor  earth, before  this  day, 

Which  ne'er  was  rightly  nam'd  a  vale  of  tears. 

Beauty  to  heaven  is  fled,  fweet  modefty 

>io  more  appears ;  fhe  whofe  harmonious  founds 

Did  ravilh  fenfe,  and  charm  mind's  deepeft  wounds, 

Embalm'd  with  many  a  tear  now  low  doth  lie. 

Fair   hopes  now   vanilb'd   are;  flie  fliould  have 

grac'd 
A  prince's  marriage-bed ;  but  (lo  ')  in  heaven 
Bleft  paramours  to  her  were  to  be  given  1 
She  liv'd  an  angel,  now  is  with  them  plac'd. 
'Virtue  is  but  a  name  exaiSlIy  trimm'd, 
Interpreting  what  flie  was  in  effeeft, 
A  fliadow  from  her  frame  which  did  refle<ft, 
A  portrait  by  her  excellencies  limn'd. 

Thou  whom   free-will,   or  chance    hath    hither 

brought, 
And  read'fl,  Here  lies  a  branch  of  Maitland's  ftem, 
And  Seton's  offspring;  know,  that  either  name 
Defigns  all  worth  yet  reacht  by  human  thought. 

Tombs   (elfewhere)   ufe  life  to  their   guells  to 
give, 

Thefe  afhes  can  frail  monuments  make  live. 
X.     Another  on  the  fame  Suhjea. 
Like  to  the  garden's  eye,  the  flower  of  flow'rs 
With  purple  pomp  that  dazzle  doth  the  fight ; 
Or  as  among  the  lefl"cr  gems  of  night ; 
The  uflier  of  the  planet  of  the  hours  : 
Sweet  maid,  thou  (hined'ft  on  this  world  of  ours, 
Ot  ail  perfedions  having  trac'd  the  height ; 
Thine  outward  frame  was  fair,  fair  inward  pow'rs, 
A  fapphire  lantern,  and  an  incenl'e  light. 
Hence  the  enamour'd  heav'n,  as  too  too  good 
On  earth's  all-thorny  foil  long  to  abide, 
Tranflated  to  their  fields  forare  a  bud,' 
Where  from  thy  fun  no  cloud  thee  now  can  hide. 

Earth  moan'd  her  lofs,  and  wilh'd  flie  had  the 
grace 

Not  to  have  known,  or  known  thee  longer  fpace. 

Hard  laws  of  mortal  life  I 

To  which  made  thralls  we  come  without  ccnfcnt, 
Like  tapers  lighted  to  be  early  fpent; 
Our  griefs  are  always  rife, 

When  joys  but  halting  march,  and  fwiftly  fly       . 
Like  fliadows  in  the  eye  : 
The  fliadow  doth  not  yield  unto  the  fun, 
But  joys  and  Hfe  do  wafte,  sven  when  begun. 
XI.    On  the  Death  of  a  Nobl!,nan  in  Scotland,  buried 
at  Aithen. 
AiTHEN,  thy  pearly  coronet  let  fall. 
Clad  in  fad  robes  upoa  thy  tc-mples'fet, 
The  weeping  cyprefs,  or  the  fable  jet. 
Mourn  this  thy  nurfling's  Infs,  a  lofs  which  all 
^polio's  choir  bemoans,  which  many  years 
Cannot  repair,  nor  influence  of  fpheres. 
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Ah  ;  when  flialt  thou  find  fiiepherd  like  to  him 
Who  made  thy  banks  more  famous  by  his  worth 
Then  all  thofe  gems  thy  rocks  and  ftreams  fcod 
forth. 

Hisfplcndour  others  glow-worm  light  did  dim 

Sprung  of  an  ancient  and  a  virtuous  race, 

He  virtue  more  than  many  did  embrace. ' 

He  fram'd  to  mildnefs  thy  half-barbarous  fwains, 

The  good  mail's  refuge,  of  the  bad  the  fright, 

Unparallel'd  in  fricndiliip,  world's  delio-ht. 

For  hofpitality  along  thy  plains 

Far-fam'd,  a  patron,  and  a  pattern  fair, 

Of  piety,  the  mufes  chief  repair. 

Moft  debonair  in  courtefy  fuprcTie, 

Lov'd  of  the  mean,  and  honour'd  by  the  great. 

Ne'er  daflit  by  Fortune,  nor  caft  down  by  Fate, 

To  prefent,  and  to  after  times  a  theme. 

Aithen,  thy  tears  pour  on  this  lilent  grave, 

And  drop  them  in  thy  ala'oafter  cave. 

And  Niobe's  imagery  become; 

And  when  thou  haa  diftilled  here  a  tomb, 

Enchace  in  it  thy  pearls,  and  let  it  bear, 

Aithen's  beil  gem  and  honour  ftirin'd  lies  here, 

XII. 
Fame,  regifter  of  time. 
Write  in  thy  fcroil,  that  \ 
Of  wifdom  lover,  and  fweet  poefy, 
Was  cropped  in  my.  prime  : 
And  ripe  in  worth,  though  green  In  years,  did  die. 

XIII. 
Justice,  Truth,  Peace,  and  Hofpitality, 
Friendfliip,  and  Love,  being  refolv'd  to  die 
In  thefeJewd  times,  have  chofen  here  to  have 

Withjuft  true  pious—: their  grave- 

Them  cherifli'd  he  fo  much,  fo  much  did  gt-ace, 
That  they  on  earth  would  choofe  none  oth'-r  place 

XIV. 
When  death  to  deck  his  trophies  ftopt  thy  breath. 
Rare  ornament  and  glory  of  rhefe  parts, 
All  with  moift  eyes  might  fay,  and  ruthful  hearts, 
That  things  immortal  vaffal'd  were  to  death. 
What  good  in  parts  on  many  ftiar'd  we  fee 
From  nature,  gracious  heaven,  or  fortune  fljw, 
To  make  a  mailer  piece  of  worth  below. 
Heaven,  nature,  fortune  gave  in  grufs  to  thetr. 
In  honour,  bounty,  rich,  in  valour,  wit. 
In  courtefy  ;  born  of  an  ancient  rade, 
With  bays  in  war,  with  olives  crown'd  in  peace, 
Match'd  great,  with  off-pring  for  great  adions  fit. 
No  rufl;  of  times,  nor  change,  thy  virtue  wan 
With  times  to  change -when  truth,  faith,  love  de- 
cay'd 
In  this  new  age  (like  Fate)  th.ou  fitted  flay'd 
Of  the  firit  world  an  all-fubftantial  man. 
As  erft  this  kingdom  given  was  to  thy  fire. 
The  prince  his  daughter  trufled  to  thy  care  ; 
And  well  the  credit  of  a  gem  fo  rare 
Thy  loyalty  and  merit  did  require. 
Years  cannot  wrong  thy  worth  that  now  appears 
By  others  fct  as  diamonds  among  pearls^ 
A  queen's  dear  fuller,  father  to  three  earls. 
Enough  OH  eirth  to  thumph  are  o'er  year*. 
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iJfe  a  fea-voyage  is,  death  is  the  haven, 
And  fraught  with  honour  there  thou  hall  arriv'd, 
Which  thoufands  fecking  have  on  rocks  been  dri- 
ven; 
That  good  adorns  thy  grave  which  with  theeliv'd; 
For  a  frail  Hfe  which  here  thou  didft  enjoy, 
Thou  now  a  laliing  haft,  freed  of  annoy. 
XV. 
Within  the  clofure  of  this  narrow  grave, 
Lie  all  thofe  graces  a  good  wife  could  have  : 
But  on  this  marble  they  fliall  nor  be  read, 
For  then  the  living  envy  v/oukl  the  dead. 

XVI. 
The  daughter  of  a  king  of  princely  parts, 
In  beauty  eminent,  in  virtues  chief, 
Load-ftar  of  love,  and  loadftcne  of  all  hearts, 
Her  friends  and  hufband's  only  joy,  now  grief  : 
Is  here  pent  up  within  a  marl  le  frame, 
Whofe  parallel  no  times,  no  climates  claim. 

XVII. 
Verses  fiail  records  are  to  keep  a  name, 
Or  raife  from  duft  men  to  a  life  of  fame. 
The  fpnrt  and  fpnil  of  ignorance;   but  far 
More  frail  the  frames  of  touch  and  marble  are, 
With  envy,  avarice,  time  t'er  long  confound. 
Or  mifdevotion  equals  with  the  ground. 
Virtue  alone  doth  laft,  frees  man  from  death. 
And,  though  defpis'd  and  fcorned  here  beneath. 
Stands  grav'n  in  angels  diamantine  rolls. 
And  blazed  in  the  courts  above  tl'e  poles. 
Thou  waft  fair  Virtue's  temple,  they  did  dwell, 
And  liv'd  ador'd  in  thee  ;  Bought  did  excel 
But  what  thou  either  didft  poffefs  or  love. 
The  Graces  darling,  and  the  maids  of  Jove; 
Courted  by  Fame  for  bounties  which  the  heaven 
Gave  thee  in  great,  which  if  in  parcels  given 
To  many,  fuch  we  happy  fure  might  call ; 
How  happy  then  waft  thou  who  enjoy'dft  them  all  ? 
A  whirer  foul  ne'er  body  did  inveft, 
And  now  (fcqueftcr'd)  cannot  be  but  blcft, 
Inrob'd  in  glory,  'midft  thofe  hi'rarchies 
Of  that  immortal  people  of  the  il-cies,  [free 

Bright  faints  and  angels  ;  there  irom  cares  made 
Nought  doth  becloud  thy  fovereign  good  from  thee. 
Thou  fmilTc  at  earth's  confufions  and  jars. 
And  how  for  Centaur's  children  we  wage  wars  : 
Like  honey-flies  whofe  rage   whole  fwarms  con- 

fiimes 
Till  duft  thrown  on  them  makes  them  vail  their 
plumes, 


Thy  friends  to    thee   a  monument  would  raife. 
And  limn  thy  virtues ;  but  dull  grief  thy  praife 
Breaks  in  the  entrance,  and  our  talk  proves  vain, 
What  duty  writes,  that  woe  blots  out  again  : 
Yet  love  a  pyramid  of  fighs  thee  rears. 
And  doth  embalm  thee  with  farewells  and  tears. 
XVIII. 
I. 
Though  marble,  porphyry,  and  monrnirg  touch. 
May  praife  thefe  fpoils,  yet  can  they  not  too  much 
For  beauty  laft,  and         this  ftone  doth  clofe, 
Once  earth's  delight,  heaven's  care,  a  pureft  rofc. 
And  (reader)  firould'ft  thou  but  let  fall  a  tear 
Upon  ir,  other  flow'rs  fhall  here  appear  ; 
Sad  violets  and  hyacinths  which  grow 
With  marks  cf  grief,  a  public  lofs  to  (how. 

II. 
Relenting  eye,  which  deigneft  to  this  ftonc 
To  lend  a  look,  behold,  here  laid  in  one. 
The  living,  and  the  dead  inte:r'd,  for  dead 
The  turtle  in  its  mate  is;  and  fhe  fled 
From  earth,  her         choos'd  this  place  of  grief 
To  bound         thoughts,  a  fmall  and  fad  relief. 
He  is  this  monument,  for  hers  no  art 
Could  frame,  a  pyramid  rais'd  of  his  heart. 

III.  , 

Inftead  of  epitaphs  and  airy  praife 
This  monument  a  lady  chafte  did  raife 
To  her  lord's  living  fame,  and  after  death 
Her  body  doth  unto  this  place  bequeath, 
To  reft  with  his,  till  God's  ftirill  trumpet  found. 
Though  time  her  life,  no  time  her  love  coulfi 
bound. 

XIX.    To  Sir  IVUliam  Alexandir. 
Though  1  have  twice  been  at  the  doors  of  death. 
And    twice   found  fliut    thofe    gates  which   evei 

mourn 
This  but  a  light'ning  is,  truce  ta'en  to  breath, 
For  late  born  forrows  augur  fleet  return. 

Amidft  thy  facred  cares,  and  courtly  toils, 
Alexis,  when  thou  ftialt  hear  wand'ring  Fame 
Tell,  Death  hath  triumph'd  o'er  my  mortal  fpoilj^ 
And  that  on  earth  I  am  bat  a  fad  name; 
If  thou  e'er  held  me  dear,  by  all  our  love, 
By  all  that  blifs  thofe  joys  heaven  here  us  gave, 
I  conjure  thee,  and  by  the  maids  of  Jove, 
To  grave  this  ftiort  remembrance  on  my  grave. 
Here  Damon  lies,  whofe  fongsdid  fometime grace 
Tlie  muim'ring  Elk,  may  rofcs  fliade  the  place. 
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Nymphs,  quae  colitis  highiflima  monta  Fifxa, 
Seu  vos  Pittcnwema  tenent,  feu  Crelia  crofta, 
Sive  Anftrjea  domus,  ubi  nat  haddocus  in  undis, 
Codlineufque  ingens,iibi  fleuccaet  fketta  pererrant 
Per  coftam,  et  fcopulis  lobfter  monifootus  in  udis 
Creepat,  ct  io  mediisludit  vthiteuius undis ; 


Et  vos  flcipperii,  foliti  qui  per  mare  bredduni 
V^alde  procul  lanchare  foris,  iterumque  redire, 
Linquite  fkellatas  botas,  fliippafque  picatas, 
Whiitiantelque  fimul  fechtam  memorate  bloodseantj 
Fechtam  terribilem,  quam  niarveilaverat  omnis 
Banda  Dvum,(iuoque  nympharum  cockcllhclcaiua* 


in 
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Maja  ubi  flieepifeda,  atq;  ubi  folgfoofifera  BalTa 
Swellant  in  pelago,  cum  fol  bootatus  £denum 
Poflabac  radiis  madidis  ct  fhouribus  atris, 

Quo  vifo  ad  fechtas  noifam  cecldere  volucres, 
Ad  terram,  cecidere  grueSjiflifbplafhque  dedere 
Solgoofa;  in  pelago  prope  littora  Bruntiliana; 
Sea  filter  obftupuic,  funimique  in  margine  faxi 
Scartavit  prs;!uilre  caput,  wingafque  flapavit. 
Qnodquc  magis,  alte  volitans  beronius  ip(e 
Ingemirisns  clig  clag  mediis  ftiitavit  in  undis. 

Namque  a  piintipio  floriam  tellabimu?  omnem, 
IVTuckrelium  iiigentem  turbam  Vitarva  per  agros 
Nebernse  marcliare  fecit,  et  dixit  ad  illos, 
*'   Ite  hodic  armati  grcppis,  dryvate  cab^ilos 
"  Nebernse  per  crofta,  atque  ipfas  ante  feneftras." 
Q^od  fi  forte  ipfa  Ntberna  veneiit  extra, 
"Vvarrantabo  omnes,  et  vos  bene  defendebo. 

Hie  aderant  Geordy  Altinhedius,  et  lirtie  Juhnus, 
Et  Jamy  RicbcEUP,  et  ftout  Michel  Hendeiionus, 
Qui  jolly  tryppas  ante  alios  danfarc  folebat, 
Et  bobbare  bene,  et  laflas  kilTare  bonaeas; 
Duncan  Olyphantus,  valde  flalvartus,  et  ejus 
Fiiius  eldeftus  jolyboyus,  arque  oldmoudus, 
Qui  pleugharn  longo  gaddo  dryvare  folebat ; 
lit  Rob  Gib  v>'anto:)Us  homo, atque  Oliver  Hutchin, 

Allliender  Aitken, 
Et   ploucky-fac'd   Waty    Strang,    atque    inkneed 
At  Willy  Dick  heavy-arftui  homo,  pigerrinius  om- 
nium, 
O'li  tulit  in  pileo  maguum  rubrurnque  favorem, 
Valde  lethus  piignare,  fed  hunc  corngrevius  heros 
Noutheadum  vocavit,  atque  ilium  forcit  ad  arma, 
Infuper  hie  aderant  Toiii.  Taylor,  ct  Hen.  Wat- 

fontjs, 
Et  Torny  Gilchriftus,  et  fool  Jocky  Rohinfonu* 
Andrew  Alfhenderus,  et  Jamy  Tonifonus,  et  unus 
Norland-bornus  homo,  valde  valde  anticovcnanter, 
Nomine  Gordonus,  valde  blackmoudus,  et  alter 
(Deil  ftick  it  ignoro  nomen)  flavry  beardius  horrio 
Qui  pottas  dightavit,  et  affas  jecerat  extra. 

Denique  prx  rtliquisGeordeum  affatur,  ct  inquit, 
Oeordi  mi  formane,  inter  ftoutifilmus  omnes, 
Hue  ades  et  crook  faddelos,  hemmafque,  creilefque, 
Brech^mmefque  limul  omnes  bindato  juraentis  ; 
Abltntemque  meum  raggum,  fattumque  mariti 
CurforenijCt  reliquos  troittantes  fumito  averos; 
In  cartis  yokkato  omnes,  extrahito  muckam 
Crofta  per  et  riggas,  atque  ipfas  ante  feneftras 
Neberns,  et  aliquid  fin  ipfa  contra  loquatur. 
In  fydis  tu  pone  manus,  et  dicito  fart  jade. 

Nee  mora,  formannus  cundlos  flankavit  avei'os, 
Workmannolque  ad  workani  omne.-i  vocavit,  et  i'li 
Extemplo  cartas  bene  fillavere  jigantes  : 
"Whifllavere  viri,  workhorfofque  ordine  fwieros 
Drivavere  foras,  donee  iterunique  iterumque 
Eartavere  omnes,  etficturba  horrida  muftrat, 
Haud  aliter  quam  fi  cum  multis  Spinola  troupis 
Proudus  ad  Oftcndam  marchalfet  fortiter  urbem. 
Interea  ante  alios  dux  Piper  Laius  heros 
Prsecedens,  magtiamque  gcrens  cum  burdine  pypam 
Incif  it  Harlai  cundtis  fonare  batellum. 
Tunc  Neberna  furens  yettam  ipfa  egreira,vldenrque 
Muck-cartas  iranfirc  viam,  vaide  angria  fa^a 


Non  tulit  affrontam  tantam,vcTun"!,  agmifle  fa^lj 
Convocdt  cxfcmpio  Barowmannos  atque  I,acia;'>?, 
lackmannunique,  hiremannos,  pleughdrivfters  at- 
que pleughmannos 
Tumjanttfq;  firntil  reekofo  ex  kitchine  boyns, 
Hunc  qui  dirtiferas  terfit  cum  difticlouty  dilhas, 
Hunc  qui  gruelias  fcivit  bene  lickere  plcttas, 
P^t  filtpannifumos,  et  widebricato^  fiHicrdS, 
HeI!:€orque  eiiam  fakeros  duxit  ab  amris, 
Coalhcughos  nigri  girnar.tes  more  divclli, 
l.ifeguardamqwe  f;bi  frevas  vocat  iniproba  laflas, 
I   Maggxam  niagis  doi>am  niilkare  cowaas, 
Et  dodlutn  fwcepare  flooras,  et  flernere  beddas, 
Quasque  novit  Ipinnare,  et  longas  ducere  threedas'f 
Nanfsam,  claves  bene  qux  keepaverat  omnes, 
Yillantemque  Elpen,  longo  bardamque  AnapcUam, 
Farfantemque  fimul  Gyllam,  gllcdamque  Kataam 
Egregie  indutam  blacko  caput  footy  clouto  ; 
MammcEamqlic  fimul  vetu'am,  quae  fciverat  apte 
Infantum  teneras  blande  ofcularicr  arfas ; 
Quisque  lanam  cardare  folet  greafy  fingria  Betty. 
Tum  deum  hungrteos  ventres  Neberna  gruelis 
Farfit,  et  guttas  rawfuinibus  implet  amaris,    [turn,' 
Poilea  newbarm.-e  ingcntem  dedit  omnibus  hauf- 
Staggravere  omnes,  gracdefqiie  ad  fydcra  riftas 
Barmifumi  attollunt,  et  fic  ad  prjalia  marchant. 
Ncc  mora  marcbavit  foras  longo  ordii;e  turma, 
Ipfa  prior  Neberna  fuis  ftout  facta  ribaldis. 
Ruflaeam  manibnsgertaDs  furibunda  gulasum  : 
Tandem  niuckreilios  vocat  ad  peJl-meilia  flaidos. 
"  Ite,  ait,  uglsl  fellows,  fi  qui?  modo  poflhac 
"   Mutkifer  has  nollrastenret  croffare  feneftras, 
"  Juro  quod  ego  ejus  longum  extrahabo  thrapel- 

"  lum, 
"  Et  totam  rivabo  fsciem,  luggafque  giila;o  hoc 
*'  Ex  capita  cuttabo  ferox,  totumque  videbo   [vit." 
"  Pleartbloodum  fliiere  in  terram.     Sic  verba  firn= 
Obftupit  Vitarva  diu  dirtfiuida,  fed  ihdt  _ 
Couragiurn  accipiens,  niuckreilbs  ordina  cuniftos 
MidiJiuj  in  medio  faciem  turnare  elegit. 

O  quakm  primp  fleurem  guftaffes  in  ipfa 
Batteili  onfetto  I   Pugnat  nuickrcillius  heros 
Fortiter,  et  muckam  per  pofteriora  cadehteni 
In  creiiibusfboolare  ardct.     Sic  dirta  volavit. 

0  quale  hoc  burly  hurly  fuit,  fi  forte  vidilfes 
Pypanres  arias,  et  flavo  finguine  breeckas 
Dripantes,  hnminumque  heartasad  p-rxlia  farntas '. 

O  qualis  firy  fary  fuit,  namque  alteri  nemo 
Ne  vd  footbreddum  yerd;*'.  yieldare  vclei.iat. 
Stout  erat  ambo  quldem,  v,jldtque  hardhearta  ca^ 

terva! 
Tum  vtro  e  medio  inurkdryvfter  profillt  unus 
Gallanta;ushomo,et  greppam  ininatur  in  ipfam 
Nebernam,  (quoniam  niifcie  fcaldaveiat  onin"£s) 
Dirravitque  t<tani  pcticotam  guttu:e  thicko, 
Pcarlineafque  ejus  Ikirtas,  filkamque  gownKam, 
Vafquineamque  rubram  mui.kfiierda  begariavit. 
Et  tunc  ille  fuit  valde  faintheartiis,  et  ivit 
Valde  procul,  metuens  fliottam  wound6mqtie  pro- 

fiindura.  ,     . 

Sed  nee  valde  procul  fuerat  revengia  in  ilium ; 
Extemplo  Gilla^a  feros.  invafit,  et  ejus 
In  faciem  girnavit  atrox,  et  tigrida  facfta 
Bpuble^te.^l  grippans  berdam,  fic  dixit  ad  ilium  t 
Vadc  don:um,  fikhaie  nequam,  aut  te  iiitctliciabo«j 
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Tunc  cum  gerculeo  jnagnum  fecit  Gilly  whippum, 
Ingentcmque  manu  fherdam  levavit,  et  omnem 
Gallantai  hominis  gaflibeardam  befmeariavit ; 
Sume  tibi  hoc,  inquit,  fneefing  valdc  operativum, 
Pro  premio,  fwingere,  tuo,  turn  denique  fleido 
Ingentem  GUly  wamphra  dqdit,  validamque  ne- 

vellam, 
Ingeminatque  iterum,  donee  bis  fecerit  ignem 
Ambobus  fugere  ex  oculis  ;  fic  Gylla  triumphat. 
Obftupuit  bombaizdus  homo  ;  backumque  repente 
Turnavit  veluti  nafus  bloodafiet ;  et  O  fy ! 
Ter  quater  exclamat,  et  6  quam  foede  neezavit ! 
Disjuniumqueomneevomuit  valde  hungriushomo, 
Laufavitque  lupra  a'qne  infra,  miferabile  vifu, 
Et  luggas  necko  imponens,  fic  cucurit  abfei:s ; 
Non  audens  gimpare  iterum,  nennworfa  tuliflet. 

Hsec  Neberna  videns  yellavit  turpia  verba, 
Et  fy,  fy  '.  exclamat,  prope  nunc  vidloria  lofta  eft. 
Nee  mora,  terribilem  fillavit  dira  canonem, 


Elatifque  hippis  magno  cum  murmure  fartam 
Barytonam  eniifit,  veluti  monfmegga  cracaffet. 
Tuni  vero  q-.iackarunt  hoRes,  flightamque  repente 
Sunipferuut,  retrofpexit  Jackmannus,  et  ipfe 
Sheepheadus  metuit  fonitumquc  idlumque  buleti. 

Quod  fi  King  Spanius,  Fhilippus  nomine,  feptera 
Hifcc  confimiles  habuiffet  forte  canones 
Batterare  flu^fTam,  fluiffam  dingaffet  in  affam. 
Aut  fi  tot  magnus  Luclovicus  forte  dedilTet 
Ingentes  fartas  ad  nicenia  Moutalbana, 
Ipiam  continue  townam  dingalTet  iti  yerdam. 

Exit  Congrevius,  wracco  omnia  tendere  videns, 
Confiliumque  meum  fi  non  accipitis,  inquic, 
]  Pulchras  fcartabo  facies,  et  vos  worriabo  : 
Sed  needlo  per  feultram  btoddatus,  inque  privatas 
Partes  ftobbatus,  greitins  lookanfque  grivate, 
Barlafumie  clamTit,  ct  dixit,  O  dcus  !  6  Cxod  1 
Quid  multis  ?  Sic  iraya  fuit,  fic  guifa  perada  eft, 
Una  ncc  iiiterea  fpillata  eft  droppa  cruoris. 


EPIGRAMS. 


I. 

The  Scottifli  kirk  the  Englifh  church  do  name ; 

The  Englifh  church  the  Scots  a  kirk  do  call. 

Kirk,  and  not  church,  church  and  not  kirk,  O 
fliame. 

Your  Kappa  turn  in  chi,  or  periih  all. 

AfTemblies  meet,  poft  bifhops  to  the  court, 

If  thefe  two  nations  fight,  'tis  ftrangers  fport. 
II. 

Against  the  king,  Sir,  now  why  would  ye  fight 

f  orfooth,  becaufe  he  dubb'd  me  ncit  a  knight  ? 

And  ye,my  lords,  why  arm  ye 'gainil  King  Charles? 

Eecaufc  of  lords  he  would  not  make  us  earls. 

Earls,  why  do  ye  lead  forth  thefe  warlike  bands  ? 

Becaufe  we  will  not  quit  the  church's  lands. 

Moft  holy  church-men,  what  is  your  intent? 

The  king  our  ftipends  largely  did  augment. 

Commons  to  tumult  thus,  why  are  you  driven  ? 

Prieils  us  perfuade  it  is  the  way  to  heaven. 

Are  thefe  juft  caufe  of  war,  (good  people), grant : 
Hoe !  plunder !  thou  ne'er  fwore  our  covenant. 

Give  me  a  thoufand  cov'nants,  I'll  fubfcrive 

Them  all,  and  more,  if  more  ye  can  contrive, 

Of  rage  and  malice  ;  and  let  every  one 

Black  treafon  bear,  not  bare  rebellion. 

I'll  not  be  mock'd,  hifs'd,  plunder'd,  banifli'd  hence 

For  more  years  ftanding  for  a  *  *  *  *  prince. 

His  caftles  all  are  taken,  and  his  crown. 

His  fword  and  fceptre,  cnfigns  of  renown, 

With  that  lieutenant,  fame  did  fo  extol, 

And  captives  carried  to  the  capital, 

I'll  not  die  martyr  for  a  mortal  thing, 

'Tis  enough  to  be  confeffor  for  a  king. 

Will  this  you  give  contentment,  honeft  men  ? 

I've  written  rebels?  pox  upon  the  pen. 

III. 
The  king  a  negative  voice  moft  juftly  hath, 
Since  the  kirk  hath  found  out  a  negativs  faith. 
Vol  IV, 


In  parliament  one  voted  for  the  king. 
The  crowd  did  murmur  he  might  for  it  fmart ; 
His  voice  again  being  heard,  was  no  fuch  thing, 
for  that  which  was  miftaken  was  a  fart. 

V. 
BotD  Scots,  at  Bannockburn  ye  kill'd  ymr  king, 
Then  did  in  parliament  approve  the  facft; 

nd  would  ye  Charles  to  fuch  a  non-plus  bring 
To  authorife  rebellion  by  an  ait.  fmay  be  ? 

Well,  what  ye  crave,  who  knows  but  granted 
But  if  he  do't,  caufe  fwaddlc  him  for  a  baby. 
\].  A  Reply. 
Swaddl'd  is  the  baby,  and  almoft  two  years 
(His  fwadd'ling  time)  did  neither  cry  nor  flir. 
But  ilar'd,fmil'd,  did  lie  ftill,  void  of  all  fears, 
And  fleep'd,  though  barked  at  by  every  cur. 
Yea  had  not  wak'd,  if  Lefly  that  hoarfe  nurfe 
Had  not  him  hardly  rock'd,  old  wives  him  curfc. 
Vll. 
The  king,  nor  band,  nor  hoft  had  him  to  follow 
Of  all  his  fubjedls;  they  weie  given  to  thee, 
Lefly.     Who  is  the  greateft  .    By  Apollo, 
The  emperor  thou,  fome  palfegravc  fcarce  feems  he. 
Could'ft  thou  pull  lords  as  we  do  bifhops  down, 
Small  diftance  were  between  thee  and  a  crown. 

VIII. 
When  lately  Pym  defcended  into  hell. 
Ere  he  the  cups  of  Lethe  did  caroufc, 
vA'hat  place  that  was,  he  called  loud  to  tell. 
To  whom,  a  devil .  this  is  the  lower  houfe. 

!X.    '^rhe  Statue  of  Alcides. 
FtoRA  upon  a  time 
Naked  Alcides  ftatue  did  behold. 
And  with  delight  admir'd  each  amorous  limb, 
Only  one  fault,  (he  faid,  could  be  oft  told. 
For  by  right  lymmetiy 
The  craftfman  ha.i  him  wrong'd, 
To  fuch  tall  joints  a  taller  club  bclong'd : 
Xx 
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The  club  hunjf  by  his  thigh, 

To  which  the  Ifacuarjr  did  reply, 

Fair  nymph,  in  ancient  days  your  *   *   *  by  far 

Were  not  fo  hugely  vaft  as  now  they  are. 
X. 

Great  lies  they  te'J,  preach  our  church  cannot  err, 

J^ds  lies,  who  fay  the  king's  not  head  of  her; 

Great  lies,  who  cry  we  may  fhed  others  blood, 

JLefs  lies,  who  fwear  dumb  bifhops  are  nor  good  ; 

Gj  eat  lies  tlicy  vent,  fay  we  for  God  do  fight ; 

J.efs  lies,  who  gucfs  the  king  does  nothing  right; 

Great  lies  and  lefs  lies  all  our  aims  dtfcry. 

To  pulpits  fonie,  to  camp  the  reft  apply. 

X}.  A  S-pceth  at  the  King's  entiy  inta  the  Toivn  cf 
Jjinlitigotv,  fronounctd  by  Mr.  James  V/if»nan 
Schoolmajier  there,  endofed  in  a  Plafl'er  made  in  the 
_fyi'rc  of  a  Linn. 

Thrice  royal  Sir,  here  I  do  you  befeech, 

Who  art  a  lion,  to  hear  a  lion's  fpeech. 

A  miracle  ;  for,  fince  the  days  of  iEfop, 

No  lion  till  thole  times  his  voice  dar'd  raife  up 

To  fuch  a  majefty  :   then  king  of  men 

The  king  of  beafts  fpeaks  to  thee  from  his  den  ; 

Who,  though  he  now  endofed  be  in  plafter. 

When  he  was  free  was   Lithgow's  wife  fcliool- 
mafter. 

XII, 

A  couNTRy  maid  Amazon  like  did  ride, 

To  fit  mere  fuie  with  leg  on  either  fide  j 
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Her  mother  who  her  fpy'd  faid,  that  ere  long 
She  (hould  juft  penance  fuffer  fur  that  vfrrong'' 
For  when  time  (hould  on  her  more  years  beft'ow. 
That  horfes  hair  between  her  thighs  would  grow. 
Scarce  winter  twice  was  come  (as  was  her  told)     . 
When  file  found  all  to  frizzle  there  with  gold. 
Which  firft  made  her  afraid,  then  turn'd  her  lick. 
And  forc'd  her  keep  hei*  bed  alnioft  a  week. 
At  laft  her  mother  calls,  who  fcarce  for  laughter 
Could  hear  the  pleafant  ftory  of  her  daughter. 
But  th;it  this  frenzy  fliould  no  more  her  vex, 
ohe  fwore'thu!  bearded  were  their  v/eaker  fex; 
Which  when  deny'd,  think  not  (faid  (he)  [  fcorn, 
Behold  the  place  (poor  fool)  where  thou  was  bora. 
The  girl  that  feeing  cry'd,  now  void  of  pain,         1. 
Ah  mother,  you  have  ridden  on  the  mane. 

xm. 

God's  judgments  feldam  ufe  to  ceafe,  unlcfs 
The  fins  which  them  procur'd  men  doconfefs: 
Our  cries  are  Baal's  priells.  our  fafling  vain, 
Our  pray 'rs  not  heard,  nor  aiifwcr'd  u-;  again. 
Till  perjury,  wrong,  rebellion  be  confeft, 
Think  not  on  peace,  nor  to  be  freed  of  peft. 

.4       ..  ^'^• 

The  king  gives  yearly  to  his  fenate  gold, 

Who  can  deny  but  juftice  then  is  fold  1     . 

XV. 
FIere  Rixus  lies,  a  novice  in  the  laws. 
Who  'plains  he  came  to  hell  without  a  caufc. 


PHYLLIS,  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HER  SPARROW. 


An  I  if  ye  alk,  my  friends,  why  this  fait  fliower 

JMy  blubber'd  eyes  upon  this  paper  pour  i' 

Gone  is  my  fparrow,  he  whom  1  did  train, 

And  turn'd  fo  toward,  by  a  cat  is  ilain  ; 

!No  more  with  trembling  wings  Ihall  he  attend 

liis  watchful  miftrefs.    Would  my  life  could  end  ; 

Kfo  more  fhall  I  him  hear  chirp  pretty  lays, 

Have  i  not  caufe  to  lothe  my  tedious  days? 

A  Dedalus  he  was  to  catch  a  fly, 

Kor  wrath,  nor  rancour  men  in  him  could  fpy, 

To  touch  or  wrong  his  tail,  if  any  dar'd 

He  pinch'd  their  fingers,  and  ag.unft  them  vvar'd 

'l~hen  might  that  creft  be  feen  (hake  up  and  down, 

Which  fixed  was  unto  his  little  crown. 

l^ike  Heiftor's,  Troy's  ftrong  bulwark,  when  in  ire 

He  rag'd  tp  fet  the  Grecian  fieet  on  fire.  :  ,  : 

But  (ah,  al:i5  '.)  a  cat  this  prey  efpies, 

Then  with  a  leap  did  thus  our  joys  furprife. 

Undoubtedly  this  hiid  was  kill'd  by  treafon, 

Or  otherwifc  had  of  that  fiend  had  reafon. 

Thus  was  Achilles  by  weak  Paris  flain, 

Axxd  flout  Camilla  fell  by  Arufis  vain. 


So   that  falfe   horfe,  which  Pallas  rais'd  'galnil 
Troy,  ? 

King  Priam  and  that  city  did  deftroy. 
Thou    now  whole    heart    is   big   with   this  frail 

glory, 
Shalt  not  live  long  to  tell  thy  honour's  ftory. 
If  any  knowledge  refteth  after  death 
In  ghofts  of  birds,  when  they  have  left  to  breathe,  { 
A'ly  darling's  ghofl  Ihall  know  in  lower  place,         ,'1 
The  vengeance  falling  on  the  cattifii  race. 
For  never  cat  nor  catling  I  (hall  find, 
But  mew  ihall  they  in  Pluto's  palace  blind. 
Ye  who  with  gawdy  wings  and  bodies  light 
Do  diut  the  air,  turn  hitherwards  your  flight. 
To  my  fad  tears  comply  thefe  notes  of  yours, 
Unto  his  idol  bring  an  harv'ft  of  flowers  ; 
Let  him  accept  from  us,  as  moft  divine  J 

Sabsan  inccnfe,  milk,  food,  fweeteft  wine  ;  \ 

And  on  a  ftonc  let  us  thefe  words  engrave. 
Pilgrim,  the  body  ©f  a  fparrow  brave. 
In  a  fierce  gluttonous  cat's  womb  clus'd  remalnSj 
Whole  ghyft  now  graceth  the  Elyfian  plains. 


J'    O     E     M     S. 


ht 


DIVINE    POEMS, 


T.   Pdler,  efter  the  Benla!  of  his  Majhr. 
I^IKE  to  the  folitary  pelican 
The  (hady  groves  I  haunt,  and  defarts  wild, 
Amongft  wood's  burgeiTes,  from  fight  of  man, 
From  earth's  delight,  from  mine  own  felf  exil'd. 
But  that  remnrle  which  with  my  fall  began, 
Relenteth  not,  nor  is  by  change  turn'd  mild, 
But  rents  my  foul,  and  like  a  familh'd  child 
Renews  its  cries,  though  nurfe  does  what  ihe  can. 
Look  how  the  fkrieking  bird  that  courts  the  night 
In  ruin'd  wall  doth  lurk,  and  gloomy  place, 
Of  fun,  of  moon,  of  ftars  [  fhun  the  light. 
Not  knowing  where  to  Hay,  what  to  embrace  : 
How  to  heaven's  lights  Ihould  I  lift  thefe  of  mine, 
Sith  I  dcnieil  him,  who  made  them  (bine. 

II.    On  the  P'irgin  Mary. 
The  woeful  M^ry  'midft  a  blubber'd  band 
Of  weeping  virgins,  near  unto  the  tree 
Where  God  death  fuffer'd,  man  from  death  to  free, 
Like  to  a  plaintful  nightingale  did  ftahd. 

Which  fees  her  younglings  reft  before  her  eye?. 
And  hath  nought  elfe  to  guard  them  fave  her 
cries : 
Love  thither  had  her  brought,  and  mifbelief 
Of  thefe  fad  news,  which  charg'd  her  mind  to 

fears, 
But  now  her  eyes  more  wretched  than  her  tears, 
B;ar  w.irnefs  (ah,  too  true.)  of  feared  grief: 

Her  doubts  made  certain,  did  her  hopes  deftroy, 
Abandoning  her  foul  to  black  annoy. 
Long  fixing  down-caft  eyes  on  earth  at  lafl 
She  longing  them  did  raife,  (O  torturing  fight  !) 
To  view  what  they  did  ihun,  their  fole  delight 
Embru'd  in  his  own  blooJ,  and  naked  plac'd, 
To  finful  eyes,  naked  fave  that  black  vail 
Which    heaven   him  fhrouded   with,    that  did 
bewail. 
It  was  not  pity,  pain,  grief  did  pofTefs 
The  mother,  but  an  agony  more  ftrange. 
Cheek's  rofes  in  pale  lilies  ftraight  did  change; 
Her  fp'rits  (as  if  ihe  bled  his  blood)  turn'd  lefs, 
When  file  him  faw,  woe  did  all  words  deny. 
And  grief  her  only  fuffer'd  figh,  O  my  ! 
O  my  dear  Lord  and  Son  !  then  fne  began. 
Immortal  birth,  though  of  a  mortal  born, 
Eternal  bounty  which  doth  h.eaven  adorn. 
Without  a  mother,  God;  a  father,  man  : 

Ah,  what  haft  thou  deferv'd,  what  haft  thou 

done  ! 
Thus  to  be  treat  ?  woe's  me,  my  fon,  my  fon  ! 
Who  bruis'd  thy  face,  the  glory  of  this  all, 
Who  eyesi  engorg'd,  load-Ilars  to  paradife, 
Who,  as  thou  were  a  trimmed  facrificc, 
Did  with  that  cruel  crown  thy  brows  impale  ? 
'  Who  rais'd  thee,  whom  fu  oft  the  angels  ferv'd, 
Between  thofe  thieves  who  that  foul  death  ds- 
'      ierv'd? 


Was  it  for  this  thou  bred  waft  in  my  womb  ? 
Mine  arms  a  cradle  ferv'd  thee  to  repofe  ? 
My  milk  thee  fed,  as  morning-dew  the  rofe  ? 
Did  I  thee  keep  till  this  fad  time  fhould  come, 
That  wretched  men  fhould  nail  thee  to  a  tree. 
And  I  a  witnefs  of  thy  pangs  muft  be  ? 
It  is  not  long,  the  way's  beftrow'd  with  flowers. 
With  ftiouts  to  echoing  heavens  and  mountains 

roll'd, 
Since,  as  in  triumph,  I  thee  did  behold 
In  royal  pomp  approach  d  proud  Sion's  towers: 
Lo,  what  a  change  \  who  did  thee  then  em- 
brace. 
Now  at  thee  ftiake  their  heads,  inconftant  race. 
Eternal  Father,  from  whofe  piercing  eye 
Hid  nought  is  fotmd,  that  in  this  all  is  f(;rm'«l 
Deign  to  vouchfafe  a  look  unto  this  round, 
This  round,  the  ftage  of  a  fad  tragedy  :        [know. 
Look  but  if  thy   dear  pledge   thou  here  canft 
On  an  unhappy  tree,  a  fhameful  Ihow, 
Ah  '.  look  if  this  be  he,  Almighty  King, 
Before  heavens  fpangled  were  with  ftars  of  gold, 
E'er  world  a  centre  had  it  to  uphold. 
Whom  from  eternity  thou  forth  didft  bring. 
With  virtue,  form  and  light,  who  did  adorn 
Sky's  radiant   globes,   fee   where  he  hangs  a 
fcorn. 
Did  all  my  prayers  tend  to  this  ?  is  this 
The  promife  that  celeftial  Herald  made 
At  Nazareth,  when  fall  of  joy  he  faia, 
I  happy  was,  and  from  thee  did  me  blefs; 
How  am  I  bleft  .?  no,  moft  unhappy  I, 
Of  all  the  mothers  underneath  the  Iky. 
How  true  and  of  choice  oracles  the  choice 
Was  that  bleft  Hebrew.'  whofe  dear  eyes  in  peace 
T\'!ild  death  did  clofc,  e'er  they  faw  this  difgrace. 
When  he  forefpake  with  more  than  angel's  voice; 
The  fun  ihould  (malice  fign)  be  fet  apart 
Then,  that  a  i'word  ftiould  pierce  the  mother'% 
heart. 
But  whither  doft  thou  go,  life  of  my  foul  ? 
O  ftay  a  little  till  1  die  with  tiice  ; 
And  do  I  live  thee  languifhing  to  fee  .' 
And  cannot  grief  frail  laws  of  life  controul  ■' 
If  grief  prove  weak,  come  cruel  fquadrons  kill, 
Tho  mother,  fpare  the  Son,  he  Jtnows  no  ill: 
He  knows  no  ill,  thofe  pangs bafe  men  are  due 
To  me  and  all  the  world,  fave  him  alone ; 
But  now  he  doth  not  hear  my  bitter  moan  ; 
Too  late  I  cry,  too  late  I  'plaints  renew; 

pale  sire  ^is  lips,  down  doth  his  head  decline. 
Dim  turn  thofe  eyes  once  wont  fo  bright  to 
fhine.  [move. 

The    heavens   which   in   their  manfions   conftanu 
That  they  may  not  feem  guilty  of  this  crime. 
Benighted  have  the  golden  eye  of  time; 
Ungraiefal  earth,  catill  thou  fuch  fhaine  appn^ve. 
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And  feem  unmovM  this  done  upon  thy  face, 
Earth    trembled    then,    and    fhe    did   hold 
peace. 

III.  Hymn. 
Him,  whom  the  earth,  the  fea  and  Iky 
Worfhip,  adore  and  magnify; 
And  doth  this  threefold  engine  fleer, 
Mary's  pure  clofet  now  doth  bear. 

Whom  fun  and  moon,  and  creatures  all, 
Serving  at  times,  obey  his  call ; 
Pouring  from  heaven  his  facred  grace, 
I'  th'  virgin's  bowels  hath  ta'en  place. 

Mother  moft  bleft  by  fuch  a  dower, 
Whofe  maker,  Lord  of  higheft  power; 
Who  this  wide  world  in  hand  contains, 
In  thy  womb's  ark  himfelf  reftrains. 

Bleft  by  a  meffage  from  heaven  brought, 
Fertile  with  Holy  Ghoft  full  fraught ;     • 
Of  nation*  the  dtfired  King, 
Within  thy  facred  womb  doth  fpring. 

Lord  may  thy  glory  ftiil  endure, 
Who  born  waft  of  a  virgin  pure; 
The  Father's  and  the  Sp'rit's  of  love 
Which  endlefs  worlds  may  not  remove. 
IV.   An  Ei'ening  Hymn. 
Maker  of  all,  we  thee  entreat. 
Before  the  joyful  light  defcend. 
That  thou  with  wonted  mercy  great 
Us,  as  our  keeper  would'fl  defend. 

Let  idle  dreams  be  far  away, 
And  vain  iliufions  of  the  night, 
Reprefs  our  foe,  leaft  that  he  may 
Our  bodies  to  foul  luft  incite. 

Let  this,  O  Father,  granted  be. 
Through  our  dear  Saviour's  boundlefs  merit, 
Who  doth  for  ever  live  with  thee. 
Together  vnth  the  holy  Spirit. 

V.  Complaint  of  the  BUJfed  Virgin. 
The  mother  flood  v/ith  grief  confounded, 
Near  the  crofs ;  her  tears  abounded. 

While  her  dear  Son  hanged  was, 
Through  whofe  foul,  her  fighs  forth  venting, 
Sadly  mourning  and  lamenting, 

Sharpefl  points  of  fwords  did  pafs  : 
O  how  fad  and  how  diftrefs'd, 
Was  the  mother  ever-blefs'd. 

Who  God's  only  Son  forth-brought. 
She  in  grief  and  woes  did  lahguifii, 
Quaking  to  behold  what  anguifh 

To  her  noble  Son  was  wrought. 

VI.   Hynin  upon  ths  Nativity. 
Christ,  whofe  redemption  all  doth  free, 
Son  of  the  Father,  v/ho  alone 
Before  the  world  began  to  be, 
Didfl  fpring  from  him  by  meaqs  unknown. 

Thou  his  clear  brightnefs,  thou  his  light. 
Thou  everlafling  hope  of  all, 
Oblerve  the  prayers  which  in  thy  fight 
Thy  fervants  through  the  world  let  fall.  , 

O  deareft  Saviour  bear  in  mind 
That  of  our  body  thou  a  child 


her 


DiJ£l  v^hllom  take  the  natural  kind, 
Born  of  the  virgin  undefil'd. 

This  much  the  prefent  day  makes  known, 
Palling  the  circuit  of  the  year. 
That  thou  from  thy  high  Father's  throne 
The  world's  fole  fafety  didfl  appear. 

The  highcfl  heaven,  the  earth  and  feas. 
And  all  that  is  within  them  found, 
Becaufe  he  fent  thee  us  to  cafe 
With  mirthful  fongs  his  praife  rcfound. 
We  alfo  who  redeemed  are 
With  thy  pure  blood  from  finful  flate, 
For  this  thy  birth-day  will  prepare 
New  hymns  this  feafb  to  celebrate. 

Glory,  O  Lord,  be  given  to  thee 
Whom  the  unfpotted  virgin  bore, 
And  glory  to  thee,  Father,  be. 
And  th'  Holy  Ghofl  for  evermore. 
VII.   Hymn  iifor-  the  Innocents. 
Hail  you  fweet  babes  that  are  the  flowers, 
Whom  (when  you  life  begin  te  tafle), 
The  enemy  of  Chrifl  devours. 
As  whirlwinds  down  the  rofes  call. 

Firfl  facrifice  to  Chrifl  you  went, 
Of  ofier'd  lambs  a  tender  fort ; 
With  palms  and  crowns  you  innocent 
Before  the  facred  altar  fport. 

VIII.   Dedication  of  a  Cbureh, 
Jerusalem,  that  place  divine, 
The  vifion  of  fweet  peace  is  nam'd. 
In  heaven  her  glorious  turrets  fhine. 
Her  walls  of  living  flones  are  fram'd. 
While  angels  guard  her  on  each  fide, 
Fit  company  for  fuch  a  bride. 
She  deck'd  in  new  attire  from  heaven, 
Her  wedding-chamber  now  defcends, 
Prepar'd  in  marriage  to  be  given 
To  Chrifl,  on  whom  her  joy  depends. 
Her  walls  wherewith  fhe  is  enclos'd, 
And  flreets  are  of  pure  gold  compos'd. 
The  gates  adorn'd  with  pearls  mofl  bright 
The  way  to  hidden  glory  fhow. 
And  thither  by  the  blcffed  might 
Of  faith  in  Jefus's  merits  go. 

All  thefe  who  are  on  earth  dlflrefl 
Becaufe  they  have  Chfifl's  name  profefl. 
Thefe  flones  the  wcrk-men  drefs  and  beat. 
Before  they  throughly  polifh'd  are. 
Then  each  is  in  his  proper  feat 
Ellablifh'd  by  the  builder's  care. 
In  this  fair  frame  to  Hand  for  ever, 
So  join'd  that  them  no  force  can  fever. 
To  God  who  fits  in  highefl  feat, 
Glory  and  power  given  be. 
To  Father,  Son,  and  Paraclete, 
Who  reign  in  equal  dignity, 

Whofe  boundlefs  power  we  ftill  adore, 
And  fing  their  praife  for  evermore. 
IX.   Hymn. 
Jesu,  our  prayers  with  mildnefs  hear. 
Who  art  the  crown  which  virgins  decks. 
Whom  a  pure  maid  did  breed  and  bear, 
The  folc  example  of  her  fex. 
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•fhou  feeding  there  where  lilies  fpring. 

While  round  about  the  virgins  dance, 

Thy  fpoufe  doft  to  glory  bring. 

And  them  with  high  rewards  advance. 

The  virgins  follow  in  thy  ways 

Whitherfoever  thou  doft  go, 

They  trace  thy  fteps  with  fongs  of  pralfe, 

And  in  fweet  hymns  thy  glory  fhow, 

Caufe  thy  protetfting  grace  we  pray 

In  all  our  fenfes  to  abound, 

Keeping  from'  them  ak  harms  which  may 

Our  fouls  with  foul  corruption  wound. 

Praife,  honour,  flrength,  and  glory  great 

To  God,, the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  to  the  holy  Paraclete, 

While  time  iafts,  and  when  time  is  done. 
X.   Hymn. 
Benign  Creator  of  the  flars, 
Eternal  hght  of  faithful  eyes, 
Chrlft,  whofe  redemption  none  debars. 
Do  not  our  humble  prayers  defpife. 
Who  for  the  ftate  of  mankind  griev'd. 
That  it  by  death  deftroy'd  ftiould  bs. 
Haft  the  difeafed  world  reliev'd, 
And  given  the  guilty  remedy. 
When  th'  evening  of  the  world  drew  near, 
Thou  as  a  bridegroom  deign'ft  to  come 
Out  of  thy  wedding-chamber  dear, 
Thy  virgin  mother's  pureft  womb. 
To  the  fcrong  force  of  whofe  high  reign 
All  knees  arc  bow'd  with  gefture  low. 
Creatures  which  heaven  or  earth  contain, 
With  rev'rence  their  fubjedtlon  fhow. 
O  holy  Lord,  we  thee  defire, 
Whom  we  expedb  to  ju(ige  all  faults, 
Preferve  us  as  the  times  require. 
From  our  deceitful  foes  alTaults. 

Praife,  honour,  ftrength,  and  glory  great, 

To  God,  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 

And  to  the  holy  Paraclete, 

Whilft  time  Iafts,  and  when  time  b  dune. 
XF.   Hymn  for  Sunday. 
O  Blest  Creator  of  the  light. 
Who  bringing  forth  the  light  of  days 
With  the  firft  work  of  fpkndor  bright, 
The  world  didft  to  beginning  raife. 
Who  morn  with  evening  jcin'd  in  one 
Commandeft  fliould  be  cali'd  the  day  : 
The  foul  coi.fufion  now  is  gone, 
O  hear  us  when  with  tears  we  pray  ; 
Left  that  the  mind  with  fears  full  fraught, 
Shovjld  lofe  beft  life's  eternal  gains. 
While  it  hath  no  irtmortal  thought. 
But  is  inwrapt  in  finfui  chains. 
O  may  it  beat  the  inmoft  Iky, 
And  the  reward  of  life  polTefs; 
May  we  from  hurtful  adions  fly, 
And  purge  away  all  wickednefs. 

Dear  Father,  grant  what  we  entreat, 
And  only  Son  who  like  power  haft, 
Together  with  the  Paraclete, 
Reigning  whilft  times  and  sges  laft. 


XII.   Hymn  for  Monday. 
Great  Maker  of  the  heavens  wide, 
Who  leaft  things  mixt  fliould  all  confoUnd; 
The  floods  and  waters  didft  divide. 
And  didft  appoint  the  heavens  their  bound. 
Ordering  where  heavenly  things  fliall  (lay, 
Where  ftreams  fiiall  run  on  earthly  foil, 
That  waters  may  the  flames  allay, 
Leaft  they  the  globe  of  earth  fliould  fpoii. 
Sweet  Lord  into  our  minds  infufe 
The  gift  of  everhifting  grace. 
That  no  old  faults  which  we  did  ufe 
May  with  new  frauds  our  fouls  deface. 
May  our  true  faith  obtain  the  light, 
And  fuch  clear  beams  our  hearts  pofltfs. 
That  it  vain  things  may  banifli  quite, 
And  that  no  falfehood  it  opprefs. 

Dear  Father  grant  what  we  entreat,  l^V. 
Xin.   Hynnfor  Tufday. 
Great  Maker  of  man's  earthly  realm, 
Who  didft  the  ground  from  waters  take, 
Which  did  the  troubled  land  o'crwhelm, 
And  it  unmoveable  didft  make. 
That  rhere  young  plants  might  fitly  fprlrg. 
While  it  with  golden  flowers  attii'd 
Might  forth  ripe  fruit  in  plenty  bring. 
And  yield  fvvcet  fruit  by  all  delir'd. 

With  fragrant  greennefs  of  thy  grace 
Our  blafted  fouls  of  wounds  releafe, 
That  tears  foul  fins  away  may  chafe. 
And  in  the  mind  bad  motions  ceafi  ; 
May  It  obey  thy  heavenly  voice. 
And  never  drawing  near  to  ill, 
T'  abound  in  goodnefs  may  rejoice, 
And  may  no  mortal  Hn  fulfil. 
Dear  Father,  '^c. 

XiV.   Hymn  for  Wedmfday. 
O  HOLY  God  of  heavenly  frame, 
Who  mak'ft  the  pole's  high  centre  bright. 
And  paint'ft  the  fame  wirh  fliining  flames^ 
Adiirning  it  with  beauteous  light  : 

Who,  framing  on  the  fourth  of  days 
The  fiery  chariot  of  the  fun, 
Appoint'ft  the  moon  her  changing  rays, 
And  orbs  in  which  the  planets  run. 

That  thou  mighi'll  by  a  certain  bound 
'  Twixt  night  and  day  divifion  make  ; 
And  that  fome  fure  fign  might  be  found 
To  fliow  when  months  beginning  take. 
Men's  hearts  with  lightfome  fplendor  bleft, 
Wipe  from  their  minds  polluting  fpots, 
Diffolve  the  bond  of  guiltinefs. 
Throw  down  the  heaps  of  fmful  blots. 

Dear  Father,  \^c. 

XV.  Hymn  for  TLurfday. 
O  God,  whofe  forces  far  extend. 
Who  creatures  which  from  waters  fpring 
Back  to  the  flood  doft  partly  fend, 
And  up  to  th'  air  doft  partly  bring. 
Some  in  the  waters  deeply  div'd. 
Some  p'saying  in  the  heavens  abovej 
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That  natures  from  ♦nc  ftock  deriv'd 
May  thus  to  feveral  dwellings  move  : 
Upon  thy  fervants  grace  bellow, 
V/hofe  fouls  thy  bloody  waters  clear. 
That  they  no  finful  falls  may  know, 
Nor  heavy  grief  of  death  may  bear : 
That  fm  no  foul  opprefl  may  thrall, 
That  none  be  lifted  high  with  pride, 
That  minds  caft  downward  do  not  fall, 
Nor  raifed  up  may  backward  Aide. 

l)ear  Father,  t^f. 

XVI.   Hymn  far  Friday. 
God,  from  whofe  work  mankind  did  fpring, 
V/ho  all  in  rule  dofl  only  keep, 
Bidding  the  dry  land  forth  to  bring 
All  kind  of  beafcs  which  on  it  creep  : 
Who  haft  made  fubje(ft  to  man's  hand 
Great  bodies  of  each  mighty  thing, 
That  taking  life  from  thy  command. 
They  might  in  order  ferve  their  King. 

From  us  thy  fervants  (Lord)  expel 
Thcfe  errors  which  uncieannefs  breeds, 
Which  either  in  our  manners  dwell, 
Or  mix  thcmfelves  among  our  deeds. 
Give  the  rewards  of  joyful  life  ; 
The  plenteous  gifts  of  grace  increafe ; 
Diffolve  the  cruel  bonds  of  flrife  ; 
Knit  faft  the  happy  league  of  peace. 

Dear  Father,  \3'c. 

XVFl.   Hymn  for  Saturday. 
P  Trinity,  O  bleffed  light, 
O  Unity,  mofb  principal ; 
The  fiery  fun  now  leaves  our  fight, 
t)aufe  in  our  hearts  thy  beams  to  fall": 

Let  us  with  fons  of  praife  divine 
At  morn  and  evening  thee  implore, 
And  let  our  glory  bow'd  to  thine 
Thee  glorify  for  ever  more. 

To  God  the  Father  glory  great. 

And  glory  to  his  only  Son, 

And  to  the  holy  Paraclete, 

Both  now  and  ftill  while  ages  run. 

UPON  THE  SUNDAYS  IN  LENT. 
XVIII.  Hymn. 
6  merciful  Creator,  bear 
Our  prayers  to  thee  devoutly  bent, 
Which  we  pour  forth  with  many  a  tear 
In  this  mofl  holy  faft  of  Lent. 
ThoH  mildeft  fearcher  of  each  heart, 
Vv'^ho  know'fl  the  weaknefs  of  our  ftrength 
To  us  forgiving  grace  impart. 
Since  wc  return  to  thee  at  length. 

Ivludh  have  we  finned  to  our  fhame, 
But  fpare  us  who  our  fms  confefs ; 
And  for  the  glory  of  thy  name 
To  our  Ikk  fouls  afford  redrefs. 

Grant  that  the  flefh  may  be  fo  pin'd 
By  means  of  outward  abftinence, 
A»  that  the  fober  watchful  mind 
May  faft  from  fpots  of  all  offence. 
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Grant  this,  O  bleffed  Trinity"; 
Pure  Unity  to  this  incline, 
That  the  eftecfts  of  fafts  may  he 
A  grateful  recompence  for  thine. 

XIX.  On  the  Afcenfwn  Day. 
O  Jesu,  who  our  fouls  doft  favc. 
On  whom  our  love  and  hopes  depend, 
God  from  whom  all  things  being  have, 
Man  when  the  world  drew  to  an  end. 
What  clemency  thee  vanquiflat  fo. 
Upon  thee  our  foul  crimes  to  take, 
And  cruel  death  to  undergo. 
That  thou  from  death  us  free  might  make. 
Let  thine  own  goodnefs  to  thee  bend,  - 
That  thou  our  fins  may'ft  put  to  flio-ht  j 
Spare  us,  and  as  our  wiflies  tend, 
O  fatisfy  us  with  thy  fight  ; 
Mayfl  thou  our  joyful  pleafures  be, 
Who  fhall  be  our  expe(5led  gain. 
And  let  our  glory  be  in  thee 
While  any  ages  iliall  remain. 

XX.  Hymn  for  Wh'itfunijy. 
Creator,  Holy  Ghoft  delcend, 
Vjfit  our  minds  with  thy  bright  flame, 
And  thy  celeftial  grace  extend 
To  fill  the  hearts  which  thou  didft  frame : 
Who  Paraclete  are  faid  to  be. 
Gift  which  the  higheft  God  beftows. 
Fountain  of  life,  fire,  charity. 
Ointment  whence  ghoftly  blelfings  flows. 
Thy  feven-fold  grace  thou  down  doft  fend. 
Of  God's  right  hand  thou  finger  art. 
Thou  by  the  Father  promifed 
Unto  our  mouths  doft  fpeech  impart. 
In  our  dull  fenfes  kindle  light ; 
Infufe  thy  love  into  our  hearts, 
Reforming  with  perpetual  light 
Th'  infirmities  of  fleflily  parts. 
Far  from  our  dwelling  drive  our  foe,' 
xA.nd  quickly  peace  unto  us  bring. 
Be  thou  our  guide,  before  to  go. 
That  wc  may  fhun  each  hurtful  thing. 
Be  pleafed  to  inftrud  our  mind, 
To  know  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
The  Spirit  who  them  both  doft  bind. 
Let  us  believe  while  ages  run. 

To  God  the  Father  glory  great. 

And  to  the  Son  who  from  the  dead 

Arofe,  and  to  the  Paraclete 

Beyond  all  time  imagined. 
XXI.    On  the  Transfgvration  of  our  Lord,  the  6.'/5  0/ 

Augujl.      A  Hymn. 
All  you  that  feek  Chrift,  let  your  fight 
Up  to  the  height  diredted  be. 
For  there  you  may  the  fign  moft  bright 
Of  everlafting  glory  fee. 
A  radiant  light  we  there  behold, 
Endlefs,  unbounded,  lofty,  high : 
Than  heaven  or  that  rude  heap  more  old, 
Wherein  the  world  confus'd  did  lie. 
The  Gentiles  this  great  Prince  embrace  j 
The  Jews  obey  this  Swing's  command, 
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PromisM  to  Abraliam  and  his  race 
A  blefling  while  the  world  (hall  Hand. 

By  mouths  of  prophets  free  from  lies,  . 
Who  feal  the  witnels  which  they  bear, 
His  Father  bidding  teftifies 
That  we  fhould  him  beheve  and  hear  : 

Glory,  O  Lord,  be  given  to. thee, 
Who  haft  appear'd  upon  this  d^y  ; 
And  glory  to  the  Father  be, 
And  to  the  Holy  Ghoft  for  ay. 


XXII.   On  the  Fcajl  vf  St.  Michael  the  Arch-Angd. 
To  thee,  O  Chrilt,  thy  Father's  light. 
Life,  virtue,  which  our  heart  infpires. 
In  prefence  of  thine  angels  bright. 
We  fing  with  voice  and  with  defires: 
Curfelves  we  mutually  invite, 
1<)  melody  with  anfwering  quires. 
With  reverence  we  thefe  folaiers  praife,  ' 

V/ho  near  the  heavenly  throne  abide. 
And  chiefly  him  whom  God  doth  raife, 
His  flrong  celeftial  hoft  to  guide  ; 
Michael  who  by  his  power  difmays, 
i  And  beateth  down  the  devils  pride. 


AN    ELEGY 


upon    the    ViSiorious    Khig    of  Siveden,     GuJSavus 
I  Adolphiis. . 

Like  a  cold  fatal  fweat  which  ufliers  death, 
iMy  thoughts  hang  on  me,3nd  by  labouring  breath 
Stopt  up  with  fighs,  my  fancy  big  with  woes 
feels  two  twin  mountains  ftruggle  in  her  throws, 
Of  boHndlefs  forrow  th'  one,  tli'  other  of  fm. 
For  lefs  let  no  man  call  it,  to  begin 
Where  honour  ends  in  great  Guitavus'  flame. 
That  {lill  burn'd  out  and  wafled  to  a  name, 
Does  barely  live  v\ith  us,  and  when  the  lluff 
Which  fed  it  fails,  the  taper  turns  to  fnuff; 
With  this  poor  fnuff,  this  airy  fliadow,  wc 
Pf  fame  and  honour  muft  contented  be, 
Since  from  the  vain  grafp  of  our  wiflies  fled 
Their  glorious  fubftances,  now  he  is  dead. 
Jipcak  ir  again,  and  louder,  h.uder  yet, 
£,lfe  whilft  vifc  hear  the  found  we  fliall  forget 
W  hat  it  delivers,  let  hoarfe  rumour  cry 
Till  ftie  fo  many  echoes  multiply, 
ri'hat  may  like  numerous  witneffcs  confute 
Our  unbelieving  fouls  that  would  difpute 
jAnd  doubt  this  truth  for  ever,  this  one  way 
Is  left  our  incredulity  to  fway  ; 
T'  awaken  our  deaf  fenfe,  and  make  our  ears 
As  open,  and  dilated  as  our  tears. 
That  \V3  may  feel  the  blow,  and  feeling  grieve 
At  what  we  would  not  fain,  but  mud  believe. 
And  in  that  horrid  faith  behold  the  world 
from  her  proud  heigiiccf  es;;cclation  hurl'd; 
Sccoping  with  him,  as  if  fl^.s  itrove  to  have 
No  lower  centre  now,  than  Sweden's  grave. 
,    O  cuiild  not  all  the  purchas'd  vidoriea 
Like  to  thy  fame  thy  fitfh  immortalize  ? 
Were  not  thy  virtue,  nor  thy  valour  charms 
To  guard  thy  body  fron;  thofe  outward  harms 
Which  could  not  reach  thy  foul  ?  could  not  thy 

fpirit 
I,end  fomewhat  which  thy  frailfj  could  inherit. 
From  thy  diviner  part  that  death  nor  heat 
JMor  envy's  bullets  e'er  could  penetrate;  ? 
Could  not  thy  early  trophies  in,ftern  fight 
Turn  from  the  Pole,  the  Dane,  the  Mufcovite  ? 


Which  were  thy  triumphs,  feeds  as  pledges  fcwn. 

That  when  thy  honour's  harvefl  was  rijie  grov.m 

With  full  plum'd  wing  thou  falcon-like  could  fly, 

And  cuff  the  eagle  in  the  German  fky, 

Forcing  his  iron  beak,  and  feathers  feel 

They  were  not  proof  'gainil  thy  victorious  fleel. 

Could  not  all  thefe  protedl  thee,  or  prevail, 

To  fright  that  coward  death,  who  of:  grew  pale 

To  look  thee  and  thy  battles  in  the  face  ? 

Alas  they  could  not ;  delliny  gives  place 

■|'o  none.     Nor  is  it  feen  that  princes  lives    • 

Can  faved  be  by  their  prerogatives  : 

No  more  was  thine  ;  who,  clos'd  in  thy  cold  lead, 

Doll  from  thyfelf  a  mournful  leilure  read  _ 

Uf  man's  fhort  dated  glory.    Learn  you  kihgs. 

You  are  like  him  but  penetrable  things, 

Though  you  from  demi-gods  derive  yonr  birth, 

You  are  at  beft  but  honourable  earth. 

And  howc'tr  fifted  from  that  courfer  bran 

Which  doth  compound  and  knead  the  commom 

man; 
Nothing  immortal,  or  from  earth  rcEn'd 
About  you,  but  your  office  and  your  mind. 
Hear  then,  break  your  falfe  glaites  which  prefcnt 
You  greater  than  your  Maker  ever  meant. 
Muke  truth  your  mirror  now,  fince  you  find  all 

I  hat  flatter  you,  confuted  by  his  fail. 

Yet  fince  it  was  decreed  thy  life's  bright  fua 

Mufl  be  eclip/d  e'er  thy  full  courfe  v/as  run, 

Be  proud  thiu  didll  in  thy  black  obfcqiiies 

V/ith  greater  trlory'fet  than  others  rife. 

For  in  thy  death,  as  lii'e,  thou  holdeft  one 

Moll  juft  and  regular  proportion. 

Look  how  the  circles  drawn  by  compafs  meet 

Indivihbly,  joined  head  to  feet; 

And  by  continued  points  which  them  units 

Grow  at  once  circular,  and  infmite. 

So  did  thy  fate  and  honour  both  contend 

To  match  thy  brave  beginning  with  thine  end^ 

Therefore  thou  liadft  inftcad  of  palluig  bells 

The  drums,  and  canons,  thunoer  for  thy  knells; 

A.id  in  the  field  thou  didft  triumphing  die, 

ClofiDg  thy  eye-iids  with  a  vlcftory, 
X  X  iiij 
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That  fo  by  thoufands  that  there  loft  their  breath, 
King  like,  thou  might'ft  be  waited  on  in  death. 

Liv'd  Plutarch  now,  and  would  of  Csfcr  tell, 
He  could  make  none  but  thee  his  parallel, 
Whofe  tide  of  glory  fvcelling  to  th^  brim 
Needs  borrow  no  addition  from  him  : 
When  did  great  Julius  in  any  clime 
Atchicve  fo.  much,  and  in  fo  fliort  a  time  ? 
Or  it  he  did,  yet  ftialt  thou  in  that  land 
Single  for  him,  and  unexampled  ftand. 
When  over  the  Germans  firft  his  eagle  tow'rd, 
What  faw  the  legions  which  on  them  he  pour'd, 
But  maffy  bodies  made  fheir  Iwords  to  try 
Subjects,  not  for  his  fight,  but  flavery, 
In  that  f'l  vaft  expanded  piece  of  ground 
(Now  Sweden's  theatre  and  fcorn),  he  f'.und 
Nothing  worth  Csefar's  valour,  or  his  fear. 
No  onqu'ring  army,  nor  a  Tilly  there, 
Whofe  ftrength  nor  wiles,  nor  pratflice  in  the  war, 
Might  the  fierce  torrent  of  his  triumphs  bar  ; 
But  that  thy  winged  fword  twice  made  him  yield, 
Both  from  his  trenches  beat,  and  from  the  field. 
Befides,  the  Roman  thought  he  had  done  much 
Did  he  the  banks  of  Rhenus  only  touch. 
Bat  though  his  march  was  bounded  by  the  Rhine, 
Not  Oder  nor  the  Danube  thee  confine. 


DRUMMOND. 

And  but  thy  frailty  did  thy  fame'prevect, 
Thou  hadft  thy  conqueft  ftretch'd  to  fuch  extent 
Thou  might'fl  Vienna  reach,  and  after  Spain; 
From  Mulda  to  the  Baltic  ocean. 

But    death   hath    fpan'd    thee,   nor   muft  we 
divine 
What  here  thou  hadft  to  finlfh  thy  defign  ; 
Or  who  fliill  thee  fucceed  as  champion-  • 
For  liberry,  and  for  religion. 
Thy  tafK  i;  done,  as  in  a  watch  the  fpring, 
Wound  to  the  height  relaxes  wich  the  ftring. 
So  thy  (leel  nerves  r  f  ci.nqueft  from  their  fteep, 
Afcent  decljn'd,  lie  flack'd  in  thy  laft  fleep. 
Reft  then,  triumphant  ibul,  for  ever  reft. 
And,  like  the  phoenix  in  her  fpicy  neft, 
Embalm'd  with  thine  own  merit  upward  fly, 
Borne  in  a  cloud  of  perfume  to  the  fky, 
Wbilft,  as.in  deathlef^  urns,  each  noble  mind 
Treafures  thine  afties  which  are  left  behind. 
And  if  perhaps  no  CafTiopeian  fp^rk 
(Which  in  the  north  did  thy  firft  rifing  mark), 
bhine   o'er    thy  herfe,    the    breath   of   our  juft 

praife 
Shall  to  the  firmament  thy  virtues  raife, 
Then  fix  and  kindle  them  into  a  ftar, 
Whofe  influence  may  crown  thy  glorious  war. 


THE    FIVE    SENSES. 


I.   Seci/!g, 
From  fuch  a  face  whofe  excellence 
May  captivate  my  fovereign's  fenfe. 
And  make  him  (Phoebus  like)  his  throne, 
Refign  to  Ibme  young  Phaeton, 
Whofe  flcillefs  and  unftayed  hand 
May  prove  the  ruin  of  the  land, 
Unlefs  great  Jove,  down  from  the  fky, 
Beholding  earth's  calamity, 
Strike  with  his  hand  that  cannot  err, 
TJie  proud  ufurping  charioteer, 
And  cure  (though  Phoebus  grieve)  our  woe  : 
From  fuch  a  face  as  can  work  fo, 
Wherefoever  thou  haft  a  being, 
Elefs  my  fov'jeign  and  his  feeing. 

IF.    Hearing. 
From  jefts  profane,  and  flattering  tongues, 
Trom  bawdy  tales  and  beaiHy  fongs, 
from  after-fupper  fuits,  that  fear 
A  parliament  or  council's  ear ; 
Frora  Spanifh  treaties  that  iriay  wound 
The  country's  peace,  the  gofpd's  found ; 
From  Job's  falfe  friends,  that  would  entice 
My  fovereign  from  heav'ns  paradife  ; 
From  prophets,  fuch  as  Achab's  were, 
Whofe  flatteririgs  footh  mv  fovereign's  ear; 
His  frowns  more  than  his  Maker's  fearing, 
Elefs  my  fovereign  and  his  hearing. 

III.  Tafing. 
From  all  fruit  that  is  forbidden 
Such  for  which  eld  Eve  was  chidden ; 
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■From  bread  of  labours,  fvveat  and  toil. 
From  the  poor  widow's  meaj  and  oil; 
From  blood  of  innocents  oft  wrangled 
From  their  eftates,  and  from  that's  ftrangled; 
From  the  candid  poifon'd  baits 
Of  Jefuits  and  their  deceits; 
ItaHan  fallads,  Romifh  drugs, 
The  milk  of  Babel's  proud  whore's  dugs; 
From  wine  tfiat  can  deftroy  the  brain. 
And  from  the  dangerous  figs  of  Spain, 
At  all  banquets,  and  all  feafting, 
Blefs.  my  fov'reign  and  his  tadiiig, 

IV.  Ftclwg. 
From  prick  of  confcience,  fuch  a  fl^ing 
As  flays  the  foul,  Heaven  blefs  the  king; 
From  fiicli  a  bribe  as  may  withdraw 
His  thoujrlus  from  equity  or  law ; 
From  fuch  a  fmooth  and  beardlefs  chin. 
As  ma>  provoke  or  tempt  to  fin  ; 
From  fuch  a  hand  whofe  moift  palm  may 
My  fov'ieign  lead  out  of  the  way ; 
From  things  polluted  and  unclean. 
From  all  things  beatly^nd  obfcene  ; 
From  that  may  fet  his  f  ul  a  reeling, 
Blefs  my  fov'reign  and  his  feeling. 

V.  m  el  ling. 
Where  myrrh  and  franki'  cenfe  is  thrown. 
The  altar's  bi.iit  to  gods  unknown, 

O  let  my  fov'reign  i:ev>  r  skvcll. 
Such  damn'd  perfumes  are  fit  for  hell. 
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Let  no  fuchfcent  his  noflrils  ftain, 
From  fmells  that  p(^ifon  can  the  brain, 
Heavens  ftill  preferve  him.      Next  I  crave 
Thou  wilt  be  plea^'d,  great  God,  to  fave 
My  fov'reigjn  from  a  Ganymede, 
Whofe  whorifli  breath  hath  power  to  lead 
His  excellence  which  way  it  lift, 
O  let  fuch-  .'ips  be  never  kift. 
From  a  breath  f'l  far  excelling, 
Blefs  my  fov'reign  and  his  fmelling. 

THE  ABSTRACT. 

Seeing. 
And  now,  juft  God,  I  humbly  pray. 
That  thou  wilt  take  the'flime  away  ; 


That  keeps  my  fdvereign's  eyes  from  feeing 
The  things  that  will  be  our  'indoing. 

Heufiiig. 
Then  let  him  hear  (good  God,)  the  founds, 
As  well  of  men  as  of  his  hounds. 

r^jie. 

Give  him  a  t^fte,  and  truly  too, 
Of  what  his  fubjed'^  undergo. 

Feeling,  and  Smelling. 
Give  him  a  feeling  of  their  woes. 
And  then  no  doubt  his  royal  mfe 
Will  quickly  fmell  the  rafcals  forth, 
Whofc  black  deeds  have  eclips'd  his  worth : 
They  found  and  fcourg'd  for  their  offences. 
Heavens  blefs  my  fovereign  and  his  fenfes. 


THE  CHARACTER  OF  AN  ANTI-COVENANTER,  OR 

MALIGNANT. 


Would  you  know  thefe  royal^  knaves 
Of  free-men  would  turn  us  (laves; 
Who  our  union  do  defame 
With  rebellion's  wicked  name; 
Read  thefe  verfes,  and  ye  will  fpring  them. 
■Then  on  gibbets  ftraight  caufe  hing  them. 
•They  complain  of  fin  and  folly,    - 
In  thefe  times,  fo  pafiing  holy 
They  their  fubftance  will  not  give 
Libertines  that  we  may  live. 
Hold  thofe  fubjeds  too  too  wanton. 
Under  an  old  king  dare  canton. 
Negkft  rhey.do  our  circular  tables. 
Scorn  our  a61s  and  laws  as  fables, 
Of  our  battles  talk  but  meekly, 
With  four  fermons  pleas'd  are  weekly, 
Swar  King  Charles  is  neither  Papift, 
Armenian,  Lutheran  or  Athcift  : 
But  that  in  his  chamber-prayers. 
Which  are  pour'd  'midft  fighs  and  tears 
T"  avert  God's  fearful  wrath, 
Threat'ping  us  with  blood  arid  death; 
Peiluade  they  would  the  multitude, 
This  king  too  holy  is  and  good. 
They  avouch  we'll  weep  and  gjoan, 
When  hundrt  d  kings  wc  fervc  for  one, 
That  c  ach  (hire  but  blood  affords. 
To  letve  the  ambition  of  young  lords, 
Whofc  debts  ere  now  had  been  redoubled 
If  the  ftate  had  not  been  troubled. 
Slow  they  are  our  oath  to  fwear, 
Slower  for  its  arms  to  bear, 
They  do  conCord  love  and  peace, 
Would  our  enemies  embrace 
Turn  men  prclelytes  by  fht-  word, 
Not  by  niulket,  pike  and  fword. 


They  fwear  that  for  religion's  fake 

We  may  not  malTacre,  burn,  fack  : 

That  the  beginning  of  thefe  pleas 

Sprang  from  the  ill-fpe'd  A,  B,  C's. 

For  fervants  that  it  is  not  well 

Againft  their  mafters  to  rebel, 

That  that  devotion  is  but  flight 

Doth  force  men  firft  to  fwear,  then  fight. 

That  our  cmfeffion  is  indeed 

Not  the  Apoftolic  Creed, 

Which  of  negations  we  contrive, 

Which  Turk  and  Jew  may  both  fubfcrivc. 

That  monies  fhiuld  men's  daughters  marry, 

They  on  frantic  war  mifcarry. 

Whilft  dear  the  foldiers  they  pay. 

At  laft  who  will  fnatch  all  away. 

And  as  times  turn  worfe  and  worfe, 

Catechife  us  by  the  purfe. 

That  debts  are  paid  with  bold  ftern  looks. 

That  merchants  pray  on  their  count-books; 

That  ju;Hce  dumb  and  fuUen  frowns 

I'o  fee  in  croflrts  hang'd  her  gowns; 

That  preachers  ordinary  theme 

fs  'gainft  monarchy  to  d'  claim. 

1  hat  fipce  leagues  wtr  began  to  fwear. 

Vice  did  ne'er  fo  black  appear ; 

Op;)refli'>n,  bloodfhed,  ne'er  more  rife. 

Foul  jars  between  the  man  and  wife; 

Religion  fo  contemn'dwas  never 

Whiift  al;  are  raging  in  a  fever. 

I'hey  tcl!  by  devils  and  fome  fad  chance 

That  that  dcteftable  league  of  France, 

Which  colt  fo  many  thoufand  lives, 

And  two  kings  by  rebellious  knives. 

Is  aniongft  us,  though  few  defcry, 

Though  they  fpeak  trnch,  yet  fay  they  lie. 


Me  who  fays  that  night  is  night, 
That  cripple  folk  walk  not  upright, 
That  the  owls  into  the  fpring 
Bo  not  nightingales  out-fing  ; 
That  the  feas  we  may  not  plow, 
Slopes  make  of  the  rainy  bow  ; 
That  the  foxes  keep  not  (hoep, 
That  men  waking  do  not  fleep  ; 
That  all's  not  gold  doth  gold  appear, 
Believe  him  not  although  he  fwear. 

To  fuch  Sirens  ftop  your  ear, 

Their  focieties  forbear. 

Ye  may  be  tofled  like  a  wave. 

Verity  may  you  deceive ; 

Juft  fools  they  may  make  of  you,  -      , 

Then  hate  them  worie  than  Turk  or  Jew. 

Were  it  not  a  dangerous  thing, 
Should  we  again  obey  the  king ; 
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Lords  lofe  fhould  fovereigntf, 
Soldiers  hafte  back  to  Germany,      , 
Jufticc  fhould  in  our  towns  remain, 
Poor  men  poflefs  their  own  again.  ^ 

Brought  out  of  hell  that  word  of  plunder 
More  terrible  than  devil  or  thunder, 
Should  with  the  covenant  fly  away, 
And  charity  amongft  us  flay; 
Peace  and  plenty  flmuld  us  nourifii. 
True  religion  'mongfl  us  fiourilh. 
When  you  find  thefe  lying  fellows, 
Take  and  flower  with  them  the  gallows. 
On  others  you  may  too  lay  hold, 
in  purfe  or  cheft,  if  they  have  gold.  , 
who  wife  or.  rich. are  in  this  nation, 
Malignants  are  by  proteftation. 


A    PASTORAL    SONG. 


PJjyUls  and  Damon , 

JPh.   Shepherd  doft  thou  love  me  well? 

Da.  Better  than  weak  words  can  tell. 

J'h.   Like  to  what,  good  fhepherd  fay  ? 

Da.  Like  to  thee  fair  cruel  May. 

I'b,   O  how  flrange  thefe  words  I  find; 
Yet  to  fatisfy  my  mind, 
Shepherd,  without  mocking  me 
Have  I  any  love  for  thee. 
Like  to  what,  good  fiiepherd  fay. 

Da.  Like  to  thee  fair  cruel  May. 

j'i>.    Better  anfwer  had  it  been 

To  fay  thou  lov'd  me  as  thine  een. 

Da.  Woe  is  me,  thefe  I  love  not, 
For  by  them  love  entrance  got. 
At  that  time  they  did  behold 
Thy  fwcet  face  and  locks  of  gold. 


Ph.   Like  to  what,  dear  fhepherd  fay. 

Da.  Like  to  thee  fair  cruel  May.  .     .    , 

Fh.   Once,  (dear  fhepherd,)  fpeak  more  plain. 
And  I  fhall  not  afk  again  ; 
Say,  to  end  this  gentle  ftrife, 
Dofl  thou  love  me  as  thy  life  ? 

Da.   No,  for  it  is  turn'd  a  flave 

To  fad  annoys,  and  what  I  have 
Of  life  by  love's  ftronger  force 
Is  refl,  and  I'm  but  a  dead  corfe. 

Pb.   Like  to  what,  good  fhepherd  fay  i 

Da.  Like  to  thee  fair  cruel  May. 

Pb.   Leatn  I  pray  this,  like  to  thee, 
And  fay  I  love  as  I  do  me. 

Da,  Alas,  I  do  not  love  myfelf. 

For  I'm  fplit  on  beauty's  fhelf.       ' 

PL.   Like  to  what,  good  fhepherd  fay  ? 

Da.  Like  to  thee  fair  cruel  Alay. 


SONNET  TO  THE  EARL  OF  STIRLING, 

On  his  ^'  Doom/daj,"  1637. — Not  inferted  in  any -former  Edition^ 


Like  Sophocles  (the  hearers  in  a  trance) 
'With  crimfon  cothurne,  on  a  ftately  flage,  [glance) 
if  thou  march  forth  (where  all  with  pomp  doth 
To  moan  the  monarchsof  the  world's  firfl  age  : 
Or  if  like  Phoebus  thou  thyfelf  advance,       [badge, 
All  bright  with  facred  flames,  known  by  heavens 
"To  make  a  day,  of  days  which  fcorns  the  rage  : 
"Whilft,  when  they  end,  it,  what  fliould  ceme,  doth 
f5anc^. 


Thy  phocnix-mufe  flill  wing'd  with  wonders  flieff 
Praife  of  our  brooks,  flain  to  old  Pindus  fprino-s. 
And  who  thee  fellow  would,  fcarce  with  their  eyes 
Can  reach  the  fphere  where  thou  moft  fweetlr 
fings 
Though  flring'd  with  flats,  heavens,  Orpheus 

haip  enrol, 
More  worthy  thine  to  blaze  about  tlie  pole. 
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STEPS  TO   THE  TEMPLE,  H  DELIGHTS  OF  THE  MOSESj 

SACREB  POEMS,  1|  TRANSLATIONS, 

tftf.    t^C.    tftf. 


To  which  is  prefixed 
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Poet  and  faint  1  to  thee  alone  are  given 
The  two  tnoft  facred  names  of  earth  and  heaven  j 
The  hard  and  rareft  union  that  can  be 
Next  that  of  Godhead  and  humanity. 
Ah,  wretched  we,  poets  of  earth !  but  thou 
Wert  living  the  fame  poet  which  thou'rt  noWa 
Whilft  angels  ling  to  thee  their  airs  divine, 
And  joy  in  an  applaufe  fo  fweet  as  thine ; 
Equal  fociety  with  thee  to  hold, 
Thou  needft  not  make  new  fongs,  but  fay  the  old  } 
And  they  (kind  fpirits  1)  fhall  all  rejoice  to  fee, 
How  little  Icfs  than  they  exalted  man  may  be. 


Cowley's  Verses  on  the  Deatq  ov  Ckashaw. 
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Of  the  perfonal  hiftory  of  Richard  Crashaw,  very  few  particulars, have  defcended  to  pofterity. 
Moft  of  the  fa6ls  which  have  been  tranfmitted  concerning  him,  were  oiiginally  told  by  the  Oxford 
biographer;  to  whom  every  lover  of  literary  hiftory  has  very  great  obligations.  As  the  refearches 
which  have  been  made  in  the  focieties  at  Cambridge  to  which  he  belonged,  have  furniflied  no  new 
memorials  of  his  perfon  or  his  genius,  his  biographers  have  contented  themfelveswith  repeating  the 
few  melancholy  incidents  which  originally  formed  the  flender  hiftory  of  his  life. 

According  to  Wood,  he  was  the  fon  of  William  Crafliaw,  an  eminent  divine ;  but  the  time  and 
place  of  his  birth  are  not  certainly  known. 

He  was  educated  at  the  Charter-Houfe,  after  prevloufly  fharing  the  beneficence  of  Sir  Henry  Yel- 
verton  and  Sir  Randolph  Crewe;  and  afterwards  became  a  fcholar  of  Pembroke-Hall;  and  from 
thence  a  fellow  of  Peter-Houfe,  Cambridge  ;  where  he  was  diftinguilhed  for  his  poetical  talents,  in 
1637  ;  as  appears  from  his  Latin  Veyfes  on  tls  Birth  of  a  Princefi,  the  ffth  Child  of  Charles  1.  printed 
in  the  "  Cambridge  Congratulations"  of  that  year. 

He  was  afterwards  admitted  to  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts ;  in  which  it  is  fuppofed  he  was  in- 

■  eorporated  at  Oxford,  in  164I ;  "  not  that  It  appears  fo  in  the  public  regifter,"  fays  Wood    "  but 

in  the  pri  vate  obfervations  of  a  certain  Mafter  of  Arts,  that  was  this  year  living  in  the  univerfity." 

In  1634,  he  publiftied,  at  Cambridge,  a  colleiSion  oi  Sacred  Epigrams ^  in  Latin,  with  a  dedication 
to  Benjamin  Lany,  mafter  of  Pembroke-Hall,  "  the  fruits  (as  he  calls  them)  of  a  tender  age." 

During  his  refidence  at  Cambridge,  he  difplayed  the  extreme  tendernefs  and  enthufiafm  of  his 
charadler,  in  writing  the  poems,  "  which  were  intituled  Steps  to  the  Te77iple"  fays  the  editor,  "  becaufe 
in  the  Temple  of  God,  under  his  wing,  he  led  his  life  in  St.  Mary's  Church,  near  to  Peter-Houfe. 
There  he  lodged  under  TertuUian's  roof  of  angels.  There  he  made  his  neft  more  gladly  than  Da- 
vid's fwallow,  near  the  houfe  of  God ;  where,  like  a  primitive  faint,  he  offered  more  prayers  in  the 
night,  than  others  ufually  offer  in  the  day." 

In  1644,  when  the  Earl  of  Manchefter,  under  the  authority  of  the  Parliament,  new-modelled  the 
Univerfity  of  Cambridge,  by  expelling  fuch  members  as  rcfufed  the  Covenant,  he  was  tjeded  from 
his  fellowfliip,  and  reduced  to  great  indigence. 

Being  driven  from  Cambridge,  he  repaired  to  London,  and  lingered  there  fome  time  without 
any  plan  of  a  livelihood. 

At  length,  for  rcafons  beft  known  to  himfelf,  and  which  it  would  at  all  times  have  been  imperti- 
nent, and  is  now  ufelefs  to  inquire  after,  he  embraced  the  Roman  Catholic  religion,  and  foueht  a 
refuge  in  France. 

His  converfion  has  been  attributed  to  motives  of  intereft  ;  but  he  feems  rather  to  havaieen  con- 
verted by  hi's  paffionate  admiration  for  that  fair  canonized  enthufiaft,  St.  Tercfaof  Spain;  whofe  pi- 
ous compofitions  appear  to  have  been  his  favourite  ftudy. 

If  he  changed  his  religion  from  worldly  motives,  he  obtained  no  advantage  from  it ;  as  in  1646 
he  was  difcovcred  at  Paris  in  a  miferable  condition,  by  Cowley,  his  generous  admirer  ;  who  recom- 
mended him  to  the  patronage  of  the  exiled  Queen,  Henrietta  Maria. 

The  Queen,  who  wanted  rather  ability  than  inclination  to  reward  Englifti  Catholics,  procured  him 
letters  of  recommendation  to  feveralperfons  in  Italy;  whither  he  foon  went.    On  his  arrival  at 
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Rome,  he  became  Secretary  to  a  Cardinal  there ;  and  obtained  the  office  of  a  Canon  in  the  Churck 

of  Loretto  ;  where  he  died  of  a  fever  foon  after  his  eledlion,  in  1650. 

This  is  all  that  is  known  of  Crafhaw,  an  accomplifhed  fcholar, and  a  derout  poet;  whofe writings 
have  not,  hitherto,  received  fo  much  attention  as  they  deferve. 

Had  the  interefting  letters  of  Cowley  been  given  to  the  world,  by  his  friend  and  biographer,  Sprat, 
they  would  probably  have  fupplied  us  with  many  particulars  relating  to  a  literary  exile,  fo  warmly 
beloved  by  a  poet  remarkable  for  the  fervency  and  fleadinefs  of  his  friendfhip.  But  although  fuch 
particulars  might  have  gratified  our  curiofity,  they  could  hardly  have  added  to  the  honour  which  the 
talents  and  virtues  of  Crafliaw  have  received  from  the  verfes  of  Cowley  on  his  death. 

"  Cowley,"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  with  a  quaint  obfcurity  rarely  found  in  his  forcible  language,  "  fecms 
to  have  had  the  Ikill  to  rate  his  own  performances  by  their  juft  value  ;  and  has  therefore  clofed  his 
Mifcellanies  with  the  "  Verfes  upon  Crafhaw  ;"  which  apparently  excel  all  that  have  gone  before 
them ;  and  in  which  there  are  beautie?,  which  common  authors  may  juftly  think  not  only  above  their 
attainment,  but  above  their  ambition." 

The  "  Verfes  on  the  death  of  Crafhaw,"  arc  indeed  beautiful,  and  highly  honourable,  both  to  Cra- 
fliaw and  Cowley;  but  fine  as  they  are,  they  are  not  faultlefs  ;  for  Cowley  has  fometimes  fallen  into 
the  principal  defed  of  the  poet  whom  he  praifes.  He  now  and  then  fpeaks  of  facred  things,  with 
a  vulgar  and  ludicrous  familiarity  of  language  ;  "  by  which  (to  ufe  a  happy  exprelTion  of  Dr.  John- 
fon's)  readers,  far  fhort  of  fandity,  may  be  offended  in  the  prefent  age,  when  devotion,  perhaps  not 
more  fervent,  is  more  delicate." 

If  the  poetical  talents  of  Crafhaw  feem  not  to  anfwer  this  glowing  panegyric,  yet  in  his  higher 
charader  of  faint,  he  appears  to  have  had  the  pureft  title  to  thisaffeftionate  eulogy. 

His  poems  were  printed,  during  his  exile,  in  one  volume,  Svo,  in  1646,  by  his  friend  Thomas  Car  j 
SS  h«  informs  us,  in  a  few  introdudlory  lines : 

Sweet  Crafliaw  was  his  friend,  he  Cralhaw's  brother  j 
So  Car  hath  title  then  ;  'twas  his  intent. 
That  what  his  riches  penh'd,  poor  Car  fhould  print ; 
ISor  fears  he  check,  praifing  that  happy  one, 
^'^ho  was  bclov'd  by  all,  difprais'd  by  none. 

The  volume  Is  divided  into  three  parts ;  \Jl,  Steps  to  the  Temple;-  id,  Belighis  of  the  Mufes ;  ^J,  Sa- 
cred Poems,  prefented  to  the  Countefs  of  Denbigh,  by  her  mofl  de-voted  fer^ant,  Richard  Crafbaiu,  in  hearty  ac' 
inozuledgment  of  his  immortal  obligation  to  her  goodiiefs  and  charity.  Perhaps  the  lafl  divifion,  to  which  Car's 
verfes  are  prefixed,  was  the  only  one  publifhed  in  1646. 

The  fecond  edition  was  printed  in  izmo,  1648,  and  afterwards  with  the  falfe  date  of  1670,  and 
the  omiflTion  of  many  pafiages,  and  entire  poems  ;  but  accompanied  with  the  Sacred  Epigrams,  in  La- 
tin, not  in  the  edition  1648.  A  judicious  feledtion  from  his  works,  under  the  title  of  "  Poetry,  by 
Richard  Crafhaw,"  was  printed  by  Mr.  Peregrine  Philips,  in  fmall  8vo,  1 775.  His  whole  works,  re- 
printed from  the  edition  in  1648,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  colledion  of  clafTical 
Englifh  poetry. 

Though  the  poetry  of  Crafhaw  was  finking  into  utter  oblivion,  when  his  merits  were  afferted  by 
Mr.  Philips,  yet  his  genius  and  probity  obtained  him  the  admiration  and  efteem  of  his  contemporaries. 

To  his  attainments,  which  were  numerous  and  elegant,  all  his  biographers  have  borne  witnefs. 
Wood  fays,  "  he  was  excellent  in  five  languages,  befides  the  mother-language,  viz.  Hebrew,  Greek,  , 
Latin,  Italian,  and  Spanifh." 

He  was  celebrated  by  Cowley,  the  mofl  eloquent  of  his  poetical  contemporaries ;  and  appears  to 
have  been  perfonally  regarded  by  Selden,  the  mofl  eminent  literary  character  of  his  time;  who  men-  • 
tions  him  in  his  "  Tabl«  Talk,"  under  the  article  Poetry. 

The  fingular  incidents  of  his  life,  and  the  peculiar  turn  of  his  compofitions,  may  in  a  great  mca- 
furc  account  for  the  oblivion  into  which  he  funk  for  fo  confiderable  a  period. 

"  Crafhaw,"  fays  Mr.  Philips,  "  Was  an  objeiSt  of  refentment  to  the  Proteftants,  for  having  chang- 
ed his  religion  in  the  Puritanical  times,  from  the  Church  of  England,  to  that  of  Rome.  His  book, 
containing  fome  church  fervices,  and  dodliiiial  perfuafivcj  to  the  Countefs  of  Denbigh,  and  others^ 
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•was  in  a  great  meafure  fuppreffed;  and  as  he  finifhed  a  Ihort,  ftudious  life,  in  the  year  1650,  the 
fatter  end  whereof  was  wholly  devoted  to  folitude  and  religious  offices,  in  the  Chapel  of  Loretto,  it 
inay  not  feem  extraordinary,  that  no  friend  or  relation  fiiould  have  attempted  to  refcue  his  remem- 
brance from  oblivion." 

The  chara<aer  of  Crafliaw,  however,  has  little  to  fear  from  the  liberality  of  the  prefent  age.  Tenii 
dernefs  and  piety  feem  to  have  been  the  peculiar  chara»fteriftics  of  this  amiable  poet,  at  every  period 
bf  his  life.    The  reader  of  fenfibility,  who  perufes  his  Verfis  to  St.  Tere/a,  whatever  he  may  think  ^\ 

bis  tender  bigotry,  will  hardly  fufpeft  that  his  piety  was  not  perfedtly  fincere, 
t  t-  ■■--■■.       . 

O  '.  thou  undaunted  daughter  of  defircs, 

By  all  thy  dower  of  lights  and  fires; 

By  all  the  eagle  in  thee,  all  the  dove; 

By  all  thy  lives  and  deaths  of  love; 

By  thy  large  draughts  of  intelledlual  day  ; 

And  by  thy  thirfts  of  love,  more  large  than  they  J 

By  all  thy  brim-fill'd  bowls  of  fierce  defire; 

By  thy  lafl  morning's  draught  of  liquid  fire  ;  T.  '','- 

By  the  full  kingdom  of  that  final  kifs, 

That  feal'd  thy  parting  foul,  and  made  thee  his; 

By  all  the  heavens  thou  haft  in  him, 

Fair  fifter  of  the  feraphim ; 

By  all  of  him  we  have  in  thee, 

Leave  nothing  of  myfelf  in  me  ; 

Let  me  fo  read  thy  life,  that  I 

Unto  all  life  of  mine  may  die. 

The  poetry  of  Crafliaw  is  chiefly  devoted  to  pious  fubjefts.  He  is  a  writer  of  the  fame  clafs  witi^ 
Herbert  and  Quarles,  though  infinitely  fuperior  to  the  former  in  fublimity  and  imagination,  and  tq 
the  latter  in  beauty  and  tendernefs.  Quarles  has  original  imagery,  flriking  fentiment,  and  fertility 
of  expreffion.  Herbert  has  enthufiafm  without  fublimity,  and  conceit  without  either  ingenuity  or 
imagination.  Quarles  hasfuffered  unmerited  negle<ft.  Herbert  ftill  lingers  among  the  favourites  of 
the  people ;  though  no  one  who  takes  up  his  "  Temple,"  would  fufpe>Sl  that  he  had  been  public 
orator  of  an  univerfity,  and  a  favourite  of  his  fovereign ;  that  he  had  received  flattery  and  praife 
from  Donne  and  from  Bacoa;  and  that  the  biographers  of  the  day  had  enrolled  his  name  among  the 
firft  names  of  his  country. 

The  title  of  the  firft  divifion  of  Crafliaw's  poems,  feems  to  have  been  borrowed  from  Herbert's 
"  Temple."  The  additional  poems,  intituled  the  "  Synagogue,"  are  attributed  by  Mr.  Granger  to 
Cralhaw  ;  but  they  are  unworthy  of  him. 

The  poetical  talents  of  Crafhaw  v/ere  very  great ;  but  it  was  not  given  to  him  to  mix  the  waters 
©f  Jordan  and  Helicon  in  the  fame  cup,  nor  to  find  the  bays  of  Mount  Olivet  equally  verdant  with 
thofe  of  ParnafTus.  His  poetry  bears  marks  of  a  fervid  mind,  and  a  poetical  imagination ;  it  has 
ftrength,  warmth,  and' originality;  but  it  is  fometim«s  debafed  by  the  deplorable  conceits  which 
'  charadtcrife  the  pious  poetry  of  Herbert. 

It  is  fometimes  tender  and  beautiful,  and  fometimes  abfurd  and  difgufting.  It  is  a  compound 
©f  piety  and  enthufiafm,  fublimity  and  vulgarity,  elegance  and  affe<aation,  pathos  and  extravagance. 
He  is  an  unequal  writer  ;  but  his  compofitions  are  chiefly  characlerifed  by  tendernefs  of  fentiment, 
beauty  of  exprelTion,  and  harmony  of  numbers. 

One  of  his  moft  ftriking  performances  is  a  tranflation  of  the  SofpcUo  d'Hercdc,  from  a  pofthumous  and 
fcarce  work  of  Marino,  publiftied  at  Venice,  1633.  It  is  intituled,  Stragi  de gli Innocenti,  in  four  books; 
X^,  Sofpetto  d' Herode  :  id,  Con/^glio  de  Satrafi  ;  2>d.,  EJecutione  della  St, cge ,  ^th,  11  Lw^bo.  Marino  had 
a  ftrong,  though  not  a  refined  imagination;  and  the  verfion  of  Crafhaw  is  executed  with  a  fpirit, 
equal,  if  not  fuperior,  to  the  original.  Of  Marino's  poem,  it  is  to  be  lamented,  that  poetical  readers 
m  general  know  fo  little;  from  the  fpecimen  here  produced,  every  Englilli  reader  muft  be  inclined 
to  wjfh  for  more.  A  very  intelligent  writer  has  told  us  (Maty's  Review,  1785},  that  the  whole 
poem  has  been  rendered  into  Englifh  verfe;  and  that  the  titlc-page  .f  the  tranflation  ftands  thus  : 
"  The  Slaughter  of  the  Innocents,  by  Herod,  written  in  Italian  by  the  famous  Cavalier  Marino,  In 
f»ur  books,  newly  Englifhed,  167J.-  ;>  To  wlucfe'  he  fays,  'in  my  copy  is  added  in  writing,  Eo= 
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gliftied  by  T.  R. ;"  to  whom  the  initials  T.  R.  belong,  I  know  not ;  but  the  tranflation  feems  fapff- 
rior  to  Crafliavv."  If  this  tranflation  is  executed  in  a  fuperior  ftyle  to  Crafhaw,  which  feems  hardly 
poffible,  it  well  merits  republication. 

The  particular  relation  that  the  So/fetto  d'Herode  bears  to  many  paflages  in  "  Paradife  Loft,"  and 
the  great  fublimity  of  the  poetry,  are  reafons  fufficient  to  make  it  acceptable  to  every  reader  of  tafte,  - 
notwithftanding  its  being  a  tranflation. 

The  pafl'ages  in  this  fingular  performance,  which  appear  to  have  been  imitated  by  Milton,  are  in 
ftanzas  5,  7,  9,  18,  19,  15,  a6,  27   28,  29,  30,  31,  32,  33,  34,  36.  37>  38,  39.  40,  41. 

It  is  remarkable  that  Milton,  who  vifited  Italy  fuur  years  after  the  publication  of  "  The  Slaughter 
of  the  Innocents,"  has  taken  no  notice  of  it  in  his  Latin  epiftle  to  his  elegant  Italian  friend  Manfo, 
•where  he  alludes  to  the  other  work  of  Marino ;  whofe  life  is  fuppofed  to  have  been  written  by  that 
acciimpliflied  nobleman,  the  biographer  of  TaiTo. 

It  is  to  the  honour  of  Cralhaw,  that  he  attradled  the  notice  of  Pope,  who  has  condefcended  t» 
borrow  fomc  lines  from  him,  as  every  reader  of  both  poets  will  inftantly  perceive. 

'«  Though  it  may  be  deemed  wonderful,"  fays  Mr.  Philips,  "  that  writers  of  eminence  in  the  Eng- 
lifh  language  fhould  have  joined  in  a  poetical  confederacy,  to  diveft  this  poor  gentleman  of  his  rights, 
and  drefs  themfelyes  in  his  hot  rowed  robes,  without  the  fmalleft  acknowledgment;  yet  how  xnuch 
■will  the  wonder  increafe,  when  the  fweeteft  verfifier,  declaredly  at  leaft  of  the  fame  ptrfuafion,  is 
found  among  the  number ;  for  whoever  reads  Mr.  Pope's  epitaph  on  Elijah  Fenton,  will  be  oblig- 
ed to  confefs,  that  he  has  not  only  adopted  the  thoughts,  but  in  fomc  places,  the  very  words  of  Cra- 
^zvi's  Epitaph  on  Mr.  AJhion.  Mr.  Pope's  faint  praife  might  therefore  be  the  moft  probable  means 
of  fecreting  his  obligations  to  one,  whom  he  afFefts  rather  to  contemn  ;  which  appears  by  his  epif- 
tolary  correfpondence  upon  this  fubjeft  with  H.  Cromwell,  Efq." 

The  zeal  of  Mr.  Philips,  in  vindicating  the  memory  of  Cralhaw,  is  commendable ;  but  he  feems 
to  have  unjuflly  accufcd  Pope  of  an  invidious  defire  to  fink  the  reputation  of  his  poetical  and  Ca- 
tholic brother. 

Pope,  on  the  contrary,  has  drawn  his  characfler,  though  not  in  full  proportion,  yet  not  unfavour- 
ably, and  with  an  accuracy  and  difcrimination,  which  appear  to  have  been  the  refult  of  his  genu-  ^ 
jne  fentiments. 

"  This  poem,"  fays  he,  {Lett.  22.]  fpeaking  of  his  Mufus  Duel,  the  celebrated  Latin  prodafilon  of 
Strada,  on  the  nightingale,  "  was  many  years  fince  imitated  by  Crafliaw  ;  out  of  whole  verfes  the 
following  are  very  remarkable. 

From  this  to  that,  from  that  to  this  he  flies, 
Feels  Mufic's  pulfe  in  all  its  arteries ; 
Caught  in  a  net,  which  there  Apollo  fpreads, 
His  fingers  flruggle  with  the  vocal  threads. 

"  I  take  this  poet,"  he  adds  \_Lett.  26.],  "  to  have  writ  like  a  gentleman,  that  15,  at  leirure  hours; 
and  more  to  keep  out  of  idlenefs,  than  to  eftablifh  a  reputation  ;  fo  that  nothing  regular  or  juft  can 
be  cxpe<5led  from  him.  All  that  regards  defign,  form,  fable  (which  is  the  foul  of  poetry),  all  that 
concerns  exadtnefs  or  confent  of  parts  (which  is  the  body),  will  probably  be  wanting;  only  pretty 
conceptions,  fine  metaphors,  glittering  expreflions,  and  fomethiug  of  a  neat  caft  of  verfe  (which  are 
properly  the  drefs,  gems,  or  loofe  ornaments  of  poetry),  may  be  found  in  thefe  verfes." 

"  This  author  formed  himfelf  upon  Petrarch,  or  rather  on  Marino.  His  thoughts,  one  may  ob- 
ferve,  in  the  main,  are  pretty  ;  but  oftentimes  far-fetched,  and  too  often  ftrained  and  ftiffened,  to 
make  them  appear  the  greater.  To  confirm  what  I  have  faid,  you  need  but  look  into  his  firft  poem 
of  the  Weeper,  where  the  2d,  4th,  6th,  14th,  aift  flanzas,  are  as  fubli  ely  dull  as  the  7th,  8th,  9th, 
36th,  17th,  20th,  and  23d  flanzas  of  the  fame  copy,  are  foft  and  pleaCng ;  and  if  thcfe  laft  want  any 
thing,  it  is  an  eafier  and  more  unaflccfted  exprtflion.  The  remaining  thoughts  iu  that  poem  might 
have  been  fpared,  being  either  but  repetitions,  or  very  trivial  and  mean ;  and  by  this  example  in  the 
iirft,  one  may  gucfs  a:l  the  reft  to  be  like  this,  a  mixture  of  tender,  gentle  thoughts,  and  fuitable  ex- 
preflions, of  forced  and  inextricable  conceits,  and  of  needlefs  fillers-up  to  the  reft.  From  all  which 
'it  is  pl^in,  this  author  writ  faft,  and  fet  down  what  came  uppermoft.    A  reader  may  &im  oif,  and 
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p'e  the  cl^ar  underneath  ;  tut  If  he  goes  too  deep,  he  will  meet  with  a  mouthM  of  ciregs ;  either  the 
top  or  bottom  of  him  are  good  for  little ;  but  what  he  did  in  his  own  natural  middle  way,  is  beft.'* 

"  To  fpeak  of  his  numbers,  is  a  little  difficult ;  they  are  fo  various  and  irregular,  and  mollly  Pin- 
daric. *Tis  evident  his  heroic  verfe  (the  beft  example  of  which  is  his  Mufic's  Duel),  is  carelefsly  made 
up  ;  but  one  may  imagine  from  what  it  now  is,  that  had  he  taken  more  care,  it  had  been  mufical 
and  pleafing  enough ;  not  extremely  majellic,  but  fwect ;  and  the  time  confidered  of  his  writing, 
he  was  (even  as  uncorreft  as  he  is),  none  of  the  worft  verfifiers  "  I  will  juft  obferve,  that  the  beft 
pieces  of  this  author  are,  a  Paraphrafa  on  Pfalm  XXIII,  on  LeJJlus,  Epitaph  on  Mr.  AJbtoii,  Wifoes  to 
hisfuppofed  MiJlref-:flLnA  the  Dies  Ira. 

Thepartialityof  this  fekAion  of  Pope  is  objeiflionable,  as  it  excludes  the  Sofpitto  d' Herode,ZTiimznY 
«ther  pieces  of  uncjueftionable  merit;  but  on  comparing  his  opinion  with  the  the  paflages  of  Cra- 
fhavy,  to  which  he  refers,  there  feems  to  be  no  reafon  to  queftion  the  integrity  of  his  judgment.  His 
not  commending  the  tranflation  from  Marino,  might  proceed  from  his  contempt  of  the  original  atj- 
thor,  who  was  then  confidered  as  the  prime  corrupter  of  Italian  poetry,  and  reckoned,  by  fevere  cri- 
tics, "  too  fublime  to  be  cenfured,  and  too  fantaftic  to  be  praifed."  It  cannot  be  denied,  that  he  has 
taken  fome  paffages  from  Cralhaw  without  acknowledgment ;  but  it  is  highly  unjuft  to  accufe  an 
author  of  intentional  and  invidious  fecrecy,  who  does  not  always  fpecify  his  obligations  of  this  kint}; 
feecaufs  it  is  hardly  poflible,  from  the  nature  of  the  human  faculties,  that  he  fhould  be  able,  at  al! 
times,  to  diftinguifn  the  genume  offspring  of  his  own  imagination,  from  the  adopted  children  of  me- 
mory. 

The  following  palTages  in  Cralhaw,  are  evi^entl^.  imitated  by  Pope ;  and  furely  no  compliment 
could  be  more  flattering.  '  "■ 

All-daring  dufl:  and  ailies,  only  you, 

Of  aU,  interpreters,  read  nature  true. Dsatb's  LeBun. 

O  death  !  all  eloquent,  you  only  prove 

What  duft  we  doat  on,  when  'tis  man  we  love. Eloipt^ 

The  modeft  front  of  tliis  fmall  floor,  ,, 

Believe  me,  reader,  can  fay  more 

Than  many  a  braver  marbie  can. 

Here  lies  a  truly  honell  man. Epitaph  en  Mr.  JJhioit. 

This  modeft  flone,  what  few  vain  marbles  can, 

^ay  truly  fay,  here  lies  an  honeft  man. Epitaph  on  fenton. 

And  I,  what  is  my  crime  ?  I  cannot  tell, 

Unlefs  it  be  a  crime  to  have  lov'd  too  well. ^d  Elegy  on  St.  Alexiai 

Is  it  in  heaven  a  crime  to  love  too  well? Elegy  on  an  Unfortunate  Lady. 


It  is  probable,  that  thefe  Elegies  of  Crafhaw,  written  as  the  complaint  of  a  tender  female,  defert-ed 
on  her  wedding  night  by  her  bridegroom,  fuggefted  to  Pope  the  idea  of  his  "Eloifa." 

It  Is  but  doing  juftice  to  this  amiable  fcholar,  to  recommend  him  to  the  attention  of  the  claflical 
reader,  as  an  elegant  writer  of  Latin  verfe.  Ovid  appears  to  have  been  his  model  for  language  and 
yerfification  ;  but  he  has  an  original  charadier  and  manner  of  his  own  in  his  Latin,  as  well  as  in  his 
Englifli  poetry.  Though  it  is  to  be  wifhed,  that  in  his  Latin  compofitions  he  had  been  more  atten- 
tive to  the  fimplicity  of  Lucretius,  Virgil,  and  Tibullus,  yet  his  pieces  difplay  uncommon  powers  of 
invention  and  lentiment ;  and  are  valuable,  as  much  for  their  fancy  and  genius,  as  for  tjieir  ftylfr-ar-A 
expreffion. 

The  following  epigram  on  yoap.  II,  Aquie  in  vinum  verfa,  the  produdion  "  of  a  tender  age,"  is 
felefied,  becaufc  it  contains  a  well-known  verfe,  which  has  ,been  frequently  celebrated,  without; 
being  appropriated  to  itg  real  author. 

Voi.iy.  '  X|- 
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Unde  rubor  veftris,  et  non  fua  purpura  lymphis 

Quje  rofa  mirantes  tarn  nova  mutac  aquas. 
Numcn  (convivas)  prxfcns  agnofcite  numen, 

Nympha  pudica  Deum  viiiit  et  erubuit. 

The  readers  of  Englifh  poetry  are  indebted  for  the  following  yerfion  of  it,  to  William  Hayicj, 
Efq.  the  moll  elegant  and  daffical  poet  of  our  country. 

Whence  does  the  cryflal  redden  to  the  eye. 
And  lucid  water  take  a  rofeate  dye  ? 
Here  own  him  prefent,  who  gives  nature  law  I      ■ 
This  element  faw  God,  and  blufh'd  with  awe. 

It  is  no  unpleafant  refiedtion,  to  be  able  to  find  fo  many  elegant  writers  of  Latin  among  our  Eng. 
iifh  poets  ;  in  the  firft  rank  of  which,  Crafliaw  ftands  very  high.  Jonfon,  Cowley,  Craihaw,  May, 
Milton,  Marvell,  Smith,  Addifon,  Gray,  Smart,  Johnfon,  and  Warton,  are fuch  writers  of  Latin  verfe, 
as  any  country  might  with  juftice  be  proud  of.  The  following  teftimonics  to  his  merits  deferye  to  be 
inferted  ;  as  they  do  honoi  r  to  his  genius  and  virtue,  and  as  they  exhibit  a  contraft  of  candid  and 
liberal  criticifm,  to  exuberant  and  indifcriminate  praife. 

"  Crafliaw,"  fays  Winftanley,  "  was  the  darling  of  the  mufes ;  whofe  delight  was  the  fruitful 
Mount  Sion,  more  than  the  barren  IVTount  Parnaffus  ;  a  religious  pourer  forth  of  his  divine  raptures 
and  meditations  in  fmooth  and  pathetic  verfe.  His  poems  confift  of  three  parts;  the  firft,  intituled 
Steps  to  the  Temple,  being,  for  the  moft:  pait,  epigrams  upon  feveral  paffages  of  the  New  Teftament, 
charming  the  ear  with  a  holy  rapture.  The  fecond  part,  The  Delights  of  the  Mufes,  or  poems  upon 
feyeral  occafions,  both  Englifh  and  Latin;  fuch  rich  pregnant  fancies,  as  ihewed  his  heart  to  be 
filled  with  Phcebean  fire.  The  third  and  laft  part,  Carmen  Deo  Nofro,  being  hymns  and  other  facred 
poems ;  all  which  befpeak  him 

1  he  learned  author  of  immortal  ftralns." 

"  Crafliaw  was  a  poet,"  fays  the  late  amiable  and  ingenious  Mr.  Headly,  "  who  deferves  prefer- 
*vation,for  better  reafons  than  his  having  accidentally  attradted  the  notice  of  Pope.  He  has  originality 
in  many  parts  ;  and,  as  a  tranflator,  is  entitled  to  the  higheft  applaufe.  With  a  peculiar  devotional 
cafl:,  he  pofTeffed  dne  of  thofe  ineffable  minds,  which  herder  on  enthufiafm ;  and  when  fortunately 
diredled,  occafionally  produced  great  things.  But  he  had  too  much  religion  to  devote  his  whole 
flrength  to  poetry  ;  he  trifled  for  amufement,  and  never  wrote  for  fame." 

"  As  the  original  verfes  of  Craihaw,"  fays  the  elegant  and  clafiical  Hayley, "  are  chiefly  devoted 
to  pious  fubjetStp,  we  ought  to  obferve,  for  the  honour  both  of  poetry  and  religion,  that  the  works  of 
1  this  poet  have  been  negledled,  not  merely  becaufe  they  are  devotional,  but  becaufe  their  author  has 
fallen  into  the  worft  defe<5ts  of  ftyle  in  his  mode  of  treating  fubjeds  that  peculiarly  require  a  chaftc 
dignity  of  expreiTion.  He  feems  to  have  ckofen  the  pious  George  Herbert  for  his  model.  He  entrufted^ 
his  mufe  to  a  very  affecSlionate  guardian  ;  whofe  panegyric  will  not  be  thought  extravagant,  when 
it  is  remembered,  that  Ciafliaw,  however  neglesS.ed  in  later  days,  was  the  companion  of  Selden,  and 
the  idol  of  Cowley."  '  '       '  '  i 


POEMS. 


STEPS  TO  THE  TEMPLE. 


The  Weeper. 

I. 

Hail,  filler  fprings, 
Parents  of  filver-forded  rills ! 

ETer  bubbling  things : 
Thawing  cryftal !   fnowy  hills  ! 
Still  fpending,  never  fpent ;  I  mean 
Thy  lair  eyes,fwtet  Magdalen. 
ji. 
Heavens  thy  fair  eyes  be, 
Heavens  of  ever-falling  ftars, 

■'Tis  feed-time  ftill  with  thee, 
And  ftars  thou  fow'fl,  whofe  harveft  dares 
Promife  the  earth,  to  counterfhine 
Whatever  makes  heaven's  forehead  fine. 
III. 
BHt  we  are  deceived  all, 
Stars  indeed  they  are  too  true, 

For  they  but  feem  to  fall 
As  heav'n's  other  fpangles  do  ; 
It  is  not  for  our  earth  and  us,  . 

To  Ihine  in  things  fo  precious. 

IV. 

Upwards  thou  dofl  weep, 

Heav'n's  bolom  drinks  the  gentle  flrcam. 
Where  th'  milky  rivers  creep 

Thine  floats  above,  and  is  the  cream. 
Waters  above  the  heavens  what  they  be, 
We're  taught  bed  by  tby  tears,  and  thee. 

T. 

Every  morn  from  hence, 

A  brilk  cherub  fomething  Gps, 
Whofc  facred  influence 

Adds  fweetnels  to  his  fweeteft  lips. 
Then  to  his  mufic,  and  hisfong 
Taftes  of  his  breakfaft  all  day  long. 

VI. 

Not  in  the  evening's  eyes, 
When  they  red  with  weeping  are 

For  the  fun  that  dies. 
Sits  forrow  with  a  face  fo  fair  : 
^o  where  but  here  did  ever  meet, 
gweetnefsfo  fad,  fadnefsfo  fwe.et.j 


When  Sorrow  would  be  feen,  - 

In  her  brightefl  majefty, 
(For  Ihe  is  a  queen) 

Then  is  fhe  drefs'd  by  none  but  thee» 
Then,  and  only  then,  fhe  wears 
Her  proudeft  pearls,  I  mean  thy  tears, 

VIII. 

The  dew  no  more  will  weep. 
The  primrofe's  pale  cheek  to  deck. 

The  dew  no  more  willfleep, 
Nuzzled  in  the  lily's  neck  : 
Much' rather  would  it  be  thy  tear. 
And  leave  them  both  to  tramble  here. 
IX.  . 

There  is  no  n-eed  at  all 
That  the  balfam-fweating  bough 

So  coyly  fhould  let  fall 
His  med'ciriable  tears;  for  now 
Nature  hath  learn'd  t'  extraiS  a  dew. 
More  ibvereign,  and  fweet  from  you^ 

X. 

Yet  let  the  poor  drops  weep 
(Weeping  is  the  eafe  of  woe) 
Softly  let  them  creep. 

Sad  that  they  are  vanquiQi'd  fo. 
They  though  to  others  no  relief 
Bdifam  may  be  for  their  own  grief. 

XI. 

Such  the  maiden  gem 

By  the  purpling  vine  put  on 
Peeps  from  her  Item, 

And  blufhes  at  the  bridegroom  Sun  $ 
This  wat'ry  balfam  of  thy  een. 
Ripe,  will  make  the  richer  wine. 

XII. 

M^hen  fome  new  bright  gueft, 
Takes  up  among  the  ftars  a  room> 

And  Heav'n  will  make  a  featt 
Angels  with  cryftal  vials  come. 
And  draw  from  thefe  full  eyes  of  thine, 
Their  Mailer's  waters  :  theu-  own  win^^, 
Yy  ij 
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xni. 

Golden  though  he  be, 

Golden  Tagus  murmurs  though  ; 
Were  hi-,  way  hy  thee. 

Content  and  quiet  he  would  go; 
So  much  more  rich  would  he  eftecm, 
Thy  lilver,  than  his  golden  ftream. 

XIV. 

Well  does  the  May  that  lies 

Smiling  in  thy  cheeks,  confefs 
The  April  in  thine  cyss; 

Mutual  (w'eetnel's  they  exprefs  : 
No  April  e'er  lent  kinder  (howers, 
Nor  May  return'd  more  faithful  flowers^ 

XV. 

O  cheeks  '.  beds  of  chafte  loves, 

Ey  your  own  (howers  fe^fonably  dalh'd, 

Eyes  '.  Dells  of  milky  doves 
In  your  own  v/ells  decently  wafh'd. 

O  wit  of  love  that  thus  could  place, 

}'"'ountain  and  garden  in  one  face  1 

XVI. 

O  fweet  conteft  of  woes 

With  loves,  and  tears,  and  fnjiles  difpnting, 
O  fair  and  friendly  foes 

Each  other  kifj'ing  and  confuting. 
White  rain  and  fuuihine,  cheeks  and  eyes, 
Clofe  in  kind  contrarieties. 

XVII. 

But  can  thefe  fair  floods  be 

i'riends  with  the  balfam  fires  that  fill  thee  ? 
Caufe  great  ilames  agree 

Eternal  tears  fhould  thus  diftil  thee  I 
O  floods!  O  fires!  O  funs  1  O  fliowers  ! 
jVlixt,  and  made  friends  by  Love's  fweet  powers 

XVIII. 

'Twas  his  well  pointed  dart 

That  digg'd  thefe  wells,  and  drefs'd  this  vine, 
And  taught  that  wounded  heart 

The  way  into  thofe  weeping  een. 
Vain  loves  avaunt !  bold  hands  forbear  ! 
The  Lamb  hC(th  djpt  his  white  foot  here. 

XIX. 

And  now  where'er  he  fbrays 

Among  the  Galilaean  mountains, 
Or  more  unwelcome  ways. 

He's  follow'd  by  two  faithful  fountains. 
Two  walking  baths,  two  weeping  motions; 
Portable  and  co^ipendious  octanS. 

XX. 

O  thou,  thy  Lord's  fair  {lore, 
In  thy  fo  rich  and  larj;c  expences. 

Even  when  he  fhow'd  riiofl  poor. 
He  might  provoke  the  wrath  of  princes ; 

<^'hat  prince*  wanton' ft  pride  e'er  could, 

Walh  with  filver,  wipe  with  gold  ? 

X.'CI. 

Who  is  that  kin,  but  be 

Who         his  crown  to  be  call'd  thine. 
That  thus  can  boaft  to  be 

Waited  on  by  a  wand'ring  mine, 
A  voluntary  mint  that  llrows 
Warm  filver  fhoweis,  where'er  he  goes  ? 

-•  ■  XXII. 

O  precious  prodigal  I 
•   tair  fpendthrift  of  thyfelf !  thy  meafure 


(Mercilefs  love  !)  is  all 
Even  to  thy  laft  pearl  in  thy  trea£ur«  : 
All  places,  times,  and  objedls,  be 
Thy  tears  fweet  opportunity. 

XXIII. 

Does  the  day-ftar  rife  i 

Still  thy  ftar^;  do  fall,  and  fall ; 
Doe.i  day  clofe  hij  eyes .' 

Still  the  fountain  weeps  for  all. 
L?t  night  or  day  do  what  they  will. 
Thou  had:  thy  talk,  thou  weepeft  flilL 

XXIV. 

Does  thy  fong  lull  the  air  ? 

Thy  falling  tears  keep  faithful  time; 
Does  thy  fweet  breath'd  prayer. 

Up  in  clouds  of  incenfe  climb  ? 
Still  at  each  fie;h,  that  ii',  each  flop, 
A  bead,  that  is  a  tear,  doth  drop.    ' 

XXV. 

At  thefe  thy  weeping  gates 

(Watching  their  wat'ry  motion) 
Each  winged  moriient  waits. 

Takes  his  tear,  and  get's  him  gone. 
By  thine  eyes  tinft  ennobled  thus 
Time  lays  him  up  :  he's  precious. 

XXVi. 

Not  fo  long  (he  lived 

Shall  thy  tomb  report  of  thee. 
But  fo  long  fhe  grieved. 

Thus  mulL  we  date  thy  memory  : 
Others  by  moments,  months,  and  yeara 
Meafure  their  ages,  thou  by  tears, 

XXVII. 

So  do  perfumes  expire. 

So  figh  t;prmented  fweets,  cppreft 

With  proud  unpitying  fire  ; 
Such  tears  the  luifering  rofe  that's  vext 

With  ungentle  flames  does  (bed, 

Sv/eating  in  a  too' warm  bed. 

XXVIII. 

Say  ye  bright  brothers, 

The  fugitive  fons  of  thofe  fair  eyes 

Your  fruitfid  mothers. 
What  make  you  here  ?  what  hopes  can  'tic^ 
You  to  bf  born  ?.  what  caufe  can  borrow 
You  from  thofe  nefls  of  noble  forrow  ?  * 

XXIX. 

Whither  away  (o  faft  .' 

Forfure  the  fordid  eaith 
Your  fweetiiefs cannot tafte. 

Nor  does  the  duft  deferve  yur  birth  t 
Sweet,  whither  hafle  you  then  ?  O  fay, 
Why  you  trip  fo  faft  away  ? 

XXX. 

We  go  not  to  fcek 

The  darlings  of  Aurora's  bed, 
The  rofe's  modeft  cheek, 

Nor  the  violet's  humble  head : 
Though  th^  fields  eyes,  too,  weepers  be^ 
Becaufe  they  want  fuch  tears  as  we. 

XXXI. 

Much  lefs  mean  we  to  trace. 
The  fortune  of  inferior  gems, 
Preferr'd  to  fome  proud  face, 
I       Or  psrch'd  upon  fcar'd  diadems : 


POEMS, 


rf? 


fcfo\yti'<i  heads  arb  toys ;  v/e  go  to  meet 
A  worthy  objeS,  our  Lord's  feet. 
TZe  Tear. 
I. 
What  tright  foft  thing-is  this, 
Sweet  Mary,  ihy  fair  eyes  expence  ? 
,   A  nioifl  fpark  it  is, 
A  wat'ry  diamond  ;  from  whence 
The  very  term  I   think  was  foundj 
The  water  of  a  diamond. 
ti. 
O  'tis  not  a  tear, 
Tis  a  flar  about  to  drop 

From  thine  eye  itsfphercj 
The  fun  will  ftodp  and  take  it  up, 
froud  will  his  lifter  be  to  wear 
This  thine  eye's  jewel  in  her  ear. 
ill. 
O  'tis  a  tear, 
Too  true  a  tear;  for  no  fad  een 

How  fad  foe'er 
Rain  fo  true  a  tear  as  thine  ; 
Each  drop  leaving  a  place  fo  dear, 
Weeps  for  itfeif,  is  its  own  tcai". 

IV. 

Such  a  pearl  as  this  is 

(Siipt  from  Aurora's  dewy  breafl) 
The  n)fe  bud's  fwcet  lip  kiffes ; 

And  fuch  the  rofe  itlelf  when  vest 
With  ungentle  flames^  does  ftied, 
Sweating  in  too  warm  a  bed. 

V. 

Such  the  maiden  gem, 

By  the  wanton  fpring  put  on. 
Peeps  from  her  parent  ftem, 

And  Mufhes  on  the  wat'ry  fun  : 
This  wat'ry  bloflom  of  thy  een. 
Ripe,  will  make  the  richer  wine. 

VI. 

Fair  drop,  v^-hy  quak'ft  thou  fo  ? 

'C4Bfe  thou  ftraight  muft  lay  thy  head 
In  the  duft  ?  O  no. 

The  duft  fhall  never  be  thy  bed  ; 
A  pillow  for  thee  will  I  bri^ng, 
Stuff'd  with  dawn  of  angel's  wing; 

VII. 

Thus  carried  up  On  high, 

(For  ^o  heaven  thou  muft  go) 
Sweetly  Ihalt  thou  lie, 

And  in  foft  flumbers  b^the  thy  wee, 
■Till  the  finging  orbs  awake  thee, 
And  one  ol  their  bright  chorus  make  thee. 

VIII. 

There  Ihyfelfflialt  be 

An  eye,  but  not  a  weeping  one. 

Yet  S  doubt  of  theCj 
Whether  th'  hadft  rather  there  have  fliorw, 
An  eye  of  heaven  ;  or  ftill  fliine  here^ 
li)  th'  heayen  of  Mary's  eye  a  tear. 

Di'vine  Epigrams. —  On  the  M^ater  of  our  Lord's 
Baptifm. 
Each  bleft  drop,  on  each  bleft  limb, 
Is  wafh'd  itfeif,  in  wafliing  him  : 
'Tis  a  gf  m  while  it  ftays  here, 
While  it  falls  hence,  'tis  a  tear. 
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Aits  vill. — On  til  Baptized  Ethlopean, 
Let  it  no  longer  be  a  forlorn  hope 
To  wafli  an  Ethiop  : 
Hi's  wafh'd,  his  gloomy  flcin  a  peaceful  (hade 

For  his  white  foul  is  made; 
And  nOw,  I  doubt  not,  the  Eternal  Dove, 

A  blackfac'd  houfe  will  love. 
On  tie  Miracle  of  Multiplied  Loaves. 
See  here  an  eafy  featl  that  knows  no  wound, 
That  under  Hunger's  teeth  will  needs  be  found, 
A  fubtle  harveft  of  unbounded  bread  ; 
What  would  ye  more .'  here  Food  itfeif  is  fed. 

Upon  the  Sepulchre  of  our   hurd. 
HEiife  where  our  Lord  once  laid  his  head, 
Now  the  grave  lies  buried. 

The  IVidoxus  Mites. 
Two  mites,  two  drops,  yet  all  her  houfe  and  land 
Falls  from  a  fteady  heart  though  trembling  hand  : 
rhe  others  wanton  wealth  foams  high  and  brave, 
The  other  caft  away,  fhe  only  gave. 

Luke  XV. —  On  the   Prodigal. 
Tell  me  bright  boy,  tell  me  my  golden  lad, 
Whither  away  fo  frolic  ?  why  fo  giad  ? 
What  all  thy  wealth  in  counftl  i"  all  thy  flate  ? 
Are  huflcs  fo  dear  ?  troth  'tis  a  mighty  rate. 
On  the  jlill  furi)i'uing  Marks  of  our  cavijiir's  W^oundt, 
Whatever  ftory  of  their  cruelty, 
Or  nail,  or  thorn,  or  fpear  have  writ  in  thce, 
Are  in  another  fenfe. 

Still  legible; 
Sweet  is  the  difference. 

Once  1  did  fpell 
Every  red  letter 

A  wound  of  thine, 
Now  (what  is  better) 
Balfam  for  mine. 
Adls  V. —  The  Sick  implore  Si.  Petsr  s  fhadotH, 
Ui^DER  thy  iliadow  may  I  lurk  a  while, 
Death's  bufy  fearch  I'll  eafiiy  beguile  ; 
Thy  fhadow,  Peter,  muft  {how  me  the  fun, 
My  light's  thy  fhadow's  fhadow,  or  'tis  dontf. 
Mark  vii. —  The  Dumi  healed,  and  the  People  enjo'ineii 

fdence. 
Christ  bids  the  dumb  tongue  fpeak,  it  fpeaks, 

the  found 
He  charges  to  be  quiet,  it  runs  round; 
If  in  the  firil  he  us'd  his  finger's  touch, 
His  hands  whole  flrength  here  could  not  be  too 

much. 
Matfh.  xxviii. — Come  pe  the  place  ivhcre  the  Lord  lay. 
Snow  me  himfelf,  himfeif  (brigiit  Sir),  O  fhow 
U'iiich  way  my  poor -tears  to  himfelf  may  go  ; 
Were  it  enough  to  fliow  the  place  and  fay, 
I^ook  Mary  here,  fee  where  thy  Lord  once  lay  : 
Then  could  I  Ihow  tliefe  arms  of  mine,  and  fay 
Look,  Mary  here,  fee  where  thy  Lord  once  lay, 

T*  Pontius  luafhing  his  hands. 
Thy  hands  are  wafh'd,  but  O  the  water's  fpilt; 

That  labour'd  tu  hive  wafh.'d  thy  gyilt; 
The  flood,  if  any  can,  that  can  fufHce, 
Mull  have  its  fountain  in  thine  eyes. 
To  the  hfant  ALxrtyrs. 
Go,  fmiling  fouls,  your  new-built  Cages  breaJc, 
In  Heaven  you'll  learn  to  fmg,  ere  here  to  fpeak  ; 
Nor  \%t  the  ir.iik}'  fonts  thar  baih  your  thirft 
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Be  your  delay, 
The  place  that  calls  you  hence,  is  at  the  worft 
Milk  all  the  way. 
On  the  Miracle  of  Loaves. 
Now,  Lord,  or  never,  they'll  believe  on  thee  : 
Thou  to  their  teeth  haft  prov'd  thy  Deity. 
Mark  iv  — Why  are  ye  afraid.    0    e  of  Utile  faith  ? 
As  if  the  ftorm  meant  him. 
Or  'caufe  Heaven's  face  is  dim. 

His  needs  a  cloud  : 
Was  ever  froward  wind 
That  could  be  fo  unkind  ? 
Or  wave  fo  proud  ? 
The  wind  had  need  be  angry,  and  the  water  black. 
That  to  the  mighty  Neptune's  felf  dare  threaten 
wreck 
There  is  no  ftorm  but  tb.is 
Of  >  our  own  cowardice 

rhat  braves  you  out  ; 
You  are  the  ftorm  that  mocks 
Yourfelves ;  you  are  the  rocks 
Of  your  own  doubt  : 
BeCdes  this  fear  of  danger,  there's  no  danger  here ; 
And  he  that  here  fears  danger,  does  deferve  his 
fear. 
On  the  Bleffed  Virgin  s  bafhfulnefs. 
That  on  her  lap  fhe  cafts  her  hurnble  eye, 
Tis  the  fweet  pride  of  her  humility. 
The  fair  ftar  is  well  fix'd,  for  where,  O  !  where, 
Could  file  have  fix'd  it  on  a  fairer  fphe're  ? 
*Tis  heaven,  'tis  heaven  fhe  fees;  heaven's  God 

there  lies. 
She  can  fee  heaven,  and  ne'er  lift  up  her  eyes : 
This  new  gueft  to  her  eyes,  new  laws  hath  given, 
'Twas  once  look  up,  'tis  now  look  down  to  hea- 
ven. 

Upon  Lazarus^s  Tears. 
Rich  Lazarus  ;  richer  in  thofe  gems  thy  tears, 

Then  Dives  in  the  robes  he  wears; 
He  fcorns  them  now,  but  O  .   they'll  fuit  full  well 
With  th'  purple  he  muft  wear  in  hell 

Tivo  rvent  u/>  into  the  Temple  to  Pray. 
Two  went  t'   pray?  O  ;  rather  fay 
One  went  to  brag,  th'  other  t'>  pray  : 
One  ftand.s  up  clofe,  and  treads  on  high, 
Where  th'  other  dares  not  fend  his  eye; 
One  nearer  to  God's  altar  trod, 
The  other  to  the  altar's  God. 

'  Upon  the  Afs  that  bore  our  Savionr, 

Hath  only  anger  an  omnipotence 
In  eloquence .? 
Within  the  lips  of  love  and  joy  doth  dwell 

No  miracle? 
Why  elfe  had  Balaam's  afs  a  tongue  to  chide 

His  matter's  pride  ?     [word 
And  thou  (heaven  burthen'd  beaft)  haft  ne'er  a 

To  praife  thy  Lord  ? 
That  he  fliould  find  a  tongue  and  vocal  thunder 

Was  a  great  wonder. 
But,  O  !  me  thjnks  'tis  a  far  greater  one 

That  thou  find'ft  none. 

Matth.  vzli. — I  am  not  -worthy  that  tlou  f^ouldf  come 

under  my  Roof. 
Tmr  God  wa*  making  hafte  into  thy  roof, 
'J  hy  huaibk  faith,  and  fear,  keeps  him  aicof. 


He'll  be  thy  gueft,  becaufe  he  may  not  be. 
He'll  come — into  thy  houfe  ?  no,  into  thee. 
Upon. the  Po-wder-day. 
How  fit  our  well-rank'd  feafts  do  follow 
All  mifchief  comes  after  All- Hallow. 

1  am  the  Door. 
And  now  thou'rt  fet  wide  ope,  the  fpear's  fad  art 
Lo  !   hath  unlock'd  thee  at  the  very  heart : 
He  to  himfelf  (I  fear  the  worft) 

And  his  own  hope 
Hath  fhut  thefe  doors  of  heaven,  that  durfl 

Thu?  fet  them  ope. 
Matth.  X. — 'Xhe  Blind  cured  by  the  -word  of  our  Sa-viour, 
Thou  fpeak'ft  the  word  (thy  word's  a  law) 
Thou  fpak'ft  and  ftraight  the  blind  man  faw  : 
To  fpeak,  and  make  the  blind  man  fee. 
Was  never  man,  Lord,  fpake  like  thee ! 
To  fpeak  thus  was  to  fpeak  (fay  I) 
Not  to  his  ear,  but  to  his  eye. 

Matth    xxvii. —  And  be  anfwered  them  noihirm; 
O  MiGHxy  nothing!  unto  thee, 
I  Nothing,  we  owe  all  things  that  be. 
■   God  fpake  once,  when  he  all  things  made, 
He  fav'd  all  when  he  nothing  faid. 
The  world  was  madeof  nothmg  then; 
'Tifi  made  by  nothing  now  again. 

To  our  Lord,  upon  the  M'^'ater  made  Wins. 
Thou  water  turn'ft  to  wine  (fair  friend  of  life). 

Thy  foe  to  crofs  the  fweet  arts  of  thy  reign, 
Diftils  from  thence  the  tears  of  wrath  and  ftrife. 
And  fo  turns  wine  to  water  back  asrain. 
;   Matth   xxii. — Neither  durfl  any  Man  from  tiai  Day 
I  afh  him  any  more  ^ueflions. 

'  'Midst  all  the  dark  and  knotty  fnares. 
Black  wit  or  malice  can,  or  dares. 
Thy  glorious  wifdom  breaks  the  nets, 
And  treads  with  uncontrouled  ftcps ; 
Thy  quell'd  foes  are  not  only  now 
!  Thy  triumphs,  but  thy  trophies  too  : 
;  They  both  at  once  thy  conquefts  be. 
And  thy  conqueft's  memory. 
S;ony  amazement  makes  them  ftand 
Waiting  on  thy  victorious  hand. 
Like  ftatues  fixed  to  the  fame 
Of  thy  renown,  and  their  own  ftiame  ; 
As  if  they  only  meant  to  breathe 
To  be  the  life  of  their  own  death, 
'  fwas  time  to  hold  their  peace,  when  they 
Had  ne'er  another  word  to  fay. 
Yet  is  their  filence  unto  thee, 
The  full  found  of  thy  viftory  ; 
Their  Clence  fpeaks  aloud,  and  is 
Thy  well  pronounc'd  Panygeris. 
While  they  fpeak  nothing,  they  fpeak  all 
Their  fliare  in  thy  memorial. 
While  they  fpeak  nothing,  they  proclaim 
Thee,  with  the  ftirilleft  trump  of  fanie. 
To  hold  their  peace  is  all  the  ways 
Thefe  wretche.'s  have  to  fpeak  thy  praife. 
Upon  cur  Sai'ioiir's  Tomb,  luherein  never  Man  laas  laid. 
How  life  and  death  in  thee 
Agree  ! 
Thou  hadft  a  virgin  womb. 

And  tomb, 
A  Jofeph  did  betrothe 
'  Them  both. 
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Tt  is  better  io  go  Into  Seawn  ivUh  »ne  Eye,   Isfc. 

One  eye  ?  a  thoufand  rather,  and  a  thoufandmore, 

To  fix  thofe  fuU-fac'd  glories,  O  he's  poor 

Of  eyes  that  has  but  Argus  ftore.       [thee. 

Yet  if  thou'lt  fill  one  poor  &ye, with  thy  heaven, and 

O  grant,  (fweet  Goodnefs!)  that  one  eye  may 

All,  and  every  whit  of  me.  [be 

Luke  xi. Uj>oii  the  dumb  Devil  caji  out,  and  the  Jlan- 

deraus  Jews  put  io  Silence. 
Two  devils  at  one  blow  thou  haft  laid  flat, 
A  fpeaking  devil  this,  a  dumb  one  that. 
Was  't  thy  full  vidories  fairer  increafe, 

That  th'  one  fpake,  or  that  th'  other  held  his 
peace  ? 
Luke  %.—A»d  a  certain  Priejl  coming  that  -way,  looked 

onhim,  and  pajfed  by. 

Why  doft  thou  wound  my  wounds,  O  thou  that 

pafTeft  by,  l^y^j 

Handling  and  turning  them  with  an  unwounded 

The  calm  that  cools  thine  eye  does  fliipwreck  mine, 

foro: 

Venom' d  to  fee  one  wretched  is  to  make  him  fo. 
Luke  xl—Blefed  be  the  Paps  -which  thou  hajl  fueled. 
Suppose  he  had  been  tabled  at  thy  teats, 

Thy  hunger  feels  not  what  he  eats  : 
He'll  have  his  teat  e'er  long,  a  bloody  one, 
The  mother  then  mufl  fuck  the  Son. 

To  Pontius  luajhing  his  Blood-fain  d  hands. 
'S  MURTHER  no  fin  ?  or  a  fin  fo  cheap 

That  tbou  didft  heap 
A  rape  upon  't  ?  till  thy  adult'n  us  touch       [face, 
Taught  her  thefe  fullied  cheeks,  this  blubbcr'd 
She  was  a  nymph,  the  meadows  knew  none  fuch, 

Of  honeft  parentage,  of  ianftain'd  race. 
The  daughter  of  a  fair,  and  well  fam'd  fountain, 
As  ever  filver-tipt  the  fide  of  fliady  mountain. 
See  how  file  weeps,  and  weeps,  that  flie  appears 

Nothing  but  tears, 
Each  drops  a  tear,  that  weeps  for  her  own  wafte ; 

Hark  how  at  every  touch  fiie  does  complain  her; 
Hark  how  flie  bids  her  frighted  drops  make  haftc, 
And,  with  fad  murmurs,  chides  the  hands  that 
{lain  her : 
Leave,  leave  for  fhame,  or  elfe  (good  Judge)  de- 
cree 
What  water  fliall   wafli  this,    when  this    hath 

waflied  thee 
Matth.  xxiii.— r<?  build  the  Sepulchres  of  the  Prophets. 
Thou  trim'ft  a  prophets  tomb,  and  doft  bequeath 
The  life  thou  took'ft  from  him  unto  his  death  : 
Vain  man  '.  the  ftones  that  on  his  tomb  do  lie 
Keep  but  the  fcore  of  them  that  made  him  die, 
Upon  the  Infant  Martyrs. 
To  fee  both  blended  in  one  flood, 
The  mothers  milk,  the  childrens  blood, 
Makes  me  doubt  if  heav'n  will  gather 
Rofes  hence,  or  lilies  rather, 
John  yiy'l.— Verily,  1  fay  unto  you,  ye  f jail  iveep  and 

lament. 
Welcome,  my  grief,  my  joy  ;  how  dear's 

To  me  my  legacy  of  tears  ' 
I'll  v;eep,  and  weep,  and  will  therefore 
Weep,  'caufe  I  can  weep  no  more  : 

Ti^ou,  thou  (dear  Lord  '.)  even  thou  alone, 
Giv'ft  joy,  even  when  thou  giVeH  none. 


1  John  aw.—Upon  o-.Jr  Lorfs  lafl  cottifortaUe  Bifcourfi 
■with  his  Bifciples. 
All  Hybla's  honey,  all  that  fweetnefs  can, 
Flows  in  thy  fong  (O  fair,  O  dying  fwan  !) 
Yet  is  the  joy  I  take  in't  fmall  or  none; 
It  is  too  fweet  to  be  a  lo  g-liv'd  one. 

Luke  xvi. — Di-ues  dfhing  a  Drop. 
A  DROP,  one  drop,  how  fweetly  one  fair  drop 

Would  tremble  on  my  pearl  tipt  finger's  top  ? 
My  wealth  is  gone,  O  go  it  where  it  will. 
Spare  this  one  jew^el ;  I'll  be  Dives  ftill, 
Mark  xii. — (  Give  to  Cafttr — )     {^And  to  God — ) 
All  we  have  is  God's  and  yet 
Cxfar  challenges  a  debt. 
Nor  hath  God  a  thinner  fhare. 
Whatever  Cafar's  payments  are  ; 
All  is  God's  ;  and  yet  'tis  true 
All  we  have  is  Cefsir's  too; 
All  is  Csfar's;  and  what  odds, 
So  long  as  Csfar's  felf  is  God's? 

But  no-w  they  have  fen  and  hated. 
Seen  ?  and  yet  hated  thee  ?  they  did  not  fee. 

They  faw  thee  not,  that  faw  and  hated  thee  ; 
No,  no,  they  faw  thee  not,  O  life,  O  love, 

Who  faw  ought  in  thee  that  their  hate  could 
move. 
Upon   the  Cro-wn  of  Thorns  taken  from   our    Bleffei 

Lord's  Head,  all  bloody. 
Know'st  thou  this  Soldier?  'tis  a  much  chang'd 
plant,  which  yet 

Thyfelf  did'ft  fet. 
O !  who  fo  hard  a  hufbandman  did  ever  find, 

A  foil  fo  kind  ? 
Is  not  the  foil  a  kind  one  which  returns 

Rofes  for  thorns  ? 
Luke  vii. — &he  began  to  luafh  his   Feet  •with  Tedrs, 

and  -wipe  ihem  ixjlth  the  hairs  of  her  head. 
Her  eyes  flood  licks  his  feet's  fair  ftaih, 
Her  hairs  flame  licks  up  that  again  : 
This  flame  thus  quencht  hath  brighter  beams, 
This  flood  thus  llained,  fairer  ftreams. 

On  St.  Peter  cutting  off  Malclmi's  Ear. 
V/ell,  Peter,  doft  thou  wield  thy  adlive  fword, 
VV'ell  for  thyfelf  (I  mcau),  not  for  thy  Lord  : 
To  flrike  at  ears,  is  to  take  heed  there  be 
No  witnefs  Peter  of  thy  perjury. 
John  iii. — But  Men  loved  Darknefs  rather  than 
Light. 
The  world's  light  fiiines,  (bine  as  it  will. 
The  world  will  love  its  liarknefs  ftill  : 
I  doubt  though,  when  the  world's  in  hell. 
It  will  not  love  its  darknefs  half  fo  well. 

A<2.s  xxi. — /  am  ready  not  only  to  be  Bound,  but 

io  Dp:. 

Come  death,  come  bands,  nor  do  you  flir>nk,  my 

eats,  _      '=t4^^^ 

At  thole  hard  words  man's  cowardice  caits  fears. 
Save  thofe  of  fear,  no  other  bands  fear  I ; 
No  other  fear  than  this,  the  fear  to  die 
On  Si.  Peter  cafiing  aiuay  his  Nets   at  our  Saviours 

call. 
Thou  haft  the  art  on't  Peter,  and  canft  tell 

I  o  call  thy  nets  '.n  all  occafions  well :        [Itay, 
When  Cbrift  calls,   and  thy  n<-t3  would  have  thee 
To  call  them  well's  to  caft  thr  m  quite;  away. 
Y  y  iiij 
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OiJr  Z.t>J  'n  h'u  C'lrcamcljloit  to  his  Father. 
To  thee  thcfe  firlt  fruits  of  my  growing  death 
(For  v/hat  elfe  is  my  life  ?)  Jo,  I  bequeath  7 
Tafte  this,  and  as  thou  lik'fl  this  Icfler  flood 
Expect  a  fea,  my  heart  fliall  make  it  good. 
Thy  wrath  that  wades  here  now,  e'er  long  fhall 

fwim, 
The  floodgate  fliall  be  fet  wide  ope  for  him. 
Theii  let  him  drink,  and  drink,  and  do  his  worfl 
To  drown  the  wantonnefs  of  '""^  wild  third:. 
JJow's  but  the  nonage  of  my  pains,  my  fears 
Are  yet  toth  in  their  hopes,  not  come  to  years. 
The  day  of  my  dark  woe  is  yet  but  morn, 
My  tears  but  tender,  and  my  death  new  born. 
\et  may  thefe   unflcdg'd  griefs  give  fate  fome 

guefs, 
Thefe  cradle  torments  have  their  towardhefs. 
Thefe  purple  buds  of  blioming  death  may  be, 
Erfl  the  full  flature  of  a  fatal  tree. 
And  till  my  riper  woes  to  age  are  come;, 
This  knife  may  be  the  fpear's  Prseludium. 
On  the  Wounds  of  but  Crucijied  Lord. 
O  These  wakeful  wounds  of  thine ! 

Are  they  mouths  1  or  are  they  eyes  ? 
Pe  they  mouths,  or  oe  they  een, 

Each  bleeding  part  fome  one  fupplies. 
Lo,  a  mouth !  whofe  full  bloom'd  lips 

At  too  dear  a  rate  are  rofes  : 
L.0,  a  J3lood-fhot  eye  !  -that  weeps, 

And  many  a  cruel  tear  difclofes. 
O  thou  that  on  this  foot  haft  laid 

Many  a  kifs,  and  many  a  tear. 
Now  thou  flialt  have  all  repaid^ 

What  foe'er  thy  charges  were. 
This  foot  hath  got  a  mouth  and  lips 

To  pay  the  fweet  fum  of  thy  kiffes, 
To  pay  thy  tears,  an  eye  that  weeps, 

Inftead  of  tears,  fuch  gems  as  this  is. 
The  difference  only  this  appears, 

(Nor  can  the  change  offend) 
The  debt  is  paid  in  ruby-tears 

Which  thou  in  pearls  did'ft  lend. 

On  our  Cruz'ijud  Lord  Naked  and  Bloody. 
They  have  left  thee  naked,  Lord  I     O  that  they 

had ; 
This  garment  too,  I  would  they  had  deny'd. 
Thee  with  thyfelf  they  have  too  richly  clad. 
Opening  the  purple  wardrobe  of  thy  fide  : 
O  never  could  there  be  garment  too  good 
For  thee  to  wear,  but  this  of  thine  own  blood. 
Eajicr  Day. 
I. 
Rise,  Heir  of  frelh  eternity 
From  thy  virgin  tomb, 
-Hifc  mighty  Man  of  wonders,  and  thy  world  with 
thee, 
Thy  tomb  the  univerfal  eafl; 

Natures  new  womb, 
Thy  tomb  fair  immortalities  perfumed  neft. 

II- 
Of  all  the  glories  make  noon  gay,  r 

This  is  the  morn, 
T'liis  rock  bud's  forth  the  fountain  of  tLc  ftreaiiis 
of  day, 


In  joys  white  annals  lives  this  hour 
When  life  was  born. 
No  cloud  fcoul  on  his  radiant  iids,    no  tcmpcft 
lour. 

111. 
Life,  by  this  Light's  nativity 

All  creatures  have. 
Death  only  by  this  days  juft  doom  is  forc'dto  die; 
Nor  is  death  forc'd;  for  may  he  lie 
Thron'd  in  thy  grave 
Death  will  on  this  condition  be  content  to  die, 
On  the  Bleeding  Wounds  of  our  Crucijied  httd. 
I. 
Jeso,  no  more,  it  is  full  ride. 

From  thy  head  and  from  thy  feet, 
From  thy  hands  and  from  thy  iide. 
All  the  purple  rivers  hieet. 
II. 
What  need  thy  fair  head  bear  a  part 

In  fnovvers,  as  if  thine  eyes  had  none  ? 
What  need  they  help  to  drown  thy  heart 
That  flreams  in  torrents  of  its  own, 
iji. 
Thy  refllefs  feet  now  cannot  go 
For  us  and  our  eternal  good. 
As  they  were  ever  wont,  what  though  ? 
They  fwim,  alas !  in  their  own  blood. 

IV. 

Thy  hands  to  give  thou  can'ft  not  lift ; 

Yet  will  thy  hand  flill  giving  be  : 
It  gives,  but  O  itfelf 's  the  gift; 

It  gives  though  bound,  though  bound  'tis  free. 

V. 

But  O  thy  Tide,  thy  deep-digg'd  fide 

That  hath  a  double  Nilus  going. 
Nor  ever  was  the  Pharian  tide 

Half  fo  fruitful,  half  fo  flowing. 

VI. 

No  hair  fo  fmall  but  pays  his  river 

To  this  Red  Sea  of  thy  blood, 
Their  little  channels  can  deliver    ' 

Something  to  the  general  flood. 

Bat  while  I  ipeak  whither  arc  rifn 

All  the  rivers  nam'd  before  ? 
I  counted  wrong,  there  is  but  one, 

But  O  that  one  is  one  all  o'er, 
viu. 
Rain-fwoln  rivers  n'lay  rife  proud. 

Bent  ail  to  drown  and  overflow; 
But  when  indeed  all's  overflow'd 

They  themfelves  are  drowned  too. 
IS. 
This  thy  blood's  deluge  (a  dire  thanct. 

Dear  Lord  to  thee)  to  us  is  found 
A  deluge  of  deliverance  ; 

A  deluge  leaft  we  fliould  be  drowh'd. 
Ne'er  waft  thou  in  a;  fenfe  fo  fadly  true 
The  well  of  living  waters,  Lord,  till  now, 

Sawpfon  to  his  Dalilah.   ■ 
Could  not  once  blinding  me,  cruel !  fuffice  ? 
When  firft  I  i<fok't  on  thee  I  loft  mine  eyes. 

F/alm  xxiii. 
Happy,  me  1  O  happy  fheep  1 
Whom  my  God  vouchfales  to  keep  ; 


Even  my  God,  evfiti  he  it  is 

That  points  me  to  thefe  ways  of  bllfs; 

On  whofe  paftures  cheerful  fpring, 

All  the  year  doth  fit  and  fmg, 

And  rejoicing  fmiles  to  fee 

Their  green  backs  wear  his  livery : 

Pleafure  fings  my  foul  to  reft, 

Plenty  wears  me  at  her  breaft, 

SVhofe  fweet  temper  teaches  me 

Nor  wanton,  nor  in  want  to  be. 

At  my  feet  the  blubb'ring  mountain 

Weeping  melts  into  a  fountain, 

Whofe  foft  filver  fweating  ftreams 

Make  high  noon  forget  his  beams : 

When  my  wayward  Lreath  is  flyings 

He  calls  home  tny  foul  from  dying, 

Strokes,  and  tames  my  rapid  grief, 

And  does  woo  me  into  life  : 

When  my  fimple  weaknefs  ftrays, 

('Tangled  in  forbidden  ways) 

He  (my  fhepherd)  is  my  guide  ; 

He's  before  me,  on  my  fide, 

And  behind  me  ;  he  beguiles 

Craft  in  all  her  knotty  wiles  : 

He  expounds  the  giddy  wonder 

Of  my  weary  fleps,  and  under 

Spreads  a  path  as  clear  as  day, 

Where  no  churlifli  rub  fays  nay 

To  my  joy  conduiSed  feet, 

Whil'ft  they  gladly  go  to  meet 

Grace  and  Peace,  to  meet  new  lays 

Tun'd  to  my  great  Shepherd's  praife. 

Come  now  all  ye  terrors,  fally, 

Mufter  forth  into  the  valley. 

Where  triumphant  darknefs  hovers 

With  a  fable  wing  that  covers 

Brooding  horror.     Come,  thou  Death  ! 

Let  the  damps  of  thy  dull  breath 

Overfhadow  even  the  fhade. 

And  make  Darknefs  felf  afraid ; 

There  my  feet,  even  there,  fhall  find 

Way  for  a  refolvcd  mind! 

Still,  my  Shepherd,  flill  my  God     ' 

Thou  art  with  me,  ftill  thy  rod. 

And  thy  (laiF,  whofe  influence 

Givc5  direction,  gives  defence. 

At  the  whifpcr  of  thy  word 

Crown'd  abundance  fpreads  my  boara  t 

While  I  feaft,  my  foes  do  feed 

Their  rank  malice  not  their  need, 

So  that  with  the  felf-fame  I  read 

They  are  ftarv'd  and  I  am  fed. 

How  my  head  in  ointment  fwims '. 

How  my  cup  o'erlook's  her  brmis! 

So,  e^en  fo  ftill  may  I  move 

By  the  line  of  thy  dear  love  ; 

Stjll  may  thy  fweet  mercy  fpread 

A  ftiady  arm  above  my  head, 

About  my  paths,  fo  fliall  I  find 

The  fair  centre  of  my  mind 

Thy  temple,  and  thofi?  lovely  walls 

Bright  ever  with  a  beam  that  falls 

Frefti  from  the  pure  glance  of  thine  eye, 

Lighting  to  eternity  ; 

Thete  I'll  dwell,  for  ever  there 

Will  I  find  a  purer  air 
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To  feed  my  life  with,  there  I'll  fuj^ 

Balm,  and  nectar  in  my  cup. 

And  thence  my  ripe  foul  will  I  breathe  » 

Warm  into  the  arms  of  death. 

Pfalm  cxxxvii. 
On  the  proud  banks  of  great  Euphrates  flood, 

There  we  fate,  and  there  we  wept: 
Our  harps  that  now  no  mufic  underftood', 
Nodding  on  the  willows  flept. 
While  unhappy  captiv'd  <ve 
Lovely  Sion  thought  on  thee. 
They,    they  that  fnatcht  us  from  our  country'i 
breaft 
Would  have  a  fong  carv'd  to  their  ears 
In  Hebrew  numbers,  then  (O  cruel  jeft!) 

When  harps  and  hearts  were  drown'd  in  tears: 
Coriie,  they  cry'd,  come  fing  and  play 
One  of  Slbn's  fcngs  to  day. 
Sing  ?  play  .■•  to  whom  (ah  !)  fliall  we  fuig  or  play 

If  not  Jerufalem  to  thee  ? 
Ah,  thee,  Jerufalem  !  ah  fooner  may  v 
This  hand  forget  the  maftery 
Of  mufic's  dainty  touch,  then  I 
The  mufic  of  thy  memory, 
Which  when  I  lofe,  O  may  at  once  my  tongue 

Lofe  this  fame  bufy  fpeaking  art, 
Unparch'd,  her  vocal  arteries  unftrung, 
No  more  acquainted  with  my  heart, 
On  my  dry  palate's  roof  to  reft 
A  wither'd  leaf,  an  itile  gueft. 
No,  no,  thy  good  Sion  alone  muft  crown 

The  head  of  all  my  hope-nurft  joys. 
But  Edom,  cruel  thou  !  thou  cryd'ft  down,  dowa 
Sink  Sion,  down  and  never  rife. 

Her  falling  thou  did'ft  urge,  and  thruft, 
And  hafte  to  dalh  her  into  duft, 
Doft  laugh  ?  proud  Babel's  daughter  !  do,  laugh  oK 

Till  thy  ruin  teach  thee,  tears. 
Even  fuch  as  thefe ;  laugh,  till  a  venging  throng 
Of  woes,  too  late  do  roufe  thy  fears. 
Laugh  till  thy  childrens  bleeding  bones 
Weep  precious  tears  upon  the  ftones. 
Qnem  vidiftis  Paftorcs,  &c. — A  Hymn  of  the  Na' 
ti'vity.   Sung  by  the  Shepherds, 
^       Chorus, 
Come,  we  fliepherds,  whofe  blefl  fight 

Hath  met  love's  noon,  in  nature's  night. 
Come,  lift  we  up  our  loftier  fong, 

And  wake  the  fun  that  lies  too  long. 
To  all  our  world  of  vvell-floln  joy. 

He  flept,  and  dream't  of  no  fu?h  thing  j 
While  we  found  out  Heav'ns  fairer;  eye. 

And  kift  the  cradle  qf  our  King; 
Tell  him  he  rifes  now  too  late. 
To  ftiow  us  ought  worth  looking  at. 

Tell  him  we  now  can  fliow  him  mere 

Than  he  e'er  fhow'd  to  mortal  fight, 
Than  he  himfelf  e'er  faw  before 

Which  to  be  feen  needs  not  hi.8  light  j 
Tell  him  Tityrus  where  th'  haft  been. 
Tell  him  ThyrCs  what  th*  haft  feen. 
Tit,       Gloomy  night  embrac'd  the  place 

Where  the  noble  infant  lay, 
The  Babe  look't  up  and  fhow'd  his  faee^. 

In  fpite  of  darknefs  ic  was  doty  : 
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It  was  thy  day.  Sweet :  and  did  rife, 
Not  from  the  eafl,  but  from  thine  eyes. 
C/jor.  It  was  thy  day.  Sweet,  &c. 

7byr/.  Winter  chid  aloud,  and  fent 

The  angry  north  to  wage  his  wars, 
The  north  forgot  his  fierce  intent, 

And  left  perfumes  inftead  of  fears. 
By  thofe  fweet  eyes  perfuafive  powers, 
Where  he  meant  froft,  he  fcatter'd  flowers. 
Cbor.  By  thofe  fweet  eyes,  &c. 

j^oti-     We  faw  thee  in  thy  balmy  neft 

Bright  dawn  of  our  eternal  day  ! 
We  faw  thine  eyes  break  from  their  eaft. 
And  chafe  the  trembling  fhades  away. 
We  faw  thee,  and  we  bleft  the  fight. 
We  faw  thee  by  thine  own  fweet  light. 
2*;'^.       Poor  world  (faid  I),  what  wilt  thou  do 
To  entertain  this  ftarry  ftranger  1 
Is  this  the  beft  thou  canfl;  beftow 

A  cold,  and  not  too  cleanly  manger  ? 
Contend  ye  powers  of  heav'n  and  earth 
To  fit  a  bed  for  this  huge  birth. 
Chor.  Contend  ye  powers,  &c. 

^bjrf.  Proud  world  (faid  l),  ceafe  your  conteft, 
And  let  the  mighty  Babe  alone, 
The  phoenix  builds  the  phccnix  neft. 

Love's  architetSlure  is  all  one. 
The  Babe  whofe  birth  embraves  this  morn , 
Made  his  own  bed  ere  he  was  born. 
Cbor.  The  Babe,  &c. 

TT/f.       I  faw  the  curl'd  drops,  foft  and  flow,  ' 
Come  hovering  o'er  the  places  head, 
Offering  their  whiteft  flieets  of  fnow. 

To  furnifli  the  fair  Infant's  bed  : 
Forbear  (faid  I),  be  not  too  bold 
Your  fleece  is  white,  but  'tis  too  cold. 
Chor.  Forbear  (faid  I),  &c. 

^byrf.  I  faw  the  obfequious  Seraphims 

Their  rofy  fleece  of  fire  beftow. 
For  well  they  now  can  fpare  their  wings 

Since  Heaven  itfelf  lies  here  below  : 
Well  done  (faid  I),  but  are  you  furc 
Your  down  fo  warm,  will  pafs  for  pure. 
Cbor.  Well  done  (faid  we),  &c. 

^it.       No,  no,  your  King's  not  yet  to  feek 
Where  to  repofe  his  royal  head, 
See,  fee,  how  foon  his  new  bloom'd  cheek 
'Twixt's  mothers  breafts  is  gone  to  bed 
Sweet  choice  (faid  l),no  way  but  lb 
Not  to  lie  cold,  yet  fleep  in  fnow. 
Chor.  Sweet  choice,  &c. 

petb.     We  faw  thee  in  thy  balmy  neft 

Bright  dawn  of  our  eternal  day; 
We  faw  thine  eyes  break  from  their  eaft. 
And  chafe  the  trembling  ftiades  away  : 
•    We  faw  thee,  and  we  bleft  the  fight. 
We  faw  thee,  by  thine  own  fweet  light, 
Cbor.     We  faw  thee,  Sf.c. 

Full  Chorus. 
Welcome  all  wonders  in  one  fight  t 

Eternity  fliut  in  a  fpan, 
Summer  in  winter,  day  in  night, 

Heaven  in  earth,  and  Gudin  man; 


Great  little  one  !  Whofe  all  embracing  birth 
Lift  earth  to  heav'n,  ftoops  heav'n  to 
earth. 

Welcome  though  not  to  gold  nor  filk. 

To  more  than  Csefar's  birthright  is; 
Two  fifter  feas  of  virgin  milk. 

With  many  a  rarely  temper'd  hifs 
Thatbreath'sat  onceboth  maidand  mother. 
Warms  in  the  one,  cools  in  the  other. 
She  fings  thy  tears  afleep,  and  dips 

Her  kiffcs  in  thy  weeping  eye  ; 
She  fpreads  the  red  leaves  of  thy  lips. 

That  in  their  buds  yet  biuftiing  lie ; 
She  'gainft  thofe  mother  diamonds  tries 
The  points  of  her  young  eagles  eyes. 

Welcome,  though  not  to  thofe  gay  flys 
Gilded  i'  th'  beams  of  earthly  kings, 

Slippery  fouls  in  fmiling  eyes. 

But  to  poor  ftiepherds,home-fpun  things, 

Whofewealth'sthejrflock;  whofe  v.'it  to  be 

Well  read  in  their  firtiplicity. 

Yet  when  young  April's  hufband  fliowersj 

Shall  blefs  the  fruitful  Maia's  bed. 
We'll  bring  the  firft  born  of  her  flov/ers. 

To  kifs  thy  feet,  and  crown  thy  head. 
To  thee,  dread  Lamb  :   whofe  love  muft 

keep 
The  flicpherds  more  than  they  their  flieep 
To  thee,  meek  Majefty  I  foft  King 

Of  fimple  graces  and  fweet  loves ; 
Each  of  us  his  lamb  will  bring. 

Each  his  pair  of  filver  duves, 
Till  burnt  at  laft  in  fire  of  thy  fair  eyes, 
Ourfelves  become  our  own  beft  facrifice. 
SOSPETTO  D"  HERODE.— LIB.  I. 

ARGOMENTO. 

Cafting  the  times  with  their  ftrong  figns, 

Death's  Mafter  his  own  death  divines. 

Struggling  for  help,  his  beft  hope  is 

Herod's  fufpicion  may  heal  his. 

Therefore  he  fends  a  fiend  to  wake 

The  fleeping  tyrant's  fond  miftake  ; 

Who  fears  (in  vain),  that  he  whofe  birth 

Means  heaven  fliould  meddle  with  his  earth. 
I. 
MasE,  now  the  fervant  of  foft  love's  no  more. 
Hate  is  thy  theme,  and  Herod,  whofe  unbleft 
Hand  (O  what  dares  not  jealous  greatnef*  ?)  tore 
A  thoufand  fweet  babes  from  their  mothers  breaft: 
The  blooms  of  martj'rdom.  O  be  a  door 
Of  language  to  my  infant  lips,  ye  beft 
Of  confefl'ors,  whofe  throats  anfwering  hisfwords. 
Gave  forth  your  blocd  for  breath,  fpoke  fouls  for 
words. 

II. 
Great  Anthony  !   Spain's  well-befeeming  pride, 
I'hou  mighty  branch  of  emperors  and  kings  1 
The  beauties  of  whofe  dawn  wJiat  eye  may  bide  ? 
With  which  the  fun  himfelf  weighs  equal  wings  ; 
Map  of  heroic  worth  1   v;hom  far  and  wide 
To  the  believing  world  fame  boldly  fings  : 

Deign  thou  to  wear  this  humble  wreath  that 
bows 

To  be  the  facred  honour  of  thy  brows. 
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XII. 


Jlor  needs  my  mufe  a  blufh,  or  thefe  bright  flow'rs 
Other  than  what  their  own  bleft  beauties  bring. 
They  were  the  fmilingfonsof  thofe  fweet  bow'rs, 
That  drink  the  dew  of  life,  whofe  deathlefs  fpring, 
Nor  Syrian  flame,  nor  Borean  froft  deflowers  : 
From   whence  heav'n-labouring  bees  with  bufy 
wing, 
Suck  hidden  fweets,  which  well-digefted  proves 
Immortal  honey  for  the  hive  i)f  loves. 

IV. 

Thou,  whofe  ftrong  hand  with  fo  tranfcendcnt 

worth, 
Holds  high  the  rein  of  fair  Parthenope, 
That  neither  Rome,  nor  Athens  can  bring  forth 
A  name  in  noble  deeds  rival  to  thee  '. 
Thy  fame's  fullnoife  makesproud  the  patient  earth, 
Far  more  than  matter  for  my  mufe  and  me. 

The  Tyrrhene  feas,  and  fhores  found  all  the  fame. 
And  in  their  murmurs  keep  thy  mighty  name. 

V. 

Below  the  bottom  of  the  great  abyfs, 
There  where  one  centre  reconciles  all  things ; 
The  world's  profound  heart  pants;  there  placed  Is 
Mifchief 's  old  mafter,  clofe  about  him  clings 
A  curl'd  knot  of  embracing  fnakes  that  kifs 
His  correfpondent  cheeks  ;  thefe  loathfonie  firings 
Hold  the  perverfe  prince  in  eternal  ties 
Faft  bound,  fince  firft  he  forfeited  the  ikies. 

VI. 

The  judge  of  torments,  and  the  king  of  tears, 
He  fills  a  burnifh'd  throne  of  quenchlefs  fire  : 
And  for  his  old  fair  robes  of  light  he  wears 
A  gloomy  mantle  of  dark  flame?,  the  tire 
That  crowns  his  hated  head  on  high  appears; 
Where  fev'n  tall  horns  (his  empires  pride)    af- 
pire. 
And  to  make  up  hell's  majefty,  each  hprn 
Sev'n-crefted  Hydra's  horribly  adorn/ 

VII. 

His  eyes,  the  fuUen  dens  of  death  and  night, 
Startle  the  dull  air  with  a  dilmal  red  : 
Such  his  fell  glances  as  the  fatal  light 
Of  (taring  comets,  that  look  kingdoms  dead. 
From  his  black  n^ftrils  and  blue  lips  in  fpite 
Of  hell's  own  {link  a  worfer  ftench  is  fpread. 

Hi.-,  breath  hell's  lightning  is;    and  each  deep 
groan 

Difdains  to  think  that  Heaven  thunders  alone. 


Their  locks  are  bedsof  uncomb'd  fnakes  that  wind 
About  their  ftiady  brows  in  wanton  rings,  [reigns. 
Thus  reigns  the  wrathful  king,  and  while  he 
His  fceptre  and  himfelf  both  he  difdains. 


VIII. 

His  flaming  eyes  dire  exhalation, 
Unto  a  dreadful  pile  gives  fiery  breath; 
"Whofe  unconfum'd  confumption  preys  upon 
The  never-dying  life  of  a  long  death. 
In  this  fad  houfe  of  flow  dellrudlion, 
(His  flvop  of  flames;  he  fries  himfelf  beneath 
A  mafs  of  woes,  his  teeth  for  torment  gnalh. 
While  his  fteel  fides  found  wiihhis  tail's  flrong 
lafli. 

IX, 

Three  rigorous  virgins  waiting  flill  behind, 
Affift  the  throne  of  th'  iron-fceptred  king  ; 
With  whips  ol'  thorns  and  knotty  vipers  twin'd 
Thty  roufe  himj  when  his  ia»k  thought  s  need 
fting. 


Difdainful  wretch  1  how  hath  one  bold  fin  coft 
Thee  all  the  beauties  of  thy  once  bright  eyes  ? 
How  hath  one  black  eclipfe  cancell'd  and  croft 
The  glories  that  did  gild  thee  in  thy  rife  ? 
Proud  morning  of  a  perverfe  day  !  how  loft 
Art  thou  unto  thyfelf,  thou  too  felf-wife 
Narcifl"us  ?  foolifli  Phaeton  ?  who  for  all 
Thy  high-aim'd  hopes,  gain'd'ft  but  a  flaming 
fall. 

XI. 

From  Death's  fad  fliades,  to  the  life-breathing  air. 
This  mortal  enemy  to  mankind's  good. 
Lifts  his  malignant  eyes,  wafted  with  care. 
To  become  beautiful  in  human  blood. 
Where  Jordan  melts  his  cryftal,  to  make  fair 
The  fields  of  Paleftine  with  fo  pure  a  flood ; 
There  does  he  fix  his  eyes,  and  there  deteft 
New  matter  to  make  good  his  great  fufpedt. 
xn. 
He  calls  to  mind  th'  old  quarrel,  and  what  fpark 
Set  the  contendiug  foxis  of  Heaven  on  fire  : 
Oft  in  his  deep  thought  he  revolves  the  dark 
Sybil's  divining  leaves  ;  he  does  inquire 
Into  th'  old  prophecies,  trembling  to  mark 
How  many  prefent  prodigies  confpire 

To  crown  their  pafl  prcdiiSlions,  both  he  lays 
Together,  in  his  pond'roas  mind  both  weighs, 

XIII. 

Heaven's  golden-winged  herald,  late  he  faw 

To  a  poor  Galilean  virgin  fent  : 

How  low  the  bright  youth  bow'd,  and  with  what 

awe 
Immortal  flowers  to  her  fair  hand  prefent. 
He  faw  th'  old  Hebrew's  womb,  negledl  the  law 
Of  age  and  barrennefs,  and  her  babe  prevent 

His  birth,  by  his  devotion,  who  began 

Betimes  to  be  a  faint,  before  a  man. 

XIV. 

He  faw  rich  neflar  chaws  releafe  the  rigour 
Of  th'  icy  north,  from  froft-bound  Atlas'  hands 
His  adamantine  fetters  fall ;  green  vigour 
Gladding  the  Scythian  rocks,  and  Lybian  fands. 
He  faw  a  vernal  fmile,  fweetly  di -figure 
Winter's  fad  fAce,  and  through  the  flpw'ry  lands 
Of  fair  Engaddi's  honey-fweating  fountain.s 
With  manna,  milk,  and  balm,  new  broach  the 
mountains. 

XV. 

He  faw  how  ia  that  bleil  day-bearing  night, 
The  heav'n-rebuked  fhades  made  hafte  away  ; 
How  bright  a  dawn  of  angels  with  new  light 
Amaz'd  the  midnight  world,  and  made  a  day 
Of  which  the  morning  knew  not;  mad  with  fpight 
Ha  marU'd  how  the  poor  ftiepherds  ran  to  pay 
Their  Ample  tribute  to  the  babe,  whofe  birth 
Was  the  great  bufinefs  both  of  Heaven  aa4 
earth. 


He  faw  a  threefold  fun,  with  rich  increafe, 
Make  proud  the  ruby  portals  of  the  call. 
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He  faw  the  temple  facred  to  fweet  Peace, 

Adore  her  Prince's  birth,  flat  on  her  bread. 

He  faw  the  falling  idols,  all  confefs 

A  coming  Deity.     He  faw  the  neft 

Of  poilonous  and  unnatural  loves,  earth-nurft, 
Touch'd  with   the    world's  true    antidote   to 
bucft. 

XVII. 

He  faw  Heaven  bioffom  with  a  new-born  Hght, 
On  which,  as  on  a  glorious  ftranger  gaz'd 
The  golden  eyes  of  night,  whole  beam  made  bright 
The  way  to  Beth'lefn,  and  as  boldly  blaz'd, 
^br  alk'd  leave  of  the  fun)  by  day  as  night. 
Ey  whom  (as  Heav'nsillullrious  handmaid  j  rais'J 

Three  kings  (or  what  is  more)  three  wife  men 
went 

WeHward  to  find  the  v^orld's  true  Orient, 
xvui. 
Struclt  with  thefe  gfeat  Concurrences  of  things, 
Symptoms  fo  deadly  unto  death  and  him  ; 
lain  would  he  have  forgot  'Cvhat  fatal  firings 
Eternally  bind  each  rebellious  limb. 
He  Ihook  himfelf,  andfpread  hisfpacious  wings, 
Which  like  two  bofom'd  fails  erabrac'd  the  dun 

Air,  with  a  difmal  ftiade,  but  all  in  vain  ; 

Of  fturdy  adamant  is  his  ftrong  chain. 

While  thus  Heav'ns  hi^heft  connfels,  by  the  low 
Footfteps  of  their  effedts,  he  trac'd  too  well. 
He  tofs'd  his  troubled  eyes,  embers  that  glow     ♦ 
NoVr  with  new  rage,  and  wax  too  hot  for  hell. 
With  his  foul  claws  he  fenc'd  his  fufrow'd  brow, 
And  gave  a  ghaflly  ihriek,  whofe  horrid  yell 

Ran  trembling  through  the  hollow  vaults  of 
night, 

The  while  his  twifted  tail  he  gnawed  for  fpite. 

XX. 

Yet  on  the  other  fide,  fain  would  he  ftart 

AhoVe  his  fears,  and  think  it  cannot  be. 

He  iludies  Scripture,  ftrives  to  found  the  heart, 

And  feel  the  pulfe  of  every  prophecy. 

He  knows  (bnt  krroWs  not  how,  or  by  what  art) 

The  heav'n  expedling  ages  hope  to  fee 

A  n'ighty  Babe,  whole  pure  utifpotted  birth. 
From  a  chafle  virgin  Vyomb  Ihould  blcfs  the 
earth. 

XXT. 

Btit  thefe  vafl  myfleries  his  fenfes  fmother. 
And  reafon  (^for  what's  faith  to  him)  devour; 
How  Ihe  that  is  a  maid  fhould  prove  a  mother, 
Yet  keep  inviolate  her  virgin  flower; 
How  God's  eternal  Son  fhould  be  man's  brother, 
Pofeth  his  proudeft  intelleiftual  power. 
Ho^w  a  pure  fpirit  fliould  incarnate  be, 
And  Life  itfelf  wear  Death's  frail  livery. 

XXII. 

That  the  Great  Angel  blinding  light  fhould  fhrink 

His  blize,  to  Ihine  in  a  poor  fliepherd's  eye. 

That  the  unmeafur'd  God  fo  low  fliould  fink, 

As  pris'ner  in  a  few  poor  rags  to  lie. 

•j  hat  from  his  mother's  brcaft  he  milk  fhould 
drink. 

Who  feeds  with  ne<ftar  Heav'n's  fair  family, 
That  a  vile  manger  lis  low  bed  fhould  prove, 
Who  in  a  throne  of  ftars  thunderj  abpve. 


xxHi. 


That  he  whom  the  fun  ferves,  (houKl  faintly  pttp 
Through  clouds  of  infant  flefh  :  that  he  the  old 
Eternal  Word  fhould  be  a  child  and  weep  : 
'J"hat  he  who  made  the  fire,  fhould  fear  the  cold  : 
That  Heaven'shigh  Mijefty  his  court  fhould  keep 
In  a  clay  cottage,  by  each  blaft  controul'd:  [fears  < 
That  Glory's  felt  fhould  ferve  our  griefs  and 
And  free  EternitJ',  fubmit  to  years. 

XX  J  V. 

And  further,  that  the  law's  eternal  Giver, 
Should  bleed  in  his  own  law's  obedience; 
And  to  the  circumcifing  knife  deliver 
Himfelf,  the  f,>rfeit  of  his  flave's  offence. 
That  the  unbleriiifh'd  Lamb,  bleffed  for  ever, 
Should  take  the  mark  of  fin,  and  pain  of  fenfe. 
I'hefe  are  the  knotty  riddles,  whofe  dark  doubt 
Entangles  his  loft  .thoughts,  pafl  getting  out. 

XXV. 

While  new  thoughts  boil'd  in  his  enraged  breaft, 

His  gloomy  bofom's  darkell  charaft^r. 

Was  in  his  fliady  forehead  feen  expreft. 

The  forehead's  fiiade  in  grief's  expreffion  there, 

I»  what  in  fign  of  joy  among  the  blcll, 

The  face's  hghtning,  or  a  fmile  is  here. 

Thofe  flings  of  care  that  his  flrong  heart  oppreft, 
A  defpetate,  Oh  me  '.  drew  from  his  deep  breafl, 

XXVI. 

Oh  mel  (thus  bellow'd  he)  ;  oh  me!  what  great 
Portents  before  mine  eyes  their  powers  advance  ? 
And  ferves  my  purer  fight,  only  to  beat 
Down  my  proud  thought  and  leave  it  in  a  traqce? 
Frown  !,  and  can  great  Nature  keep  her  feat  ? 
And  the  gay  ftars  lead  ori  their  golden  dance; 
Can  his  attempts  above  ftill  profp'rous  be, 
Aufpicious  ftill,  in  fpite  of  hell  and  me  ? 

XXVIT. 

He  has  my  Heaven  (what  would  he  more)  wfrofe 

bright 
And  radiant  fceptre  this  bold  hand  fhould  bear. 
And  for  the  never-fading  fields  of  light, 
My  fair  inheritance,  he  confines  me  here 
To  this  dark  houfe  of  fhade^,  horror,  and  night. 
To  draw  a  long-liv'd  deith,  where  all  my  cheer 
Is  the  folemnity  my  forrow  wears. 
That  mankind's  torment  waits  upon  my  tcCT*. 
Xxviji. 
Dark  dufky  man,  he  needs  would  Cngle  forth, 
To  make  the  partner  of  his  own  pure  ray  : 
And  fhould  we  powers  of  Heav'n,  fpirits  of  worth, 
Bow  our  bright  heads  before  a  king  of  clay  ? 
It  fliall  not  be,  faid  1 ;  and  clomb  the  north, 
Where  never  wing  of  angel  yet  made  way. 

What  though  I  mift  my  blow  i  yet  1  ftruckhigh, 
And  to  dare  fomething,  is  fome  victory. 

XXIX. 

Is  lie  notfatisfied.'  means  he  to  wreft 
Hell  from  me  too,  and  fack  nry  territories  ? 
Vile  human  nature,  means  he  no  t'  inveft 
(O  my  dcfpire  ')  with  his  divineft  glories  ? 
And  rifiiig  with  rich  fpinls  upon  his  breaft,- 
With  his  fair  triumphs  fill  all  future  ftorieS.'' 

M-ik  the  briglit  arms  of  Heav'n,  rebuke  thefe 
(.  yes .' 

Mock  me,  and  dazzle  mj  dark  m/fterics  i 
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^rt  thou  not  Lucifer  ?  he  to  whom  the  droves 
Of  ftars  that  gild  the  morn  in  charge  were  giv'n  ? 
The  nimblefl  tf  the  lightning-winged  loves  ? 
The  faireft,  and  the  firft  born  fmile  of  Heav'n  ? 
Lcok  in  what  pomp  the  miftrefs  planet  moves 
Rtv'rently  circled  by  the  lefTer  ftven, 

Such,  and  fo  rich,  the  flames  that  from  thine 
eyes, 

Opprefs'd  the  common  people  of  the  ikies. 

Ah,  wretch  1  what  hoots  thee  to  caft  back  thy  eyes 
Where  dawning  hope  no  beam  of  comfort  ftidws? 
While  the  rcile6lion  of  thy  forepaft  joys, 
Renders  thee  double  to  thy  prefent  woes. 
Rather  make  up  to  thy  new  miferies, 
And  meet  the  niifchief  that  upon  thee  grows. 
If  hell  muft  mourn, Heav'n  fure  fliall  fympathife: 
What  force  cannot  eiFe(5t,  fraud  fhall  devife. 
xxxn. 
And  yet  whofe  force  fear  I  ?  have  I  fo  loft 
My'fel'f  ?  my  ftrength  too  with  my  innocence  ? 
Come,  try  who  dares,  Heav'n,  earth,  whate'er  doft 

boaft, 
A  borrowed  being,  make  thy  bold  defence. 
Corr,e  thy  Creator  too,  what  though  it  coll 
Me  yet  a  fecond  fall  ?  we'd  try  our  ftrengths. 
Heav'hs  faw  Us  ftruggle  once,  as  brave  a  fight 
Earth  now  fhould  fee,  and  tremble  at  the  fight. 

XXXIII. 

■Thus  fpoketh'  impatient  prince,  and  made  a  paufe, 
His  foul  hags  tais'd  their  heads,  and  clap'p'd  their 

hands. 
And  all  the  powers  of  hell  in  full  applaufe 
Fiourifh'd  their  fnakes,   and  toft    their   flaming 

brands. 
"We  (faid  tbeliorrid  fifters)  wait  thy  laws, 
Th'  obfequious  handmaids  of  thy  high  commands. 
Be  it  thy  part,  hell's  mighty  lord,  to  lay 
On  us  thy  dread  commands,  ours  to  obey. 
XXX 1  v. 
What  thy  Ale(5lo,  what  thefe  hands  can  do, 
•thou  mad'ft  bold  proof  upon  the  brow  of  Heav'n, 
Nor  fhould'ft  thou  'bate  in  pride,  becaufe  that  now. 
To  thefe  thy  footy  kingdoms  thou  art  driven. 
Let  Heav'n's  Lord  chide  above  louder  than  thou 
In  language  of  his  thunder,  thou  art  even 
'  With  him  below;  here  thou  art  lord  alone 
Bopndlefs  and  abfolute  ;  hell  is  thine  own. 

XXXV. 

If  ufual  wit  and  ftrength  will  do  no  good. 
Virtues  of  ftones  nor  herbs;  ufe  lironger  charms. 
Anger  and  love,  beft  hooks  of  human  blood. 
If  all  fail,  we'll  put  on  our  proudeft  arms, 
Apd  pouring  on  Heav'n's  face,  the  fea'shuge  flood 
Quench  his  curl'd  fires,  we'll  wake  with  our  a- 
larms. 

Ruin  where'er  fhe  fleeps  at  Nature's  feet ; 

And  crulh  the  world  till  his  wide  corners  meet. 

XXXVI. 

Reply'd  the  proud  king,  O  my  crown's  defence, 
S^ay  of  my  ftrong  hopes,  you  of  whofe  brave  worth, 
The  frighted  ftars  took  faint  experience, 
^'jieii  'gainft  the  thunder's  mouth  we  marched 
'  )    •  ioith  ; 


Srill  you  are  prodigal  of  your  love's  fxpenee, 

In  our  great  projeds  both  'gainft  Heav'n  and  earth. 

I  thank  you  all,  but  one  muft  fingle  out; 

Cruelty,  flie  alone  fhall  cure  my  doubt, 
xxxvn. 
Fourth  of  the  curfed  knotof  hags  is  flie. 
Or  rather  all  the  other  three  in  one  ; 
Hell's  ftiop  of  flaughter  ftie  does  ovcrfec. 
And  ftill  afiift  the  execution. 
But  chiefly  tlieredoes  fhe  delight  to  be. 
Where  hell's  capacious  cauldron  is  fet  on  : 

And  v-  ile  the  black  fouls  boil  in  their  own  gore. 

To  hold  them  down,  and  look  that  none  feetlw 
o'er, 

xxxviii. 
Thrice  howl'd  the  caves  of  night,  and  thrice  the 

found, 
Thund'ring  upon  the  banks  of  thofe  black  lakes. 
Rung  through  the  hollow  vaults  of  hell  profound  • 
At  laft  her  lift'ning  ears  the  nolle  o'ertakcs, 
She  lifts  her  footy  lamps,  and  looking  round, 
A  gen'ral  hifs  from  the  whole  tire  of  fnakes 

Rebounding, through  hell'sinmoft  caverns  Cixae^ 

In  anfwer  to  her  formidable  name. 
^  xxxix. 

'MoHgft  all  the  palaces  in  hell's  command, 
No  one  lo  mei cilefs  as  this  of  heis. 
The  adamantine  doors,  for  ever  ftand 
Impenetrable,  both  to  pray'rs  and  tears  ; 
The  walls  inexorable  fteel,  no  hand 
Of  time,  or  teeth  of  hungry  ruin  fears- 

Their  ugly  ornaments  are  the  bloody  ftains, 

Qf    ragged    limbs,  torn  fkulls,   and  daiht  ouS 
bruins, 

XL. 

There  has  the  purple  Vengeance  a  proud  feat, 
Whofe  everbrandiftit  fword'is  ftieath'd  in  blood. 
About  her  Hate,  V/rath,  W'sr,aijd  olaughter  fweat; 
Bathing  their  hot  limbs  in  life's  precious  flood. 
There  rude  impetuous  rage  docs  ftorm,  and  freti 
And  there,  as  mafter  of  this  murd'ring  brood. 
Swinging  a  huge  fcythe  ftands  impartial  Deathi, 
With  endlcfa  bufinefs  almoft  out  of  breath. 

XI,I. 

For  han2:!ngs  and  for  curtains,  all  along 
The  walls,  (abominable  ornaments!) 
Are  tools  of  wrath,  anvils  of  torments  hung; 
Fell  executioners  of  foul  intents. 
Nails,  hammers,  hatchets  iharp,  and  halters  ftrong. 
Swords,  fpears,  with  all  the  fatal  inftruments 
Of  Sin,  and  Death,  twice  dipt  in  the  dire  ftains 
Of  brothers  mutual  blood,  and  fathers  brains. 

XLII. 

The  tables  furnifht  with  a  curfed  feaft. 
Which  harpies,  with  lean  famine  feed  upon, 
Unfill'd  for  ever.     Here  among  the  rett, 
Inhuman  Erifiecthon  too  makes  one; 
Tantalus,  Atrcus,  Frogne,  here  are  guefls  : 
Wolvifh  Lycaon  here  a  place  hath  won. 
'I'he  cup  they  drink  in  is  Mcdufa's  flculf. 
Which  mixt  with    gail  and    blood  they  quaff 
brim-full 

XLIII. 

The  foul  Queen's  moft  abhorred  maids  of  honCiUr 
Medea,  Jczabjl,  mar.y  a  meagre  wiich, 
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With  Circe,  Scylla,  (land  to  -wait  upon  her 
But  her  bell  houfewifes  are  the  Parca;,  which 
Still  work  for  her.  ^nd  have  their  wages  from  her, 
They  prick  a  bleeding  heart  at  every  ftitch. 

Her  cruel  clothes  of  coftly  threads  they  weave, 
Which  fhort-cut  lives  of  murder'd  infants  leave. 

XLIV. 

The  houfe  is  hers'd  about  with  a  black  wood, 
Which  nods  with  many  a  heavy  headed  tree. 
Each  flower's  a  pregnant  poifon,  try'd  and  good. 
Each  herb  a  plague.     The  winds  fighs  timed  be 
By  a  black  fount,  which  weeps  into  a  flpod 
Through  the  thick  Ihades  obfcurely  might  you  fee 
Minotaurs,  Cyclopfes,  with  a  dark  drove 
Of  dragons,  hydras,  fphinxes,  fill  the  grove. 

XLV. 

Here  Diomed's  horfes,  Phereus  dogs  appear, 

With  the  fierce  lions  of  Therodamas, 

Bufiris  has  his  bloody  altar  here. 

Here  Sylla  his  fevereft  prifon  has. 

The  Leftrigonians  here  their  table  rear ; 

Jiere  flrong  Procruftes  plants  his  bed  of  brafs. 
Here  cruel  Scyronboafts  his  bloody  rocks. 
And  hateful  Schinis  his  fo  feared  oaks. 

XLVI, 

Whatever  fchemes  of  blood,  fantaftic  frames 
Of  death  Mezentius,  or  Geryon  drew  ; 
Phalaris,  Ochus,  Ezelimus,  names 
Mighty  in  mifchief,  with  dread  Nero  too, 
Here  arc  they  all,  here  all  the  fwords  or  flames      ' 
Affyrian  tyrasts,  or  Egyptian  knew. 

Such  was  the  houfe,  fo  furnifh'd  was  the  hall, 
Whence  the  fourth  fury  anfwer'd  Pluto's  call. 

XLVIl. 

Scarce  to  this  monfter  could  the  ftiady  king, 
The  horrid  fum  of  his  intentions  tell ; 
But  file  (fwift  as  the  momentary  wing 
Of  lightning,  or  the  words  he  fpoke)  left  hell. 
She  rofe,  and  with  her  to  our  world  did  bring, 
Pale  proof  of  her  fell  prefence.  Th'  air  too  well 
With  a  chang'd  coimtenance  witnefs'd  the  fi^ht, 
And  poor  fowls  intercepted  in  their  flight. 

XLVIII. 

Heav'n  faw  her  rife,  and  faw  hell  in  the  fight. 
The  fields  fair  eyes  faw  her,  and  faw  no  more, 
But  {liut  their  flow'ry  lids,  for  ever  night. 
And  winter  (trew  her  way  ;  yea,  fuch  a  fore 
Is  fhe  to  nature,  that  a  general  fright. 
An  univerfal  palfy  fpreading  o'er 

The  face  of  things,  from  her  dire  eyes  had  run. 
Had  not  her  thick  fnakes  hid  them  from  the  fun. 

XLIJf. 

Now  had  the  night's  companion  from  her  den. 
Where  all  the  bufy  day  flie  clofe  doth  lie, 
With  her  foft  wing  wip'd  from  the  brows  of  men 
Day's  fweat,  and  by  a  gentle  tyranny. 
And  fweet  oppreflion,  kindly  cheating  them 
Of  all  thei«  cares,  tam'd  the  rebellious  eye 
Of  forrow,  with  a  foft  and  downy  hand. 
Sealing  all  breails  in  a  Lethean  band. 

L. 

When  the  Erinny'sher  black  pinions  fpread, 
And  came  to  Bethle'ni,  vyhere  the  cruel  king 
Had  now  retir'd  himlelf,  and  borrowed 
His  breafl;  a  while  from  Care's  unquiet  fting; 


Such  as  at  Thebes  dire  feaft  (he.  fliow'd  her  hciij 
Her  fulphur-breathed  torches  brandifhing. 
Such  to  the  frighted  palace  now  (he  comes, 
And  with  foft  feet  fear(;hes  the  filent  rooms, 
ti. 

By  Herod now  was  borne 

The  fceptre,  which  of  old  great  David  fway'd ; 
Whofe  right  by  David's  image  fo  long  worn, 
Himfelf  a  (Iranger  to,  his  own  had  made ; 
And  from  the  head  of  Judah's  houfe  quite  torn 
The  crown,  for  which  upon  their  necks  he  laid 
A  fad  yoke,  under  which  they  figh'd  in  vain. 
And  looking  on  their  loft  ftate  figh'd  again. 

Lll. 

Up,  through  the  fpaclous  palace  paffed  fhe. 
To  where  the  king's  proudly  repofed  head 
(If  any  can  be  foft  to  tyranny 
And  felf-tormenting  fin)  had  a  foft  bed. 
bhe  thinks  not  fit  fuch  he  her  face  fhould  fee, 
As  it  isfeen  by  Hell;  and  feen  with  dread. 
To  change  her  face's  flyle  fhe  doth  devife. 
And  in  a  pale  ghofl's  (hape  to  fpare  his  eyes. 
1,111. 
Herfelf  a  while  fhe  lays  afide,  and  makes 
Ready  to  perfunate  a  mortal  part. 
Jofeph  the  king's  dead  brother's  (hape  flie  takes. 
What  he  by  nature  was,  is  fhe  by  art.  [flakes 

She  comes  to  th'   king,  and  with  her  cold  hand  J 
His  fpirits,  the  fparks  of  life,  and  chills  his  heart,    V 
Life's  forge  ;  fam'd  is  her  voice,  and  falfe  too,  be 
Her  words :  fleep'ft  thou  fond  man  i  fleep'ft 
thou  ?   (faid  fhe.) 
iiv. 
So  fleeps  a  pilot,  whofe  poor  bark  is  preft 
With  many  a  mercilefs  o'er  mafl'ring  wave ; 
For  whom  (as  dead)  the  wrathful  winds  conteft, 
Which  of  them  deep'ft  fliall  dig  her  wat'ry  grave. 
Why  doft  thou  let  thy  brave  foul  lie  fuppreft. 
In  deathlike  {lumbers;  while  thy  dangers  crave 
A  yvaking  eye  and  hand  ?  look  up  and  fee 
The  Fates  ripe,  in  their  great  confpiracy. 

LV. 

Know'ft  thou  not  how  of  th'  Hebrew's  royal  flenv 
(That  old  dry  flock)  a  defpair'd  branch  is  fprung 
A  moll  ftrange  Babe  1  who  here  conccal'd  by  them 
In  a  negledled  ftable  lies,  among 
Beaflis  and  bafe  ftraw  :  already  is  the  ftream 
Quite  turn'd  :  th'  ingrateful  rebels  this  their  youn; 

Mafter(with  voice  free  as  the  trump  of  Fame) 

Their  new  king,  and  thy  fucceffor  proclaim, 
ivx. 
What  bufy  motions ;  what  wild  engines  {land 
On  tiptoe  in  their  giddy  brains  ?  they've  fire 
Already  in  their  bofoms ;  and  their  hand 
Already  reaches  at  a  fword  ;  they  hire 
Poifons  to  fpeed  thee ;  yet  through  all  the  land 
What  one  conies  to  reveal  what  they  conipire  ? 

Go  now,  make  much  of  thefe ;  wage  ftill  their 
wars.  [fears. 

And  bring  home  on  thy  breaft  more  thanklels 

LVII. 

Why  did  I  fpend  my  life,  and  fpill  my  blood. 
That  thy  firm  hand  for  ever  might  fuftain 
A  well  pois'd  fceptre  ?  does  it  now  feem  good 
Thy  brothers  blood  be  fpiit,  life  fpeat  in  vjin|? 
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'Gainfl  thy  own  fons  and  brothers  thou  haft  ftood 
In  arms,  when  lefier  caufe  was  to  complain  : 
And  now  crofs  Fates  a  watch  about  thee  keep, 
Canft  thou  be  carelefs  now  ?  now  canll  thou 
fleep  ? 

Lvni. 
Where  art  thou,  man  ?  what  cowardly  miftake 
Of  thy  great  felf,  hath  ftol'n  King  Herod  from 

thee  ? 
O  call  thyfelf  home  to  thy  felf,  wake,  wake, 
And   fence  the  hanging  fword  Heav'n   throws 

upon  thee. 
Redeem  a  worthy  wrath,  roufe  thee,  and  fhake 
Thyfelf  into  a  fhape  that  may  become  thee. 
Be  Herod,  and  thou  {halt  not  mifs  from  me 
Immortal  flings  to  thy  great  thoughts;  and  thee. 

LIX. 

So  faid,  her  licheft  fnake,  which  to  her  wrift 

For  a  befeeming  bracelet  flie  had  ty'd 

(A  fpecial  worm  it  was  as  ever  kifs'd 

The  foaray  lips  of  Cerberus),  (he  apply'd 

To  the  king's  heart ;  the  fnake  no  fooner  hifs'd, 

But  Virtue  heard  it,  and  away  fhe  hied, 

Dire  flames  diffufe  themfelves  through  every 
vein ; 

This  done,  home  to  her  hell  fhe  hied  amain. 

LX. 

He  wakes,  and  with  him  ne'er  to  fleep),  new  fears; 
His  fweat-bedewed  bed  hath  now  betray 'd  him, 
To  a  vaft  field  of  thorns,  ten  thoufand  fpears 
All  pointed  in  his  heart  feem'd  to  invade  him  : 
So  mighty  were  th'  amazing  characters 
With  which  his  feeling  dream  had  thus  diftnay'd 
him, 
He  his  own  fancy-framed  foes  defies : 
In  rage,  My  arms,  give  me  aiy  arms,  he  cries. 

I-XI. 

As  when  a  pile  of  food-preparing  fire. 
The  breath  of  artificial  lungs  embraves, 
The  cauldron-prifon'd  waters  ftraight  confpire, 
And  beat  the  hot  brafs  with  rebellious  waves : 
He  murmurs,  and  lebukes  their  bold  defire  ; 
Th'  impatient  liquor  frets,  and  foams,  and  raves ; 
Till  his  o'erflowing  pride  fupprefs  the  flame. 
Whence  all  his  high  fpirits,  and   hot  courage 
came. 

LXII. 

So  boils  the  fired  Herod's  blood-fwol'n  breaft, 
»ot  to  be  flak'd  but  by  a  fea  of  blood. 
His  faithlefs  crown  he  feels  loofe  on  his  creft. 
Which  on  falfe  tyrants  head  ne'er  firmly  flood. 
The  worm  of  jealous  envy  and  unreft. 
To  which  his  gnaw'd  heart  is  the  growing  food. 
Makes  him  impatien:  of  the  ling'ring  light ; 
Hate  the  fweet  peace  of  all-compofing  Night. 
Lxai. 
A  thoufand  prophecies  that  talk  ftrange  things, 
Had  fown  of  old  thefe  doubts  in  his  deep  breafl. 
And  now  of  late  came  tributary  kings. 
Bringing  him  nothing  but  new  fears  from  th'  eafl. 
More  deep  fufpicions,  and  more  deadly  flings, 
[With  which  his  fev'rous  cares  their  cold  increas'd. 
And  now  his  dream  (Hell's  firebrand)  Hill  more 
bright,  [fight. 

Show'd  him  his  fears,  and  kill'd  him,  with  the 


No  fooner,  therefore,  {hall  the  morning  fee 
(Night  hangs  yet  heavy  on  the  lids  of  day) 
But  all  his  tounfellors  muft  fummon'd  be. 
To  meet  their  troubled  I<ord  :  without  delay 
Heralds  and  me{rengers  immediately 
Are  fent  about,  who  polling  every  way 

To  th'  heads  and  officers  of  every  band  ; 

l>eclare  who  fends,  and  what  is  his  command* 

LXV. 

why  art  thou  troubled,  Herod  ?  what  vain  fear 
Thy  blood-revolving  breaft  to  rage  doth  move? 
Heaven's  King,  who  doffs  himfelf  weak  flefh  t(t 

wear. 
Comes  not  to  rule  in  wrath,  but  ferve  in  love. 
Nor  would  he  this  thy  fear'd  crown  from  thee  tear, 
But  give  thee  a  better  with  himfelf  above. 
Poor  Jealoufy  !  why  fhould  he  wilh  to  prey 
Upon  thy  crown,  who  gives  his  own  away  ? 

LXVl. 

Make  to  thy  reafon  man,  and  mock  thy  doubt*. 
Look  how  below  thy  fears  their  caufes  are  ; 
Thou  art  a  foldier,  Herod  ;  fend  thy  fcouts, 
See  how  he's  furnilh'd  for  fo  fear'd  a  war  ? 
What  armour  does  he  wear  ?  ASc-w  thin  clouts. 
His  trumpets  ?  tender  cries ;  his  men  to  dare 
So  much?  rude  fhepherds;  what  his  fteeds?  alaS 
Poor  beafts !  a  flow  ox,  and  a  fimple  afs. 
Jl  Jine  del  prima  Libra. 

On  a  Prayer-Booh  fent  to  Mrs.  M.  R. 
Lo,  here  a  little  volume,  but  great  book, 
A  neft  of  new-born  fweets, 

Whofe  native  fires  difdaining 
To  lie  thus  folded  and  complaining 
Of  thefe  ignoble  flieets.' 

Affedl  more  comely  bands 
(Fair  one)  from  thy  kind  hands, 
And  coufidently  li^ok 
To  find  the  reft 
Of  a  rich  binding  in  your  breafl. 

It  is  in  one  choice  handful,  heaven,  and  all 
Heaven's  royal  hoft,  encamp  thus  fmall ; 
To  prove  that  true,  fchools  ufe  to  tell, 

Ten  thoufand  angels  in  one  point  can  dwelL 

It  is  Love's  great  artillery. 

Which  here  contradts  itfelf,  and  comes  to  lie 

Clofe  couch'd  in  your  white  bofom,  and  fronj 

thence, 
As  from  a  fnowy  fortrefsof  defence. 
Again  ft  the  ghoftly  foe  to  take  your  part; 
And  fbrtify  the  hold  of  your  chafte  heait. 

It  is  an  armory  of  light ; 

Let  conflant  ufe  but  keep  it  bright, 

You'll  find  it  yields 
To  holy  hands  and  humble  hearts. 

More  fwords  and  fhields. 
Than  fin  hath  fnares,  or  hell  hath  darts, 

Only  be  fure 

The  hands  be  pure 
That  hold  thefe  weapons,  and  the  eye^ 
Thofe  of  turtles,  chaile,  and  true. 

Wakeful,  and  wife  ; 
JJere  is  a  friend  Ihall  fight  for  you ; 
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Hold  but  this  book  belore  your  heart, 
Let  prayer  alone  to  play  its  part. 

But  O  the  heart 
That  ftudies  this  high  art, 
Mufl;  be  a  fure  houfe-keeper, 

And  yet  no  fleeper. 

Dear  foul  be  ftrong, 

Mercy  will  come  ere  long, 

And  bring  its  bofom  full  of  blefllngs; 

Flowers  of  never-fading  graces, 

To  make  immortal  drcffmgs 

for  worthy  fouls,  whofe  wife  embraces 

Store  up  themfelves  for  him,  who  is  alone 

The  fpoufe  of  virgins,  and  the  Virgin's  Son, 

But  if  the  noble  Bridegroom,  whpn  he  come, 
Shall  find  the  loit'ring  heart  frbm  home,    ' 
Leaving  its  chafta  abode, 
To  gad  abroad, 
Among  the  gay  mates  of  the  god  of  flics; 
To  take  her  pleafure,  and  to  play, 
And  keep  the  devil's  holiday  ; 
To  dance  i-  th*  fun-lhine  of  fome  fmiling 

But  beguiling 
Sphere  of  fweet,  and  fugar'd  lies, 
Some  flippery  pair,  '  ■^ 

Of  falfe,  perhaps  as  fair, 
■Flattering,  but  forfwearing  eyes. 

Poubtlefs  fome  other  heart 

Will  get  the  ftart. 

And  ftepping  in  before, 
Will  take  poffcffion  of  the  facred  (lore 

Of  hidden  fweets,  and  holy  joys  ; 

Words  which  are  not  heard  with  ears 
(Thofc  tumultuous  (hops  of  noife), 
Effedlual  whifpers,  whofe  ftill  voice. 
The  foul  itfelf  more  feels  than  hears. 
Amorous  languifiiments,  luminous  trances, 
Sights  which  are  not  feen  with  eyes. 
Spiritual,  and  foul  piercing  glances, 
"Whofe  pure  and  fubtle  lightning  flies 
Home  to  the  heart,  and  fets  the  houfe  on  fire, 
And  melts  it  down  in  fweet  deiire  ; 

Yet  doth  not  ftay 
To  afk  the  windows  leave  to  pafs  that  way. 

Delicious  deaths,  foft  exhalations 

Of  foul,  dear  and  divine  annihilations ; 

Athoufand  unknown  rites; 

O  joys  and  rarify'd  delights! 

A  hundred  thoufand  goods,  glories,  and  graces. 

And  many  a  myftic  thing, 

Which  the  divine  embraces 
^[  the  dear  Spoufe  of  Spirits.with  them  will  briiig, 

For  which  it  is  no  fliame, 
That  dull  mortality  mufl:  not  know  a  name. 

Of  all  this  ftore 
Of  bleflings,  and  ten  thoufand  more ; 

(If,  when  he  come, 
He  find  the  heart  from  home), 

Doubtlefs  he  will  unload 
Himfelf  fome  other  where. 

And  pour  abroad 

His  precious  fvveets, 
On  the  fair  foul  whom  firft  he  meets. 


O  fair  !  O  fortunate !  O  rich  '.  Q  dear  • 
O  happy  !  and  thrice  happy  flie^ 

Seledted  dove, 

Who'er  flie  be, 

Whofe  early  love. 

With  winged  vows. 
Makes  hafte  to  meet  her  morning  Spoufe 
And  clofe  v/ith  his  immortal  kifles. 
Happy  indeed  who  never  mifles. 
To  improve  that  precious  hour, 

And  every  day 

Seize  her  fweet  prey  ; 
All  frefli  and  fragrant  as  he  rifes, 
Dropping  with  a  balmy  fliow'r 
A  delicious  dew  of  fpices. 

O  let  the  blifsful  heart  hold  faft 
Her  heav'nly  armful,  flie  fliall  taft^e, 
At  Qpce  ten  thoufand  paradifcs 
She  ftiall  have  power 
To  rifle  and  deflower 
The  rich  and  rofeal  fpring  of  thpfe  rare  fweets, 
Which  with  a  a  fwelling  bofom  there  file  meeM> 
Bound  lefs  and  infinite    ; 

bottomlefs  treafures, 

Of  pure  inebriating  pleafurcs. 
Happy  proof  1  flie  ftiall  difcover 

What  joy,  what  blifs, 
How  many  heav'ns  at  once  it  is, 
To  have  her  God  become  her  lover. 

On  Mr.  G.  Herbert's  Boot,  intituled,  the  Temple  c/Sn'^ 
'  ■  ered  Poems.   Sent  to  a  Genth'wopion. 

Know,  you  fair,  on  what  you  look; 
Divineft  love  lies  in  this  book; 
Expefling  fire  from  your  eyes. 
To  kindle  this  his  facrificc. 
When  your  hands  untie  thefe  firings, 
Think  you've  an  angel  by  the  wings. 
One  that  gladly  will  be  nigh. 
To  wait  upon  each  morning  figh. 
To  flutter  in  the  balmy  air, 
Of  your  well-perfumed  prayer  ; 
Thefe  white  plumes  of  his  he'll  lend  you. 
Which  every  day  to  heaven  will  fend  you^ 
To  take  acquaintance  of  the  fphere. 
And  all  the  fmooth  fac'd  kindred  there. 
And  though  Herbert's  name  do  owe 
Thefe  devotions,  faireft,  know, 
That  while  1  lay  them  on  the  fbrine 
Of  your  white  hand,  they  are  mine. 
A  Hymn  to  the  Name  and  Honour  of  the  /dmlralU 
Saint    Terefa,  Foundrefs   of  the  Reformation  of  the 
difcahed  Carmelites,  both  Men  and  Women;  a  Wo- 
man for   Angelical  height  of  Speculation,  for  Mtf- 
culine  Courage  of  Performance,  more  than  a  Woman  ; 
•who,  yet  a  Child,  out-ran   Maturity,  and  durfi  plot 
a  Martyrdom. 
Love,  thou  art  abfolute  fole  lord 

Of  life  and  death. To  prove  the  word, 

We'll  now  appeal  to  none  of  all 

Thofe  thy  old  foldicrs,  great  and  tall 

Ripe  men  of  martyrdom,  that  could  reach  dowa^ 

With  ftrong  arms  their  triumphant  crowa  : 

Such  as  could  with  lufty  breath. 

Speak  Loud  \p.i9  the  face  of  death,   ' 
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Their  great  Lord's  glorious  name;  to  none 

Of  thole  whofe  fpacioiis  bofoms  Ipread  a  thrane 

tor  love  at  large  to  fill :  fpare  blood  and  fwear, 

And  fee  him  take  a  private  feat, 

Making  his  manlion  in  the  mild 

And  milky  foul  of  a  fofc  child. 

Scarce  hath  fhc  learn'd  to  lifp  the  name, 

Of  martyr;   yet  (he  thinks  it  fhame 

Life  fiioiild  fo  long  play  with  that  breath, 

Which  fpent  can  buy  fo  brave  a  death. 

She  never  undertook  to  know. 

What  death  with  love  fbould  have  to  do; 

Nor  hath  fhe  e'er  yet  underftood, 

Why  to  {how  love,  fhe  (hould  (hcd  blood, 

Yet  though  fhe  cannot  tell  you  why, 

She  can  love,  and  fhe  can  die. 

Scarce  hath  fhe  blood  enough,  to  make 

A  guilty  fword  blufh  for  l;er  fake; 

Yet  hath  fhe  a  heart  dare  hope  to  prove, 

How  much  lefs  flrong  is  death  than  love. 

Be  love  but  there,  let  poor  fix  years 

Be  pos'd  with  the  matured  fears 

Man  trembles  at,  you  fltaight  fhall  find 

Love  knows  no  nonage,  nor  the  mind. 

'Tis  love,  not  years,  nor  limbs,  that  can 

Make  the  martyr  or  the  man. 

Love  touch'd  her  heart,  and  lo  it  beats 

High,  and  burrs  with  fuch  brave  heats  1 

Such  thirfts  to  die,  as  dares  drink  up 

A  thoufand  cold  deaths  in  one  cup. 

Good  reafon  ;  for  fhe  breathes  all  fire. 

Her  weak  breaft  l^eavcs  with  flrong  defire, 

Cf  what  fhe  may  with  fruitlefs  wiflies 

Seek  ior.ajnong{l  her  mother's  kiffes. 

Since  'tis  not  to  be  had  home, 
She'll  travel  for  a  martyrdom. 
No  home  for  her's  confefTes  fhe, 
But  where  fhe  may  a  martyr  be. 
She'll  to  the  Moors  and  try  with  them, 
For  this  unvalued  diadem. 
She'll  offer  them  her  deareft  breath, 
With  Chrifl's  name  in't,  in  change  for  death. 
She'll  bargain  with  them,  and  will  give 
Them  God,  and  teach  them  how  to  live 
In  him  ;  or  if  they  this  deny, 
For  him,  ftie'il  teach  them  how  to  die. 
So  fhall  fhe  leave  amongil  them  fown, 
Her  Lord's  blood,  or  at  lead  her  own. 
Farewell,  then,  all  the  world  !  adieu, 
Terefa  is  no  more  for  you  : 
Farewell  all  plcafures,  fports,  and  joys, 
(Never  till  now  efteemed  toys)  : 
Farewell  whatever  dear  may  be, 
Mother's  arms  or  father's  knee  : 
Farewell  houfe,  and  farewell  home. 
She's  for  the  Moors  and  martyrdom. 

Sweet,  not  fo  faft  I   lo  thy  fair  fpoufe, 
Whom  thou  feek'fl  with  fo  fwift  vowe 
Calls  thee  back,  and  bids  thee  come, 
T'  embrace  a,milder  martyrdom. 
Bleft  powers  forbid  thy  tender  life. 
Should  bleed  upon  a  barbarous  knife  ; 
Or  fome  bafe  hand  have  po^er  to  race, 
Thy  breaft's  foft  cabinet,  and  uncafc 
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A  foul  kept  there  fo  fweet.    O  no; 

Wife  Heaven  will  never  have  it  fo  : 

Thou  art  love's  vidlim,  and  muft  die 

A  death  more  myftical  and  high. 

Into  love's  arms  thou  fhalt  let  fall, 

A  ftill  furviving  funeral. 

His  is  the  dart  muft  make  the  death, 

Whofe  ftroke  fhall  tafte  thy  hallow'd  breath; 

A  dart  thrice  dipt  in  that  rich  flame, 

Which  writes  thy  fpoufe's  radiant  name 

Upon  the  roof  of  heav'n,  where  ay 

It  (hines,  and  with  a  fov'reign  ray 

Beats  bright  upon  the  burning  faces 

Of  fouls,  which  in  that  name's  fvreet  graces 

Find  everlafting  fmiles;  fo  rare, 

So  fpiritual,  pure,  and  fair, 

Muft  be  th'  immortal  inftrument, 

Upon  whofe  choice  point  fhall  be  fent, 

A  life  fo  lov'd  :  and  that  there  be 

Fit  executioners  for  thee. 

The  fair'ft,  and  firft  born  fons  of  fire, 

Bleft  Seraphims  fhall  leave  their  quire, 

And  turn  love's  foldiers,  upon  thee 

To  exercife  their  archery. 

O  how  oft  fhalt  thou  complain 

Of  a  fweet  and  fubtile  pain  ? 

Of  intollcrable  joys  ? 

©fa  death,  in  which  who  dies 

Loves  his  death,  and  dies  again. 

And  would  for  ever  fo  be  flain  1 

And  lives,  and  dies;  and  knows  not  tvhy 

To  live ;  but  that  he  thus   may   never  leave  to 

die. 
How  kindly  will  thy  gentle  heart, 
Kifs  the  fweetly-killiiig  dart  ? 
And  clofe  in  thine  embraces  keep, 
Thofe  delicious  wounds  that  weep, 
Balfam  to  heal  themfelves  with.    Thus 
When  thcfe  thy  deaths  fo  numerous, 
8hall  all  at  laft  die  into  one. 
And  melt  thy  foul's  fweet  manfion  ; 
Like  a  foft  lump  of  incenfe,  hafted 
By  too  hot  a  fire,  and  wafted 
Into  perfuming  clouds,  fo  faft 
Shalt  thou  exhale  to  heav'n  at  laft, 
In  a  refolving  figh,  and  then, 
O  what  i" — alk  not  the  tongues  of  men. 
Angels  cannot  tell.    Sufhce, 
Thyfelf  fhall  feel  thine  own  full  joys. 
And  hold  them  faft  for  ever.    There, 
So  foon  as  thou  fliak  firft  appear, 
The  moon  of  maiden  ftars,  thy  white 
Miftrefs  attended  by  fuch  bright 
SouU  as  thy  fhining-felt,  fhall  come, 
And  in  her  firft  ranks  make  thee  room. 
Where  'mongft  her  ihowy  family. 
Immortal  welcomes  wait  for  thee. 
O  what  deliglit  when  reveal'd  life  fhal!  ftand, 
And  teach  thy  lips  heav'n  with  her  hand, 
On  which  thou  now  may'ft  to  thy  wiflies, 
Heap  up  thy  confecrated  kiffes  1 
What  joys  fhall  feize  thy  foul,  when  flie, 
Bending  her  blefTed  eyes  on  thee, 
(Thcfe  fecond  fmiles  of  heav'n)  fliall  dart. 
Her  mild  rays  through  thy  melting  heart  * 
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Aii;^e1s  thy  old  friends,  there  fhall  grett  thee, 

Glad  a;  their  own  home  no  v  to  meet  thee. 

Al)  thy  good  works  which  went  before, 

And  waited  for  thee  at,  the  donr. 

Shall  own  thee  there;   and  all  in  one 

Weave  a  conflellation 

Of  crowns  with  which  the  king  thy  fpoufe. 

Shall  build  up  thy  triumphant  brows; 

All  thy  old  woes  (hall  now  fmile  on  thee, 

And  thy  pains  fit  bright  upon  thee. 

All  thy  forrows  here  fhall  Ihine, 

And  thy  fuff 'rings  he  divine  ; 

Tears  fliall  take  comfort,  and  turn  gems. 

And  w  ongs  repent  to  diadems. 

Ev'n  thy  death's  fhall  live;   and  new 

Drefs  the  foul,  that  erfl  they  flew. 

Thy  v.ounds  fhall  blufh  to  fuch  bright  fears. 

As  keep  acciiunt  of  ihe  Lamb's  wars. 

Thofe  rare-works  where  thcu  flialr  leave  writ, 

Love's  noble  hiftory,  wih  wit 

Taught  thee  by  none  but  him,  while  here 

They  feed  our  fouls,  fhall  clothe  thine  there. 

Each  heavenly  word,  by  whofe  hid  flame 

Our  hard  hearts  fhall  flrike  fire,  the  fame 

Sh^ll  flcurifh  on  tl\y  brows,  and  be 

Both  fire  to  us,  and  flame  tn  thee  ; 

Whofe  light  fhall  live  bright,  in  thy  face 

By  glory,  in  our  hearts  by  grace 

1  hou  fhalt  look  round  about,  and  fee 

Thoufands  of  crown'd  fouls  throng  to  be 

*l'hemfelves  thy  crown  ;  fons  of  thy  vows. 

The  virgin-births,  with  which  thy  fovereign  fpoufe 

Made  fruitful  thy  fair  fcul.     Go  now, 

And  with  them  all  about  thee,  bow 

To  him,  put  on  (^he'll  fay)  put  on 

(My  rofy  love)  that  thy  rich  zone, 

Sparkling  with  the  facred  flames. 

Of  thoufand  fouls,  whofe  happy  names 

Heav'n  keeps  upon  thy  fcore  (thy  bright 

Life  brought  them  firit  to  kifs  the  light. 

That  kindled  them  to  ftars  ■!  and  fo 

Thou  with  the  Lamb,  thy  Lord  fhalt  go. 

And  wherefo'er  he  fets  his  white 

Steps,  walk  with  him  thofe  ways  of  light; 

Which  who  in  death  would  live  to  fee. 

Muff  learn  in  life  to  die  like  thee. 

An  Apology  for  the  Precedent  Hymn,  as  h.'.-ving  been 

ivrit  ivheit  the  Author  luas  yet  a  Protejlant. 
Thus  have  I  back  again  to  thy  bright  name, 
(Fair  flood  of  holy  fires)  tran^fus'd  the  flame 
1  took  from  reading  thee.     'Tis  to  thy  wrong 
I  ki'ow,  that  in  my  weak  and  worthlefs  fong 
Thou  here  are  let  to  (bine,  where  thy  full  day 
Scarce  dawns,  O  !  pardon  if  I  dare  to  fay 
Thine  own  dear  books  are  guilty    for  from  thence 
1  learn'd  to  know  that  love  is  eloquence. 
That  hopeful  maxim  gave  me  heart  to  try. 
If,  what  to  other  tongues  is  tun'd  fo  high. 
Thy  praife  flight  not  fpeak  Englifh  too.    Forbid 
(By  all  the  niyfteries  that  here  lie  hid) 
lorbid  it  mighty  love  .   let  no  fond  hate 
Of  names  and  w>  rds  fo  far  prejudicate  ; 
Souls  are  not  Spaniards  too.     Ore  friendly  flood, 
Of  baptifhi,  blends  them  all  into  a  blood. 


Chrift's  faith  makes  but  one  body  of  all  fouls; 
And  loves  that  'mdy's  f  ul.    No  law  controls 
Our  free  traffic  for  heav'n,  we  may  maintain 
Peace,  fure,  with  piety,  though  it  come  from  Spain. 
What  foul  1(>  e'er  in  any  language  can 
Speak  heav'n  like  hers,  is  my  foul's  countryman. 
O  'tis  D'  t  .ijianifli,  but  'tis  heav'n  (he  fpcaks 
'Tis  h'.aven  that  lies  in  ambufh  there,  and  breaks 
From  tiiencc  into  a  wond'ring  reader's  hreaft ; 
Wh.i  feel-i  his  warm  heart  harch'd  into  a  neft 
Of  little  eagles  and  young  loves,  whofe  high 
Flights  fcorn  the  lazy  du    ,  and  things  that  die. 
'I'hei  e  are  enow  whofe  draughts  (as  deep  as  hell) 
Drink  up  all  Spain  in  fack.    Let  my  f 'Ui  fwell 
With  thee,  ftrong  wine  of  love  1   ler  others  fwim 
In  puddles;  we  will  pledge  this  Seraphim. 
Bowls  full  of  richer  blood  than  blufh  of  jrape 
Was  ever  guilty  of.   Change  we  to  our  (hape. 
My  foul,  (bme    drink  from   men   to   bcafls,  0  '. 

then. 
Drink  we  till  we  prove  more,  not  Icfs  than  men, 
And  turn  not  beafls  but  angels.    Let  the  king. 
Me  ever  into  thefe  his  cellars  bring. 
Where  flows  fjch  wine,  a'  v/e  can  have  of  none, 
But  him  who  trod  the  wine-prefsall  alone. 
Wine  <;f  youth,  life,  and  the  fweet  deaths  of  love, 
Wine  nf  inimortal  mixture;  which  can  prove. 
Its  tindlure  from  the  rofy  nedlar;   wine. 
That  can  exalt  ■vveak  earth,  and  fo  refine 
Our  duft,  that  in  one  draught,  mortality 
May  drink  itfelf  up,  ai:d  forget  t"  die. 

On  a  Trcdiife  of  Charity 
R>isE  then,  immortal  maid     Religion  rife! 
Put  on  thyfelf  ill  thine  own  looks;   t'  our  eyes 
Be   what  thy  beauties,  not  our  blots  have  made 

thee. 
Such  .IS  (e'er  our  dark  fms  to  duft  betrayed  thee) 
Heav'n  let  thee  down  new  drcfl,  when  ihy  bright 

birth 
Shot  thee  like  light  ning,  to  th'  aftonifli'd  earth. 
From  th'  dawn  of  thy  fair  eye-lids  wipe  away, 
Dull  mifls,  and  melanch<>!y  clouds;  take  day. 
And  thine  own  beams  about  thee,  bring  the  bed 
Of  whati'oe'er  perfum'd  thy  eaftern  nelf. 
Girt  all  thy  glories  to  thee  ;   then  fiv  down. 
Open  thy  bcok,  fair  Qnec  n,  aiid  take  rhy  crown. 
Thefe  learned  leaves  fliall  vindicate  to  thee. 
Thy  holitfl:,  humbltrll,  hand-maid  Charity, 
hhe'il  i*els  thee  like  thyfelf,  fet  thoe  on  high. 
Where  thou  fhall  reach  all  hearts,  com.mand  each 

eye, 
Lo,  where  I  fee  thy  off 'rings  wake,  and  rife. 
From  the  pale  duft  of  that  ftrange  lacrifice. 
Which  they  themfelvcs  were;  each  one  putting  on 
A  majefly,  that  may  befeem  thy  throne. 
T   e  holy  youth  of  heav'n  whofe  golden  rings. 
Girt  round  thy  awful  altars,  with  bright  wings. 
Fanning  thy, fair  locks  (which  the  world  believes, 
As  much  as  fees)  fhall  with  thefe  facred  leaves. 
Trick  their  tall  plumes,  and  in  that  gath  fliall  go, 
If  not  more  glorious,  more  confpicui>us  though. 

Be  itenadfed  then, 

By  the  fair  laws  of  thy  firm-pointed  pen, 
God's  fervices  no  longer  fhall  put  on 
A  fluttifhnefs,  for  pure  religion  : 
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No  longer  fhall  our  churches  frighted  flones. 
Lie  fcatter'd  like  the  burn'd  and  martyr'd  bones 
Of  dead  devotion ;  nor  faint  marbles  weep, 
In  their  fad  ruins  ;   nor  relij^ion  keep, 
A  melancholy  manfion  in  thof.'  cold 
Urns.    Like  God's  fandluaries  they  look'd  of  old  : 
Now  feem  they  temples  confccrate  to  none, 
Or  to  a  new  p;od  Uefolation. 
No  more  the  hypocrite  fliall  th'  upright  be, 
Becaufe  he's  ilifF,  and  will  confefs  no  knee  : 
While  others  bend  their  knee,  no  more  flialt  thou 
(Difdainful  duft  and  afhes),  bend  thy  brow; 
Nor  on  God's  altar  cad  two  fcorching  eyes, 
Bak'd  in  hot  fcorn,  for  a  burn'd  facrifice  : 
But  (for  a  lamb)  thy  tame  and  tender  heart. 
New  flruck  by  love,  dill  trembling  on  his  dart  ; 
Or  (for  two  turtle  doves)  it  fliall  fufhce. 
To  bring  a  pair  of  meek  and  humble  eyes. 
Thisfhall  from  henceforth  be  the  mafculine  theme. 
Pulpits  and  pens  (hall  Aveat  in;  to  redeem. 
Virtue  to  aftion,  that  life-feeding  flame, 
That  keeps  religion  warm  ;  not  iwcli  a  name 
Of  faith,  a  mountain  word,  made  up  of  air. 
With  thofe  dear  Ipoils  that  wont  to  drefs  the  fair. 
And  fruitful  charities  full  breads  (of  old) 
Turning  her  out  to  tremble  in  the  cold. 
What  can  the  poor  hope  from  us,  when  we  be, 
Uuncharitable  ev'n  to  Charity  ? 

Ofi  the  Glorious  AJfumpthn  of  the  Blejfed  Virgin. 
Hark  1  flie  is  call'd,  the  parting  hour  is  come: 
Take  thy  farewell,  poor  world  1  hcav'n  mud  go 

home, 
A  piece  cf  hear'nly  earth,  purer  and  brighter, 
Than  the  chade  ftars,  whofe  choice  lamps  come 

to  light  her, 
While  through  the  cryftal  orbs,  clearer  than  they, 
She  climbs;  and  makes  a  far  more  milky  way. 
•She's  call'd.    Harkj  how  the  dear  immortal  dove. 
Sighs  to  his  fdver  mate.    Rife  up  my  iove. 
Rife  up  my  fair,  my  fpotlei's  one. 
The  winter's  pad,  the  rain  is  giine  : 
The  fp-i-ing  is  come,  the  flowers  appear. 
No  fweets  buQ  thou  are  wanting  here. 
Come  away  my  love. 
Come  away  my  dove. 
Cad  off  delay  : 
The  court  of  heav'n  is  come. 
To  wait  upon  thee  home ; 
C'lmc,  come  away. 

. The  flowers  appear. 

Or  quickly  would,  were  thou  once  here. 
The  fpring  is  come  ;  or  if  it  day, 
*Tis  to  keep  time  with  thy  delay. 
The  rain  is  gone,  except  as  mi.ich  as  we 
Detain  in  needful  tears,  to  weep  the  want  of  thee. 

The  winter's  pad, 

Or  if  he  make  lefs  hade. 
His  anfwer  is,  why,  flie  doih  fo ; 
If  fummer  come  not,  how  can  vsrinter  go  ? 
Come  away,  come  away, 
The  (hrill  winds  chide,  the  waters  weep  thy  day, 
The  fountains  murmur  ;  and  each  loftied  tree, 
Bows  loweft  his  leavy  top,  to  look  for  thee. 
Come  away  my  love, 
Come  away  my  dove,  &t. 


She's  call'd  again;  and  will  (he  go  ? 
When  Heav"n  bids  come,  who  can  fay  no  ? 
Heav'n  calls  her,  and.die  mud  away, 
Heav'n  will  not,  and  die  cannot  day. 
Go  then,  go  (glorious)  on  the  golden  wings 
Of  the  bright  yo  ifh  of  heav'n  thai  fings 
Under  fo  great  a  burden,  go, 
Since  thy  dread  Son  will  have  it  fo.    . 
And  while  thou  goed,  our  fong  and  we, 
Will  as  we  may  reach  after  thee. 

Hail,  holy  Queen,  of  humble  hearts  ! 
We  in  thy  pri'iife  will  have  our  parts. 
And  though  thy  denred  looks  mud  now  be  light 
To  none  but  the  bled  heavens,  whofe  bright 
Beholders  lod  in  f'.\  eet  delight. 
Feed  fur  ever  dieir  fair  fight 
With  thnfe  diviiied  eyes,  which  vi'e. 
And  our  dark  world  no  more.fhall  fee  ; ' 
Though  our  poor  joys  are  parted  fo. 
Yet  fhall  our  lips  never  let  go 
Thy  gracious  name,  but  to  the  lad 
Our  loving  fung  fliall  hold  it  fad. 
Thy  precious  name  fhall  be 
Thyfelf  fo  us,  and  we, 
With  holy  care,  will  keep  it  by  us. 
We  to  the  lad 
Will  hold  it  fad; 
And  no  affumption  fhall  deny  us. 
Ail  the  fvveeted  fli'>wers 
Of  our  faired  flowers, 
Wdl  we  drew  upon  it; 
Though  our  fweets  cannot  make 
Itfweeter,  they  can  take 
Themfelves  new  fweetnefs  from  it. 
Maria,  men  and  angels  fing, 
Maria,  mother  of  our  King. 
IJve,  rofy  princefs,  live,  and  may  the  bright 
Crown  of  a  moil:  incomparable  light. 
Embrace  thy  radiant  brows  ;   O  may  the  beft 
Of  everlading  joys  bathe  thy  white  bread. 
Live  our  chade  love  ;  the  holy  mirth 
Of  heav'n,  the  humble  pride  of  earth. 
Live,  crown  of  women,   Quieen  of  men; 
Live  midrefs  of  our  fong;   and  when 
Our  weak  defires  liave  done  their  bed, 
Sweet  angels  come,  and  fing  the  red. 
A  Hymn  on  the  Circumcijwn  of  our  Lard, 
Rise  thou  bed  an^l  blighted  morning, 

Rofy  with  a  double  red, 
Wuli  thine  own  blufli  thy  cheeks  adorning,    , 
And  the  dear  drops  this  day  w^re  died. 

All  the  purple  pride  that  laces  .   , 

The  crimfon  curtains  of  thy  bed, 
Gilds  thee  not  with  fo  fweet  graces,  ' 

Nor  fets  thee  in  fo  rich  a  red. 

Of  all  the  fair  cheek'd  flowers  that  fill  thee 

Nane  fo  fair  thy  bofom  fliows. 
As  this  moded  maiden  Hly, 

Our  fins  have  fliam'd  into  a  rofe.  s' 

Bid  thy  golden  god  the  fun, 

.    Burnidi'd  in  his  bed  beams  rife,  • 

Put  all  his  red-ey'd  rubies  on  ; 

Thofe  rabies  fliall  put  out  their  eyes, 
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Let  him  make  poor  tfie  purple  eaft, 

Searcli  what  the  world's  clof>,  cabinets  keep, 
.  Rob  the  rich  births  of  each  iifight  neft, 

That  flaming  in  their  fair  beds  flecp. 
L.et  him  embrace  his  own  bright  trefles, 

With  a  new  morning  made  of  gems ; 
And  wear  in  thofe  his  wealthy  dreffes. 

Another  day  of  c'.iadems. 
When  he  hath  done  all  he  may, 

To  make  himfelf  rich  in  his  rife, 
All  will  be  darlcntfs,  to  the  day 

That  breaks  from  one  of  thofe  bright  eyes. 
And  fooB  the  fweet  truth  fball  appear, 

Dear  Babe  e'er  many  days  be  done  : 
The  moon  fball  come  and  meet  thee  here, 

Aod  leave  her  long-negledted  fun. 

Here  are  beauties  fhall  bereave  him, 

Of  all  his  eaflern  paramours  : 
iiis  Perfian  luvers  all  ihall  leave  him, 

And  fwear  faith  to  thy  fwceter  powers. 

Nor  while  they  leave  hicw  Ihall  they  lofe  the  fun, 
But  in  thy  faircft  eyes  find  two  for  one. 

On  Hope.     £y  -way  of  ^u'f'"'"  "'"^  Anfivfr,  be- 
tiueen  A.  Cotvhy  and  R.  Crajhatv. 
Cozvley. 
Hope,  whofe  weak  being  ruin'd  is 
Alike,  if  it  fucceed,  and  if  it  mifs. 
Whom  ill  and  good  doth  equally  confound, 
And  both  the  horns  of  fates  dilemma  wound. 

Vain  fliadowl  that  doth  vanquifh  quite 

Both  at  full  noon,  and  perfedt  night. 

The  fates  of  not  a  pofEbility 
Of  blefllng  thee  ; 
if  things  then  from  their  ends  we  happy  call, 
' Tis  Hope  is  the  moft  hopelefs  thing  ac  all. 

Crajhaiv. 
l)ear  Hope,  earth's  dowry,  and  heavens  debt, 
The  entity  of  things  that  are  not  yet ; 
Subt'left,  but  fiireft  being  1  Thou  by  whom 
Our  nothing  hath  a  definition. 

Fair  cloud  of  fire,  both  fhade,  and  light, 

Our  life  in  death,  our  day  in  night. 

Fates  cannot  find  out  a  capacity 
Of  hurting  thee. 
From  thee  their  thin  dilemma  with  blunt  horn 
Shrinks,  like  the  fick  moon  at  the  wholefomc  morn. 

Cozvley. 
Hope  I  thbn  bold  tafler  of  delight. 
Who,  inflead  of  doing  fo,  devour'fl  it  quite. 
Thou  bring'fl  us  an  eftate,  yet  leav'Il  us  poor. 
By  clogging  it  with  legacies  before. 

The  j'  ys,  which  we  entire  fhould  wed, 

Come  deflour'd  virgins  to  our  bed. 

Good  fortunes  without  gain  imported  be. 
So  mighty  cuflom's  paid  to  thee. 
For  joy,  like  wine  kept  clofe,  doth  better  tafle: 
If  it  take  air  before^  its  fpirits  walle. 

Crajhaiu. 
Thou  art  love's  legacy  under  lock 
Of  faith  :  the  fleward  of  our  growing  ftock. 
Our  crown-lands  lie  above,  yet  each  meal  brings 
A  feemly  portion  for  the  fons  of  kings. 

Nor  will  the  virgin  joys  we  wed 

Come  kfs  unbroken  lo  our  bed. 


Becaufe  that  from  the  bridal  cheek  of  blifs, 
Thou  thus  fleal'ft  down  a  diflant  kifs, 
H'ipc'schafle  kifswrongsno  more  joys  maidenhead, 
Than  fpoufal  rites  prejudge  the  marriage  bed. 

Coivley. 
Hope  !  Fortune's  cheating  lottery. 
Where,  for  one  prize,  an  hundred  blanks  there  be. 
Fond  archer,  Hope,  who  tak'ft  thine  aim  fo  far. 
That  ftill,  or  fliort,  or  wide  thine  arrows  are ; 
Thine  empty  cloud  the  eye,  itfelf  deceives 
With  (hapes  that  our  own  fancy  gives  ; 
A  cloud  which  gilt   and  painted  now  appears, 
But  muft  drop  prefently  in  tears. 
When  thy  falfe  beam?  o'er  Reafon's  light  prevail. 
By  igna  fatui,  not  north  f^ars  we  fail. 

Crajha-w- 
Fair  Hope  1   our  earlier  Heaven  :  by  thee 
Yiiung  Time  is  tafler  to  Eterniry.  [fower ; 

'I'he  generous  wine  with  age   grows  flrong   no£ 
Nor  need  \\e  kill  thy  fruit,  to  fmell  thy  flower. 
Thy  golden  head  never  hangs  down, 
Till  in  the  lap  of  love's  fool  noon 
It  falls,  and  dies  :  oh,  no  !  it  melts  away 
A's  doth  the  dawn  into  the  day  : 
As  lumps  of  fugar  lofe  themfelvcs  and  twine 
Their  fubtle  effence  with  the  foul  of  wine. 

Coivley, 
Brother  of  Fear  1  more  gaily  dad. 
The  merrier  fool  o'  th'  two,  yet  quite  as  mad. 
Sire  of  P-epentance  !  fhield  of  fond  Define  ! 
That  blows  the  chemics  and  the  lover's  fire. 
Still  leading  thtm  infenfibly  on 
With  the  flrange  witchcraft  of  anon. 
By  thee  the  one  doth  changing  nature  through 
Her  endlefs  labyrinths  purfue  ; 
And  th'  other  chafes  woman,  while  (he  goes  jj 

More  ways  and  turns  than  hundred  Nature  knows.   7, 

■    CraJha'UK 
Fortune,  alas  I  above  the  world's  law  wars  : 
Hope  kicks  the  curi'd  heads  of  confpiring  flars. 
Her  keel  cuts  not  the  waves,  where  our  winds  flir, 
And  Fates  whole  lottery  is  one  blank  to  her.  I 

Her  fhafts,  and  fhe  fly  far  above, 
And  forage  in  the  fields  of  light  and  love. 
Sweet  Hope,  kind  cheat !  fair  fallacy  '.  by  thee 
We  are  not  where,  or  what  we  be, 
But  wliat,  and  where  we  wou:ld  be  :  thus  art  thou 
Our  abfent  prefence,  and  our  future  now. 

Crajoaiv. 
Faith's  fiftcr !   nurfe  of  iair  Defire  I 
Fear's  antidote  1  a  wife  and  well  fbay'd  fire 
Temper'd  'twixt  cold  defpair,  and  torrid  joy  : 
Q^ceu  regent  in  young  Love's  minority. 
Though  the  vcxt  chemic  vainly  chafes 
His  fugitive  gold  through  all  her  faces. 
And  loves  more  fierce,  more  fruitlefs  fires  affa^j 
One  face  more  fugitive  than  all  they. 
True,  Hope's  a  glorious  huntrefs,  and  her  chafe 
The  God  of  nature  in  the  field  of  grace. 

ji  Song  of  Divine  Ltvi, 
LoRB  !  when  the  fcnfe  of  thy  fweet  grace. 
Sends  up  my  foul  to  feck  thy  face, 
Thy  blefl"ed  eyes  breed  fuch  defire, 
I  die  ill  love's  delicious  fire. 
O  love  1  I  am  thy  facrifice  ; 
£e  Itill  triumphant  ble^ed  eyes. 
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Still  ihine  on  me  fair  fun»  1  that  I 
Still  may  behold,  though  ftill  I  die. 

Tte  Second  Fart. 
Though  ftill  1  die,  I  live  again, 
Still  longing  fo  to  be  Hill  flain. 
So  gainful  is  fuch  lofs  of  breath, 
I  die  even  in  defire  of  death. 
Still  live  in  me  this  longing  ftrife, 
Of  living  death  and  dying  life. 
For,  while  thou  fweetly  flayeft  me, 
3Dead  to  thyfelf,  I  live  in  thee. 

Upon  our  Blejfed  Sawour's  PaJJztn. 
1. 
TgE  wakeful  dawning  haftes  to  fing 
The  unknov.-n  forrows  of  our  King. 
The  Father's  Word,  and  Wifdom,  made 
Man,  for  man  by  man's  betray'd  ; 
The  world's  Price  fet  to  fale,  and  by  the  bold 
Merchants  of  death  and  fin,  is  bought  and  fold; 
Of  his  beft  friends  (yta  of  himl'elf )  forfaken. 
By  hisworft  foe?  (becaufe  he  would)  betray'd  and 
taken. 

The  early  morn  bluflies  to  fay 

It  could  not  rife  fo  foon  as  they, 

Call'd  Pilate  up,  to  try  if  he 

Could  lend  them  any  cruelty.  [lies, 

Their  hands  with  lalhes  arm'd,  their  tongues  with 

And  loathiome  fjjittle  blots  thofe  beauteous  eyes. 

The  blifsful  fprings  of  joy,  from  whoie  all-cheer- 
ing ray  [drinks  day. 

The  fair  Itars  fill  their  wakeful  fires,  the  fun  himfeif 
III. 

The  third  hour's  deafen'd  with  the  cry 

Of  crucify  him,  crucify. 

So  goes  the  vote  (nor  afe  them  why  ?) 

J^ive  Barrabas  and  let  God  die. 

But  their's  wit  in  wrath,  and  they  will  try, 

A  hail  more  cruel  tlian  their  crucify  ; 

For  while  in  fport  he  wears  a  fpiteful  crown, 

The  ferious  fhowers  along  his  decent  face  run  fadly 
down. 

:v. 

Now  is  the  noon  of  Sorrow's  night, 

High  in  his  patience  as  their  fpight. 

For  the  faint  Lamb,  with  weary  limb. 

Bears  that  huge  tree  which  muft  bear  hlrti ; 

That  fatal  plant,  fo  great  of  fame, 

The  fruit  cf  forrow  and  of  ftiame. 

Shall  fwell  wich  both  for  him,  and  mix 

All  woes  into  one  crucifix. 

Is  tortur'd  thirft  itfeif  too  fweet  a  cup  ? 

Gall,  and  more  bitter  mock»,  (hall  make  it  up. 

Are  nails  blunt  pens  of  iupcrficial  fmart : 

CjDternpt  and  fcorn  can  feud  fure  woands-to  feai^ch 
the  inmoil  heart. 


The  ninth,  with  awful  horror  hearkened  to  thofc 

groans 
Which  taught  attention  even  to  rocks  and  ftones. 
Hear,  Father,  hear  1  thy  Lamb  at  laft  complains 
Of  fome  more  painful  thing  than  all  his  pains. 
Then  bows  his  all-obedient  head  and  dies, 
His  own  love's  and  our  great  finsfacrifice. 
The  fun  faw  that,  and  would  have  feen  no  more  ; 
The  centre  {hook ;  her  ufelefs  vail  th'  inglorious 

temple  tore. 

VI, 

But  there  were  rocks  could  not  relent  at  this, 
Lo,  for  their  own  hearts  they  rend  his ; 
Their  deadly  hate  lives  (lill,  and  hath 
A  wild  referve  of  wanton  wrath. 
Superfluous  fpear  !   But  there's  a  heart  ftands  by 
Will  look  no  vrounds  be  loft,  no  death's  (hall  die  ; 
Gather  now  thy  grief's  ripe  fruit,  great  mother- 
maid,  [fad  tree's  (hade. 
Then  fit  thee  down,  and  fing  thine  even  fong  in  the 

VII. 

The  nightening  hour  comes  lafl  to  call 

Us  to  our  own  lives  funeral, 

A  heartlefs  talk  !  Yet  Hope  takes  head, 

And  lives  in  him  that  here  lies  dead  : 

Run,  Mary,  run  !   Bring  hither  all  thebleft 

Arabia,  for  thy  royal  Phcenix  neft, 

Power  on  thy  nobleft  fweets,  which,  when  they 

touch 
This  fweeter  body,  ftiall  indeed  be  fuch. 
But  muft  thy  bed,  Lord,  be  a  borrow'd  grave, 
Who  lend'ft  to  all  things  all  the  life  they  have? 
O  rather  ufe  this  heart,  thus  far  a  fitter  ftone, 
'Caufe  though  a  hard,  and  cold  one,  yet  it  is  thine 

own. 

Cbrijfs  Viaary. 

Christ,  when  he  dy'd' 

Deceiv'd  the  crofs. 

And  "on  death's  fide 

Threw  all  the  lofs  : 
The  captive  world  awak'd  and  found 
The  prifoners  Icofe,  the  jailor  bound. 

O  dear  and  fweet  difpute 
'Twixt  death's  and  love's  far  different  fruit, 

Different  as  far 
As  antidotes  and  poifons  are: 

By  the  firfl;  fatal  tree 

j^oth  life  and  liberty 
'  Were  fold  and  flain; 

By  this  they  both  look  up  and  live  again. 

O  flrange  myfterious  ftrife. 
Of  open  death  and  hidden  life  ! 
When  on  the  crofs  my  King  did  bleed. 
Life  fcem'd  to  die,  death  dy'd  indeed. 


THE  DELIGHTS  OF  THE  MUSES. 


Mufic's  Duel. 
Now  weftward  Sol  had  fpent  the  richeft  beams 
Of  noon's  high  glory,  when  hard  by  the  ftreams 
Of  Tiber,  on  the  fccne  of  a  green  plat, 
XSnizt  protedion  of  an  oak,  there  lit 
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A  fweet  lutes-mafter  :  in  whofe  gentle  airs 
He  loft  the  day's  heat  and  his  own  hot  cares. 
Clofe  in  the  covert  ef  the  leaves  there  flood 
A    nightingale,    ceme    from    the    neighbouring 
wood : 

Z  z  iij 
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(  The  fweet  inliabitants  of  each  ^lad  t\  cc-, 
Their  miife,  their  fyrcn,  harmlcfi  fyrcu  ftic) 
There  ftood  fl:e  lifl'r.iiig,  and  di.i  entertain 
The  niufic's  f-i't  report  :  and  niouhl  rlie  fame 
Id  her  own  murmurs,  that  whatever  mood 
His  curious  fin_''ers  Ici  r,  her  voice  made  good  : 
The  man  perceiv'd  his  rival  and  her  arr, 
Dilpos'd  to  give  the  hght-foot  lady  fport 
Awakes  his  lute,  and  'gainfl  the  fight  to  come 
Informs  it,  in  a  fweet  pjaludium 
Of  clofer  Trains  ;   and  ere  the  war  begin, 
He  lightly  ikirniiflus  on  every  firing, 
Charg'd  with  a  fly;ng, touch  :   and  Ihaightway  fhe 
Carve-  out  her  dainty  voice  as  readily, 
Into  a  thoufand  fweet  diftinguifh'd  tones, 
And  reckf.ns  up  in  foft  divifions, 
Quick  vrlumcs  of  wild  notes  ;   to  let  him  knov/ 
By  that  fhrill  tafle,  (he  could  da  fomething  too. 
His  nimble  hands   inftiiidt  them  .taught  each 
firing 
A  capring  cheerfulnefs,  and  made  them  fing 
To  their  own  daixe  ;  now  negligently  raili 
He  throws  his  arrii,  and  with  a  long  drawn  dafh 
Blends  all  together  ;  then  uiltindlly  trips 
From  this  ro  that;  then  quick  returning  flcips 
And  inatches  this  again,  and  paufes  -'here. 
She  rr.eal'ures  every  meafure,  every  -where 
Meet-  art  with  art;  fometimes,  as  if  in  doubt, 
Not  perfe<5t  yet,  and  fearing  to  be  out,    > 
Trails  her  plain  dity  in  one  long  fpun  note. 
Through  the  flcek  paffage  of  her  open  throat, 
A  clear  unwrirkled  fong ;  then  doth  fhe  point  it 
With  tender  accents,  and  fevircly  joint  it 
By  fhort  diminutives,  tbar  being  rear'd 
In  controverting  warbles  evenly  fhai'd, 
With  her  fweet  fclf  flie  wrangles.     He  amaz'd 
That  from  fo  fmall  a  channel  fhould  be  rais'd 
The  torrent  of  a  voice,  whofe  melody 
Could  melt  into  fuch  fweet  variety, 
Strains  higher  yet ;  that  tickled  with  rare  art 
The  tattling  firings  (each  breathing  in  his  part) 
Mofl  kindly  do  fall  out ;  the  grumbling  bafe 
In  lurly  gjcans  difdains  the  trebles  grace  ; 
The  high-perch'd  treble  chirps  at  this,  and  chides, 
Until  his  finger  (moderator)  hides 
And  clofes  the  fweet  quarrel,  njuling  all 
Hoarfcj  fiirili,  at  once ;  as  when  the  trumpets  call 
Hot  Mars  to  th'  harvefl  of  death's  field,  and  woo 
Mens  hearts  into  their  hands :   tliis  IcfToii  too 
She  gives  him  back  ;  her  fupple  bread  thrills  out 
Sharp  airs,  and  flaggers  in  a  warbling  doubt 
Of  dallying  fweetnefs,  hovers  o'er  her  fkill, 
And  foids  in  wav'd  notes  with  a  trembling  bill 
The  pliant  feries  of  her  flippery  fong  i 
Then  ftarts  fhe  fuddenly  into  a  throng 
Of  fhort  thick  fobs,  whofe  thundering  volleys  float, 
And  roll  themfelves  over  her  luhric  throat 
In  panting  murmurs,  ftill'd  out  of  her  breafl, 
That  ever-bunbling  fpring ;   the  fugar'd  neli 
Of  her  delicious  foul,  that  there  does  lie 
Bathing  in  fireams  of  liquid  melody; 
Mufic's  beft  feed-plot,  where,  in  ripen'd  airs, 
A  golden-headed  harveil  fairly  rears 
His  honey-dropping  tops,  plow'd  by  her  breath 
Which  there  reciptocajly  labourcth 


In  that  fweet  foil,  it  feems  a  holy  choir 
Founded  to  th'  name  of  great  Apollo's  lyre. 
Whole  fi'ver  roof  rings  with  the  fprightly  n(jtc« 
Of  fwect-lipp'd  angcl-imp#,  that  fwcli  their  throats 
In  cream  of  morning  Helicon,  and  then 
Prefer  foft  anthems  to  the  ears  of  men. 
To  woo  them  from  their  beds,  flill  rjiurmuring 
That  men  can  flcep  while  th.ey  their  mattens  fing  : 
(Moll  divine  fcrvice)  whofe  fo  early  lay 
Prevents  the  eye-lids  of  the  blufhing  day  ! 
There  you  might  hear  her  kindle.her  foft  voice 
In  the  clofe  murmur  of  her  fparkling  noife. 
And  lay  the  gn  und-work  of  her  hopeful  fong. 
Still  keeping  in  the  forward  flream,  fo  long 
Till  a  fweet  whirlwind  (llriving  to  get  out) 
Heaves  her  foft  bofom,  wanders  ronnd  about, 
And  makes  a  pretty  earthquake  in  her  bread, 
Till  the  fledg'd  notes  at  length  forfake  their  nefl, 
Fluttering  in  wanton  (lioals,  and  to  the  fky, 
Wing'd  with  their  own  wild  echoes,  prattling  fly. 
She  opes  the  floodgate,  and  letslocfe  a  tide 
Of  dreaming  fweetnefs,  which  in  date  doth  ride 
On  the  vi'av'd  back  of  every  fwelling  drain, 
KiQng  and  falling  in  a  pompous  train. 
And  while  die  thus  difcharges  a  diiill  peal 
Of  flafliing  airs ;  flie  qualifies  their  zeal 
With  the  cool  epod  of  a  graver  note, 
Thus  high,  thus  low,  as  if  her  filver  throat 
Would  reach  the  brazen  voice  of  war's  hoarfe  bird  ;, 
Her  little  foul  is  ravifii'd  :  aii'd  fo  pour'd 
Into  loofc  ecdafi-s,  that  fhe  is  plac'd 
Above  herfelf,  mufic's  enthufiad. 

Shame  now  and  anger  mix'd  a  double  dain 
la  the  mufician's  face;  yet  once  again 
(Midref»)  I  come;  now  reach  a  drain  my  lute 
Above  her  mock,  or  be  for  ever  mute. 
But  tune  a  fong  of  vifAory  to  me, 
As  to  tiiyfelf,  fing  thine  own  obfequy  : 
So  faid,  his  hands  fprightly  as  fire  he  flings, 
And  with  a  quivering  coynef>  tades  the  firings. 
The  fweet-lip'd  fiders  nmficaily  frighted. 
Singing  their  fears,  are  fearfully  delighted. 
Trembling  as  when  Apoho's  golden  hairs 
Are  fann'd  and  frizzled  in  the  wanton  airs 
Of  his  own  breath  :   which  married  to  his  lyre 
Doth  tune  the  fpheres,  and  make  heaven's  felf  look 

higher. 
From  this  to  that,  from  that  to  this  he  flies, 
Feels  mufic's  pulie  in  all  her  arteries. 
Caught  in  a  net- which  there  Apollo  fpreads. 
His  fingers  druggie  wiiJi  the  vocal  threads, 
following  thofe  little  rills,  he  finks  into 
A  fea  of  Helicon  ;  his  hand  does  go 
Thofe  parts  of  fweetnefs  which  with  re6lar  drop, 
Softer  than  that  which  pants  in  Hebe's  cup. 
1  he  humourous  firings  expound  his  learned  touch 
By  various  glolTes ;  now  they  feem  to  grutch. 
And  murmur  in  a  buzzing  din,  then  gingle 
In  flirill  tongu'd  accents,  driving  to  be  fingle. 
Every  fmooth  turn,  every  delicious  droke 
Gives  life  to  fome  new  grace  ;  thus  doth  h'  invoke 
Sweetnefs  by  all  her  names;  thus,  bravely  thus 
(Fraught  with  a  fury  fo  harmonious) 
The  lute's  light  genius  now  does  proudly  rife, 
Heav'd  on  the  furges  of  fwoln  rhapfodies, 
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Whofe  flourifli  fmeteor-like)  do^h  curl  t'      u. 
Wit':  fl  fh  o*  highbo  II  fancies:  here  and  there 
Dar.iiiig  in  lofty  mcafures,  and  anon 
Cm  CIS  on    hf  foft  t'lUch  of  a  tender  tone  : 
Wh  it  reirhling  murmurs  nicltincjin  wild  airs 
Runs  to  and  fro,  cor-iplaining  his  I'wtet  cjres 
Bccaufc  thofe  ji.tcious  myfteries  that  dwell, 
In  mufic's  ravifli'd  ioul  h.-  d.ires  not  :eil, 
B  t  whifpcr  ti)  the  world  ;   tiius  do  they  vary, 
Ea^h  llr.i'^  his  note,  as  if  they  meant  to  carry 
Tnei    mailer's  ble.'l  foul  (fuatch'd  out  at  his  ears 
By  a  ftr.'ng  ecftacy)  thr  ugh  all  the  fpheres 
Oi  miificV  heaven  ;  and  i'eat  it  there  on  high 
In  th'  rni)  yrcum  of  pn  e  ha'-m>iiiy. 
At  1    igth,  (after  fo  lung,  fo  !  ud  a  ftrife 
Oi  ail  the  filings  ftid  hrcathing  the  beft  life 
Ot  bl-fl  variety  atte^idi:  g  on 
His  fin;i,'-ir  faired  revolution 
|n  many  a  fwect  rd't  ,  many  a^;  fsvect  a  fall) 
■A  full  mouth  diapafon  fwaru.ws  all 
~  Tkis  done,  he  lifts  what  (ht  would  fay  to  thi?, 
And  fne.  alth/Ugh  her  breath's  late  excrcife 
Kal  :Lai':  too  roughly  with  hc.r  tender  throat, 
\       u^;innins  all  her  fwect  powers  for  a  note. 
A'         in  vain  I  for  vhiie  (Iweet  Ioul)  (he  tries 
To  !■     (ure  all  th^fe  wild  diverfities 
Of  cl.  lU'riTig  'iriiii^^s,  by  ihe  fmall  fize  of  one 
Po  >r  iimple  voice,  rais'd  in  a  natural  tone; 
.Sh-  fall',  and  faiiing  grieve'.;,  and  grieving  dies. 
She  di.s  :   and  leaves  her  life  the  vigor's  j^rize, 
Falling  upon  his  lute     O  fit  to  have 
(That  liv'd  fo  fwee^ly)  dead,  fo  fweet  a  grave  I 

Upon  the  Death  of  a  Gentleman. 
Faithless, and  fmd  mortality! 
Who  wiill  ever  credit  thee  ? 
Fond  and  faithjefs  thing  !  that  thus, 
In  our  bsft  hopes  begiiileft  us. 
Wliat  a  reckoning  haft  thou  made, 
Of  the  hopes  in  him  we  laid  ? 
For  life  by  V'dumes  lengfhened, 
A  line  or  two,  to  fpeak  him  dead. 
For  the  laurel  in  his  verfe. 
The  fallen  cyprefs  u'tr  his  herfe» 
■^or  a  filver-crcwntd  head, 
A   lirty  pillow  in  death's  bed. 
For  fo  dear,  fo  deep  a  truft, 
Sad  requital,  thus  much  dull! 
Now  though  the  bloiAr  that  fnatch  him  hence, 
Stopt  the  mouth  of  eloquence, 
Though  fhe  be  dumb  e'er  lince  his  death, 
Nor  us'd  to  fpeak  but  in  his  breath, 
Yet  if  at  leaft  (he  not  denies. 
The  fad  language  of  our  eyes, 
We  are  contented  :  for  than  this 
Language  none  more  fluent  is. 
Nothing  fpeaks  our  grief  fo  well 
As  to  fpeak  nothing;  come  then  tell 
Thy  mind  in  fears  who-e'cr  thou  be. 
That  ow'ft  a  name  to  milery. 
Eyes  are  vocal,  tears  have  tc^ngnes. 
And  there  be  words  not  made  with  lungs; 
Sententious  {bowers,  O  let  them  fall. 
Their  cadence  is  ret.  rical. 
Here's  a  theme  will  'Irink  th'  expence, 
Of  all  tliy  -watery  elo«iuencc. 


.  t'.en,  only  be  cxpreffi 
This  much,  ]r.\  tLad,  and  weep  the  reft. 

Upon  the  Death  of  I^vlr    Herrys. 
A  px,ANT    f  noble  liem,  f  r\.\atd  and  fair. 
As  ever  whilpei'd  to  the  morning  air,  fpride, 

rhriv'd  in  thefe  happy  grounds,   the  earth's  juH 
Wh.ofe  rifmg.  glories  nitde  I'uch  hafte  to  hide 
Hi-  head  in  clond.s  as  if  in  him  alone 
Impatient  nature  had  taughi  rotion 
I'o  ftart  from  time,  and  chterfally  to  fly 
Before,  and  feize  upon  maturity. 
Thus  grew  thi>  gracious  plant,  in  whofe  fweet  (hade 
The  fun  himleU'  oft  wifli'd  to  (it,  and  made 
The  morning  mufes  perch  like  birds,  and  fing 
Among  his  branches:   yea,  and  vow'd  to  bring 
Kis  ovvH  delicious  pl,0E:ix  from  the  bleil 
Aiabia,  there  to  build  her  virgin  ncfty 
'I'o  hatch  her  felf  in  ;   'niongft  his  leaves  the  day 
Frelb  f-om  the  rofy  call  rcjoic'd  to  play. 

To  them  (he  gave  the  firft  and  fairett  beam 
That  waited  on  her  birth  :  (lie  gave  to  them 

The  pu.eft  pearls,  that  wept  her  evening  death. 

The  baimy  zephyrs  got  fo  (weei  a  breath 

By  often  kilTuig  them,  and  now  begun 

Glad  time  to  ripen  expediation 

The  timorous  maiden-bloiToms  on  each  bouch 

Peep'd  fonh  their  firft  bluflies  :   fo  that  now 

A  thoufand  ruddy  hopes  I'mird  in  each  bud, 

And  flat.cr'd  every  greedy  eye  that  flood 

Fix'd  in  delight,  as- if  already  there 

Thole  rare  fiuits  riangfed,  whence  the  golden  yeaf 

His  crown  espeded,  wl:en  ^^O  Fate  !  O  Time! 

That  feld-mi  let t  ft  a  blulhing  youthful  prime 

Hide  his  hot  beams  in  (hade  of  filver  age; 
So  rare  is  hoary  virtue)  the  dire  rage 

(Jf  a  mad  ftorm  'hefe  blo(  my  joys  all  tore 

Ravifli'd    he  maiden  bloffoms,  and  down  boae 

The  tiunk.     Yet  in  this  ground  his  precioi;^  root 

Still  lives,  which  when  weak  lime  (hall  be  pour'd 
out 

Into  eternity,  and  circular  joys 

Dance  in  an  endlefs  round,  again  (hall  rife 

The  fair  fon  of  an  ever- youthful  fpring. 

To  be  a  fhade  for  angels  while  they  fing  : 

Mean  vvhiie  who  e'er  thou  art  that  palTeft  here, 

O  do  thou  water  it  with  one  kind  tear. 

Upon  the  Death  of  the  deftred  Mr.  Herrys, 

Death,  what  doft  ?  O  hold  thy  blow; 

What  thou  doTt,  thou  doft  not  know ; 

Death  thou  muft  not  here  be  cruel. 

This  is  nature's  choiceft  jewel. 

This  is  he  in  whole  rare  frame. 

Nature  labour'd  for  a  name, 

And  meant  to  leave'  his  precious  feature, 

l"he  psr.ern  of  a  perfedt  creature. 

J"y  of  gooinefs,  love  of  art, 

Viriue  wears  him  next  her  heart. 

Him  the  mufes  love  to  follow. 

Him  they  call  their  Vice- Apollo. 

Apollo  goiden  though  thou  be, 

Th'art  not  fairer    ban  is  he. 

Nor  more  lovely  lift'ft  thy  head, 

Blulhing  from  thine  eaftcrn  bed. 

The  glories  of  thy  youth  ne'er. knew. 

Brighter  hopes  than  Jie  can  (hew. 
Z  z   iiij 
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Why  then  fliould  it  e'er  be  feen. 
That  his  fliould  fade,  while  thine  Is  green  ? 
And  wilt  thou,  (O  crufi  boaft!) 
Put  poor  nature  to  fuch  coft  ? 
O  'twill  undo  <  ur  common  mother, 
To  be  at  charge  of  fuch  another. 
What  I   think  we  to  no  other  end, 
Gracious  heavens  do  ufe  to  fend 
Earth  her  beft  perfedlion,  \^ 

Eut  to  vanifli  and  be  gone  ? 
Therefore  only  give  to  day, 
To  morrow  to  be  fnatch'd  away  ? 
I've  feen  indeed  the  hi  peful  bud, 
Of  a  ruddy  rofe  that  flood 
Elufhing,  to  behold  the  ray 
Of  the  new  faluted  day  ; 
(His  tender  top  not  fully  fpread) 
The  fweet  dafh  of  a  fhower  now  flied, 
Invited  him  no  more  to  hide 
Within  himfelf  the  purple  pride 
Of  his  forward  flower,  when  lo 
W'lile  he  fweetly  'gan  to  fliow 
His  f-vvelling  glories,  Aufter  fped  him, 
Cruel  Aufter  thither  hy'd  him, 
And  with  the  rufii  of  one  rude  blaft, 
Sham'd  not  fpitefully  to  wafte 
All  his  leaves,  fo  frefli,  fo  fweet, 
,And  lay  them  trembling  at  his  feet. 
I've  fc-en  the  morning's  lovely  ray. 
Hover  o'er  the  new-born  da;-, 
With  rcfy  wings  fo  richly  bright, 
As  if  he  fcorn'd  to  think  of  night ; 
When  a  ruddy  fl:orm  whofe  fcoul 
Made  heavens  radiant  face  look  foul, 
Call'd  for  an  untimely  night. 
To  blot  the  newly  blniTom'd  light. 
But  were  the  rofc's  blufh  fo  rare. 
Were  the  morning's  fmile  fo  fair 
As  is  be,  nor  cloud,  nor  wind 
But  would  be  courteous,  would  be  kind. 
Spare  him !  Death,  O !  fpare  him  then. 
Spare  the  fweetefl  among  men. 
Let  not  pity  with  her  tears, 
Keep  fuch  diftance  from  thine  ears. 
But  O  !  thou  wilt  not,  can'ft  not  fpare, 
Haftc  hath  never  time  to  hear. 
Therefore  if  he  needs  mult  go. 
And  the  Fates  v/iil  have  it  fo, 
vJofcly  may  he  be  polTefl:, 
Of  his  monumental  reft. 
Safe,  thou  dark  home  of  the  dead. 
Safe,  O  !  hide  his  loved  head. 
iFor  Pity's  fake  O  !  hide  him  quite. 
From  his  mother  nature's  fight  : 
Xcft  for  grief  his  lofs  n-^ay  move 
AH  her  births  abortive  prove. 
Another. 
If  ever  Pity  were  a'cquainted 
Vith  ftern  Death,  if  e'er  he  fainted, 
Or  forgot  the  cruel  vigour 
Of  an  adamantine  rigour, 
Here,  O  !  here,  we  ihould  have  known  it, 
Here,  or  no  where,  he'd  have  ftiown  it. 
Tor  he  whofe  precious  memory, 
Bathes  in  tears  of  every  eye  : 


He  to  whom  our  forrovc  brings, 

All  the  ftreams  of  all  her  fprings: 

Was  fo  rich  in  grace  and  nature. 

In  all  the  gifts  that  blefs  a  creature  ; 

The  frefli  hopes  of  his  lovely  youth, 

Flourifli'd  in  fo  fair  a  growth  ; 

So  fweet  the  temple  was,  that  flirin'd 

The  facred  fweetnefs  of  his  mind  ; 

That  could  the  Fates  know  to  relent. 

Could  they  know  what  mercy  n\cani  5 

Or  had  ever  learn'd  to  bear. 

The  foft  tincture  of  a  tear  : 

Tears  would  now  have  flow'd  fo  deep. 

As  might  have  taught  grief  how  to  weep. 

Now  all  their  fteely  operation, 

Would  quite  have  loft  the  cruel  fafliion. 

Sicknefs  would  have  gladly  been. 

Sick  himfelf  to  have  fav'd  him  : 

And  his  fever  wiih'd  to  prove. 

Burning  only  in  his  love. 

Him  when  wrath  itfelf  had  feen. 

Wrath  itfelf  had  loft  his  fpleen. 

Grim  deftru(Sl:ion  here  amaz'd, 

InlUad  of  ftriking  would  have  gaz'd. 

Even  the  iron  pointed  pen, 

That  notes  the  tragic  dooms  of  men 

Wet  with  tears  ftill'd  from  the  eyes, 

Qf  the  flinty  deftinies; 

W^ould  have  learn'd  a  fofter  flyle. 

And  have  been  afliam'd  to  fpoil 

His  life's  fweet  ftory,  by  the  hafte. 

Of  a  cruel  flop  ill  piac'd. 

In  the  dark  volume  of  our  fate, 

Whence  each  leaf  of  life  hath  date. 

Where  in  fad  particulars. 

The  total  fum  of  man  appears. 

And  the  Ihort  ciaufe  of  mortal  breath. 

Bound  in  the  period  of  death, 

In  all  the  book  if  any  where 

Such  a  term  as  this,  Spare  here. 

Could  have  been  found,  't  would  have  been  read, 

Writ  in  white  letters  o'er  his  head,: 

Or  clofe  unto  his  name  annes'd. 

The  fair  glofs  of  a  fairer  text. 

In  brief,  if  any  one  were  free. 

He  was  that  one,  and  only  he. 

But  he,  alas  !  even  he  is  dead, 
And  our  hopes  fair  harveft  fpread 
In  the  duft.     Pity  now  fpend 
All  the  tears  that  grief  can  lend. 
Sad  mortality  may  hide  ; 
In  his  afiies  all  her  pride  ; 
With  this  infcription  o'er  his  head 
"  All  hope  of  never  dying,  here  lies  dead." 

His  Epitaph. 
Passenger  who  e'er  thou  art. 
Stay  a  while,  and  let  ihy  heart 
Take  acquaintance  of  this  ftone. 
Before  thou  pafl"eft  farther  6n. 
This  ftone  will  tell  thee  that  beneath. 
Is  entomb'd  the  crime  of  death; 
The  ripe  endowments  of  whofe  mind 
Left  his  years  fo  much  behind. 
That  numb'iing  of  his  virtues  praife, 
^Dea;h  !o£l  the  reckoning  of  his  days ; 
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Ani  believing  what  they  told, 
I«iag;in'd  him  exceeding  old. 
In  him  perfedion  did  fet  forth 
The  ftrength  of  her  united  worth. 
Him  his  wifdom's  pregnant  growth 
Made  fo  reverend,  even  in  youth, 
That  in  the  centre  of  his  breaft 
(Sweet  as  is  the  Phoenix  neft) 
Every  reconciled  grace 
Had  their  general  meeting  place. 
In  him  goodnefs  joy'd  to  fee 
Learning  learn  humiliry. 
The  fplendor  of  his  binh  and  blood 
Was  but  the  glofs  of  his  o>vn  good. 
The  flourifh  of  his  fober  youth 
Was  the  pride  of  naked  truth. 
In  conipifure  of  his  face, 
Liv'd  a  fair,  but  manly  grace. 
His  mouth  was  rhetoric's  beft  mold, 
His  tongue  the  touchflone  of  her  gold. 
What  word  fo  e'er  his  breath  kept  warm, 
Was  no  word  now  but  a  charm : 
For  all  perfuafive  graces  thence 
Suck'd  their  fweeteit  influence. 
His  virtue  that  within  had  root, 
fjould  not  choofe  but  Ihine  without. 
And  th'  heart-bred  luftre  of  his  worth, 
At  each  corner  peeping  forth, 
.pointed  him  out  in  all  his  ways, 

Circled  round  in  his  own  rays  : 

That  to  his  fweetnefs,  all  mens  eyes 

Were  vow'd  loves  flaming  facrifice. 
Him,  while  frefh  and  fragrant  time 

Cherifli'd  in  his  golden  prime; 

E'er  Hebe's  hand  had  overlaid 

His  fmooth  cheeks  with  3  downy  {hade  ; 

The  rufh  of  death's  unruly  wave. 

Swept  him  off  into  his  grave. 
\     Enough,  now  (if  thou  can'ft)  pafs  on. 

For  now,  (alas  '.)  not  in  this  ftone 

(Paffenger  whoe'er  thou  art) 

Is  he  entomb'd,  but  in  thy  heart. 

An  Epitaph  upon   Hujhand  and  IVife,  -who   died  and 

•were  buried  together. 
To  thefe,  wh»m  death  again  did  wed. 
This  grave's  their  fecond  marriage-bed. 
For  though  the  hand  of  Fate  could  force, 
'Twixt  foul  and  body  a  divorce. 
It  could  not  funder  man  aud  wife, 

'Caufe  they  both  lived  but  one  life. 

Peace,  good  reader,  do  qot  weep  ; 

Peace,  the  lovers  are  afleep  : 

They  (fweet  turtles)  folded  lie, 

Ir>  the  laft  knot  love  could  tie. 

And  though  they  He  as  they  were  dead, 

Their  pillow  ftone,  their  flieets  of  lead; 

(Pillow  hard,  and  flieets  not  warm) 

Love  made  the  bed,  they'll  take  no  harm. 

Let  them  fleep,  let  them  fleep  on, 

Till  this  ftormy  night  be  gone. 

And  th'  eternal  morrow  dawn  ; 

Then  the  curtains  will  be  drawn. 

And  they  wake  into  that  light 

y/hofc  day  fliall  never  die  in  night. 


An  Epitaph  upon  Dr    Braole. 
A  Brooke  whole  ftream  fo  great,  fo  good. 
Was  lov'd,  was  honour'd,  as  a  flood  ; 
Whofe  banks  the  mufes  dwelt  upon. 
More  than  their  own  Helicon  ; 
Here  at  length,  hath  gladly  found 
A  quiet  paffage  under  ground ; 
Meanwhile  his  loved  banks  now  dry. 
The  mufes  with  their  tears  fupply. 

Upon  Mr.  StainougFi  Death. 
Dear  relics  of  a  diflndg'd  foul,  whofe  lack 
Makes  many  a  mourning  paper  put  on  black! 
O  ftay  a  while,  e'er  thou  draw  in  thy  head. 
And  wind  thyielf  up  clofe  in  thy  cold  bed ; 
Stay  but  a  little  while,  until  I  call 
A  fummons,  worthy  of  thy  funeral.  [powers. 

Come  then  youth,  beauty,  and  blood,  all  ye  foft 
Whofe  filken  flatteries  fwell  a  few  fond  hours 
Into  a  falfe  eternity  ;  come,  man, 
Hyperbolized  nothing!  know  thy  fpan;         [bow 
Take  thine  own  meafure  here  :  down,  down,  and 
Before  thyfelf  in  thine  idea  ;   thou 
Huge  emptinefsl  Contradl  thyfelf,  and  flirlnk 
All  thy  wide  circle  to  a  point,  O  fmk  1 
Lower  and  lower  yet;  till  thy  lean  Ozc, 
Call  hcav'n  to  look  on  thee  with  narrow  eyes; 
Leffer  and  lefier  yet ;  till  thou  begm 
To  ftiow  a  face,  fit  to  confefs  thy  kin. 
Thy  neighbourhood  to  nothing 
Proud  looks,  and  lofty  eye-lids  here  pot  on 
Yourfelves  in  your  unfeign'd  reflexion  ; 
Here  gallant  ladies  !  this  unpartial  glafs, 
(Though  you  be  painted)  fliows  you  your  true  face, 
Thnfe  death-feal'd  lips  are  they  dare  give  the  U« 
To  the  loud  boafts  of  poor  mortality. 
Thofe  curtain'd  windows,  this  retired  eye,  , 

Outdares  the  lids  of  large  look'd  tyranny. 
This  poflure  is  the  brave  one.     This  that  lies 
Thus  low,  Hands  up  (methinks)  thus,  and  defies 

The  world —  — 

All  daring  duft  and  aflies !  only  you 
Of  all  interpreters  read  nature  true. 
Tu  the  ^ueen.  Upon  her  numerous  Progeny.   A  Panegyric, 
Britain  !   the  mighty  oceans  lovely  bride  ! 
Now  ftretch  thyfelf,  fair  ille,  and  grow;   fprcad 

wide 
Thy  bofom,  and  make  room.     Thou  art  oppreft 
With  thine  own  glories,  and  art  ftrangely  bieft 
Beyond  thyfelf  :    For,  !o  1   the  gods,  the  gods 
Come  fall  ufon  thee  ;  and  thofe  glorious  odes 
Swell  thy  fall  honoUrs  to  a  pitch  fo  high 
As  fits  above  thy  beft  capacity. 

Are  they  not  odes  ?  and  glorious  ?  that  to  thee 
Thofe  mighty  genii  throng,  which  well  might  be 
Each  one  an  ages  labour  ?  that  thy  days 
Are  gilded  with  the  union  of  thgfc  rays 
Whofe  each  divided  beam  would  be  a  fun 
To  glad  the  fphere  of  any  nation  ? 
Sure,  if  for  thefe  thou  mean'ft  to  find  a  feat 
Th'  haft  need,  O  Britain,  to  be  truly  great. 

And  fo  thou  art  ;  their  prefonce  makes  thee  fo  : 
They  are  thy  greatnefs,  gods,  where'er  they  go, 
Bring  their  Heav'n  with  them ;  their  great  foot- 

ft.eps  place 
An  everlaiting  fmile  upon  the  face 
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Of  (he  glad  earth  they  tread  on.    While  with  thee 
Thofe  beams  that  ai.  pliate  nior-ality, 
And  teach  ir  to  expatiate,  and  IV  ell 
To  niaje   y  and  fiili  t-f^;,  dei^in  to  dwell. 
Thou  by  thyftlt  m-jy'fl  fit,  hleft  iflc,  and  fee 
How  thy  gre2t  mr-tiitr  IvJaturc  doats  on  thee. 
Thee,  therefore,  froni'the  red  apart  {he  hurl'd, 
And  feem'd  to  make  an  ille,  but  made  a  world. 
Time  yet  hath   dnpt  few  plumes  Cnce   hope 
'   rurn'djoy, 
And  took  into  his  arms  the  princely  boy, 
"Whofe  birth  la     ble.    the  bed  of  his  fweit  mother, 
And  bad  u--  fir    ialute  our  prince  a  brnther. 

Bright  Charles,    thou  fwect  dawn  of  a  glurious 
day  ! 
Centre  of  thofe  rhy  grandfires  (fhall  I  fay, 
Henry  and  Jauies.'  or,  Mars  and  Fhoebus  ratheff  ? 
If  this  were  Wifdom's  God,  that  War's  .'em  father, 
*ris  but  the  iame  is  faid  :    Henry  and  James 
Are  Mars  and  Phoebus  under  diverft  names.) 
O  tho'j  full  miKfure  of  thole  mighty  fouls 
Whole  vaft  intelligences  ton'd  the  poles 
Of  peace  and  war ;  thou,  for  whufe  manly  brow 
Both  laurels  twine  into  one  wreath,  and  woo 
To  be  thy  garland  :   fee,  fweet  prince,  O  I  fee, 
Thou,  and  the  lovely  hopes  that  fmile  in  thee. 
Are  ta'en  out  and  tianlcnb'd  by  thy  great  mother  ; 
See,  fee  thy  real  fhadc.w ;  lee  thy  brother, 
Thy  little  felf  in  lefs ;   trace  in  thefe  een 
The  beams  that  dance  in  thofe  full  fta's  of  thine. 
From  the  fame  fni  .wy  alabafter  ruck 
Thofe  hands  and  thine  were  hewn  ;  thcfe  cherries 

mock 
The  coral  of  thy  lips  :   thou  wert  of  all 
Th-Js  well-wrought  c.  py  the  fair  principal. 

Jufily,  great  Nature,  didfi  thou  brag,  and  t?U 
How  ev'n  th'had     drawn  that  faithful  parallel, 
And  match'd  thy  mai'er-piece.     O  !  then  go  on, 
Make  fuch  another  fweet  comparif  ;n 
S^elt  thou  that  Mary  there?  O  1  leach  her  mother 
To  ftiew  her  to  herfelf  in  fuch  another 
F.;llow  this  wonder  too  ;  nor  let  her  fliine 
Alone  ,  light  fuch  another  liar,  and  twine 
Their  rofy  beams,  that  fo  the  morn  for  one 
Yenus  may  have  a  con  '  ellation. 

1  hefe  words  fcarce  waken'd  Heaven,  when  (lo) 
our  vows 
Sate  o    n'dupoii  the  nbble  infants  brtiws. 
Th'  a  t  r  jir'd,  fweet  piincefs  :   In  this  well-writ 

Oiok 
Read  I'.r  thyfelf,  perufe  each  line,  each  look. 
And  when  th'hai:  fumm'd  up  'all  thofe  blooming 

1  liffes, 
C'l^fe  U{:  the  book,  and  clafp  it  with  thy  kifles. 

So  have  I  feeu  (to  drefs  -heir  mikrefs  May) 
T\.o  filken  fi.ter-flowers  confult,  and  lay 
Their  baihful  cheeks  together  :  newly  they 
Pccp'd  from  their  buds,  fliow'd  like  the  garden's 

eyes 
Scarce  wak'd  :   like  was  the  crimfou  of  their  joys  : 
Like  were  the  tears  they  wept,  fo  like,  that  one 
Seem'd  but  the  others  kind  refle<ftion. 

And  now  'twere  time  to  fay,  fw'cet  queen,  uo 
more. 
Fair  fource  of  princes,  is  thy  precious  ftore 


Not  yet  exhau,   .?  O  no.  Heavens  have  no  bound. 
Bu:  m  their  infi:iite  and  endlcls  rou- d  ■ 

Embrace  tliemfelves.    Our  meafure  is  not  theirs  ;     < 
Nor  may  'he  pov'rty  of  mans  narrow  prayers 
Span  their  immenG  y     More  princes  cume : 
Rcbelli.  n.     and  thou  by    mifchicf,  make  ro;m  : 
War,  blood,  aiid  death  (names  all  avcrle  fr.mi  joy) 
Hear  this,  we  have  an  ther  bright-ey'd  boy  : 
i  hat  word's  a  warrant,  by  whofe  virtue  I 
Have  full  airthoriry  to  bid  you  die. 

Die,  die  foul  niifbegotten  nion   ers,  die  : 
j  Make  ha  ,e  away,  nr  .re  the  world's  bright  eye 
I  Biufh  to  a  cloud  of  biood.     O  ;  far  fn.ni  men 
fly  hence,  and  in  yonr  hyperborean  den 
Hide  you  for  evermore,  and  murmur  there 
Where  none  but  hell  may  hear,  nor, our  foft  air 
Shrink  at  the  ha;cful  fcund.  Mean'.lhile  wc  bear 
High  as  the  brow  ot  Heaven,  the  noble  n(Jife 
And  name  <if  thefe  our  jua  and  righteous  joys, 
Where  envy  fhall  n  .t  reach  them,  nrr  thofe  cars 
Whofe  tune  keeps  t^me  to  ought  below  he  iphcres. 

But  thi.u,  fweet  fupernumerary    ar, 
Shine  forth  ;  nor  fear  the  threats  of  hoi    'rous  war. 
ihe  face  of  things  has  therefore  frownM  a  while 
On  purpofe,  thnt  to  thee  and  thy  pure  fmile 
I'he  world  might  owe  an  univerfal  calm; 
While  thou,  fair  Halcyui,  on  a  fea  of  balm   [head, 
Shait  float ;    where,   while  thou  lay'ft  thy  lovely 
1  he  angry  billows  fhall  but  make  thy  bed  . 
Storms,   when   they  look  on   thee,   fhall      raight 

relent  5 
And  tempefts    when  they  tafle  thy  breath,  repent 
To  whifpers  foft  as  thine  ov/n  {lumbers  be, 
Or  fouls  of  virgins  which  fhall  figh  for  thee. 

Shine  then,  fweet  fupernumerary  if  ar  : 
Nor  fear  the  boilterous  names  of  blood  and  war : 
Thy  birth-day  is  their  deaths  nativity; 
They've  here  n-;  other  bufinefs  but  to  die. 

But  Itay,  whatglimple  was  that  >  why  blufh'd 
the  '('.ay  ? 
Why  ran  the  flatted  air  trembling  away  } 
Who's  this  that  comes  circled  in  rays  that  fcom 
Acquaintance  v/ith  the  fun  .'  what  fecond  nKirn 
At  nuu-day  op(  s  a  prefence  which  Heavens  eye 
Stand's  off  and  points  at  ?  l,-'c  fopie  deity 
S'ept  from  her  throne  of  ftars,  deigns  to  be  feen  ? 
Is  it  lomc  dciy  }  or  is 't  our  queen  } 

'fisfhe,  'tis  Ihe     her  awful  beautie?  chafe 
The  day's  abafhed  glories,  and  in  face 
Of  noon  vvear  their  own  funfhine    O  thou  brio-ht 
Miftrefs  of  wonders  .'   Cynthia's  is  the  night ;  ° 
But  thou  at  noon  doft  {liine,  and  art  all  day 
(Nnr  does  thy  fun  deny  't)  our  Cynthia. 

lUuflrious  fweetnefs  !  in  thy  faithful  womb. 
That  neR  of  heroes,  all  our  hopes,  find  room. 
Thou  art  the  niother-phcenix,  and  thy  bread 
Chafte  as  that  virgin-h  nour  of  the  eaft. 
But  much  more  fruitful  is ;  nor  does,  as  (he. 
Deny  to  mighty  love  a  deity. 
Then  let  the  ea   ern  world  brag  and  be  proud 
Of  one  coy  phcEnix,  while  we  have  a  br»')d, 
A  brood  of  phoenixes  ;  while  we  have  brother 
And  fifler-j  hosnixes,  and  {fill  the  mother,     [creafe 
And  m-ay  we  long  !  Long  may'it  thou  live  t'  io- 
The  houfe  and  fioiily  of  phoenixes. 
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'Nor  may  the  life  that  gives  their  eye-lids  light 
Ere  prove  the  difmal  morning  of  thy  night : 
Ne'er  may  a  birth  of  thine  be  bought  fo  dear 
To  make  his  cofliy  cradle  of  thy  bier. 

O  may'ft  thou  thus  make  all  the  year  thine  own, 
And  fee  fuch  names  of  joy  fit  white  upon 
The  brow  of  every  month :  And  when  thou'fl  done, 
MayTt  in  a  fon  of  his  find  every  Ion 
Repeated,  and  that  fon  fliU  in  another, 
And  fo  in  each  child  oicen  prove  a  mother. 
Long  may'ft  thou,  laden  with  fuch  cluflers,  lean 
Upon  thy  royal  elm,  fair  vine  !   And  when 
The  heav'ns  will  flay  no  longer,  may  thy  glory 
And  name  dwell  fweet  in  fome  eternal  ftory  '. 

Pardon,  bright  Excellence,  an  unmn'd  firing, 
That  in  thy  ears  thus  keeps  a  murmuring. 
O  fpeak  a  lowly  mufes  pardon,  fpeak 
Her  pardon,  or  her  fentence  ;  only  break 
Thy  filence.  Speak,  and  fhe  (hall  take  from  thence 
Numbers,  and  fweetnefs,  and  an  influence 
Coniufring  thee.     Or  if  too  long  I  Itay, 
0  fpeak  thou,  and  my  pipe  hath  nought  to  fay  : 
For  fee  Apollo  all  thi^  while  ftands  mute, 
Expeiaing  by  thy  voice  to  tune  his  lute. 

But  gods  are  gracious ;  and  their  altars  make 
Precious  the  cff'rings  that  their  altars  take. 
Give  then  thirrural  wreath  fire  from  thine  eyes, 
This  rural  wreath  dares  be  thy  facrifice. 

Ujion  Ford's  two  Tragcdks. — Love's  Sacrifice,  andtL 


two  'Tragedies. — Love 
Broken  Heart. 


Thou  cheat'ft  us  Ford,  mak'ft  one  feem  two  by  art. 
What  is  love's  facrifice,  but  the  broken  heart. 

On  a  Foul  Morningy  being  then  to  taie  a  Journey. 
Where  art  thou,  Sol,  while  thus  the  blindfold  day 
Staggers  out  of  the  eaO:,  lofes  her  way 
Stumbling  on  night:  P.ouze  thee,  illuftrious youth, 
yVn'd  let  no  dull  mills  choak  the  light's  fair  growth. 
Point  here  thy  beams;   O  glance  on  yonder  flocks, 
And  make  their  fleeces  golden  as  thy  locks. 
Unf  >ld  thy  fair  front,  and  there  (hall  appear 
Full  glory,  flaming  in  her  own  free  fphere. 
Gladntfs  fliall  clcthe  the  earth,  we  will  enflile 
The  face  of  things,  an  univcrfal  fmile. 
Say  to  the  fullen  morn,  thou  com'fl  to  court  her; 
And  wilt  command  proud  Zephyrus  to  fport  her 
With  wanton  gales  :  his  balmy  breath  fliall  lick 
The  tender  drops  which  tremble  on  her  cheek ; 
Which  ratified,  and  in  a  gentle  rain 
On  thofe  delicious  banks  diflill'd  again, 
Shall  rife  in  a  fweet  harveft,  which  difclofes 
To  every  bludiing  bed  of  new-born  rofes. 
He'll  fan  her  bright  locks,  teaching  them  to  flow, 
And  frilk  in  curl'd  meanders;  he  will  throw 
A  fragrant  breath  fuck'd  from  the  fpicy  neft 
O  th'  precious  phoenix,  warm  upon  her  breafl. 
He  with  a  dainty  and  foft  hand  will  trim. 
And  brufh  her  azure  mantle,  which  fliall  fwim 
In  filken  volumes ;  wheref-e'er  ftie'll  tread, 
Bright  clouds  like  golden  fleeces  fliall  be  fpread. 

Rife, then, (fair blew-cy'd  maid)rife  and  difcover 
Thy  filver  brow,  and  meet  ihy  golden  lover. 
See  how  he  runs,  with  what  a  hafty  flight, 
Into  thy  bofom,  bath'd  with  litjuid  light. 


Fly,  fly  profane  fogs,  far  hence  fly  J^way, 
Taint  nor  the  pure  (Iream.s  of  the  fpringing  day, 
With  your  dull  influence  ;  it  is  for  you, 
To  fit  and  fcoul  upon  night's  heav'y  brow  ; 
Nbt  on  the  frefli  cheeks  of  the  virgin  morn, 
Where  nought  but  fmiles  and  ruddy  joys  are  wore. 
Fly,  then,  and  do  not  think  with  her  to  flay ; 
Let  it  fuflice,  flie'll  wear  no  malk  to  day. 

Upon  the  Fair  Ethiopian.,  fcnt  to  a  Gentleivomaiu 
Lo  here  the  fair  Chariclia  !  in  whom  drove 

So  falfe  a  fortune,  and  fo  true  a  love. 
Now  after  all  her  toils  by  fea  and  land, 
'    O  may  flie  but' arrive  at  your  white  hand, 
Her  hopes  are  crown'd,  only  flie  f  .ars  that  then 

She  fhall  appear  true  Ethiopian. 
On  Marriage. 
I  WOULD  be  married,  but  I'd  have  no  wife, 
I  would  be  married  to  a  finglc;  life. 

To  the  Morning. — SatisfaEiion  for  SUefr, 
What  fuccour  can  1  hope  the  mufe  will  fend 
Whofe  drowfinefs  hath  wrong'd  the  mufes  friend  ? 
What  hope  Aurora  to  propitiate  thee, 
Unlefs  the  mufe  fing  my  apology  ? 

O  in  that  morning  of  my  fliame  !  when  I 
Lay  folded  up  in  fleep's  captivity, 
How  at  the  fight  did'ft  thou  draw  back  thine  eye^ 
Into  thy  modeil  veil  ?  how  did'ft  thou  rife 
Twice  dy'd  in  thine  own  bluflies,  and  did'ft  run 
To  draw  the  curtains,  and  awake  the  fun  ? 
Who  roufing  his  illuftrious  trefles  came. 
And  feeing  the  loath'd  objeft,  hid  for  fhame 
His  head  in  thy  fair  bofom,  and  ftill  hides 
Me  from  his  patronage  ,   1  pray,  he  chides : 
And  pointiiig  to  du'l  Morpheus,  bids  me  take 
My  own  Apollo,  try  if  I  can  make 
His  Lethe  he  my  Helicon  ;  and  fee 
If  Morpheus  have  a  mufe  to  wait  on  me. 
Hence  'tis  my  humble  fancy  finds  no  wings 
No  nimble  rapture  flarts  to  heaven  and  brings 
Enthufiafiic  flames,  fuch  as  can  give 
Marrow  to  my  plump  genius,  make  it  live 
Dreft  in  the  glorii  us  madnefs  of  a  mufe, 
Whofe  feet  can  walk  the  milky  way,  and  choofe 
Her  ftarry  throne  ;  whofe  holy  heats  can  warm 
The  gravi,  and  hold  up  an  exalted  arm 
To  lift  me  from  my  lazy  urn,  to  chmb 
Upon  the  ftooping  ftioulders  of  old  time, 
And  trace  eternity. — But  all  is  dead. 
All  thefe  delicious  hopes  are  buried 
In  the  deep  wrinkles  of  his  angry  brow, 
Where  mercy  canrKit  find  them  :   but  O  I  thou 
Bright  lady  of  the  morn,  pity  doth  he 
So  warm  in  thy  foft  breaft  it  cannot  die. 
Have  mercy  then,  and  when  he  next  fhall  rife 
O  !  meet  the  angry  god,  invade  his  eyes. 
And  ftroke  Tiis  radiant  cheek? ;  one  timely  kifs 
Will  kill  his  anger  and  revive  my  blifs. 
So  to  the  treafure  of  thy  pearly  dew. 
Thrice  will  I  pay  three  tears,  to  fhow  how  true 
My  grief  is ;  fo  my  wakeful  lay  ftiall  knpck 
At  th'  orit?ntal  gates;  and  duly  mock 
The  early  lark's  fhrill  orizons,  to  be 
An  anthem  at  the  day's  nativity. 
And  the  famerofy-finger'd  hand  of  thine, 
That  fhuts  night's  dying  eyes,  Ihall  open  mine. 
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But  thou,  faint  god  of  deep,  forget  that  I 
Was  CTer  known  to  be  thy  votary. 
*  J^o  more  my  pillow  fhall  thine  altar  be, 
^or  will  I  offer  any  more  to  thee 
Myfelf  a  melting  facrifice  ;   I'm  borrt 
Again  a  frefli  child  of  the  buxom  morn,  [fo  ? 

Heir  of  the  fun's  firft  beanis;  why  threat'ft   thou 
Why  doft  thou  fhakc  thy  leaden  fceptre  ?  go, 
Bellow  thy  poppy  upon  wakeful  woe, 
Sicknefs,  and  forrow,  whofe  pale  lids  ne'er  know 
Thy  downy  finger,  dwell  upon  their  eyeg, 
Shut  in  their  tears ;  fhut  out  their  miferies. 

Love  s  Horofcope. 
JjOVE,  brave  Virtue's  younger  brother, 

Erft  hath  made  my  heart  a  mother. 

She  confults  the  confclous  fpheres, 

To  calculate  her  young  fon's  years. 

She  aflcs  if  fad,  or  faving  powers, 

Gave  omen  to  his  infant  hours ; 

She  afes  each  ftar  that  then  flood  by 

If  poor  Love  fiiall  live  or  die. 
Ah,  my  heart,  is  that  the  way  ? 

Are  thefc  the  beams  that  rule  thy  day  ? 

Thou  know'ft  a  face  in  whofe  each  look, 

Beauty  lays  ope  Love's  fortune-bpok ; 

On  whofe  fair  revolutions  wait 

The  obfequious  motions  of  Love's  fate ; 

Ah,  my  heart,  her  eyes  and  {he 

Have  taught  thee  new  aftrology. 

How  e'er  Love's  native  hours  were  fet, 

Whatever  ftarry  fynod  met, 

*Tis  in  the  mercy  of  her  eye. 

If  poor  Love  fhall  live  or  die. 
If  thofe  fbarp  rays  putting  on 

Points  of  death,  bid  Love  begone, 

(Though  the  Heavens  in  counfel  fate, 

To  crown  an  uncontrolled  fate. 

Though  their  befl  afpedls  twin'd  upon 

The  kindeft  condellation, 

<Caft  amorous  glances  on  his  birth, 

And  whifper'd  the  confederate  earth 

To  pave  his  paths  with  all  the  good 

That  warms  the  bed  of  youth  and  blood ;) 

Tjove  has  no  plea  againft  her  eye 

Beauty  frowns,  and  Love  mufl  die. 
But  if  her  milder  influence  move, 

And  gild  the  hopes  of  humble  Love : 

(Though  Heaven's  inaufplcious  eye 

Lay  black  on  Love's  nativity  ; 

Though  every  diamond  in  Jove's  crown 

Fixt  his  forehead  to  a  froyvn,) 

Her  eye  a  llrong  appeal  can  give, 

Bea:uty  fmiles  and  Love  fball  live. 
©  !  if  Love  ihall  live,  O  I  where, 

But  in  her  eye,  or  in  her  ear. 

In  her  breaft,  or  in  her  breath. 

Shall  1  hide  poor  Love  from  death  \ 

For  in  the  life  ought  elfe  can  gire, 

I>ove  fhall  die,  although  he  live. 
Or  if  Love  fhall  die,  O  I  where. 

But  in  her  eye,  or  in  her  ear. 

In  her  breath,  or  in  her  breaft, 

Shall  I  build  his  funeral  noft  \ 


While  Love  fhall  thus  entombed  Us, 
Love  fhall  live,  although  he  die. 

Out  of  Virgil. — In  the  Ptaife  of  the  Spring. 
All  trees,  all  leavy  groves  confefa  the  fpring 
Their  gentle  friend,  then,  then  the  lands  begin 
To  fwell  with  forward  pride,  and  feed  defire         I 
To  generation  ;  Heavens  Almighty  Sire  | 

Melts  on  the  bofom  of  his  Love,  and  pours  ! 

Himfelf  into  her  lap  in  fruitful  fhowers.  i 

And  by  a  foft  infinuation,  mixt 
With  earth's  large  mafs,  doth  cherifh  and  aflift  j 
Her  weak  conceptions;  no  lone  fhade, but  ringf  J 
With  chatt'ring  birds  delicious  murmurings.  { 
Then  Venus  mild  inflindl  (at  fet  times)  yields  j 
The  herds  to  kindly  meetings,  then  the  fields 
(Quick  with  warm  Zephyr's  lively  breath)  I9 

forth 
Their  pregnant  bofoms  in  a  fragrant  birth,  j 

Each  body's  plump  and  juicy,  all  things  full 
Of  fupple  moiflure  :  no  coy  twig  but  will  I 

Trufl  his  beloved  bofom  to  the  fun  j 

(Grown  lufly  now;)  no  vine  fo  weak  and  youngi! 
That  fears  the  foul-mouth'd  Aulter,  or  thofe  flornr) 
That  the  fouth-wefl  wind  hurries  in  his  arms,  j 
But  hafles  her  forward  blolTonis,  and  lays  out,  I 
Freely  lays  out  her  leaves :  Nor  do  I  doubt 
But  when  the  world  firft  out  of  Chaos  fprang,  | 
So  fmil'd  the  days,  and  fo  the  tenor  ran  \ 

Of  their  felicity,     A  fpring  was  there. 
An  everlafting  fpring,  the  jolly  year  , 

Led  round  in  this  great  circle ;  no  wind's  breathli 
As  then  did  fmell  of  winter,  or  of  death.  j 

When  life's  fweet  light  firft  fhone  on  bcafts,  ami! 

when 
From  their  hard  mother  earth,  fprang  hardy  men 
When  beafts  took  up  their  lodging  in  the  wood,  '■ 
Stars  in  then-  higher  chambers,  never  cou'd 
The  tender  growth  of  things  endure  the  fenfe 
Of  fuch  a  change,  but  that  the  Heav'n's  indulgedCftI 

Kindly  fupplies  fick  nature,  and  doth  mold  ' 

A  fweetly  temper'd  mien,  nor  hot  nor  cold. 
With  a  FiBurefent  to  a  Friend. 

1  PAINT  fo  ill,  my  piece  1yd  need  to  be 

Painted  again  by  fomp  good  poefy.  j 

I  write  fo  ill,  my  flcnder  line  is  fcarce 

So  much  as  th'  pidure  of  a  wcll-limb'd  vctfc  r'J 

Yet  may  the  love  I  fend  be  true,  though  I 
Send  nor  true  pidture,  nor  true  poefy. 

Both  which  away,  I  fhould  not  need  to  fear. 
My  Love,  or  feign'd,  or  painted  fhould  appear 
In  Praife  of  Lejpus,  bis  Rule  of  Life. 

Go,  now,  and  with  fome  daring  drug. 

Bait  thy  difeafe,  and  while  they  tug 

Thou  to  maintain  their  precious  ftrlfe. 

Spend  the  dear  treafure  of  thy  life  : 

Go,  take  phyCc,  doat  upon 

Some  big-nam'd  compofition, 

The  oraculous  dodtors  myftic  bills. 

Certain  hard  words  made  into  pills ; 

And  what  at  laft  fhall  gain  by  thefe  ? 

Only  a  coftlier  difeafe. 

That  which  makes  us  have  no  need 

Of  phyfic,  that's  phyfic  indeed. 

Hark  hither,  reader  ;  wilt  thou  fee 

Nature  her  own  phyfician  be. 
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Vill't  fee  a  man  ftU,  his  ovrn  wealth, 

liis  own  phyfic,  his  own  health  ? 

iV  man  whofe  fobcr  foul  can  tell 

i-Iow  to  wear  her  garments  well  ? 

iier  garments  that  upon  her  fit, 

;^s  garments  fliould  do  clofe  and  fit  ? 

k  well  cloth'd  foul ;  that's  not  oppreft, 

jMor  choakt  with  what  file  fnould  be  dreft  ? 

}\  foul  (heath'd  in  a  cryftal  fnrjne, 

irhrough  which  all  her  bright  features  fliine  ? 

'As  when  a  piece  of  wanton  hwn, 

A  thin  aerial  veil  is  drawn 

iD'er  beauty's  face,  feeming  to  hide 

More  fweetly  fliows  the  blufliing  bride. 

A  foul  whofe  intelledfual  beams 

No  mills  do  malk,  no  lazy  fleams  ? 

A  hsppy  foul  that  all  the  way, 

To  heav'n  rides  in  a  lummer's  day  ? 

Would'rt  fee  a  man  whofe  well  warm'd  blood, 

Bathes  him  in  a  genuine  flood, 

A  man  whofe  tuned  humours  be, 

A  fet  of  rareft  harmony ; 

Would'ft  fee  blithe  looks,  frelh  cheeks  beguile 

Age  ;  would'ft  fee  December  fmile  ? 

Would'ft  fee  nefts  of  new  rofesgrow 

In  a  bed  of  reverend  fnow  ? 

Warm  thoughts  free  fpirits,  flattering 

Winters  felf  into  a  fpring  ? 

In  fome,  would'ft  fee  a  man  that  can 

Live  to  be  old  and  ftill  a  man  ? 
Whofe  lateft  and  moft  leaden  hours, 
Fall  with  foft  wings,  ftuck  with  foft  flowers ; 
And  when  life's  fweet  fable  ends, 
Soul  and  body  part  lil^e  friends. 
No  quarrels,  murmurs,  no  delay, 
A  kifs,  a  figh,  and  fo  away  ; 
This  rare-one  reader,  would'ft  thou  fee 
Hark  hither;  and  thyfclf  be  he. 

The  Beginning  of  Heliedorus, 
The  fmiling  morn  had  newly  wak'd  the  day. 
And  tipt  the  mountains  with  a  tender  ray  : 
When  on  a  hill  (whofe  high  imperious  br6w 
Looks  down,  and  fees  the  humble  Nile  below 
Lick  his  proud  feet,  and  hafte  into  the  feas    [cules) 
Through  the  great  mouth  that's  nam'd  from  Her- 
A  band  of  men,  rough  as  the  arms  they  wore 
Look'd  round,  firft  to  the  fea,  then  to  the  ftiore. 
The  ftiore  that  ftiowed  them  what  the  fea  deny'd, 
Hope  of  a  prey.     There  to  the  main  land  ty'd 
A  lliip  they  faw,  no  men  Ihe  had  ;  yet  prcft 
Appear'd  with  other  lading,  for  her  brealt 
Deep  in  the  groaning  waters  wallowed 
Up  to  the  third  ring ;  o'er  the  fliore  was  fpread 
Death's  purple  triumph,  on  the  bluftiing  ground 
Life's  late  forfakcn  houfes  all  lay  drown'd 
In  their  own  bloods  dear  deluge,  fome  new  dead, 
Some  panting  in  their  yet  warm  ruins  bled  : 
While  their  affrighted  foule,now  wing'dfor  flight, 
Lent  them  the  la<t  flafti  of  her  glimmering  light. 
Thofe  yet  frefti  ftreams  which  crawled  every  where 
Show'd  that  ftern  v-iar  had  newly  bath'd  him  there. 
Nor  did  the  face  of  this  difafter  fliow 
Marks  of  a  fight  alone,  but  feafting  too, 
A  miferable  and  a  monftrous  feaft. 
Where  hungry  \var  had  made  himfelf  a  gueft  : 


And  coming  late  had  eat  up  guefts  and  all, 
Who  prov'd  the  feaft  to  their  own  funeral,  &c. 

Out  of  the  Creel:. — Cupid's  Crier, 
Love  is  loft,  nor  can  his  mother 
Her  little  fugitive  difcover  : 
She  fecks,  ftie  fighs,  but  no  where  fpies  himi 
Love  is  loft  ;  and  thus  Ihe  cries  him. 

O  yes  !   if  any  happy  eye, 
This  roving  wanton  fhail  defcry ; 
Let  the  finder  furely  know 
Mine  is  the  wag  ;  'tis  I  that  owe 
The  winged  wand'rer  ;  and  that  none 
May  think  his  labour  vainly  gone. 
The  glad  defcrier  fhall  not  mifs. 
To  tafte  the  Nectar  of  a  kifs 
From  Venus'  lips;   but  as  for  him 
That  brings  him  to  me,  he  Ihall  fwim 
In  riper  joys  '.  more  fhall  be  his 
(Venus  affures  him)  than  a  kifs. 
But  left  your  eye  difcerning  Aide, 
Thefc  marks  may  be  your  judgment's  guide; 
His  Ikin  as  with  a  fiery  blufliing 
High-colour'd  is;  his  eyes  ftill  fluftiing 
With  nimble  flames,  and  though  his  mind 
Be  ne'er  fo  curft,  his  tongue  is  kind  : 
For  never  were  his  words  in  onght 
Found  the  pure  ilTue  of  his  thought. 
The  working  bees  foft  melting  gold. 
That  which  their  waxen  mines  enfold,, 
Flow  not  fo  fweet  as  do  the  tones 
Of  his  tun'd  accents ;  but  if  once 
His  anger  kindle,  prefently 
It  boils  out  into  cruelty, 
And  fraud  :  He  makes  poor  mortals  hurts 
The  objedls  of  his  cruel  fports. 
With  dainty  curls  his  froward  face 
Is  crown'd  about ;  but  0 1  what  place. 
What  fartheft  nook  of  loweft  hell 
Feels  not  the  ftrength,the  reaching  I^ell 
Of  his  fmall  hand  ?  Yet  not  fo  fmall 
As  'tis  powerful  therewithal!. 
Though  bare  hisikin,  his  mind  he  covers. 
And  like  a  faucy  bird  he  hover* 
With  wanton  wing,  now  here,  now  there, 
'Bout  men  and  women,  nor  will  fpare 
Till  at  length  he  perching  reft. 
In  the  clofet  of  their  breaft. 
His  weapon  is  a  little  bow, 
Yet  fuch  a  one  as  (Jove)  knows  howr. 
Ne'er  fuffer'd,yet  his  little  arrow, 
Of  heavens  high'ft  arches  to  fall  narrow* 
The  gold  that  on  his  quiver  fniiles. 
Deceives  mens  fears  with  flattering  wilcSo 
But  O  1  (too  well  my  wounds  can  tell) 
With  bitter  fhaft's  'tis  fauc'd  too  well. 
He  is  all  cruel,  cruel  all ; 
His  torch  imperious  though  but  fmali 
Makes  the  fun  (of  flames  the  fire) 
Worfc  then  fun-burnt  in  his  fire. 
Wherefoc'er  you  chance  to  find  him 
Seize  him,  bring  him,  (but  firft  bind  him)  ; 
Pity  not  him,  but  fear  thyfelf 
Though  thou  fe«  the  crafty  elf, 
Tell  down  his  filver-drops  unto  thee, 
They're  counterfeit,  and  will  undo  thee, 
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With  Viaited  fmiles  if  he  difplay 

His  fawning  cheeks,  look  not  that  way  : 

If  he  offer  lugar'd  kiffes, 

Start,  and  fay,  the  ferpent  hiffes. 

Draw  him,  drag  him,  though  he  pray, 

Woo,  entreat,  and  crying  fay, 

Prithee,  fweet,  now  let  me  go, 

Here's  my  quiver,  (hafts,  and  bow; 

I'll  give  thee  all ;  take  all,  take  heed 

Left  his  kindnefs  make  thee  bleed, 

Whate'cr  it  be  I,ove  offers,  flill  prefume  [fume. 
That  though   it  fhines,  'tis  fire  and  will  con- 
On  J^aiius  Mounted  upon  an  Ant. 
High  mounted  on  an  Ant  Nanus  the  tall, 
Was  thrown,  alas  '.   and  got  a  deadly  fall, 
Under  th'  unruly  beaft's  proud  feet  he  lies 
All  torn     with  much  ado  yet  e'er  he  dies. 
He  ftrains  thefe  words :   Bafe  Envy,  do  laugli  on. 
Thus  did  1  falL  and  thus  fell  Phaeton 

Upon  Venus  putting  on  Mars's  Arms. 
What      Mar&'s  fword  ?  fair  Cytherea  fay. 

Why  art  thou  arm'd  fo  deiperately  t'.  day  ? 
Mars  thou  haft  beaten  naked;  and,  O  :  then 

WhatnCed'ft  thou  put  on  arms  againft  poor  men? 
Upon  the  Same. 
Pallas  faw  Venus  arm'd^and  ftraight  flie  cry'd, 

Come  if  thou  dar'ft,  thu',  thus  let  us  be  try'd. 
Why  fool  1  fays  Venus,  thus  provok'ft  thou  me, 
That  being  nak'd,  thoii  know'ft  could  conquer 
thee  ? 
Upon  Bijhop  Andrekvs's  PiSiure,  lefore  his  Sermons. 
This  reverend  fhadow  caft  that  fetting  fun, 
Whife  glorious  courfe  through  our  horizon  run, 
Left  the  dim  face  of  this  dull  hemifphere, 
All  one  great  eye,  all  drown'd  in  one  great  tear. 
Whole  fair  illuftriou?  foul,  led  his  free  thought 
Through  learhing's  univerfe,  and  (vainly)  fought 
Room  for  her  fpacious  felf,  until  at  length 
She  found  the  way  home,  with  an  holy  ftrength 
Snatch'd  herfelf  hence  to  heaven  :  fill'd  a  bright 

place ; 
'Mongft  thofe  immortal  fires,  and  on  the  fate 
Of  her  great  Maker  fixt  her  flaming  eye. 
There  ftill  to  read  true  pure  divinity. 
And  now  that  grave  afpedl  hath  deign'd  to  fhrink 
Into  this  lefs  appearance;  if  you  think, 
'Tis  but  a  dead  face,  art  doth  here  bequeath  : 
Look  on  the  following  leaves,  and  fee  him  breath. 

Out  of  Martial. 
Four  teeth  thou  had'ft  that,  rank'd  in  goodly  ftate, 
Kept  thy  mouth's  gate. 
The  firft  blaft  of  thy  cough  left  two  alone. 

The  fecond,  none. 

This  laft  cough  ^lia,  cought  out  all  thy  fear, 
Thou'ft  left  the  third  cough  now  no  bufmefshere. 

Out  of  the  jfalian. — A  Song, 
To  thy  lover. 
Dear,  difcover 
That  fweet  blufh  of  thine  that  fhameth 
(  W  heji-tbefsHrofes 
,  It  dffclofes) 
All  the  flowers  that  Nature  nameth. 
In  free  air. 
Flow  thy  hair ; 


That  no  more  fummer's  beftdreffrt. 

Be  beholden 

For  their  golden 
Locks,  to  Phoebus  flaming  treffes. 

O  deliver 

Love  his  quiver, 
From  thy  eyes  he  fhoots  his  arrows, 

Where  Apollo 

Cannot  follow, 
Feather'd  Avith  his  mother's  fparrows. 

O  envy  not     •« 

(  rhat  we  die  not) 
Thofe  dear  lips  whofe  door  enclofes 

All  the  Graces 

In  their  places. 
Brother  pearls,  and  fifter  rofes. 

From  thefe  treafures 

Of  ripe  pleafures 
One  bright  fmile  to  clear  the  weathei". 

Earth  and  heaven 

Thus  made  even. 
Both  V5ill  be  good  friends  together. 

The  air  does  woo  thee. 

Winds  cling  to  thee  ; 
Might  a  word  once  fly  from  out  thee^ 

Storm  and  thunder 

Would  fit  under. 
And  keep  filence  round  about  thee. 

But  if  Nature's 

Common  creatures. 
So  dear  glories  dare  hot  borrow  : 

Yet  thy  beauty 

Owes  a  duty. 
To  my  loving  ling'ring  forrow. 

When  to  end  me 

Death  ftiall  fend  me 
All  his  terrors  to  affright  me : 

Thine  eyes  Graces 

Gild  their  faces. 
And  thofe  terrors  fhall  delight  me. 

When  my  dying 

Life  is  flying, 
Thofe  fweet  airs  that  often  flew  me 

Shall  revive  me. 

Or  reprive  mc. 
And  to  many  deaths  renew  me. 

Out  of  the  Italian^ 
Love  now  no  fire  hath  left  him. 

We  two  betwixt  us  have  divided  it. 
Your  eyes  the  light  hath  reft  him, 

The  heat  commanding  in  thy  heart  doth  fit. 

O  .   that  poor  Love  be  not  forever  fpoiled, 

Let  my  heat  to  your  light  be  reconciled. 

So  fhall  thefe  flames,  whofe  worth 

Now  all  obfcured  lies, 
(Dreft  in  thofe  beams)  ftart  forth 

And  dance  before  your  eyes. 
Or  elfe  partake  my  flames, 

(I  care  not  whither) 
And  fo  in  mutual  names 

Of  love,  b«in  both  togejher. 
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J!nDihc>\ 
Would  anyone  the  true  caufe  find 
How  L'lve  came  nak'd,  a  boy,  an-l  blind  ? 
'Tisthif;  lift'ning  one  day  too  long, 
To  th'  I'yrcns  in  my  miftref-  fong, 
The  ecflacy  of  a  dei'ght 
So  much  o'er  maft'ring  ail  his  misiht, 
To  that  oncfenfr,  made  all  fife  thrall, 

A)  d  fo  he  I  ft  his  clothes,  eyes,  heart  and  all. 
On  the  Frontifpiece  of  ifaacfon  s  Chronology  explained- 
If  ^vith  diflindive  eye   and  mn'd,  ym  look 
Upon  the  front,  you  fee  more  than  one  book. 
Crtation  is  God'sbook,  wherein  he  writ 
Each  ireature.  as  a  letter  filling  it.- 
H  ftory  is  creation's  b'ok,  which  Ihows 
To  what  efftfts  the  f  Ties  of  it  goes. 
Chronology's  the  book  of  hiftory,  and  bears 
The  juft  account  of  days,  mont'ns,  and  years. 
Bnt  refurreilion,  in  a  later  pref?, 
And   •lew  edition,  is-  the  fum  of  thefe. 
The  language  of  thefe  books  had  all  been  ore, 
Had  not  th'  afpiring  tower  of  Babylon 
Confus'd  'he  tongues,  and  in  adiftance  hurl'd 
As  far  the  fpeech,  as  men  o'th'  new  fiU'd  world. 

Set  then  your  eyes  in  method-,  ard  behold 
Time's  emblem,  Saturn  ;  who,  when  ftore  of  gold 
C  in'd  the  firft  age,  devour'd  that  birth,  he  fear'd; 
Till  HilYory,  Time's  ehleft  child  appear'd, 
Aiu'  P' (Eiiix  like,  in  fpight  of  Saturn's  rage, 
Fnrc'd  from  het  afhes,  heirs  in  every  age. 
From  th'  rifing  liin,  obtaining  by  juft  fuit,     . 
A  fpring's  engender,  and  an  autunin's  fruit. 
Who  in  thofe  volumes  at  her  motion  pend, 
Unto  creation'.-.  Alpha  doth  extend. 
Again  afcend,  and  view  chronology, 
By  optic  flcill  pulling  far  hiftory 
Nearer  ;  wl)ole  hand  the  piercing  eagle's  eye 
Strengthens,  to  bring  remotcft  objeds  nigh. 
Under  whofe  feet,  you  fee  the  fetring  fun, 
From  the  dark  gnomon,  o'er  her  volumes  run, 
Drown'd  in  eternal  night,  never  to  rife. 
Till  1  efurredion  fliow  it  to  the  eyes 
Of  ran  h- worn  men     and  her  (brill  trumpet'.s  found 
AfFiight  the  bones  of  niortalsfrom  ths  ground. 
The  columns  both  are  crovvn'd  with  either  fphere 
T(>  ftiow  chroi.ology  and  hiftory  bare, 
No  other  Culmen  than  the  double  art, 
Aftronomy,  geograp'-y,  impart. 

Or  Thus. 
Let  hoary  time's  vaft  b  wels  be  the  grave 
To  what  his  bowels  birth  and  being  gave; 
Let  nature  die,  :  ph(E;;ix-like)  from  death 
Revived  nature  t^kcs  a  fecond  breath  ; 
If  on   rime's  right  hand,  fit  fair  Hiftory. 
If,  fiom  the  feed  of  empty  ruin,  flie 
Can  raife  fo  fan-  an  harvtft,  let  her  be  ' 
Ne'er  f<-  far  diftant,  yet  Chiono^  gy 
(Si-arp  fighied  as  the  eagle's  eye,  that  can 
Out  ftoire  the  broad- beam'd  day's  meridian) 
Will  hr.ve  a  pei-fpicil  to  find  her  out. 
And,  th-  L;ugh  the  night    f  error  and  dark  doubt, 
Difcern  tlie  .iawn  of  truth's  eternal  ray. 
As  when  the  roly  morn  buds  int.    day 

Now  that  timi's  empire  might  be  amply  fiU'd, 
Babel's  bold  artifts  ftrive  (below)  to  build 
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Ruiti  a  temple;  on  whofe  fruitful  fall 
Hiftory  rears  her  pyramids  more  tail 
Than  were  th'  E.^r^ptiao,  (by  the  life  thefe  give, 
Th'  Egyptian  pyramids  themfelves  muft  live:) 
On  thefe  ftie  lifts  the  world;  and  on  their  bafc 
Shows  the  two  terms  and  limits  of  time's  race  : 
That  the  creation  is:   the  judgment  this ; 
rhat  the  world's  morning,  this  her  midnight  is. 
An    '•pitaph  ii^  on  Mr    AJoion   a  conformdlk  Citizen. 
The  modeft  front  of  thisfmail  floor. 
Believe  me,  reader,  can  fay  more 
Than  many  a  braver  marble  can, 
Here  lies  a  truly  honeft  man. 
One  whofe  confcicnce  »'as  a  thing,  ^ 
That  troubled  neither  church  nor  king. 
One  of  thofe  few  that  in  this  town. 
Honour  all  preachers,  hear  their  own. 
Sermons  he  heard,  yet  not  fo  many 
As  left  .0  time  to  praflife  any. 
He  heard  them  revertndl  ,  and  then 
His  pradlice  preach'd  theo:  o'er  again. 
His  parlour  fermons  rather  were 
Thofe  to  the  eye,  then  to  the  ear. 
His  prayers  took  their  price  and  ftrength. 
Not  from  the  lewdnefs,  nor  tht^length. 
He  was  a  Proteftant  at  home, 
Not  only  in  defpight  of  Rome. 
He  lov'd  his  father;  yet  his  zeal 
Tore  not  off  his  mother's  veil. 
To  th'  church  he  did  allow  her  drefs, 
True  beauty,  to  true  holinefs 

Peace,  which  he  lov'd  in  life,  did  lend 

Her  hand  to  bring  him  to  his  end. 

When  age  and  death  call'd  for  the  fcore, 

No  furfeits  -"vvere  to  reckon  for. 

Death  tore  not,  (therefore)  but  fans  ftrife 

Gently  untwin'd  his  thread  of  life. 

What  remains  then,  but  that  thou 

Write  thefe  lines,  reader,  in  thy  brow; 

And  by  his  fair  example's  .'ght. 

Burn  in  thy  imitation  bright 

So,  while  thefe  lines  can  but  bequeath 

A  life  perhaps  unto  his  death, 

His  better  epitaph  ihall  be. 

His  life  Hill  kept  alive  in  thee. 
Oit  of  Catitllusi. 

Come  and  let  us  live  my  dear, 

Let  us  love  and  never  fear. 

What  the  foureft  fathers  fay  : 

Brijihteft  Sol  tha'  dies  to  day 

Live'  again  a-  blithe  to  morrow; 

But  if  we,  dark  fon«  of  forrow. 

Set.  O  then,  how  long  a  night 

Shiit.sthe  eyes  of  our  ftiort  light? 

Then  let  amorou-  kiffes  dv^ell 

On  -our  iips,  bLijiu  and  tell 

A  thoufand,  and  a  hundred  fcore. 

An  hundred,  and  a  thoufand  more; 
I'lU  another  thoufand  fmother 

That,  and  that  wipe    i  another. 
Thus  at  laft,  when  we  have  number'd 
Many  a  thoufand  many  a  hund:  ed, 
We'll  coi:foind  the  reckoning  quite, 
And  lofe  ourfelves  in  wild  delight : 
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While  our  joys  fo  multiply, 
As  fliall  mock  the  envious  eye. 

Wipes  to  his  (fuppofed)  Miflrefi. 
Who  ere  ftie  be. 
That  not  impoffible  (he, 
That  fhall  command  my  heart  and  me; 

Where  ere  flie  lie, 

Lock'd  up  from  mortal  eye. 

In  fliady  leaves  of  deftiny; 

Till  that  ripe  birth 

Of  ftudied  fate  fland  forth. 

And  teach  her  fair  fteps  to  our  earth ; 

Till  that  divine 

Tdjea,  take  a  Ihrine 

Of  cryftal  flefti,  through  which  to  fhine ; 

Meet  yon  her  my  wifhes, 

Befpeak  her  to  my  bliffes. 

And  be  ye  call'd  my  abfent  kiflcs. 

I  wllh  her  beauty. 

That  owes  not  all  his  duty 

To  gaudy  tire,  or  glifl'ring  fliooty* 

Something  more  than 

Taffata  or  tifiue  can. 

Or  rampant  feather,  or  rich  fan. 

More  than  the  fpoil 

Of  Ihop,  or  nik-worms  toil, 

Or  a  bought  blulh,  or  a  fet  fmile. 

A  face  that's  beft, 

By  its  own  beauty  dreft. 

And  can  alone  command  the  rcfl. 

A  face  made  up. 

Out  of  no  other  (hop 

Than  what  nature's  white  hand  fets  ope. 

A  cheek  where  youth. 

And  blood,  with  pen  qf  truth 

Write,  what  the  reader  fweetly  ru'th. 

A  cheek  where  grows 

More  than  a  mor»rfng  rofe, 

Which  to  no  box  his  being  owes. 

Lips,  vi'here  all  day 

A  lover's  kifs  may  play. 

Yet  carry  nothing  thence  away. 

Looks  that  opprefs 

Their  richeft  tires,  but  drefs 

And  clothe  their  fimpkft  nakednefs. 

Eyes  that  difplaccs 

The  neighbour  diamond,  and  out-faces 

That  funfhinc,  by  their  own  fweet  graces. 

Treffcs  that  wear 

Jewels,  but  to  declare 

How  much  themfelves  more  precious  arc. 

Whofe  native  ray. 

Can  tame  the  wanton  day 

Of  gems,  that  in  their  bright  ffeades  play. 

Each  ruby  there, 

Or  pearl  that  dare  appear, 

£c  its  own'  blufli,  be  its  own  tear. 

A  well  tam'd  heart. 

For  whofe  more  noble  fmart. 

Love  may  be  long  choofing  a  dart. 


Eyes  that  bellow 

Full  quivers  on  love's  bow  ; 

Yet  pay  lefs  arrows  than  they  owt» 

Smiles  that  can  warm 

The  blood,  yet  teach  a  charm. 

That  chaftity  Ihall  take  nO  harm. 

B'ufhes  that  bin 

The  burnifli  of  no  fm, 

Nor  flames  of  ought  too  hot  withili. 

Joys  that  confefs 

Virtue  their  rnittrefs. 

And  have  no  other  head  to  drefs. 

Fears,  fond  and  flight, 

As  the  coy  brides,  when  night 

Firft  does  the  longing  lover  right. 

Tedrs  quickly  fled. 

And  vain,  as  thofe  are  fiied 

For  a  dying  maidenhead. 

Days  that  need  borrow, 

No  part  of  their  good  morrow. 

From  a  fore  fpent  night  of  forrow. 

Days  that  in  fp>;;ht  ' 

Of  darknefs,  by  the  light 

Of  a  clear  mind  arc  day  all  night. 

Nights  fweet  as  they. 

Made  fliort  by  lovers  play, 

Yet  lyng  by  th'  abfcnce  of  the  day. 

Life  that  daresfend 

A  challenge  to  his  end. 

And  when  it  comes,  fay,  Welcome  friend. 

Sydnaean  ftiovifers 

Of  fweet  difcourfe,  whofe  powers 

Can  crown  old  winter's  head  with  flowerw 

Soft  filken  hours. 

Open  fun's  Ihadybowera; 

'Bovc  all,  nothing  within  that  lours. 

What  ere  delight 

Can  make  day's  forehead  bright. 

Or  give  down  to  the  wings  of  night,- 

In  her  whole  frame, 

Have  nature  all  the  name. 

Art  and  ornament  the  fliamc. 

Her  flattery, 

Pidture  and  poefy. 

Her  tounfel  her  own  virtue  be. 

I  wifli  her  (lore 

Of  worth  may  leave  her  poor 

Of  wiflies ;  and  I  wilh no  mofe. 

Now  if  time  knows. 

That  her  whofe  radiant  brows 

Weave  them  a  garland  of  my  vows. 

Her  whofe  juft  bays, 

My  future  hopes  can  raife, 

A  trophy  to  her  prefent  praife. 

Her  that  dares  be, 

What  thefe  lines  wi(h  tn  fee  J 

I  fcek  no  further,  it  it  fh<« 


;Tis  (he,  and  here, 

JjO  1   I  unclothe  and  clear. 

My  wiflies  cloudy  charadlcr. 

May  (he  enjoy  ir. 

Whofe  merit  dare  apply  it ; 

But  modcfty  dares  ftill  deny  it. 
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Such  worth  as  this  is 
Shall  fix  my  ilying  wilhes, 
And  determine  them  to  kilTes. 

L'jt  her  full  glory, 

My  fancies,  fly  before  ye. 

Be  ye  my  fidions,  but  her  flory. 


iri 


SACRED    POEMS. 


A-iagram  on  Crajhattf. 
Was  Car  then  Cralhaw,  or  was  Crafhaw  Car, 
Since  both  within  one  name  combined  are  ? 
Yes,  Car's  Craihaw,  he  Car ;  'tis  love  alone 
Which  melts  two  hearts,  of  both  compofmg  one  ; 
So  Crafhaw's  ftill  the  fame  :  fo  ^mch  defired 
Uy  rtrongell  wits;  ib  honour'd,  fo  admired; 
Cir  was  but  he  that  enter'd  as  a  friend 
With  whom  he  {har'd  his  thoughts,  and  did  com. 
mend  [other : 

(While  yet  he  liv'd)  this  work ;  ,thcy  lov'd  each 
Sweet  Crafhaw  was  his  friend ;  he  Craihaw's  bro- 
ther : 
So  Csr  hath  title  then  ;  'twas  hi.s  intent 
That  what  his  riches  pen'd,  poor  Car  fhould  print ; 
Nor  fears  he  check,  praifing  that  happy  one 
Who  was  belov'd  by  all,  difprais'd  by  none. 
To  wit,  being  pleas'd  with  all  thinp^s,  he  pleas'd  all; 
Nnrwould  he  give  nor  take  offence;  befal 
What  might,  he  wouid  poffofs  himfelf :    and  live 
As  dead  (devoid  of  intereft)  't  all  might  give 
Difeafc  t' his  well  compofed  mind;   foraflall'd 
With  heavenly  ricluis  :  which  had  wholly  call'd 
His  thoughts  from  earth,  to  live  above  in  tit*  air 
A  very  bird  of  paradife.     No  care 
Had  he  of  earthly  trafli.     What  might  fuffice 
To  fit  his  foul  to  heavenly  exercife. 
Sufficed  him  ;  and  may  v.  e  guefs  his  heart 
By  what  his  lips  bring  forth,  his  only  part 
Is  God  and  godly  thoughts.    I^eaves  doubt  to  none 
But  that  to  whom  one  God  is  all ;  all's  one. 
What  hi  might  eat  or  wear  he  took  no  thought, 
His  needful  tood  he  rather  found  then  fought. 
He  feeks  ro  downs,  no  flieets,  his  bed's  Itill  made 
If  he  can  find,  a  chair  or  ftod,  he's  laid, 
When  day  peeps  in  ;  he  quits  his  reftlefs  reft  ; 
And  ftill  Door  foul,  before  he's  up  he's  dreil. 
Thus  dying  did  he  live,  yet  liv'd  to  die 
In  th'  virgins  lap,  to  whom  he  did  apply 
His  virgin  thoughts  and  words,  and  thence  was 

ftyl'd 
By  foes,  the  chaplain  of  the  virgin  mild, 
While  yet  he  liv'd  without :  his  modefty 
Imparted  this  to  fomc,  and  they  to  me. 
Live  happy  then,  dear  foul,  enjoy  thy  reft; 
Eternally  by  pains  thou  purchafedft. 
While  Car  muft  live  in  care ;  who  was  thy  friend 
Nor  cares  he  how  he  live,  fo  in  the  end, 
He  may  enjoy  his  dearcft  Lord  and  thee  ; 
And  fit  andfing  more  ikilful  fongs  eternally. 

Tao.MAs  Car. 
Vol.  IV, 


Dedication  to  the  nohleji  and  heji  of  Ladies,  the  Ceuntefs 

of  Denbigh. 
What  heaven-entreated  heart  is  this? 
Stands  trembling  at  the  gate  of  blifs; 
Holds  faft  the  door,  yet  dares  not  venture 
Fairly  to  open  it  and  enter, 
Whofe  definition  is  a  doubt 
'  I'vvixt  lire  and  death,  'twist  in  and  out. 
Say,  ling'ring  fair !  v.'hy  crimes  the  birth 
Of  your  brave  foul  fo  flowly  forth  ? 
Plead  your  pretences  (O  you  ftrong 
In  weakr.ffs)  v.shy  you  choofe  fo  long 
In  labour  of  yourfelf  to  lie, 
Nor  daring  quite  to  live  nor  die  : 
Ah  linger  not,  lov'd  Ibu!  '.  a  flow 
And  late  ccnfent  was  a  long  no. 
Who  grants  at  laft,  long  time  try'd. 
And  did  his  beft  to  have  deny'd. 
What  magic  bolts,  what  myftic  bars 
Maintain  the  will  in  thcfe  ilrange  wars  ! 
What  fatal,  what  fantaftic  bands, 
Keep  the  free  heart  from  its  ov/t\  hand*  I 
So  when  the  year  takes  cold,  we  fee 
Poor  waters  their  own  prifoners  bp, 
Fetter'd,  and  lock'd  up  faft  they  lie 
In  a  fad  felf-captivity, 
Th'  aftoniih'd  nymphs  their  floods  ftrange  fate  de» 

plore 
To  fee  themfelves  their  own  feverer  fljore. 
Tiiou  that  alone  canil  thaw  this  cold, 
And  fetch  the  heart  from  its  firon;r  hold  ; 
Almighty  Love  1   end  this  long  war. 
And  of  a  meteor  make  a  liar. 
O  fi.'i:  this  fair  indefinite, 
And  'mongft  thy  ftiaits  of  fovereign  light 
Choofe  out  that  fure  decifive  dart 
W^hich  has  the  key  of  this  dofe  heart, 
Knows  all  the  corners  oft,  and  can  control 
The  felf-fhuc  cabinet  of  an  unfearch'd  foul, 
O  let  it  be  at  laft,  love's  hour; 
Raife  this  tall  trophy  of  thy  powV  ; 
Come  once  the  conquering  way ;  not  to  confute 
But  kill  this  rebel  word,  irrefolute. 
That  fo,  in  fpight  of  all  this  peeviili  ftrength 
Of  weaknef'!,  flie  may  write,  Refolv'd  at  length* 
Unfold  at  length,  unfold  fair  flow'r. 
And  ufe  the  feafon  of  Love's  fliow'r. 
Meet  his  well-meaning  wotmds,  wife  heart !. 
And  hafte  to  drink  the  wholefome  dart; 
That  healing  fhaft,  which  heav'n  till  now 
Hus  in  Love's  <juiver  hid  for  you. 
3^ 
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O  dart  of  Love !  arrow  of  light '. 
O  happy  you,  if  it  hit  right ; 
It  muft  not  fall  in  vain,  it  muft 
JJot  mark  the  dry  rcgardlefs  duft. 
Fair  one,  it  is  your  fate ;  and  brings 
Eternal  words  \ipon  its  wings. 
Meet  it  with  wide-fpread  arms,  and  fee 
Its  feat  your  foul's  juft  centre  be. 
Difband  dull  fears ;  give  faith  the  day, 
To  fave  your  life,  kill  your  delay  ; 
It  h  Love's  fiege,  and  fure  to  be 
Your  triumph,  though  his  vidory. 
'Tis  cowardice  that  keeps  this  field, 
And  want  of  courage  not  to  yield, 
■yield  thcH,  O  yield,  that  Love  may  win 
The  fort  at  la;  ,  and  let  life  in. 
Yield  quickly,  left  perhaps  you  prove 
Death's  prey,  before  the  prize  of  love. 
This  fort  of  your  fair  felf,  if 't  be  not  won. 
He  is  repulfl  indeed,  but  you  're  undone. 

2^0  t^je  Name  above  every  Name,  the  Name  of  Jefus. 

A  Hymn. 
3  SING  the  Name  which  none  can  fay. 
But  touch'd  vi'lth  an  interior  ray; 
The  Name  of  our  new  peace,  our  good, 
Our  blil's,  and  fupernatural  bipod. 
The  Name  of  all  our  lives  and  loves, 
Hearken,  and  help  ye  holy  doves, 
The  high-born  brood  of  day,  the  bright 
Candidates  of  blifsful  light, 
The  heirs  deft  of  love,  whofe  names  belong 
Unto  the  everlafting  life  of  fong  ; 
All  ye  wife  fouls,  who  in  the  wealthy  breaft, 
Of  this  unbounded  name  build  your  warm  neft, 
Awake  my  glory,  foul  (if  fuch  thou  be 
And  that  fair  word  at  all  refer  to  thee) 

Awake  and  fing, 

And  be  all  wing, 
^ring  hither  thy  whole  felf,  and  let  me  fee  ■ 
^"What  of  thy  parent  Heaven  yet  fpeaks  in  thee; 

P  thou  art  poor 

Of  noble  powers  I  fee, 
And  full  of  nothing  elfe  but  einpty  nae, 
Narrow,  and  low,  and  infinitely  lefs 
Than  this  great  morning's  mighty  bufinef?. 

One  little  word  or  two 

(Alas)  will  never  do  ; 

XVe  mufl  have  (lore, 
Go,fQiil,  out  of  thyfelf,  and  feek  for  more; 

Go  and  requeft 
Great  Nature  for  the  key  of  her  huge  cheft 
Of  heav'ns.  the  ftlf  involving  fet  of  fj  hei  es, 
Which  dull  mortality  more  feels  than  hears; 

I  hen  roufe  the  neft 
<pf  nimble  art,  and  traverfe  round 
Tbe  airy  fliop  of  foul  appcafing  found, 
And  beat  a  fummons  in  the  fame 

All  Sovereign  Name, 
To  warp  each  (everal  kind 
And  (hape  of  fweetnef-,  be  they  fuch 
As  figh  with  iuppie  wind, 
Or  aiifwer  artful  t>'uch, 
Thar  they  convene  and  come  away, 
"To  wait  at  the  love  crowned^^doors  of  thisilluf- 
trious  day.  •  -^ 


OF   CRASH  AW. 

Shall   we   dare  this,  my  foul?    we'll  do't   and' 
bring  ' 

No  other  note  for't  but  the  Name  we  fing. 

Wake  lute  and  harp,  \ 

And  every  fweet  lipt  thing        | 

That  talks  with  tuneful  ftrine,> 

Start  into  life ;  and  leap  with  me  ' 

Into  a  habit  fit  of  felf  tun'd  harmony; 

Nor  muft  you  think  it  much 
T'  obey  my  bolder  touch, 
I  have  authority  in  Love's  name  to  take  you, 
And  to  the  work  of  love  this  morning  wake  you* 

Wake  in  the  name 
Of  him  who  never  fleeps,  all  things  that  are, 
Or,  what's  the  fame. 

Are  mufical, 
Anfwer  my  call 
And  come  along. 
Help  me  to  meditate  mine  immortal  fong. 
Come  ye  f'.ft  minifters  of  fweet  fad  mirth. 
Bring  all  your  houfehold  ftuif  of  heav'n  on  earth  ; 
O  you  my  foul's  moft  certain  wings. 
Complaining  pipes,  and  ptatling  ftrings. 
Bring  all  the  ftore 
Of  fweets  you  have,  ana  murmur  that  you  have  n*  t 
mure. 

Come  ne'er  to  part, 
Nature  and  art 
Come,  and  come  ftrong 
To  the  confpiracy  of  our  fpacious  fong, 

Bring  all  the  powers  of  pralfe 
Your  powers  of  well  united  worlds  can  raife; 
Bring  all  your  lutes,  and  harps  of  heav'n  an4 
earth, 
Whate'er  co-operates  to  the  common  mirth, 

VefTels  of  vocal  joys, 
Or  you  more  noble  archite«fts  of  intelledtual  noife. 
Cymbals  of  heav'n  or  human  fpheres, 
Solicitors  of  fouls  or  ears. 

And  when  you're  come  with  all 
That  you  can  bring,  or  we  can  call, 
O  may  you  fix 
For  ever  here,  and  mix 
Yourfelyes  into  the  long 
And  everlafting  feries  of  a  deathiefs  fong ; 
Mix  all  your  many  worlds  above 
And  looie  them  into  one  of  love. 
Cheer  thee  my  heart 
For  thou  too  haft  thy  part 
And  place  in  the  great  throng 
Of  this  unbounded,  all  embracing  fong. 

Powers  of  my  foul  be  proud 
And  [peak  aloud 
To  all  the  dear-bought  nations,  this  redeeming 

Name, 
And  in  the  wealth  of  one  rich  word  proclaim 
New  Imiles  to  nature. 
JVlay  it  be  no  wrong, 
Bleft  heav'ns,  to  you,  and  your  fuperior  fongj 
1  hat  we  dark  fons  of  duft  and  forrow 

Awhile  dare  borrow 
The  name  of  your  delights,  and  our  defires. 
And  fit  it  tc  fo  far  inferior  lyres ; 

Our  murmurs  have  their  mufic  toOj 
■^e  mightv  orbs,  as  well  aa  you. 
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Nor  yield  the  nobleft  neft 
#f  warbling  feraphims,  to  the  cares  of  love, 
A  choicer  leflbn  than  the  loyal  bread 

Of  a  poor  panting  turtle  dove. 
And  we  low  worms,  have  leave  to  do  [yo"- 

The  fame  bright  bufinefs  (^ye  third  heavens)  with 
Gentle  fpirits,  do  not  complain, 
We  will  have  care 
To  keep  it  fair 
And  fend  it  back  to  you  again. 
Come  lovely  name  appear  forth  from  the  bright 
Regions  of  peaceful  light, 
Look  from  thine  own  illuftrious  home, 
Fair  King  of  Names,  and  come, 
Leave  all  thy  native  glories  m  their  gorgeous  neft, 
And  give  thylelf  awhile  the  gracious  gueft 
Of  humbie  fouls,  that  feek  to  find 
The  hidden  fvveets. 
Which  man's  heart  meets, 
When  thou  art  mailer  of  the  mind. 
Come  lovely  Name,  life  of  our  hope  ! 
Lo,  we  hold  our  hearts  wide  ope ! 
Unlock  thy  cabinet  of  day, 
Deareft  fweet,  and  come  away. 

Lo,  how  the  thirfty  lands     [hands ! 
©afp  for  thy  golden  ihowers,  with  long-itretch'd 
Lo,  how  the  labouring  earth 
That  hopes  to  be 
All  heavens  by  chee, 
Leaps  at  thy  birth. 
The  attending  world,  to  wait  thy  rife, 
Firft  turn'd  to  eyes, 
And  then,  not  knowing  what  to  do, 
Turn'd  them  to  tears,  and  fpent  them  too. 
Come  royal  Name,  and  pay  th'  expcnce 
Of  all  thy  precious  patience, 

O  !  come  away. 
And  kill  the  death  of  this  delay. 
O!  fee  fo  many  worlds  of  barren  years 
Melted,  and  meafur'd  out  in  leas  of  tears ; 
O    lee,  the  weary  lids  of  wakelul  hope 
(Love's  eaftern  windows)  all  wide  ope, 

With  curtains  drawn, 
To  catch  the  day-break  of  thy  dawn ; 
O  ;  dawn  at  laft,  long-look'd  for  day. 
Take  thine  own  wings  and  come  away. 
Lo,  where  aloft  it  comes :  It  comes  among 
The  condud  of  adoring  fpirits,  that  throng 
Like  diligent  bees,  and  fwarm  about  it ; 

O  !  they  are  wife. 
And  know  what  fweets  are  fuck'd  from  out  it; 
It  is  the  hive 
By  which  they  thrive, 
Where  all  the  hoard  of  honey  lies, 
Lo,  where  it  comes,  upon  the  Inowy  doves 
Soft  back,  and  brings  a  bofom  big  with  loves; 
Welcome  to  our  dark  world,  thou  womb  of  day  ! 
Unfold  thy  fair  conceptions,  and  difplay 
The  birth  of  our  bright  joys ; 

O  !  thou  compacSled 
Body  of  blefiings,  fpirit  of  fouls  extracSled  ! 

O  I  diffipate  thy  f^icy  powers, 
(Cloud  of  condenfcd  fweets)  and  break  upon  us 
In  balmy  Ihowers, 
O  fill  our  fenfesj  and  take  from  us 


All  force  of  fo  profane  a  fallacy. 
To  think  ought  fweet  but  that  which  fmells  of  thee. 
Fair,  flow'ry  Name  ;  in  none  but  thee, 
And  thy  necSlareal  fragrancy. 

Hourly  there  meets 
An  univerfal  fynod  of  all  fweets, 

By  whom  it  is  defined  thus. 
That  no  pertume 
For  ever  fhall  prcfume 
To  pafb  for  odoriferous, 
But  fuch  alone  whofe  facred  pedigree 
Can  prove  itfelf  fome  kin  (fweet  Name)  to  theCa 
Sweet  Name,  in  thy  each  fyliable  ; 
A  thoufand  bleft  Arabia*  dwell; 
A  thoufand  hills  of  frankincenfe  ; 
Mi'untains  of  myrrh,  and  beds  of  fpices, 
And  ten  thoufand  paradifes 

The  foul  taftes  thee  takes  from  thence. 
How  many  unknown  worlds  there  are 

Of  comforts  which  thou  haft  in  keeping! 
How  many  thoufand  mercies  there, 

In  Pity's  Inft  lap,  lie  a  fleeping ! 
Happy  he  who  has  the  art 

To  awake  them, 
And  to  take  them 
Home  and  lodge  them  in  his  heart. 
O  that  it  were  as  it  was  wont  to  be  ! 
When  thy  old  friends  of  fire,  all  full  of  thee 
Fought  againft  frowns  with  fmiles,  gave  glorious 
To  perfecutions,  and  againft  the  face  [chafe 

Of  death,  and  fieiceft  dangers,  durft  with  brave 
And  fober  pace,  march  on  to  meet  a  grave. 
On  their  bold  breafts  about  the  world  they  bare 

thee. 
And  to  the  teeth  of  hell  ftood  up  to  teach  thee ; 
In  centre  of  their  i:;moft  fouls  they  wore  thee 
Where  racks  and  torments  ftriv'd  in  vain  to  reach 
thee. 

Little,  alas  !  thought  they 
Who  tore  the  fair  brealls  of  tny  friends, 
Their  fury  but  made  way 
For  thee ;  and  ferv'd  therein  thy  glorious  ends. 
What  did  their  weapons  but  with  wider  pores  j 
Jinlarge  thy  flaming  breafted  lovers 

More  fi  eely  to  tranfpire 
I'hat  imjiatient  fire 
The  heart  that  hides  thee  hardly  covers  ? 
What  did  their  weapons  but  fet  wide  the  doors 
For  thee  ?  Fair  purple  doors  of  Love's  devifingj 
The  ruby  windows  which  enrich'd  the  eaft 

Of  thy  fo  oft  repeated  rifing. 
Each  wound  of  theirs  was  thy  new  morning  ; 
And  re-enthron'd  thee  in  thy  rofy  ne   , 

With  bluih  of  thine  own  blood  thy  day  adorning. 
It  was  the  wit  of  love  o'erflow'd  the  bounds 
Of  wrath,  and  made  thee  way  through  all  thofc 

wounds. 
Welcome  dear,  all-adored  name ! 

For  fu  e  there  is  no  knee 
That  knows  not  thee. 
Oh !  if  there  be  fuch  fons  of  ihame, 
Alas ;  What  will  they  do 
When  ftubborn  rocks  Ihall  bsw. 
And  hills  hang  down  their  hcav'n  ialuting  heads. 
To  feck  for  humble  beds 
Ji  A  ii 
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Of  diifl-,  wherein  the  baflirul  fliades  of  night 
Next  to  tlipir  pwn  low  nothing  they  may  ly. 
And  couch  before  the  dazzling  light  of  thy  dread 
niajt'fty  ? 
They  that  by  I  ove's  mild  didate  nov/ 

Will  not  adore  thee 
Shall  then,  with  juft  confulion,  bow 
And  break  before  thee. 
Jk  the  Clay  ions   Eptpuany  of  our  Lord  Cod,  a  Hymn 
fufi^  as  6v  the  7bree  ICinos. 
Eeight  Babe!  v/hofeawfulbeautiesmake 

The  morn  incur  a  fweet  miltake, 
For  whom  th'  officious  heav'ns  devife 

To  difmherit  the  fun's  rife, 
Delicately  to  difplace 

The  day,  and  plant  it  fairer  in  thy  face. 
X,  O  thou  born  King  of  loves, 
a.  Of  lights, 
3.  Of  joys. 
Chotus.    Look  up,  fweet  Babe,  look  up  and  fee, 
For  love  of  thee, 
Thus  far  from  home 
The  eaft  is  come. 
To  feek  herfelf  in  thy  fweet  eyes. 
I.  Wc  who  (Irangely  went  aftray, 
Lbft  in  a  bright 
Meridian  night, 
a.  A  darknefs  made  of  too  much  day, 
3.  Eeckon'd  from  far 
By  thy  fair  ftar, 
1,0  at  lafl  have  found  our  way.       [Weft, 
Chorus.    To  thee  thou  Day  of  Night  I  thou  Ea.T:  of 
Lo  we  at  laft  have  found  the  way  : 
To  thee  the  World's  great  univerfal  Eaft, 
The  general  and  indifferent  Day. 
I.  All-circling  Point,  all-cent'ring  Sphere, 
'    The  world's  tine,  round,  eternal  Year, 
a.  Whofe  full,  and  all  unwrinkied  face 

Nor  finks  nor  fwells  with  time,  or  place, 
3.  Bat  every  where,  and  every  while, 
Is  one  confiftent  folid  fmile  ;      •  . 
I.  Not  vex'd  and  toft,  ' 
3.  'Twix't  fpring  and  froft, 
3   Nor  by  alternate  ihreds  of  light      [night. 
Sordidly  fhifting  hands  with  fliades  and 
Chorus.    O  little  All!    In  thy  embracd 

The  world  lies  warm,  and  likes  his  place, 
Nor  does  his  full  globe  fail  to  be    r 
Kid  on  both  his  cheeks  by  thee  ; 
Time  is  too  narrow  for  thy  year 
Nor  makes  the  whole  world  thy  half  fphere. 
I.  To  Thee,  to  Thee 
Fronv  him  we  flee, 
0,.  From  him,  whom  by  a  more  illuftrious  lie 
■•    The  blindnefs  of  the  world  did  c;iU  the  eyt: 
5.  To  him,  who  by  thefe  mortal  clouds  haft 
made 
Thyfclf  our  Sun,  though  thine  own  ftiade. 
-  X.  Farewell  the  world's  falfc  light, 
FarevstU  the  white . 
JEgypt,  a  long  farewell, to  thee 
Bright  idol,  black  idolatry, 
The  dire  face  of  inferior  darknefs  hitl, 
■    Aiid  courted   in  the  pouirous  malk  of  a  more 
;■     fpetious  mifl. 
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2.  Farewell,  farewell 

The  proud  and  mifplac'd  gates  of  hel^, 
I'crch'd  in  the  morning's  way. 

And  double  gilded  as  the  doors  of  day; 
The  deep  hypocrify  of  death,  and  night, 
More  deiperutcly  dark,  becaufe  more  bright. 

3.  Welcome  tiie  world's  furc  Way  \ 
He.iv'ns  wholcfomc  Riy ; 

Chorus,  Welcome  to  us,  and  we 

(Sweet)  to  ourfelves,  in  Thee. 
1.  The  deathlefs  Heir  of  all  thy  Father's  day  ! 
3.  Decently  born, 
Embofom'd  in  a  much  more  rofy  morn. 
The  bluihes  of  thy  all-unblcmifti'd  mother. 
3.  No  more  that  other 
Aurora  fliall  fet  ope 
Her  ruby  cafenients,  or  hereafter  hope 

From  mortal  eyes 
To  meet  religious  welcomes  at  her  rife. 
Chorus.  -  We  (precious  ones !)  m  you  have  woa 

A  gentler  morn,  a  jufter  fun,-  ' 

1.  His  fuperfjcial  beams  fun  burnt  our  flcin, 

3.  But  left  within 
3.  The  night,  and  winter  ftill  of  death  and  fin. 
Chorus.        Thy  fofter,  yet  more  certain  darts, 

Sp(ire  our  eyes,  but  pierce  our  hearts. 
I.  Therefore  with  his  proud  Perfian  fpoils 
a.  We  court  thy  more  concerning  fmilcs, 
3.  Therefore  with  his  dilgrace 
We  gild  the  humble  cheek  of  thy  ohal\e  place. 
Chorus.     And  at  thy  feet  pour  forth  his  face. 
.        I.  The  doatmg  nations  now  no  more 
Shall  any  day,  but  thine  adore  ; 
3.  Nor  (much  Icfs)  fhall  rhey  leave  thefe  eyes 

For  che.'ip  ^Egyptian  deities. 
3    In  whatfoc'er  more  facred  fhape 
Of  ram,  he-goat,  or  reverend  ape, 
Thofe  beauteous  ravifners  opprcft  fo  fore 
The  t'.io  htird  tempted' nations. 

1.  Never  more 

By  wanton  heifer  fhall  be  worn 

2.  A  garland  or  a  gilded  hor  \ 
The  alcar-ftall'd  ox,  fat  Ofiris,  now 

With  his  fair  fi^'^er  cow 
Shall  kick  the  clouds  no  more  ; 

3.  But  lean  and  tame. 

See  his  horn'd  face,  and  die  for  fhame. 
Chorus.    And  iViithra  now  ftiall  be  no  name; 

1.  No  longer  ftall  the  immodeft  luft 

Of  adulter;  Its  godlefs  dull 

Fly  in  the  face  of  hcav'n, 

•  3.  As  if  it  were 

The  poor  world's  fault,  that  he  is  fair, 

3.  Nor  Vvfith  perverfe  loves, and  religic  us  rapes 

,  Revenge  thy  bounties  in   their  beauteous 

fhapes. 

And  punifh  beft  things  worft;  becaufe  they 

ftood 
Guilty  of  being  much  for  them  too  good. 
I.  Proud  fons  of  death  !   that  diirft  compel, 

Heav'n  itfclf  to  find  them  hell; 
3.  And  by  ftrange  will  of  madnefs  wreft 

From  this  world's  eaft,  the  otliers  wefl. 
3,  All  iiloiizingworms!  that  thus  could  crowd 
And  urge  their  li.n  into  thy  cbud;  j 
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Forcinpr  his  fometime-  c~Iips'd  face  ro  be 
/;  A  loii-^  dsliqiinm  to  the  ]i<;ht  of  thee. 

ithorus.        Alas  '.   with  how  much  heavier  llude 

The  fliamefac'd  lamp  hung  down  liis 

head ; 
For  that  one  eclipfe  he  niade, 
That!  all  thoOi  lie  i"uffc:red  ? 
I.  For  this  he  look'd  fo  bi^(,  and  every  morn, 
With  a  red  face  confcit  his  fcnrn. 
Or  hiding'  his  vex'd  cheeks  iii  a  hir*d  mifl 
Kept  tliem  from  being  fo  unlcindly  kift. 
a.  It  was  fo--  this  the  day  did  rife 

So  oft  with  blubber'd  eyes,       [knew 
For  this  the  evening  wept ;  and  we  ne'er 
But  call'd  it  dew. 
3.  This  daily  wrong 
Silenc'd  the  morning  funs ;   and  damp'd 
their  fong;  [thus 

Chorus.    Nor  was't  our  deafnef^,  but  our  fins  that 
JjOng  made  th'  harmonious  orbs,  all  mute 
to  lis. 
I.  Time  has  a  day  in  flore 
When  this  fo  (iriinUy  poor 
And  felf  opprellc-d  fpark,  that  has  fo  long 
By  the  love  lick  world  been  made 
Not  fo  much  their  fun  as  Ihade, 
Weary  of  this  glorious  wrong, 
From  them  and  from  himfelf  111, ill  flee 
For  Ihelter  to  the  (hadow  of  thy  tree 
llljorus.    Proud  to  liave  gain'd  this  precious  iofs, 

And  chang'd  his  falfe  crown  f  )r  thy  crofs. 
a.  That  dark  day's  dear  dooni  fhall  define 

Whofe  is  the  mailer  fire,  which  fun  fliould 

ihine? 
That  labls-jndgment  feat  fhall  by  new  laws 
Decide  and  fettle  the  great  caufe 
Of  controverted  light, 
Chorus,    And  nature's  wrongs  rejoice  to  do  Thee 
right. 
3.  That  forfeiture  of  noon  to  night  fhali  pay 
Ajl  the  idolatrousrbeftsdonc  bythis  night  of  uay, 
And  the  great  penitent  prcfs  his  own  pale  lips 
With  an  elaborate  love  ecli;ife, 

To  which  th^  low  world's  laws 
Shall  Irnd  no  CAufe, 
Chorus.    Save  thofe  domeftics,  v\hich  he  borrows 
Fl-om  our  llnsjand  his  own  forrows, 
I.  Threef.idhoursfackcloth  then  fhall  fliow  to  us 
His  penance,  as  our  fault,  confpicuoii?, 

3,.  And  he  more  needfully  and  nobly  prove 

The  nations  terror  now,  than  'erll  their  love. 
3.  Their  hated  Icvc's  cliang'd  into  wholcfome 
fears, 
'€Lori.'s.    The  ihutting  r f  his  eye  Ib.all  open  theirs. 
1.  As  by  a  f^.ir-eye'd  fallacy  of  day 
Milled,  before  they  loft  their  way, 
So  fliall  they,  by  the  fcalonable  fright, 

Of  an  unfeafotiable  riighc, 
I.ofing  it  once  again,  flnnible  on  true  light, 
a.  And  as  before  his  too  bright  eye 
,Wa3  their  niore  blind  idolatry,. 
So  his  oRicioiiP  blindnefs  now  fhall  be, 
Their  black,  but  faitiiful  perfpedlive  of  Thee. 
3.  His  new  prodigious  night, 
lii.irliew,  and  ajmirablg  light, 


The  fupernatural  dawn  of  thy  pure  day. 
While  wondering  they 
(The  happy  converts  now  of  him 
Wliom  they  compcll'd  before  tobe  their  un) 
Shall  henceforth  fee 
To  kifs  him  only  as  their  Rod, 
Whom  they  fo  long  courted  as  God. 
Chorus.    And  the  beft  ufe  of  him  they  Wi^rfliip'd  be 
To  learn  of  him  at  lead  to  worflup  Thee. 
I.  It  was  their  weaknefs  woo'd  his  beauty. 
But  it  fhall  be 
Their  wifdom  now  as  well  as  duty 
T'enjoy  his  blot;  and  as  al.^rge  blackletter 

Ufe  to  fpell  thy  beauties  better. 
And  make  the  night  Itfelf  their  torch  to  Thee, 
a.  By  the  oblique  ambulh  of  this  clofe  night, 
Couch'd  in  the  confcious  fhade. 
The  right  eye'd  Areopagite 
Shall  with  a  vigorous  gucfs  invade 
A;id  catch  thy  quick  refiex;  and  Iharply  fi?e 
On  this  dark  ground, 
To  defcant  Thee.  [chafe, 

3.  O  prize  of  the  rich  Spirit!  with  what  fierce 
Of  this  ftrong  f  lul,  fhall  he 
Leap  at  thy  lofty  face, 
And  fcize  the  fwift  flafn,  in  rebound 
From  this  obfequious  cloud  ; 
Once  call'd  a  fun. 
Till  dearly  thus  undone; 
Chorus.    Till  thus  triumphantly  tam'd  (O  !  ye  two 
Twin-funs)  and  taught  now  to  negotiate 
you. 
I.  Thus  fhall  that  reverend  child  of  light 
1.  By  being  fcholar  firft  of  that  new  night, 
3.  Come  forth  great  Mailer  of  the  myftic  day. 
And  teach  o'ofcure  maniiind  a  more  clofe  way, 
By  the  frugal  negative  light 
Of  a  mofl  wife  and  well  abafed  iiigbr. 
To  read  more  legible  thine  original  ray, 
Cborus.  And  make  our  darknets  ferve  thy  day. 

Maintaining 'twixt  thy  world  and  owr* 
A  commerce  of  contrary  powers, 
A  mutual  trade 
'Twixt  fun,  and  fhade, 
By  confederate  black  and  white. 
Borrowing  day  and  lending  uight- 
I.  Tlius  we,  who  when  with  all  the  noble  powers 
That  (attliycofl)  are  call'd  not  vainly  our!". 
We  vow  to  make  brave  way 
Upwarls,  and  prefs  on  for  the  pure  ihtelli- 
gcntial  prey  ; 
2.  At  leall  to  play 
I'he  amorous  fpies, 
Andpeepaadprofer,at  thyfparklingthrone, 
g.  hiilead  of  bringing  in  the  bllfsful  prize 
Aiid  laft'ning  on  thine  eyes. 
Forfeit  our  own, 
And  nofhing  gain 
But  more  ambitious  Iofs,  at  kafl  of  brain; 
Chorus.    Now  by  ab.ifed  lids  fhall  learn  to  be 

Eagles;  and  Ihut  our  eyes  that  we  may  f;c» 
7he  Clofe. 
Therefore,  to  Thee,  and  thine  aufpicIo.;s  ray, 
(Dread  fweet !)  io  thus 
At  leafi  by  us, 
3  A  iii 
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The  delegated  eye  of  day  [pay ; 

Does  firfl  his  fceptre,  then  himfelf,  in  folemn  tribute 
Thus  he  undreffea 
His  facrcd  unfhorn  treffes ; 
At  thy  adored  feet,  thus,  he  lays  down 
I.  His  glorious  tire 
Of  flame  and  fire, 
a.  His  glittering  robe,  (3.)  his  fparkling  crown, 
I.  His  gold,  his  (a.)  myrrh,  (3.)  frankincenfe, 
thorus.   To  which  he  now  has  no  pretence  ; 
Tor  being  fliovv'd  by  this  day's  light,  how  far 
He  is  from  fun,  enough  to  make  thy  ftar, 
His  beft  ambition  now,  is  but  to  be 
Something  a  brighter  (hadow  (fweet)  of  Thee. 
Or  on  heav'ns  azure  forehead  high  to  {land 
Thy  golden  Indez ;  with  a  duteous  hand, 
Pointing  us  home  to  our  own  Sun 
The  world's  and  his  hyperion. 

iTe  the  ^eens  Majefy,  upon  his  dedicating  to,  her  the 
foregoing  hymn, 

MADAM, 

'MoNGST  thofe  long  rows  of  crowns  that  gild  your 

race, 
Thefe  royal  fages  fue  for  decent  place. 
The  day-break  of  the  nations,  their  firft  ray 
When  the  dark  world  dawn'd  mto  Chriftian  day. 
And  fmil'd'ith'  Babe's  bright  face.the  purphng  bud 
And  rofy  down  of  the  right  royal  blood. 
Fair  firfl-fruits  of  the  Lamb.     Sure  kings  in  this 
They  took  a  kingdom  while  they  gave  a  kifs. 
But  the  world's  honage,  fcarce  in  theie  well  blown, 
We  read  in  you  (dear  queen)  ripe  and  full  grown. 
Tor  from  this  day's  rich  feed  of  diadems 
Does  rife  a  radiant  crop  of  royal  ftems, 
A  royal  harveft  of  crown'd  heads  that  meet 
And  crowd  for  kiffes  from  the  Lamb's  white  feet. 
In  this  illuftrious  throng,  your  lofty  flood 
Swells  high,  fair  conflu<^i:ce  of  all  high-born  blood. 
With  your  bright  head  whole  groves  of  fceptres  bend 
Their  wealthy  cps,  and  for  thefe  feet  contend. 
So  fwore  the  Lamb'.-;  great  Sire,  and  fo  we  fee't, 
Crowns,  and  the  heads  they  kifs,  mull  court  thefe 

Pix  here,  lair  majefty  !  may  your  heart  ne'er  mifs 
T'   reap  new  crowns  and  kingdoms  from  that  kifs, 
■Nor  may  we  mifs  the  joy  to  meet  in  you 
The  aged  honour*  of  this  day  ftill  new; 
May  the  great  time,  in  you, '  ill  greater  be, 
While  all  the  year  is  your  epiphany;  v 

"Wldle  your  each  day's  devotion  duly  brings. 
Three  kingdoms  to  fupply  this  day's  three  kings. 

The  Recommendation, 
These  hours,  and  that  which  hovers  o'er  my  end, 
Into  thy  hands,  and  heart,  Lord,  I  commend. 

Take  both  to  thine  account,  that  I  and  mine 
In  that  hour  and  in  thefe,  may  be  all  thine. 

That  as  I  dedicate  my  devouteft  breath, 

To  make  a  kind  of  life  for  my  Lord's  death  ; 

So  from  his  living,  and  life-giving  death, 
|kly  dying  life  may  draw  3  new,  ajid  never-fleet- 
ing breath. 


Vexilla  Regis. — The  Hymn  of  the  Holy  Crefs^, 
1. 
Look  up,  languifhing  foul  1  lo  where  the  fair 
Badge  of  thy  faith  calls  back  thy  care, 
And  bids  thee  ne'er  forget 
Thy  life  is  one  long  debt 
Of  love  to  him,  who  on  this  painful  tree, 
Paid  back  the  3efli  he  took  for  thee. 
II. 
Lo,  how  the  ftreams  of  life  frrm  that  full  nefl 
Of  loves,  thy  Lord's  too  liberal  breaft. 
Flow  in  an  amorous  flood 
Of  water  wedding  blood. 
With  thefe  he  walh'd  thy   flaia,  transfer'd  thy 

fmart. 
And  took  it  home  to  his  own  heart. 
III. 
But  though  great  love,  greedy  of  fuch  fad  gain 
Ufurp'd  the  portion  of  thy  pain. 

And  fiom  the  nails  and  fpear 
Turii'd  the  ileel  point  of  fear, 
Their  ufe  is  chang'd.  not  loft  ;  and  now  they  move 
Not  {lings  of  wrath,  but  wounds  of  love. 

IV. 

Tall  tree  of  life  !  thy  tru:h  makes  good 

What  was  till  now  ne'er  underllood, 
Though  the  prophetic  king 
Struck  loud  his  faithful  ftring. 

It  was  thy  wood  he  meant  {hould  make  the  throns 

For  a  aiore  than  Solomon. 

V. 

Large  throne  of  love  !  royally  fpread 
With  purple  of  too  rich  a  red. 

Thy  crime  is  too  much  duty; 

Thy  burden  too  much  beauty; 
Glorious  or  grievous  more  ?  thus  to  make  good 
Thy  coflly  cruelty  with  thy  King's  own  blood. 

VI. 

Even  balance  of  both  worlds!  our  world  of  fiii, 
And  that  of  grace  heav'n  wag'd  in  him. 

Both  with  one  price  were  weighed. 
Both  wi;h  one  price  were  paid. 
Soon  as  the  right-haud  icale  rejoic'd  to  prove 
How  much  death  weigh'd  more  light  than  love.. 

Live,  O  :  for  ever  live  ard  reign. 

The  Lamb  whom  hi'^  own  love  hath  flain, 

And  let  thy  loft  fheep  live  for  to  inherit 

That  kingdom  which  thy  bleffed  death  did  merit. 

Charitas  NlMIA. —  (Xy,  the  Dear  Bargain, 
Lord  :  what  is  man  ?  why  ihould  he  cofl  you 
So  dear  ?  what  had  his  ruin  loft  you  .' 
Lord  1  what  is  man,  that  thou  haft  over-bought 

So  much  a  thing  of  nought  i 
Love  is  too  kind,  I  fee,  and  can 
Riake  but  a  fmiple  merchant  man  ; 
'Twas  for  futh  forry  merchandife. 
Bold  painters  have  put  out  his  eyes. 
Alas .  fweet  Lord,  what  wer't  to  thee. 
If  there  were  no  fuch  worms  as  we  ? 

Heav'n  ne'er  the  lefs  ftill  heav'n  would  b^ 

Should  mankind  dwell 

In  the  deep  hell, 
Wbat  have  his  woe*  to  do  with  thee  ? 

Let  him  go  weep 
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O'er  his  own  wounds ; 
Seraphims  will  not  fleep, 
Nor  fphercs  let  fall  their  faithful  rounds : 
Still  would  the. youthful  fpirits  fing, 
And  ftiil  the  fpacious  palace  ring  : 
Still  v/ould  thofe  beauteous  minillerd  of  light 
Burn  all  as  bright, 
And  bow  their  flaming  heads  before  thee  ; 
Still  thrones  and  dominations  would  adore  thee; 
Still  would  thofe  wakeful  fons  of  fire 

Keep  warm  thy  praife 
Both  nights  and  days, 
And  teach  thy  lov'd  name  to  their  noble  lyre. 

Let  froward  duft  then  do  its  kind, 
And  give  itfelf  for  fport  to  the  proud  wind  ; 
Why  fticuld  a  piece  of  peevifli  clay  plead  (hares 
In  the  eternity  of  thy  old  cares  ? 
Why  (hould'ft  thou  bow  thy  awful  breaft  to  fee, 
What   mine   own    madnelTes    have    done    with 
me  ? 
Should  not  the  king  ftill  keep  his  thrOnc, 
Becaufe  fome  dcfperate  fool's  undone? 
Or  will  the  world's  illudrious  eyes 
Weep  for  every  worm  that  dies  f 
Will  the  gallant  fun, 
E'er  the  lefs  glorious  run  ? 
Will  he  hang  down  his  golden  head, 
Or  e'er  the  fooner  feek  his  weftern  bed, 
Becaufe  fome  foolilh  fly 
Grows  wanton,  and  will  die  ? 
If  !  was  lofi  in  mifery. 
What  was  it  to  thy  heav'n  and  thee  ? 
What  was  it  to  the  precious  bl«od. 
If  my  foul  heart  call'd  for  a  flood  I 
What  if  my  faithkfs  foul  and  I 
Would  needs  fall  in, 
With  guilt  and  fin  ? 
What  did  the  Lamb  that  he  fhould  die  ? 
What  did  the  Lamb  that  he  fhould  need, 
When  the  wolf  lins,  himfelf  to  bleed  ? 
If  my  bafc  lufl 
Sargain'd  with  death,  and  well-befeeniing  duft; 
Why  fhould  the  white 
Lamb's  bolum  write 
The  purple  name, 
Of  my  finslhame  ? 
Why  fhould  his  unflain'd  breaft  make  good 
My  bluflies  with  his  own  heart-blood  ? 

O  my  Saviour,  make  me  fee, 
How  dearly  thou  haft  paid  for  me, 
That  loft  again,  my  life  may  prove, 
As  then  in  death,  fo  now  in  love. 

Satt6la  Maria  Dolorum ;  or,  The  Mother  tf  Sor- 
rows :  a  Pathetical  defiant  upon  the  Devout  Flain- 
fung  of  Atabat  Mater  Doloroia. 


In  fcade  of  death's  fad  tree 
Stood  doleful  flie, 
Ah,  fhe  now  by  none  other 
Name  to  be  known,  alas  I  but  Sorrow's  mother. 
Before  her  eyes, 
T-J?r's:  and  the  whole  world's  joys, 


Hanging  all  torn  itie  fees ;  and  in  his  woes, 

And  pains,  her  pangs,  and  throes  : 
Each  wound  of  his  from  every  part, 
Are  more  at  home  in  her  own  hearti 
II. 
What  kind  of  marble  then 

Is  that  cold  man, 
Who  can  look  on  aud  fee, 
Nor  keep  fuch  noble  forrows  conipaiiy  ? 

Sure  even  from  you 
(My  flints)  fome  drops  are  due. 
To  fee  lo  many  unkind  fwords  conteft 

So  faft  for  one  foft  breaft ; 
While  with  a  faithful  mutual  flood, 
Her  eyes  bleed  tears,  his  wounds  weep  blood. 
III. 
O !  coftly  intercourfe. 

Of  deaths,  and  Worfe, 
Divided  loves,  while  fon  and  mother 
Difcourfe  alternate  wounds  to  one  another, 
Quick  deaths  th?t  grow. 
And  gather  as  they  come  and  go  : 
His  nails  write  fwords  in  her,  which  foon  her  heaf C 
Pays  back  with  more  than  their  own  fmart; 
Her  fwords  ftill  growing  with  his  pain, 
Turn  fpears,  and  ftreight  come  home  again« 
She  fees  her  Son,  her  God 

Bow  with  a  load 
Of  borrow'd  llns,  and  fwim 
In  woes  that  were  not  made  for  him : 
Ah,  hard  command 
Of  love  1  here  muft  fhe  ftand 
Charg'd  to  look  On,  and  with  a  ftcdfaft  Cytf 
See  her  life  die. 
Leaving  her  onlyfo  much  breathy 
As  ferves  to  keep  alive  her  deaths 

'  V. 

0  I  mother,  turtle  dove. 

Soft  fource  of  love, 
That  thefe  dry  lids  might  borrow 
Something  from  thy  full  feas  of  forrow; 

O  !  in  that  breaft 

Of  thine  (the  noblcft  neft  [clJiSCj 

Both  of  Love's  fires,  and  floods)  rriight  I  rc:-» 

rhis  hard  cold  heart  of  mine. 
The  chill  lump  would  relent,  and  prove 
Soft  fubjed  fur  the  fiege  of  love. 

VI. 

O  !  teach  thofe  wounds  to  bkcd 

In  me,  me  fo  to  read 
This  book  of  love  thus  writ 
In  lines  of  death,  my  life  may  copy  it. 
With  loyal  cares, 
O  .  let  me  here  claim  fharei. 
Yield  fomething  to'  thy  iad  prerogativCj 
(Great  Queen  of  griefs)  and  give. 
Oh  !  give  me  too  my  tears  ;  who  though  all  ftcnej 
Think  much  that  thou  fhould' ft  mearn  alone, 
vii. 
Shall  I  in  fins  fet  there 

So  deep  a  (hare 
(Dear  wounds)  and  only  now, 
Itl  forrows  draw  no  dividend  with  yoxig  .? 

O  !  be  more  wife        ^ 
If  not  more  juft,  mine  eyes,  ^^ 
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Flow  tardy  founts,  and  into  decent  fliowers 
i&iflblvc  my  days  and  liours, 
And  if  thou  yet  (taint  foul)  defer 
To  bleed  with  him,  fail  i;ot  to  weep  wi;h  her. 

vui. 
Lend,  O  1  lend  fonie  relief. 
At  lead  an  alms  of  grief. 
To  a  heart  who  by  fdd  right  of  fin 
Could  prove  the  u  hole  funi  (too  fure)  due  to  him  ; 
By  all  thofe  ilings 
Of  love,  fwcet  hitter  tLinps,  [heart, 

Which  thefc  torn  hands  tranfcnb'd   on  thy   true' 
O  '  teach  mine  too  the  art. 
To  (ludy  thee  fo,  till  we  mix 
Wounds,  and  become  one  crucifix. 

IX. 

O  !  let  me  fuck  the  wine 

So  long  of  this  cliafte  vine, 
Till  drunk  of  thy  dear  wounds  I  be 
A  loft  thing  to  the  world  as  it  to  aie, 
O  :  faithful  friend 
Of  me  and  of  my'  end, 
Let  my  lite  end  in  love,  and  lie  beneath 
Thy  dear  loft  vital  death, 
Lo  :  heart,  thy  hope's  whole  plea,  her  preciims 
l^icath,  [de;ith. 

Pour'd   cut  in  prayers   for    thee,   in  thy  Lord's 
The  Hymn  of  St.    Thomas,  in  Adoration  cfthc  Elijfed 

Sacrament. 
With  all  the  pow'rs  my  poor  heart  hath 
Of  humble  love  and  loyal  faith. 
Thus  low  (my  hidden  life  !)   J  bow  to  thee. 
Whom  too  much  love  hath  bow'd  more  low  for 

me. 
Down,  down,  proud  fenfe  !   difcourfes  die, 
Keep  c'ofe,  my  f  ul's  irquiring  eye  ! 
Nor  touch  nor  tafte  nuift  iyrk  for  more 
Eut  each  lit  ilill  in  his  own  door. 

Your  ports  are  all  fuperfiuous  here. 
Save  that  which  lets  in  faith,  the  tar. 
Faith  is  my  Ikill ;  faith  can  believe 
As  faft  as  love  new  laws  can  give. 
Faith  is  my  force  ;  faith  ftrength  affords 
To  keep  pace  with  thofe  powVfuI  wi  rds : 
And  words  more  fure,  more  fwect  than  they, 
Love  could  not  think,  truth  could  not  lay. 

O  !  let  thy  wretch  find  that  relief. 
Thou  didft  afford  the  faithful  thief ; 
Plead  for  me,  Love  !  allege  and  fliow- 
That  faith  has  farther,  here,  to  go, 
And  lefs  to  lean  on ;  becauie  then 
Though  hid  as  God,  wounds  writ  thee  man, 
Thomas  might  touch;  none  but  might  fee 
At  leaf);  the  fuff'ring  fide  of  thee  ; 
And  that  too  was  thyfelf  which  thee  did  cover, 
Eut  here  ev'n  that's  hid  too  which  hides  the  other. 


Sweet  I  confider  then,  that  I 
Though  allow 'd  not  hand  nor  eye 
To  teach  at  thy  lov'd  face  ;  nor  can 
Tafte  thee,  God,  or  touch  thee  man  ; 
Both  yet  believe  and  wiinefs  thee 
My  Lord  too,  and  my  God,  as  loud  as  he. 


Help,  Lord,  my  hope  increafe  ; 
And  fill  my  portion  in  thy  peace. 
Give  love  for  life,  nor  let  my  days. 
Grow,  but  iu  new  pow'rs  lo  name  thy  prailc. 

O  :  dear  memorial  of  that  death 
^yhich  lives  ftill,  and  allows  us  breath  ; 
Rich,  royal  food  !   bountiful  bi  ead  ! 
Whofe  ufe  denies  us  to  the  dead  ; 
Whofe  vital  gull;  alone  can  give 
The  fame  leave  both  to  ear  and  live; 
Live  ever  Bread  of  kves,  and  be 
My  life,  my  foul,  my  furcr  I'elf  to  me. 

O  foft  felf-wounding  pelican  ! 
Whole  breaft  weeps  balm  lor  wounded  mm^ 
Ah  :  this  way  bend  thy  benign  fiotd, 
To  a  bieeding  heart  that  gafps  for  blood; 
That  blood,  whofe  leaft  drops  fovereign  be 
To  walh  my  worlds  of  fins  from  me. 

Come  love  '.  come  Lord  !  and  that  long  day 
For  which  I  languiih,  come  away. 
When  this  dry  foul  thofe  eyes  Ihail  fee, 
And  drink  the  unfeal'd  fou;  ce  of  thte. 
When  glory's  lun  faith's  Ihade  fliall  chafe. 
Then  f(5r  chy  veil  give  me  thy  face.    Atnen. 

The  Hymn  of  the  Bleffed  Sacrament.— Lz\xdi3.  Siot5- 
Saivatorum. 

T- 

Rise,  royal  Sion  !  Rife  and  ling 
Thy  foul's  kind  Shepherd,  thy  heart's  King. 
Stretch  all  thy  powers,  call,  if  thou  can, 
Harps  of  heaven,  and  hands  of  man. 
This  fovereign  fubjed  fits  above 
The  bcft  ambiticns  of  thy  love. 
II. 

Lo !  the  bread  of  life,  this  day's 
Triumphant  text,  provokes  thy  praife ; 
The  living  and  life-giving  bread, 
To  the  great  twelve  diftnbutcd. 
When  Life  himlelf  at  poiut  to  die. 
Of  love  was  his  own  legacy. 
Jii. 

Come,  Love  I  and  let  us  work  a  foiio- 
Loud  and  pleafant,  fweet  and  long  ; 
Let  lips  and  hearts  hit  high  their  noife 
Of  fo  ju(t  and  folemn  joys, 
Which  on  his  white  biov/s  this  bright  day 
Shall  hence  forever  bear  away. 

IV. 

Lo  :  the  new  law  of  a  new  law. 
With  a  new  Lamb,  blcffes  the  board  ; 
The  aged  Pafcha  pleads  net  years, 
But  fpies  Love's  dawn  and  dilappears. 
Types  yield  to  truths;  Ihades  ftin'nk  away; 
And  their  night  dies  into  our  day. 
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But  leail  that  die  too,  we  are  bid 
Ever  to  do  what  he  once  did; 
And  by  a  mindful  myftic  breath, 
That  we  may  live,  revive  his  death; 
With  a  well-bleft  bread  and  wine 
Tranfuni'd,  ar.d  taught  to  turn  divine. 


P     O     E 

rt. 

The  lieav'n-inftrucSbed  houfe  of  faith. 
Here  a  holy  didlate  h.itli : 
That  they  but  lend  their  form  and  face, 
Themfelves  with  reverence  leave  their  place, 
Nature  and  name,  to  be  made  gi'Od 
By  a  nobler  bread,  nuore  needful  blood. 

Where  Nature's  laws  no  leave  will  ^ive, 
Bold  Faith  takes  heart,  and  dares  believe. 
Tn  different  fpecies,  names  not  things, 
Himfclf  to  me  my  Saviour  brings. 
As  meat  in  that,  as  drink  in  this; 
But  ftill  in  both,  on  Chrill  he  is. 

VIII. 

The  receiving  mouth  here  makes. 
Nor  wound  nor  breach  in  what  he  takes. 
Let  one,  or  one  thoufand  be 
Here  dividers,  fingle  He 
Bears  home  no  leis,  all  they  no  more, 
Nor  leave  they  both  lefs  than  before, 

IX, 

Though  in  itfclf  this  fovereign  feafl: 
Be  all  the  fame  to  every  gueft, 
Ytt  on  the  fame  (life-meaning)  bread 
The  child  of  death  eats  himfclf  dead. 
Nor  is't  Love's  fault,  but  fin's  dire  fkill, 
That  thus  from  life,  can  death  diflil. 

X. 

When  the  bleftfigns  thou  broke  (halt  fee, 
Hold  but  thy  faiih  entire  as  He, 
-Who,  howfoe'er  clad,  cannot  come 
Lefs  than  whole  Chrift  in  every  crumb, 
In  broken  forms,  a  liable  faith 
Untoucht  her  precious  total  hath, 

XI. 

Lo  !   the  life-food  of  angels  then 
Bow'd  to  the  lowly  mouths  of  men  ! 
The  childrens  bread,  the  bridegroom's  wine, 
Not  to  be  caft  to  dogs  or  fvvine. 

XII 

Lo  !   the  full,  final,  facrificc, 
On  which  all  figures  fixt  their  eyes  '. 
The  ranfoni'd  Ifaac,  and  his  ram  ; 
The  manna,  and  the  Pafchal  lamb. 

XIII. 

Jcfu  !  Mailer,  juft  and  true  ! 
Our  food,  an-d  faithful  (hephtrd  too  !     - 
O  by  thyfeif  vouchfafe  to  keep, 
As  with  thyfeif  thou  feed'll  chy  ftieep, 

XIV. 

O  '  let  that  love,  which  thus  makes  thee 
Mix  with  our  low  mortality. 
Lift  our  mean  fouls,  and  fet  us  up 
Convidlors  of  thine  own  full  cup. 
Co-heirs  of  faints;  that  fo  all  may 
Drink  the  fame  wine,  and  the  fame  way. 
Nor  change  the  pallure,  but  the  place, 
To  feed  of  thee,  in  thine  own  I'iice. 

T/jt  Hymn. — Dies  \rx,   difs  ilia. — In   Llsdtiation  of 
the  Day  of  "Judgment. 
I, 
HcAi'sT  thou,  my  foul,  what  ferlous  things, 
Both  the  Pi'alm  and  Sybil  fings, 
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or  a  fure  J"<?;re,  from  wliofe  (harp  ray,- 
'ihe  world  m  llamcb  ihall  ily  away. 

II. 
O  that  fire  '.^  before  whole  face 
Heav'n  and  earth  fhall  find  no  place. 
O  ihofe  eyes!    whofe  angry  light 
Mull  be  the  day  of  that  dread  night. 

111. 
O  that  trump !  whofe  blaft  (hall  run 
An  even  round  with  the  circling  fun, 
And  urge  the  murmiirir,g  graves  to  bring 
Pale  mankind  forth  to  meet  his  King. 

IV. 

Horror  of  nature,  hel!  and  death  ? 
When  a  deep  groan  from  beneath, 
.Shall  cry,  we  come,  v/e  come  ;  and  all 
The  caves  of  night  anfwer  one  call. 

V. 

O  that  book  !   whofe  leaves  fo  bright, 
V/ill  let  the  world  in  fevere  light : 
O  the  Judge '.  whofe  hand,  whofe  eye. 
None  can  endure,  yet  none  can  fly. 

VI. 

Ah,  then  !  poor  foul,  what  wilt  thou  fay, 
And  to  what  patron  choofe  to  pray, 
When  flars  themfelves  fnall  llagger,  and 
The  moil  firm  foot  no  more  than  fland. 

VII, 

But  thou  giv'fl  leave,  (dread  Lord  1)  thatW€ 
Tdke  Ihelter  from  thyfeif  in  thee ; 
And  v\ith  the  wings  of  thine  own  dove 
Fly  to  thy  fceptre  of  foft  love. 

VIll. 

Dear,  remember  in  that  day 
Who  was  the  caufe  thou  cam'fl  this  way  : 
Thy  Ihcep  was  (Iray'd  ;  and  thou  would'ft  be 
Even  loll  thyfeif  in  fecking  me. 

IX, 

Shall  all  that  labour,  all  that  coft 
Of  lovi',  and  ev'n  that  lofs  be  loft? 
And  this  lov'd  foul,  judg'd  wortii  no  lefs 
Than  all  that  way  and  v.earincfs. 

X, 

Juft  mercy,  then,  thy  reck'ning  be 
With  my  price,  ar.d  not  with  me  : 
'  Twas  paid  at  firft  with  too  much  pail* 
I'o  be  paid  twice,  or  once  in  vain. 

XI. 

Mercy,  (my  Juc'ge)  mercy  I  cry. 
With  blulhing  cheek,  and  bleeding  eye^ 
I  he  confcious  colours  of  my  fin 
Are  red  without,  and  pale  within. 

XII. 

O,  let  thine  own  foft  bowels  pay 
Thyftlf,  and  fo  difcharge  that  day; 
If  fin  can  figh.Love  can  forgive, 
O  fay  the  word,  my  foul  faalllive. 

xui. 
Thofe  mercies  which  thy  Mary  found, 
Or  V.  Iio  ihy  crofs  conieis'd  and  crown'd  j 
Hope  tciis  my  heart,  the  fame  loves  be 
Still  alive,  and  ftill  for  me. 

XIV. 

Though  botli  my  f rayers  and  tears  combiaej 
Both  wcrtbiefb  are,  for  they  are  mine  j 
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But  thou  tl)y  bounteous  felf  ftill  be, 
And  fhow  thou  art,  by  faving  me. 

XV. 

O  !  when  thy  laft  frown  fhall  proclaim 
The  flocks  of  goats,  to  folds  of  flame. 
And  all  thy  loft  flieep  found  fliali  be. 
Let  come  ye  blefled,  then  call  mc. 

XVI. 

When  the  dread  Ite,  fhall  divide 
Thofe  limbs  of  death,  from  thy  left  fide  ; 
Let  thofe  life-fpeaking  lips  command. 
That  I  inherit  the  right  hand. 

XVII. 

€) !  hear  a  fuppliant  heart  all  crufh't, 
And  crumbled  into  contrite  dnft : 
My  hope,  my  fear,  my  judge,  my  friend, 
Take  charge  of  me,  and  of  my  end. 

The  Hymn. — O  Gloriofa  Domina. 
HaiI,  moft  high,  moft  humble  one  ! 
Above  the  world;  below  thy  Son, 
Whcfe  blufli  the  moon  beauteoufly  mars, 
And  ftains  the  timerous  light  of  ftars. 
He  that  made  all  things  had  not  done. 
Till  he  had  made  himfelf  thy  Son. 
The  whole  world's  hoft  would  be  thy  gueft, 
And  board  himfelf  at  thy  rich  brcaft  ; 

0  buundlefg  hofpitality ! 

The  feaft  of  all  things  feeds  on  thee. 

The  firft  Eve,  mother  of  our  fall, 
E'er  (he  bore  any  one,  flew  all. 
Of  her  unkind  gift  might  we  have 
The  inheritance  of  a  hafty  grave ; 
Quick  buried  in  the  wanton  tomb 

Of  one  forbidden  bit ; 
Had  not  a  better  fruit  forbidden  it ; 
Had  not  thy  healthful  womb 

The  world's  new  eaftern  window  been. 
And  given  us  heaven  again  in  giving  him. 
Thine  was  the  rofy  dawn  that  fprung  the  day. 
Which  renders  all  the  ftars  flie  ftole  away. 

Let  then  the  aged  world  be  wife,  and  all 
Prove  nobly,  here,  unnatural  : 
'Tis  gratitude  to  forget  that  other. 
And  call  the  maiden  Eve  their  mother. 

1  Ye  redeem'd  nations  far  and  near, 
Applaud  your  happy  felves  in  her, 
(All  you  to  whom  this  love  belongs) 
And  keep't  alive  with  lafting  fongs. 

Let  hearts  and  lips  fpeak  loud,  and  fay, 
Hail,  door  of  life,  and  fource  of  day  1 
The  door  was  ftiut,  the  fountain  feal'd; 
Yet  light  was  feen  and  life  reveal'd; 
The  fountain  feal'd,  yet  Fife  found  way. 

Glory  to  thee,  great  virgin's  Son, 
In  bofom  of  thy  Father's  bliis  : 

The  fame  to  thee,  fweet  Spirit  be  done; 
As  ever  fhall  be,  was,  and  is,  Amen. 

The  Flaming  Heart.,  upon  the  Book  and  P'lBure  ef  the 
Seraphkal  Saint  Terefi,  as  Jhe  is  ufually  exptejfed 
zuith  a  Seraphim  befide  her. 

Well,  meaning  readers !  you  that  come  as  friends. 

And  catch  the  precious  name  this  piecf  pretends, 

Make  not  fo  much  hafte  to  adn-ire. 

That  fair  cheek'd  fallacy  of  fire, 


That  is  a  fcraphim  they  fay, 

And  this  the  great  Terefia. 

Readers  be  rul'd  by  me,  and  make 

Here  a  well  plac'd,and  wife  miftake. 

You  muft  tranfpofe  the  pidture  quite, 

And  fpcll  it  wrong  to  read  it  right; 

And  him  for  her,  and  her  for  him, 

And  call  the  faint,  the  feraphim. 

Painter,  what  did'ft  thou  underftand. 

To  put  her  dart  into  his  hand  ? 

See,  even  the  years,  and  fize  of  him. 

Shew  this  the  mother  feraphim. 

This  is  the  miftrefs  flame  ;  and  duteous  he 

Her  happier  fire-works,  here,    comes   down  ti 
fee. 

O  moft  poor  fpiritcd  of  men  ! 

Had  thy  cold  pencil  kift  her  pen, 

Thou  could'ft  not  fo  unkindly  err. 

To  fhow  us  this  faint  fhade  for  her. 

Why  man,  this  fpeaks  pure  mortal  frame, 

And  mocks  with  female  froft  love's  manly  flame< 

One  would  fufpetS  thou  mean'ft  to  paint, 

Some  weak,  inferior,  woman  faint. 

But  had  thy  pale-fac'd  purple  took 

Fire  from  the  burning  cheeks  of  that  bright  booV . 

Thou  would'ft  on  her  have  heap't  up  all 

That  could  be  forni'd  feraphical. 

But  e'er  this  youth  of  fire  wore  fair 

Rofy  fingers,  radiant  hair. 

Glowing  cheeks,  and  glift'ring  wings, 

All  thofe,  fair  and  flagrant  things ; 

But  before  all,  that  fiery  dart. 

She  fill'd  the  hand  of  this  great  heart. 

Do  then  as  equal  right  requires, 

Since  his  the  blufties  be,  and  her's  the  fires; 

Refume  and  rectify  thy  rude  defiga, 

Undrefs  thy  fcraphim  into  mine. 

Redeem  this  injury  of  thy  art, 

Give  him  the  veil,  give  her  the  dart,  ** 

Give  him  the  veil,  that  he  may  cover 

The  red  cheeks  of  a  rival'd  lover ; 

Afham'd  that  our  world  now  can  fhow 

Nefts  of  new  feraphims  here  below. 

Give  her  the  dart,  for  it  is  fhe 

(Fair  youth)  flioots  both  thy  fhafts  and  theCi 

Say,  all  ye  wife  and  well  pierc'd  hearts 

That  live,  and  die  amid'ft  her  darts  ; 

What  is't  your  tafteful  fpiiits  do  prove 

In  that  rare  life  of  her,  andi  ove  \ 

Say,  and  bear  witnefs.     Sends  fhe  not, 

A  feraphim  at  every  fliot  ? 

What  n-.agazines  of  immortal  arms  there  fhine  \ 

Heav'ns  great  artillery  in  each  love-fpun-line. 

Give  then  the  dart  to  her,  who  gives  the  flame  ; 

Give  him  the  veil,  who  kindly  takes  the  fhamc. 
But  if  it  be  the  frequent  fate 
Of  worft  faults  to  be  fortunate ; 
If  all's  prefcription,  and  proud  wrong 
Hearkens  not  to  an  humble  fong  ; 
,     For  all  the  gallantry  of  him, 
Give  me  the  fuff 'ring  feraphim. 
His  be  the  bravery  of  all  thofe  bright  thing«J 
The  glowing  cheeks,  the  glittering  wings 
The  rofy  hand,  the  radiant  dart, 
Leave  her  alone  the  flaming  heatrt. 
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Leave  her  that,  and  thou  (halt  leave  her, 
Not  one  loofe  (haft,  but  trove's  whole  quiver. 
For  in  Love's  field  was  never  found, 
A  nobler  weapon  than  a  wuund. 
Love's  paflives  are  his  adliv'ft  part, 
The  wounded  is  the  wounding  heart. 
O  heart !  the  equal  poife  of  Love's  both  parts, 
Bijj  alike  with  wounds  and  darts, 
L  ive  in  thefe  conquering  leaves  ;  live  all  the  fame 
And  walk  through  all  tongues  one  triumphant 

flame. 
Live  here  great  heart ;  and  love,  and  die,  and  kill, 
And  bleed,  and  wound,  and  yield,  and  conquer  Hill. 
Let  this  immortal  life,  where'er  it  comes. 
Walk  in  a  crowd  of  Loves,  and  martyrdoms. 
Let  myftic  deaths  wait  on't ;  and  wife  fouls  be, 
The  love- flame- witneffes  of  this  life  of  thee. 

To  Mrs.  M.  R.  Caunfd  concerning  her  Choice, 
Dear,  heav'n-defigned  foul ! 

Among'ft  the  reft 
Of  fuiters  that  beficge  your  maiden  breaft, 
Why  may  not  I 
My  fortune  try, 
And  venture  to  fpeak  one  good  word. 
Not  for  myfelf,  alas !  but  for  my  dearer  Lord  ? 

You've  feen  already  in  this  lower  fphere, 

Of  froth  and  bubbles  what  to  look  for  here  ; 

Say,  gentle  foul,  what  can  you  find. 
But  painted  fliapes. 
Peacocks  and  apes, 
Illuftrious  flies, 
Glided  dunghills,  glorious  lies. 
Goodly  furmifes 
And  deep  difguifes. 
Oaths  of  water,  words  of  wind  ? 

Truth  bids  me  fay,  'tis  time  you  ceafe  to  truft. 
Your  fiul  to  any  fon  of  duft; 

Tis  time  you  liften  to  a  braver  love. 

Which  from  above, 
Calls  you  up  higher, 
And  bids  you  come, 
And  cheofe  your  room. 

Among  his  own  fair  fons  of  fire, 

Where  you  among. 
The  golden  throng. 

That  watches  at  his  palace  doors. 

May  pafs  along 

And  follow  thofe  fair  ftars  of  yours; 

Stars  much  too  fair  and  pure  to  wait  upon, 

The  falfe  fniles  of  a  i'ublunary  fun. 

Sweet,  let  me  prophefy,  that  at  laft  'twill  prove 

Your  wary  love 
Lays  up  his  purer,  and  moft  precious  vows, 
And  means  them  for  a  far  more  worthy  fpoufe, 

Then  this  world  of  lies  can  give  ye. 

Ev'n  for  him,  with  whom  nor  cofl:, 
Nor  love,  nor  labour  can  be  ioft  ; 

Him  who  never  will  deceive  ye. 

Let  not  my  Lord,  the  mighty  lover 
Of  fouls  difdain,  that  I  difcover 
rhe  hidden  art 
Of  his  high  flratagem  to  win  your  heart, 
It  was  his  hcav'nly  art, 


Kindly  to  crofs  you 
Iri  your  mj'.laken  love  ; 
That  at  the  next  remove, 

Thence  he  might  tofs  you, 
And  ftrike  your  troubled  heart 
Home  to  himfelf,  to  hide  it  in  his  breaft. 
The  bright  ambrofial  iieft 
Of  love,  of  life,  and  everlafting  reft. 

Happy  mi  take  I 
That  thus  fliall  wake 
Your  wife  foul  never  to  be  wdn. 
Now  with  a  love  below  the  fun. 
Your  firft choice  fails:  O  .  when  you  choofe again. 
May  it  not  be  amongft  the  fons  of  men. 

Alexias.   The  Complaint  oftheforefakcn  Wife  of  Alexis, 

Elegy  I. 
I,  LATE  the  Roman  youths  loud  praife  and  pride. 
Whom  long  uone  could  obtain,  though  thoufands 

try'd, 
Lo,  here  am  left  (alas !)  for  my  loft  mate 
T'  embrace  my  tears,  and  kifa  an  unkind  fate. 
Sure  in  my  early  woes  ftars  were  at  ftrife. 
And  tried  to  make  a  widow  ere  a  wife  : 
Nor  can  I  tell  (and  this  new  tears  doth  breed) 
In  what  ftrange  path  my  lord's  fair  footfteps  bleed. 

0  !  knew  I  where  he  wander'd,  I  would  fee 
Some  folace  in  my  furrows  certainty. 

I'd  fend  my  woes  in  words  fliouki  weep  for  mc, 
(Who   knows  how   powerful   wcll-v^rit   prayers 

would  be  :) 
Sendlng's  too  flow  a  word.     Myfelf  would  fly. 
Who  knows  my  own  heart's  woes  fo  well  as  I  : 
But  how  fliall  I  (leal  hence  ?  Alexis,  thou. 
Ah,  thou  thyfelf,  alas !  haft  taught  me  how. 
Love,  too,  that  leads  the  way,  would  lend  the  wings 
To  bear  me  harmlefs  through  the  hardeft  things, 
And  where  love  lends  the  wing  and  leads  the  way, 
What  datig£rs  can  there  be  dare  fay  me  nay  ? 
If  I  be  fhipwreck'd,  love  Ihall  teach  to  fwim ; 
If  drown'd,  fweet  is  the  death  endur'd  for  him. 
The  noted  lea  fliall  change  its  name  with  me ; 

1  'mongft  the  bleft  ftars  a  new  name  fhall  be. 
And  fure  when  lovers  make  their  wat'ry  graves 
The  weeping  mariner  will  augment  the  waves. 
For  who  fo  hard,  but  pafling  by  that  way. 
Will  take  acquaintance  of  my  woes,  and  fay 
Here  'twas  the  Roman  maid  found  a  hard  fate. 
While  thro*igh  the  world  flie  fought  her  wand'ring: 

mate; 
Here  perifli'd  flie,  poor  heart,  heavens,  be  my  vows 
As  true  to  me,  as  flie  was  to  her  fpoufe. 
O  hve,  fo  rare  a  love  :   live  !   And  in  thee 
The  too  frail  life  of  female  conftancy. 
Farewell,  and  fliine,  fair  foul  1   Shine  there  above 
Firm  in  thy  crown,  as  here  faft  in  thy  love; 
There  thy  loft  fugitive  th'  haft  found  at  laft; 
Be  happy,  and  for  ever  hold  him  faft. 

Elegy  II. 
Though  all  the  joys  I  had  fled  hence  with  thee, 
Unkind  !  yet  are  my  tears  ftill  true  to  me. 
I'm  wedded  o'er  again,  fince  thou  art  gone. 
Nor  could'ft  thou,  cruel,  leave  me  quite  alone. 
Alexis  widow  now  is  Sorrow's  wife, 
With  him  ftial!  \  v;eep  out  my  weary  life, 
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■Welcome  my  fad  fweet  mate  !  Now  have  I  got 
At  laft  a  conflant  love  that  leaves  me  not ; 
Firm  he,  as  thcu  art  falfe.     Nor  need  my  cries 
Thus  vex  the  earth,  and  tear  the  beauteous  fliies. 
For  hJni,  alas !  ne'er  flial!  I  need  to  be 
Troublefome  to  the  world  thus  a"^  f.r  thee; 
For  tliee  I  talk  to  trees,  with  filent  jrrovi  s 
Expoftulate  my  woes  and  much  wrong'd  loves. 
Hills,  arid  relentlels  rocks,  or  if  there  be 
Things  that  in  hardnefs  more  allude  to  thee, 
To  thefe  1  talk  in  tears,  and  tell  my  pain. 
And  anfwer  too  for  them  in  tears  again. 
How  oft  have  I  wept  out  the  weary  fun : 
My  wat'ry  hour-glcifs  hath  old  Time's  out-run. 
O  I  am  learned  grown;  poor  love  and  1 
Have  fludied  over  all  aflrology  ; 
I'm  perfedl  in  heav'ns  ftate  ;  with  every  ftar 
My  fkilful  grief  is  grown  famihar.   . 
Rife,  fsirefl;  at  thofe  fires,  whate'er  tbou  be, 
Whofe  rofy  beam  fliall  paint  my  fun  to  me; 
Such  as  the  facred  light  that  erd  did  bring 
The  eaftern  princes  to  their  infant  King  ; 
O  rife,  pure  lamp  !  and  lend  thy  golden  ray^ 
That  weary  love  at  lafl  may  find  his  way. 

Eltoj  11]. 
Rich  churlifli  land  '   that  hidft  fo  long  in  theC 
My  treafures,  rich,  alas  1   by  robbing  me. 
JJeeds  niuft  my  mis'ries  owe  that  man  a  fpight, 
"Whoe'er  he  be,  was  the  fir. I  wand'ring  knii^ht. 
O  !  had  he  ne'er  been  at  that  cruel  coll. 
Nature's  virginity  had  ne'er  been  loft  : 
Seas  had  not  been  rebuk'd  with  fawcy  oars. 
But  ly'n  lock'd  upfafe  in  their  facred  lliores; 
Alen  had  not  fpurn'd  at  mountains,  nor  made  wars 
With  rocks,   nor  bold  hands  Lruck  the  world's 

ftrong  bars. 
Not  loft  in  too  large  bounds,  our  little  Rome, 
^uU  fweetly  with  itfelf  had  dwtk  ac  home  ; 
My  poor  Alexis  then,  in  peaceful  life. 
Had  undet-  fome  low  roof  lov'd  bis  plain  vi'ife. 
But  now,  all  me  '.  from  where  he  has  no  foes 
He  flies,  and  into  wilful  exiles  goes 
Cruel,  return  ;  O  tell  the  reaion  why 
Thy  deareil  parents  have  deferv'd  to  die. 
And  I,  what  is  my  crime,  I  cannot  tell, 
tlnlefs  it  be  a  crime  t'  have  ixiv'd  too  well. 
]f  heats  of  holier  love,  and  high  deOrc 
A'lake  big  thy  fair  breaii  with  immortal  fire, 
What  needs  my  virgin  lord  fly  thus  from  me 
Who  only  wifli  his  virgin  wife  to  be  .•' 
Witnefs,  chafte  heavens  !   no  happier  votps  I  know 
Than  to  a  virgin  grave  untouch'd  to  go ; 
JLove's  truell  knot  by  Vei  us  is  not  ty'd, 
Nor  do  embraces  only  make  a  bride. 
Thebleffed  virgin  (and  men  chafte  as  you) 
Was  maiden-wiFe,  and  maiden  mother  too. 
Cecilia,  glory  of  her  name  and  blood, 
"With  happy  gain  her  maiden  vows  made  good. 
The  lufty    bridegroom   made   .ipproach :    young 

man 
Take  heed  (faid  fne)  take  heed.  Valerian  ! 
My  bofom's  guard,  a  fpirit  great  and  ftrcng, 
btands  arm'd  to  fliield  me  from  all  wanton  wrong. 
My  chattily  is  facred,  and  my  flcLp 
Wakeful,  her  dear  vuws  undefirU  to  keep. 


Pallas  bears  arms,  forfooth  ;  and  fliould  thctc  \tt 

No  fortrefs  built  for  true  virginity  } 

No  facing  gorgon  this,  none,  like  the  reft 

Of  your  learn'd  lies.    Here  you'll  find  no  fuch  jeft, 

I  am  yours.     O  were  my  God,  my  Chrift  fo  too, 

I'd  know  no  name  of  love  on  earth,  but  you. 

He  yields.  And  ftraight  baptiz'd,  obtains  the  grace 

To  gaze  on  the  fair  loldier's  glorious  face. 

Both  niix'd  at  laft  their  blood  in  one  rich  bed 

Of  rofy  martyrdom,  twice  married  : 

O  burn  our  Hymen  bright  in  fuch  high  flame, 

rhy  torch  terreftrial  love  hath  here  no  name. 

How  fweet's  the  mutual  yoke  of  man  and  wife. 

When  holy  fires  maintain  loves  heavenly  life  1 

But  [  (fo  help  me  heav'n  my  hopes  to  fee) 

When  thoufands  fought  my  love,  lov'd  none  but 

thee ; 
Still  as  their  vain  tears  my  firm  vows  did  try 
Alexis  he  alone  is  mine  (faid  I.) 
Halt  true,  alas  1  half  falfe,  proves  that  poor  line, 
Alexis  is  alonej  but  is  not  mine. 

Defcription  of  a  Religious  Houfd  and  Condition  of  Lift- 

From  Barclay. 
No  roofs  of  gold,  o'er  riotous  tables  fhining  ; 
Whole  days,  and  funs  devour'd  with  endlefs  dining; 
No  fails  of  Tyrian  filk  proud  pavements  weeping. 
Nor  ivory  couches,  coftly  flumbers  keeping; 
Falfe  lights  of  flaring  gems  ;  tumultuous  joys ; 
Halls  full  of  flatt'ring  men,  and  frifiiing  boys; 
Whate'er  falfe  ftiows  of  fliort  and  flippery  good, 
Mix  the  mad  fens  of  men  in  mutual  blood. 
But  walks,  and  unfnoru  woods  ;  and  fouls  juft  fo 
Unforc'd  and  genuine,  but  not  fiiady  though 
Our  l(>dgings  hard  and  homely,  as  our  fare ; 
That  chafte,  and  cheap,  as  the  few  clothes  we  wear  ; 
Thofe  courfe  and  negl  gent,  as  the  natural  locks 
Of  thefe  loofe  groves ;  rough  as  th'  unpoiifli'd  rocks, 
A  hafty  portion  of  prefcribed  fleep  ; 
Obedient  flumbers;  tliat  can  wake,  and  weep. 
And  fing,  and  figh,  and  work,  and  fleep  again  ; 
Still  rolling  a  round  fphere  of  ftill-rcturning  pain. 
Hands  lull  of  hearty  labours;  pains  that  pay 
And  prize  tiiemfelves ;  do  much,  that  more  they 

may  ; 
And  vs'ork,  for  work,  not  wages;  let  to-mnrrow's 
New  drops  walh  cif  the  iweat  of  this  day's  forrows. 
A  long  and  daily-dying  life,  which  breaiiies 
A  refpiratlon  of  reviving  deaths.  • 

But  neither  are  there  tJiofe  ignoble  flings 
Ihat  nip  the  bofom  of  the  world's  be  ft  things, 
A.!:d  lafii  earth- labouring  fouls. 
No  cruel  guard  of  (diligent  cares  that  keep 
Crown'd  woes  awake,  as  things  ti  o  wile  for  fleep  : 
But  reverend  difci^  hne,  and  religious  Itar, 
And  loft  obedience,  find  fweet  biding  here. 
Silence  and  facred  reft,  peace  and  pure  joys. 
Kind  Iov<;s  keep  houlf ,  lie  ciife,  and  keep  no  noif?. 
And  room  enough  for  monarchs,  while  none  fwcUi 
Beyond  the  icingdoms  of  cintentful  ceils. 
The  felf-rememb'ring  foul  fwcctly  recovers. 
Her  kindred  Viith  the  ftars,  not  bafely  hovers 
Btlovv  ;  but  meditates  her  immortal  way, 
Home  to  the  original  fouice  of  light,  and  iafefe' 

lednal  day. 
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Dear  relics  of  a  diHikd^'d  foul,  whofe  lack 

Mates  many  a  mouriiinj;  paper  put  on  black  \ 

O  flay  a  while,  ere  thou  draw  in  thy  head. 

And  wind  thyfeif  up  clofc  in  thy  cold  bed  : 

Stay  but  a  little  while,  until  I  call 

A  fummons,  worthy  of  thy  funeral. 

Come  then,  youth,  beauty,  and  blood,  all  ye  foft 

powers, 
Whofe  iilken  flatteries  fwell  a  few  fond  houfs 
Into  a  falfe  eternity;  come  man. 
Hyperbolized  nothing  !  know  thy  fpan  ; 
Take  thine  own  meafure  here  :   down,  down,  and 

bow 
Before  thyfelf  in  thine  idea;  thou 
Huge  emptinefs  !  Contradt  thyi'eif,  and  fhrink 
All  thy  wide  circle  to  a  point.     O  fmk 


Lower  and  lower  yet ;  till  thy  lean  fize 
Call  heav'n  to  look  en  thee  with  narrow  eyes; 
LefTcr  and  leffer  yet ;   till  thou  begin 
'i'o  fhow  a  face,  fit  to  confcis  thy  kin, 
Thy  neighbourhood  to  notliing. 
Proud  looks,  and  lefty  eyelids  here  put  on 
Vourfiilves  in  your  unfeign'd  refleiftion  ; 
Here  gallant  ladies!   this  inipanial  glafs, 
(Though  you  be  painted)  Ihows  you  your  true  face, 
Thofe  death- feal'd  lips  are  they  dare  give  the  lie 
To  the  loud  boafts  of  poor  mortality. 
Thofe  curtain'd  window*,  this  retired  eye, 
Out-flares  the  lids  of  largc-look'd  tyranny. 
This  pollure  is  the  brave  one.     This  that  lies 
i'hus  low,  flands  up  (methinks)  thus,  and  defies 

The  world. 

All  danng  dufl  and  afhes  1  only  you 
Of  all  interpreters  read  nature  true. 
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SeJlcutlo  Reverendo  aimoditm   mro    Bcvjam'mo   Lany, 
■    S.  'S.  Theologia  P  ofejfuri,  aula  Pembrochiana  Cuf- 
todi  digni/Timo,   ex  fuorum  minimis  minimus  R.  Cra- 
Jhaiu  cujlodiam  calejlem  P. 

Suus  eft  ct  florum  frudus;  quibus  fruimur,  fi  non 
uti'ius,  delicatiiis  certe.  Neque  etiam  rarum  efl 
quod  ad  fpem  veris,  de  fe  per  flores  luos  quafi  pol- 
hcentis,  adultioris  anni,  ipfiurr;.  adeo  autumni  ex- 
igamus  fidem.  Igncfcas  igiiur  (vir  colendilTime) 
properanti  fuh  ora  Apollinis  fui,  prima;q.  adelef- 
centiae  lafcivia  exultanti  Mufx.  Teneraj  sctatis 
flores  adfert,  non  frudlus  fers  :  quos  quidem  exi- 
gere  ad  ferani  illam  et  fobriam  maturitatem,  quani 
in  frudibus  ezpedlamus  merito,  durum  fuerit ; 
forfan  et  ipfa  hac  prascnci  imjortunitate  fua  placi- 
turos  magis  :  Tibi  prsefertim  quern  paternus  ani- 
mus (quod  fieri  fokt)  intentum  tenet  omni  fus 
I'pei  divolulu,  quo  tibi  de  tuorum  indole  promittas 
jsliquid.  Ex  more  etiam  eorum,  qui  in  prsemium 
laboris  fui  pretiumq.  patientiaj  fellini,  ex  iis  quse 
feverunt  ipfi  et  excoluerunt,  quicquid  eft  flofculi 
prominulum,  prima  quafi  verecundia  auras  et 
apertum  Jovem  experientis  afripinnt  avide,  fapo- 
remq.  illi  non  tam  ex  ipfius  indole  et  ingenio 
quarri  ex  animi  fui  afTedlu,  foventis  in  eo  curas  fuas 
et  fpes,  afnngunt  Patere  igitur  (reverende  cuf- 
tos)  banc  tibi  exiftiufmodi  floribus  corollani  nedli; 
convivalem  vero :  nee  aliter  pafTuram  Sidus  illud 
oris  tui  aufpicatifiimum,  nifi  (qua  eft  etiam  amoe- 
nitate)  remilTiore  radio  ciim  fe  reclinat,  et  in  tan- 
tuiji  de  fe  demit.  Neque  fane  hoc  fcriptionis  ge- 
iiere  (modo  partes  fuas  fatis  prEefliterit)  quid  effe 
potuit  otio  Theologico  accommodatius,  quo  nimi- 
Tum  res  ipfa  Theologica  Poetia  amcenitaie  delinita 
jnaielUten  fuaoi  veiuiftate  ccnur.end^t. .  Hot:  dc^ 


mum  quicquid  efl,  amare  tamen  poteris ;  et  voles, 
fcio  ;  non  ut  magnum  quid,  non  ut  egregium,  non 
ut  te  dignum  deniqae,  fed  ut  tuum  :  tuum  iuniino 
jure ;  utpote  quod  e  tua  gleba,  per  tuum  radium, 
in  manum  denique  tuarn  evncatum  fuerit.  Quod 
reftat  hujus  libelli  fatis,  exorandus  es  igitur  (vir 
fpeclatilTmie)  ut  queni  finu  tam  facili  privatum 
exccpifli,  cum  jam  ore  magis  publico  alloquentem 
te  non  afperneris.  Stes  ilii  in  limine,  non  aufpiciuni 
modo  fuum,  fed  et  argumentum.  Eiiimvero  cpi- 
gramma  facrum  tuus  iile,  vultus  vel  eft,  vel  quid 
lit  doret;  ubi  nirairum  amabili  diliiitur  feveruni 
et  fanftum  fuavi  dcniuicetur.  Pronum  me  vides 
in  negatam  mihi  provinciam  ;  laudum  tuarum, 
Intel  igo  ;  quas  mihi  cum  modeftia  tua  abftulerit, 
reliquum  mihi  eft  neceffario  ut  ilm  brevis  :  imo 
vero  longusni'm  ii'n  ;  utpole  cui  argumentum  iftud 
abfciirum  fuerit,  in  quo  unice  poterani,  et  line  t^- 
dio,  proiixus  efT;.  Vale,  virorum  ornatilfime,  ne- 
que dcdigneris  quod  colere  audeam  genii  tui  fere- 
nitareni  fupplex  tam  tenuis,  et  (quoniam  numen 
quuq.  hoc  de  fe  non  negat)  amare  etiam.  Inte- 
rim vero  da  veniam  nva'i^s.  in  tantum  fibi  non 
temperanti,  q-iin  in  banc  faltem  laudis  tus  partem, 
qu,x  tibi  ex  rebus  facris  apiid  nos  ornatis  meritifn- 
ma  eft,  iftiufaiidi  carmine  iiivolare  aufa  fit,  qua(i- 
cunque.  ^ 

Sacve,  alme  cuftos  Pierii  gregis : 
Per  ovem  erudite  exhalat  in  otio; 
Seu  frigus  udi  captet  antri, 
Sive  Jovem  n'itidofque  foles. 

Non  ipfe  cuftos  pulchrior  invias 
Egit  lub  umbras  ^iiionios  greges; 
Non  ipfe  Apollo  notus  illis 
Le,<e  fu^  laelioi'e  cannci. 


7^» 

Tu  fi  fereno  des  oculo  frui, 
Sunt  rura  nobi-,  funt  juga,  funt  aquse, 
Sunt  pledlra  dulcium  fororum ; 
(Non  alio  niihi  nota  Phcebo.) 

Tc  dante,  caftos  compofuit  finus ; 
I'e  dante,  mores  lumpfit;  et  in  fuo 
VJdenda  vultu,  pulveiemque 
Religio  cineienique  nefcit. 

Stat  cindta  digna  fronde  decens  caput : 
Suofque  per  te  faffa  palam  Deos, 
Comlfque,  Diva,  veftibufque 
Ingenium  dedit  ordiiiemque. 
Tamque  ecce  nobis  amplior  es  modo 
Majorque  cerni.     Quale  jubar  tremit 
Sub  OS  !  verecundul'que  quanta 
Mole  fui  genuis  laborat  1 

Jam  qui  ferenas  it  tibi  per  genas, 
IVIajore  ccelo  Sidushabet  fuum; 
Majorque  circum  cufpidatx 
Ora  coniit  tua  fios  diei. 
JStat  canfa,  Nempe  banc  ipfe  Deus,  Deus, 
Jianc  ara,  per  te  pulchra,  diem  tibi 
Tuam  refundit,  obvioque 
It  radio  tibi  fe  colenti. 
Ecce,  ecc '.  facro  in  limine,  dum  pio 
Multiimq.  prono  pcplite  amas  humum, 
Altaria  annuunt  ab  alto; 
Et  refluis  tibi  plaudit  ali* 
Pulchro  incakfcens  officio,  puer 
■Qnicunq.  ciilpo  fidere  crinium, 
Vultuque  non  fatente  terram, 
Currit  ibi  rofeus  I'atelles. 
Et  jure.     Nam  cum  fana  tot  inviis 
Moerent  ruinis,  ipfaq;  (ceu  preces 
Manufque,  non  decora  fupplex, 

Tendat)  opem  rogat,  heu  negatam  ! 

Tibi  ipfa  voti  ell  ara  fui  rea. 
Jit  folvet.     O  quaam  femper  apud  Deum 
Litabis  ilium,  cujus  ars 
Jpfe  preces  prius  audiifti! 

Vensrahlli  viis  Magijlro  Tournay,  tutori  fue  fumme 
obfcyvando. 
Messis  inauravit  Cereri  jam  quarta  capillos, 
Vitis  habet  Bacchum  quarta  corona  I'ua,  _ 
Nollra  en  quo,  priniis  pluniae  vix  alba  pruinis, 

Aufa  tuo  Mufa  eft  iiidificare  finu, 
Hie  ncmus,  hie  foks,  et  coslum  mitius  illi : 

Hic  fua  quod  mufis  umbra  vel  aura  dedit. 
Sedit  ibi  fecura  malus  quid  moverit  aufter,     - 

Qua;  gravis  hybernum  vexerit  aba  Jovtm. 
I^efcio  quo  interea  multiim  tibi  murmurenota  eft: 

Nempe  fed  hoc  poteras  murmur  amare  tamen. 
Tandem  ecce  (heu  fimili  de  prole  puerpera)  tan- 
dem 
Hoc  tenero  tenera  eft  pignorc  fadla  parens. 
Tamqu,    mcam  banc  fobolcm   (rogo)   qujs  fmus 
alter  haberet  ? 
Quis  mihi  tarn  noti  nempe  teporis  erat  ? 
Sed  quoq;  et  ipfa  Meus  (de  tc)  mtus,  improba, 
tutor 
(Quajn  primum  pctuit  dicere)  dixit,  erit, 
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Has  ego  legitime,  nee  la:vo  fidere  natae 

Ni.n  puto  degeneresmdolis  effe  notas; 
Nempe  quod  ilia  luo  patri  tarn  femper  apertos, 

Taiu  lemper  faciles  norit  adire  linus. 
Ergo  tuam  tibi  fune     tuas  eat  ilia  fub  alas : 

Hoc  quoque  de  noftro.  quod  tuearis,  babe. 
Sic  qu£e  luaaa  tuo  fontem  fibi  fecit  in  ore, 

Sando  et  fecuro  melle  perennis  eat. 
Sic  tua,  fic  nuUas  firen  non  mulceat  aures. 

Aula  cui  plaufus  et  fua  ferta  dedit 
Sic  tuus  lUe  (precor  j  Tagus  aut  eat  obice  nullo, 

Aut  omni  (quod  adhuc  j  obice  major  eat. 

OrnatiJJtmo  v'lro praceptorifuo  colendi/ftmo,  Magjjiro 
Brtoh. 
O  MiHi  qui  nunquam  nomen  non  duke  fuifti 

Tunc  quoque  cum  domini  fronte  timendus  eras  I 
Ilk  ego  pars  veftri  qnondum  intaiiliffima  regni,« 

De  nullo  virgae  nota  labore  tux. 
Do  tibi  quod  de  te  per  fecula  longa  querctnr 

Quod  de  me  nimium  non  metuendus  eras  : 
Qu'.d  tibi  turpis  egotorpentis  inertia  fceptri 

ram  ferula  tulerim  mitia  juratuae. 
Scilicet  in  foiiis  quicquid  pcccabitur  iftis, 

Quod  tua  virga  ftatim  vnpulet,  illud  erit. 
Ergo  tibi  hjec  paenas  pro  me  mea  pagina  pendat. 

Hic  agitur  virgae  res  tibi  muka;  tuae. 
In  me  igitur  quicquid  nimis  ilia  pepercerit  olim. 

Id  licet  in  foetu  vindicet  omne  meo. 
Hic  tuus  inveniet  fatis  in  quo  fasviat  unguis, 

Quodq.  veru  dodto  trans  obelifcus  cat. 
Scilicet  hKC  mea  funt ;  hsec  quae  mala  Icilicet :  66  fi 

(Qu^  cua  nempe  forent)  hic  meliora  torentl 
Quaiiacunq.  fuum  norunt  ha,c  flumina  fontem. 

(Milus  ab  igndto  fonte  fuperbus  eat) 
Nee  certe  nihil  elt  qua  quis  fit  engine.     Fontes 

Effe  foient  fluvii  nomen  honorq.  fui. 
Hic  quoq.  tam  psjvus  (de  me  mea  lecula  dicant) 

Non  parvi  fobolcs  hic  quoq.  fontis  erat. 
Hoc  modo  et  ipfe  velis  dc  me  dixiffe,  meorum 

Ilk  fuit  minimus.     Sed  iuit  ille  meus. 

Jn  PiSiurem  Reverendijfim't  Epifcopi,   D.  Andrews. 
Hmc  charta  monftrat,  fama  qucm  moftrat  mugis 
Sed  etiplaquem  fama  quem  dum  moallrat  fatis, 
Ilk,  ilk  folus  totam  impkvit  Tubani, 
Tot  ora  folus  domuit  et  Jamam  quoque 
Fecit  modeftam  :  mentis  ignea;  pater, 
Agiliq.  radio  Lucis  sterna;  vigil, 
Per  aha  rerum  pondera  indomito  vagus 
Cucurrit  animo,  quippe  naturam  ferox 
l^xhaufit  ipfam,  milic  foetus  Artibus, 
Et  milk  Unguis  ipfe  fe  in  gentesprocul 
Variavit  omnes,  fuitq.  toti  fmiul 
Cognatus  orbi  :  fic  lacrum  et  folidum  jubar 
baturumq.  coelo  pectus  ad  patrios  iibens 
Porrcxit  ignes  :  hac  eum  ^^kdlor)  vides, 
Hac  (ecce)  charta,  O  utmam  et  audires  quoque  I 

yoti-va  Domiis  Petrenjis  pro  domo  Dei. 
Ut  magis  in  mundi  votis,  aviumq.  querelis 
Jam  veniens  iolet  effe  Dies,  ubi  cufpide  prima 
Falpitat,  et  roleo  lux  previa  ludit  ab  ortu ; 
Cum  nee  abeft  Phoebus,  nee  Eois  Ijetus  habenis 
lotus   adeft,  volucrumq ;  ptocyi   yaga  murmur^ 

muket : 
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JJos  ita ;  quos  nupcr  radiis  afllavit  honeftis  j 

Religiofa  Dies,  noflriq ;  per  atria  cxli 
(Sacra  domus  noftrum  eft  ccelum)  jam  luce  tenclla 
Libat  adhuc  trepidse  fax  nondum  firma  Diei  : 
Nos  ita  jam  exercet  uitnii  inipatientia  voti, 
Speq.  fui  propiore  premit. — 

— Quis  pedtora  tanti 
Tendit  amor  coepti !  Defiderio  quam  longo 
Lenta;  fpes  inhian  '.  domus  6  dulciflima  return  ! 
Plena  Deo  domus!  ah,quiserit,  quis  (dicimus)  ille 
(O  bonus,  6  ingeiis  meritis,  6  proximus  ipli, 
Quern  vocat  in  fua  dona,  Deo  !)  quo  vindice  totas 
Excutiant  tenc^ras  hsc  fanda  crepufcula  ? — 

— Quando, 
Quando  erit,ut  tremelae  flos  heu  tener  ille  Diei, 
Qui  velut  ex  oriente  fuo  jam  altaria  circum 
Lambit,  et  ambiguo  nobis  procul  annuit  allro, 
Plenis  fe  pandat  foliis,  et  lampade  tota 
Xiitus  (ut  c  medio  ciim  Sol  micat  aureus  axe) 
Attonitam  penetrare  domum  bene  poflit  adulto 
Sidere,  nee  dubio  pia  moenia  mulceat  ore  ? 
Quando  crit,  ut  convexa  fuo  quoque  pulchra  fe- 

reno 
Florefcant,  rofeoq.  tremant  laquearia  rifu  ? 
Quae  nimiiim  inlormis  tanquam  libi  confcia  frontis 
Perpetuis  jam  fe  luftran  lacrymantia  guttis. 
Quando  erit,  ut  claris  meliori  luce  feneftris 
Plurima  per  vitreos  vivat  pia  pagina  vultus  ? 

Quando  erit,  ut  facrum  nobis  celebrantibus  hym- 

nuni- 
Organicos  facili,  et  nunquam  fallente  fufurro 
Nobile  murmur  agat  nervos ;  pulmonis  iniqui 
Fiftula  nee  monitus  nee  facial  male  fida  finillros  ? 
Dcnique,quicquid  id  eft,  quod  res  hic  facta  requirit 
Faufta  ilia,  et  felix  (fitq  6  tua)  dextra,  fuam  cue 
Debeat  hsec  Aurora  diem.     Tibi  fupplicat  ipfa, 
Ipfa  tibi  facit  ara  preces.     Tu  japi  illius  audi, 
Audiet  ilia  tuas.     Dubium  eft  (^modo  porrige  dex- 

tram) 
Pes  magis,  an  capias :  aude  tantum  efie  beat\is, 

Et  danum  hoc  lucrare  tibi. 

Scis  ipfe  volucres 

QujE  rota  volvat  opes ;  has  ergo  hic  fige  perennis 
Fundamenta  domus  petrenfi  in  rape  ;  luamq. 
Fortiinas  fic  deme  rotam.  Sps  ipfe  procaces 
I)ivitias  quam  prona  vagos  vehat  ala  per  Euros, 
Divitiis  illas,  age,  deme  volucribus  alas, 
Facq.  <uus  noftras  illis  fit  nidus  ad  aras  : 
Remigii  ut  tandem  pennas  mclioris  adeptae, 
Serapiant  Dominumq.  fuum  fuper  sethera  fecum. 
Felix  a  quific  potuic  bene  pro  idus  uti 
Trsverbs  xxii.  j. — Fortuna  pennis  et  opum  levi- 
tate fuarum, 

Devitiifque  fuis  aquilse  fic  addidit  alas. 

In  cater orum  Opertim  difficili  Farturitione  Gemitus, 

O  FELIX  nimis  ilia,  et  noftra  nobile  nomen 
Invidiz  volucris  .   facili  qus  funcre  furgens 
Mater  odora  fui  nitidse  nova  fila  juventse, 
Et  feftinatos  peragit  fibi  fata  per  ignes. 
IHa,  baud  natales  tot  tardis  menfibus  horas 
Tarn  miferis  tenuata  moris,  falutu  velut  uno 
In  nova  fecla  rapit  fcfe,  et  caput  omne  decorat 
Explicat  in  frondeSj  rcfeotj.  rep»jllulat;  ortn. 
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Cinnameos  fimul  ilia  rogos  confcenderit,  omneni 
l^aEta  bibit  Phosbum,  et  jam  jam  vidtncibus  alis 
Plaudit  humum,  cinerefquc  fuos. 

Heu  !  difpare  fato 

Nos  ferimur    feniotq  fuo  fub  Apolline  Phoenix 

Petrenfis  mater,  dubiaslibrata  per  auras 

Pendet  adhuc,  quKtitq.  finum  in  quo  ponat  inertes 

Exuvias,  fp.^liifqfus  reparata  feneftae 

Ore  pari  furgar,  finiiliq.  per  omnia  vultu. 

At  nunc  heu  nixu  fecli  melioris  in  ipfo 

Deliquium  patitur ' — 

At  nunc  heu  lentse  longo  in  molimine  vitac 

Interea  moritur !  Dubio  ftant  Moenia  vultu 

Parte  fui  pulchra,  et  fratres  in  fcedera  muros 

Invitant  fruftra  nee  refpondentia  baxis 

Saxa  fuis.     Moerent  opera  intermiffa,  manufq. 

Implorant.— — 

Succurre  pia;,  fuccurre  parenti, 

O  quifquis  pius  es.     Uli  fuccurre  parent!, 
Quam  fibi  tot  fancflse  matres  habuere  parentem. 
Quifquis  es,  6  tibi,  crcde,  tibi  hot  hiantia  ruptis 
Moenibus  ora  loqui  !  matrem  tibi,  crede  verendan? 
Muros  tam  longo  laceros  fenioq.  fituque 
Ceu  canos  monftrarc  fuos.     Succurre  roganti. 
Per  tibi  plena  dim,  per  jam  fibi  ficca  precatur 
Ubera,  ne  defis  fenio.    Sic  longa  juventus 
Te  foveat,  querula;  nunquam  ceffura  itntStx. 

Epitaphiiim  In  Gulielmum  Henifiu7», 
SiSTE  te  paulum  (viatorj  ub  longum  fifti 
NecelTe  erit,  hue  tcmpe  properare  tc  fcia* 
quocunque  properas. 

Mor^  prxtium  crit 

Et  Lacrims, 

Si  jacere  hic  fcias 

Gulielmum 
Splendidx  Herrifiofum  familis 

Splendorem  maximum  ; 
Qucm  cum  talem  vixiiTc  intelle-xerisj 

Et  vixiffe  tantum ; 

Difcas  licet 
In  quantas  fpes  pofiit 

Aflurgere  mortalkas, 

De  quantis  cadere. 

rv„-,«  CInfantem,  Eflexia 1     ... 

Quern  <  f  /-.  ^    1    ■       >■  vidiS 

^~        iJuvenem,  Caritabrigia5 

Senem,  ah  infoelix  utraq. 

Quod  non  vidit. 

Qui 

Collegli  Chrifti  Alumnua, 

AuIle  Pembrokianae  focius, 

Utriq.  ingens  amoris  certamen  fuit. 

Donee 

Dulciff.  Lites  elufit  Deus, 

Eumque  coslcfti?  CoUegit 

Cujus  feniper  alumnus  fuit 

Ibcium  fecit ; 

Qui  et  ipfe  Collegium  fuit, 

In  quo 

MufaE  omnes  et  gtatise, 

Nuliibi  magis  forores. 

Sub  prsEcide  rcligione 

In  tenaciflimum  fodalitium  coaluere. 

fOratorisE  Poetam  'J 

Poetica  Oratorem        f 

Utraque  Philofophura  (  ^Snovew, 

Chriltianr.m   Oir.ncs     .       J    . 


Quern 
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("Fide  Mundum        ~\ 

OuiVp'   .  S""''-"'  fsuperavit. 

^  iChantafc         Proximum       {       ^ 

t,Humilitat?     Seipfuni  J 

Ciijus 

Sub  verna  fronte  fenilis  animus, 

Sub  morum  facilitate,  feveritas  virtutis; 

Sub  plurima  indole,  pauci  anai ; 

Sub  majore  modeftia,  maxima  indoles. 

adeo  fe  occuhierunt 

utvitamejus 

Pulchram  dixeris  ct  pudicam  diflimulat'ionem  : 

Imo  vcro  et  morte, 

Effce  enim  in  ipfo  funere 

Diffimiilari  fe  paffus  efl;. 
Sub  tantillo  marmore  tantimi  hofpitem, 

Eo  nimcrum  majore  monumento 
quo  minore  tunnilo. 
Eo  ipfo  die  occubvit  quo  ecclefia 

Aiiglica  nee  ad  vefperas  leg-it, 
Raptus  efl  ne  militia  mutaret  intelletSlum  ejus  ; 

Scilicet.  Id.  Odobris,  Anno.  Sal.  i6ji. 
In  Eundcm. 
Ite  nie£  lacrymse,  (nee  enim  moror)  itc.  Sedoro 

Tantiim  ne  miferx  claudite  vocisiter. 
O  liceat  querulos  verbis  animare  dolores  ! 

Et  fakem  ah  ptriit,  dicere,  nofter  amor- 
Ecce  netrant  tamen  ;  ecce  negant,  lacrynia:«^.  re- 
belles 
Pergunt  indomita  praecipitantq.  via. 
Vifne  (o  chare  '.   igitur  te  nollra  lilcntia  dicant  ? 

Vis  fleat  aGidua  niurmure  mulus  amor  I 
Flebit.  Et  urna  fuos  femper  bibct  humeda  rores, 
Ht  fidas  femper  femper  habebit  aquas. 
iDterea  quicunq.  cftis,  ne  credite  miruni 

Si  vers  lacrymx  non  didicere  loqui. 
Ndtal'is  Principis  Matia. 
Cresce,  o  dulcibus  imputanda  Divis, 
O  crefce,  et  piopera,  puella  princeps, 
In  matris  propera  venire  partes. 
Et  ciim  par  breve  fulniinum  minorum, 
lllinc  Carolus,  et  Jacobus  inde, 
In  patris  faciks  fubire  famam, 
Ducent  fata  furoribus  decoris; 
Ciim  terror  facer,  Angliciq.  magnum 
Murmur  nominis  increpabit  oumera 
l.ate  Bofporon,  Ottomatiicarqne 
5»lon  pitfto  quatiet  tremtre  luiias  ; 
Tetunc  altera,  nee  timenda  paci, 
Pofcent  prilia.     Tu  potens  pudici 
Vibratrix  cculi,  pios  in  holies 
Late  dukia  fata  diiTipabis, 
O  ciim  flos  teuer  ilk,  qui  recenti 
Preffus  liderejam  fub  ora  ludit, 
Olim  fortior  omne  culpidatos 
Evolvec  latus  aureum  per  igncs  ; 
Quiq  imbellis  adhuc.adultus  olini, 
Puris  expatiabitur  genarum 
Campis  imperiofior  Cupido ; 
O  quanicerta  fupeibiorc  penna 
Ibunt  fpicula,  mellea;que  mortes, 
Exul  antibvis  hinc  et  inde  turmis, 
(>iioqu6  jufferis,  impigre  volabunt! 
V  quot  corda  calentium  dcoruni 
Pc  te  vulncra  debcata  difcent ! 
0  (-pot  pciftora  priucjpum  magjCtriS 


FIcnt  moUe  negotium  fagittis  I 
Nani  quae  non  poteris  per  arma  ferri, 
Cui  matris,  linusatque  utrumque  fidua 
Magnorum  patet  offlcina  aniorum  ? 
Hinc  fumas  licet,  6  puella  princeps, 
Quantacunque  opus  eft  tibi  phare  tra. 
Centum  fume  Cupidines  ab  uno 
Marris  luminc,  gratiafque  centum, 
Et  centum  veneres  :   adhuc  manebunt 
Centum  mille  Cupidines;  manebunt. 
Ter  centum  venerefque  gratireque 
Pure  fonte  fuperftites  per  jevum, 

Jn  Screnijj'tmte  Regiitit  patrum  hyemahm. 
Serta,  puer :     (quis    nunc  florcs  non    przbeat 
hortus?) 
Texe  mihi  facili  pollice  ferta,  puer. 
Quid  tu  nefcio  quos  narras  mihi,  l>u!te,  Decembres  ? 

Quid  mihi  cum  nivibus?  da  mihi  ferta,  puer. 
Nix  ?  et  hyems  ?  non  eft  noftras  quid  tale  per  eras; 

Mon  eft  :    vel  fi  lit,  non  tamen  clTe  poteft. 
Ver  agitur  :  quzcunque  trucem  dat  larva  Decern-  i 
brem, 
Quid  fera  cunq.  frcmant  frigora,  ver  agitur. 
Nonnc  vides  quali  fe  palmite  regia  vitis 

Prodit,  et  in  facris  qux  fedet  luva  jugis  ? 
Tarn  letis   quae  bruma  folet  ridere  racemis.' 
Quas  hycmis  pingit  purpura  tanta  genas  ? 
O  Maria  ;    O  divum  foboles,  genitrixque  DeorumI 

Siccine  noftra  tuus  tempora  ludus  erunt  I 
Siccine  tu  cum  vere  tuo  nihil  horrida  brumae 

Sydera,  nil  madidos  fola  morarc  notos  ? 
Slccir.e  fub  media  poterunt  tua  fergere  bruma, 

Atqiie  fuas  foliim  lilia  noffe  nives  .' 
Ergo  vel  invitis  nivibus,  frendencibus  Auflris, 
Noftra  nnvis  poterunt  regna  tumere  rofis  ? 
O  bona  tutbatrix  anni,  qux  limite  note 
Tempora  fub  fignis  non  finis  ire  fuis  I 
O  pia  prsdatrix  hyemis,  quse  triftia  mundi 

Murmura  tam  dulci  fub  ditione  tenes! 
Pern-e  precor  noilris  vim  pulchram  ferre  calendis ; 

Perge  precor  menfesfic  numcrare  tuos. 
Perge  intempeftiva  atq.  iiv.portuna  videri ; 

Inq.  uteri  titulos  fic  rape  cunda  tui. 
Sit  nobis  fit  faipe  hyemes  fic  cernerc  noftras 

Esha-rcdatasfloribus  ire  tuis. 
S;Epe  fit  has  vernas  hyemes  Maiofq.  Decembres, 
Has  per  te  rofeas  fxpe  videre  nives. 
Altera  gens  varium  per  fydcra  computet  annum, 

Atq.  fuos  ducant  per  vaga  figna  dies, 
Nos  deceat  nieiiis  tantum  permittere  nimbis.' 

Tempore  tam  tetricas  ferre  Britanna  vices.' 
Quin  noftrum  tibi  nosomnem  donabimus  aunum  : 

Fn  partus  oninem  expende,  Maria,  tuos. 
Sit  tuus  ilkuterus  noftri  bonus  arbiter  anni : 

Tempus  et  in  titulos  tranfeat  omne  tuos. 
Nam  q'JX  alia  induerit  tam  dulcia  nomine  menfis? 

Art  qua  tam  pcffet  candidus  ire  toga 
Hanc  lauium  Jauus  fibi  verticue  vellet  utroq, 

Hanc  fibi  vel  tota  Chloride  Maius  emet. 
Tota  fuam  (vere  expulfo)  refpublica  ficrum 

Reginam  cupercnt  te,  fobolemve  tuam. 
O  bona  for*  anni,  cum  cunfti  ex  ordine  menfes 
Hie  mihi  Coiolides,  hie  Marianus  erit  \ 
Naialis  Ducts  Eboraanfts. 
Et  vero  iam  temnn'  erst  tibi.  ni^xima  mater, 
Eukibus  his  oculis  accelerare  diem  : 
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Tcmpus  eraf ,  ne  qua  tlbl  bafia  blanda  vacarent ; 

Sarcinan^  colio  fit  miiius  apta  tuo  : 
Scilicet  ille  tuus,  timor  et  fpes  ille  fuorum. 

Quo  primiim  es  felix  pignore  fa6la  parens, 
Ille  lerox  iras  jain  nunc  meditatur  et  enfes, 

Jam  patris  magis  eft,  jam  magis  iile  fuus. 
Indolis  O  ftimulos !  vix  dum  illi  tranfiit  infaiis; 

jamq.  fibi  impatiens  arrlpit  ille  virum. 
Improbus  ille  fuis  adeo  negac  ire  fub  annis : 

Jam  nondum  puer  eft,  major  et  eft  puero. 
Si  quis  in  aulrsis  pitSlas  animatus  in  iras 

Stat  leo,  quern  do>Sla  cufpide  lufit  acus, 
Hoftis  (io  !)  eft  ;  neq.  enim  ille  alium  dignatibur 
hoftem ;  • 

Nempe  decet  tantas  non  minor  ira  manus. 
Tunc  hal'.a  gravis   adveri'u  fiirlt,  (hafta  bacillum 
eft:) 

Mox  falfum  vero  vulnere  pectus  hiat. 
Stat  leo,  ceil  ilupeat  tali  bene  fixiis  ab  hofte  ; 

Ceu  quid  in  his  ocuHsvel  timeat  vel  amet, 
Tani  torvum,  tarn  dulce  mtcant  :  nefcire  fatetur 

Mars  ne  fub  his  oculis  eflet,  an  effet  amor. 
Q^ippe  illic  Mars  eft,  fed  qui  bene  pniut  amari ; 

£rt  et  amor  certe,  fed  metueiidus  amor: 
Talis  amor,  talis  Mars  eft  ibi  ccrnere;  qualis 

Seu  puer  hie  effet,  five  virilie  Deus. 
Hie  tibi  jam  fcirus  fuccedit  in  ofcula  fratris, 
,,    Res  I'ecce;)  in  lufus  non  operofa  tuos. 
Bafia  jam  veniant  tua  quantacunque  caterva, 

Jam  quocunque  tuus  nuirmure  ludat  amor. 
Pn  1  Tibi  materies  tcnera  et  tradtabilis  hie  eft  : 

Hie  ad  blanditias  eft  tibi  cera  fatis. 
Salve  infans,  tot  bafiolis  moile  argunientum, 

Maternis  labiis  dulce  negotiolum; 
O  falve  !   Nam  te  nato,  puer  auree,  natus 

£t  Carolo  et  Mariae  tertius  eft  oculus. 

In  fac'iem  Auguli'iff,   R:gh  a  morbilis  integram. 
MusAfedi;  vocat  alma  parens  academia  :  Nofter 

En  redit,  ftore  fuo  ftoer  Apollo  redit. 
Vultus  adhuc  fuus,  et  vultu  fua  purpura  tantiirii 

Vivit,  et  admixt  as  pergit  amare  nives. 
Tune  iJias  violate  genas  ?  tune  ilia  profanis, 

Morbe  ferox,  tentas  ire  per  ora  notis  ? 
Tu  Phoebi  faciem  tentas,  vaniliime  ?   Noftra 

Nee  Phoebe  maculas  novit  habere  fuas. 
Ipfa  fui  vindex  facies  morbum  indignatur  ; 

Ipfa  fedet  radiis  y  bene  tuta  fuis : 
Qnippe  illic  deus  ell,    cosii^unque  et  fandlius   af- 
trum; 

Qu'ppe  fub  his  totus  ridet  Apollo  genis. 
Quod  facie  rex  tutus  erdt,qu6d  coetera  tatlus: 

Hinc  hominem  rex  ell  fall'us,  et  inde  deum. 
Ad  Carolnm  Primum,  lisx  Rddux. 
Ille  redit,  redit.    Hoc  populi  bona  murniura  vol- 
vunt; 

Publicus  hoc  (audin'.?)  plaufus  ad  aftra  refert : 
Hoc  omni  fedet  in  vultu  commune  ferenum  ; 

Omnibus  hinc  una  eft  l^titiaj  facie?. 
Res  nofter,  lux  noltra  redit;  redeuntis  aJora 

Arridet  totis  Anglia  lata  geuis  : 
Quifque  fuos  oculcs  oculis  accendit  abiftis; 

A; que  novum  facro  fumit  ab  oie  diem. 
Fo.vtc  rogestanto  qux  digna  pericula  plaufu 

fivadat  Carolus,  quo;  mala,  quOiVe  uieiua ; 
Vol,  1Y. 


Anne  pererrati  male-fida  volumina  pontJ 

Aufa  ilium  terris  pene  negare  fuis  : 
Hofpitis  an  nimii  rurfus  fibi  confcia,  telius 

Vix  bene  fperatum  reddat  ibera  caput. 
Nil  horum  ;  nee  enim  male  fida  volumina  ponti, 

Aut  fjcrum  telius  vidit  Ibera  caput. 
Verus  amor  tamen  hs;c  fibi  falfa  pericula  fingit : 

(Falla  peric'ia  folet  fmgere  verus  amor) 
At  Carolo  qui  faU'a  timet,  nee  vera  timeret  : 

(Vera  peric'ia  folet  temnere  verus  amor) 
llli  falfa  timens,  fibl  vera  pericula  temnens, 

Non  foliim  eft  fidus,  fed  quoq.  fortis  amor. 
Interea  noftri  fails  ille  eft  caufa  triumphi  ; 

Et  fatis  (ah  !)  nnilri  caufa  doloris  eiat. 
Caufa  doloris  crat  Carolus,  fofpes  lic^t  effet ; 

Anglia  quod  fahein  dlcere  poftt,  abeft. 
Et  fatis  eft  noftri  Carolus  nunc  caufa  triumplii  ; 

Dicere  quod  faltem  poiTumus,  ille  redi'. 
Ad  trincipsm  nondum  natum^   Re\'}na  yrav'tJa. 
NASCEKEnunc;  5  nunc  1  quid  enim,  puer  alnie, 
moraris  .' 

Nulla  tibi  dederit  dulcior  hora  diem. 
Ergone  tot  tardos  (6  lente  I)  morabere  menfcs  ? 

Rex  redit.      Ipfe  veni,  et  die  boiie,  gratus  ades. 
Nam  quid  ave  noftrum  ?  quid  noftri  vtrba  criuna  j 
phi? 

Vagltu  melius  dixerls  ifta  tuo. 
At  nianeas  tamen  :  et  nobis  nova  caufa  triumpbi 

Sic  demum  fueris;   nee  nova  caufa  tamen  : 
Nam,  quoties  Carolo  novus  aut  nova  nafcitur  in- 
funs, 

Revera  to;ies  Carolus  ipfe  redit. 

Joann.  ii. — Aqutc'm  •uinurn  ii?rfa. 
Unde  rubor  vcllri;,  et  non  fua  purpura  lymphis  ? 

Q^se  rofa  mirantes  tarn  nova  mutat  aquas  ? 
Numen  (convjvi)  prsefens  agncfcite  numen  : 

Nympha  pudica  Deum  vidit,  et  erubuit. 
On  the  blrih  of  a  Princefs,  theffth  chUd  of  Charles  /*, 
{^Not  printed  in  anyfo-mer  editiur.) 

Principi  recens  nats  nomen  matefnae  indolis. 
Cresce,  O  dakibus  imputanda  Divis 
O,  crefce,  et  propera,  paella  princcps. 
In  Matris  propera  veiure  partes. 
Et  cum  par  breve  f-jlminum  minorum 
lllinc  Carolus  et  Jacobus"  inde, 
In  Patris  faciles  fubire  famam, 
Ducent  fata  furorihus  decoris, 
Cum  terror  facer,  .^nglicique  magnum 
Murmur  nominis  increpabit  omneiu 
Late  Bofporon,  Ottomanicafque  ,*j 

N'.n  fi(5lo  quatitt  tremore  lunas, 
Te  nunc  altera,  nee  timenda  pace, 
Pofcent  praili?..     Tu  r.ocens  pudici 
Vibratrix  oculi,  pios  in  hoftea 
Late  dulcia  fata  diflipabis. 
O  cum  flos  tener  ille,  qui  recenti 
Preffus  fidere  jam  fob  ora  ludet, 
Olim  fortior  onme  cufpidatos 
Evolvet  latus  aureum  per  igiies; 

*  From  "  Concentus  ef  gratu!a*io  ms'/arum  Canfalri- 
gk'iftum  ad  fsre'i''£l/i:ur?t  Britanniarum  Ressm  Cari/wv 
dr.  rjuinta  fua  fobJe,  darijjima  prir.cipe,  &i  t^jpcr  ff.i* 
djjlme  naia"       CantaLrJgia  l6j''. 
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Quique  I'mbellis  adhuc,  adultus  oJira, 
Puris  expatiabitur  genarum 
Campis  iitiperiofior  Cupido ; 
O  quam  certe  fuperbiore  p.enna 
Ibunt  fpicula,  mellaeque  moi'tes, 
Exultantibus  hinc  et  inde  turniis, 
Quoqtie  jufferis,  ipipigre  volabunt ! 
O  quot  cerde  calentium  deomm 
I)e  te  vulnera  delicata  difcent  I 
O  quot  pe<51:ora  Principum  magiftris 
Pient  moUe  negotium  fagittis ! 
Nan?  -qux  non  poteris  per  arma  ferrij 


Gui  matris  Gnus  atquc  utfumque  fiuj 
Magnorum  pat.et  officina  Amorum  ? 
HInc  fujnas  licet,  O  puelia  Princeps, 
Quaptacunque  opus  eft  tibi  pharetr^. 
Centum  fume  Cupidines  ab  uno 
Matris  lumine,  Giatiafque  centum, 
E,t  centum  Veneres  ;  adhuc  manebunt 
Ctntuni  miile  Cupidines;  manebunt 
Ter  centum  Venerefque,  Qratiseque 
Puro  fonte  fuperfutes  per  sevum. 

£ich.  Crajba-w^  A,  J5,  C* 
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Methinks  heroic  poefie  till  now 
Like  fome  fantaflique  fairy-land  did  fliow, 
Gods,  devils,  nymphs,  witches,  and  giant's  race, 
And  ail  but  man,  in  man's  beft  work  had  place  ; 
There  like  I'ome  worthy  knight,  with  facred  arms, 
Doft  drive  the  monllers  thence,  and  end  the  charms ; 
Inftead  of  thefe  doftjiien  and  manners  plant, 
The  things  which  that  rich  foil  did  chiefly  want. 

Cowley's  verses  to  davenant." 
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THE  LIFE  OF  DAFENANT. 


William  Davenant  was  born  in  the  parifli  of  St.  Martin's,  Oxford,  abo^t  the  end  of  February 
,160^-6.  He  was  a  younger  fon  of  Mr.  John  Davenant,  «  a  very  grave  and  difcreet  citizen,"  fays 
Wood,  "  and  a  fufficient  vintner,"  who  kept  the  Ciown-Inn  on  the  weft  fide  of  the  Corn-Market; 
a  houfe  frequented  by  the  immortal  Shakfpeare,  in  his  annual  journies  from  London  to  Warwick- 
Ihire.  His  mother,  according  to  the  MSS.  of  Aubrey,  was  exceedinglybeautiful  and  very  elegant, 
both  in  her  converfation  and  addrefs.  Davenant,  in  his  focial  moments,  would  fomctimes  infmuate 
that  Shakfpeare  might  have  had  his  reafons  for  his  vifits  there,  and  "  fay  that  it  feemed  to  him 
that  he  writ  with  the  very  fpirit  that  Shakfpeare  [wrote  with],  and  was  contented  enough  to  be 
thought  his  fon."  This  idea,  hazarded  "  when  he  was  pleafant  over  a  glafs  of  wine  with  his  moft 
intimate  friends,"  probably  without  the  leaft  reference  to  his  real  fentiments,  has  been  fince  cir- 
tulated  by  Mr.  Malone,  and  other  refpedlable  writers,  as  not  deflitute  of  foundation  ;  though  the 
circumftances  of  the  ftory  are  evidently  improbable,  as  gallantry,  and  more  cfpeciaily  adultery 
Were  not  the  faihionable  vices  of  that  age ;  and  as  Shakfpeare,  more  particularly,  feems  remarkable 
for  the  chaftity  and  amiable  purity  of  his  morals. 

The  carting  a  flain  on  the  virtue  of  a  womaa  of  unblemiihed  reputation,  and  fixing  the  imputa- 
tion of  bafenefs  and  guilt  on  the  moral  condudh  of  the  moft  exalted  genius  that  ever  lived,  are  not 
ifuificicntly  authorifed  by  the  mere  fuggeftions  of  fancy,  or  the  inclination  of  tracing  out  a  poetical 
pedigree  for  a  writer,  whofe  own  merit  is  fufficient  to  enfure  him  the  remembrance  of  pofterity. 

Very  early  in  life  he  gave  tokens  of  a  lively  and  promlfmg  genius,  and  a  propenfity  to  poetry, 
•which,  it  is  f?id,  was  very  much  encouraged  by  Shakfpeare.  It  is  certain  that  he  admired  Shak- 
fpeare more  tlian  any  Englifli  poet,  and  that  one  of  the  firft  effays  of  his  mufe  was  a  poem  on  his 
death,  v/hich  happened  when  Davenant  was  about  ten  years  old. 

He  received  the  firft  rudiments  of  clafllcal  learning  from  Mr.  Edward  Sylvefter,  who  kept  at 
that  time,  a  grammar-fchool  in  the  parifh  of  All  Saints,  Oxford,  of  diftinguifhed  reputation. 

In  the  year  l6zi,  the  fame  in  which  his  fatlier  was  Mayor  of  the  City,  he  was  entered  a  Member 
of  Lincoln  College,  under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Daniel  Hough,  where  he  profecuted  his  academical 
iftudies  for  fome  time ;   but  took  no  degree. 

Wood,  at  the  fame  time  that  he  acknowledges  the  ftrength  of  his  genius,  and  even  diftinguiflies 
him  by  the  title  of  the  "  Sweet  Swan  of  Ifis,"  informs  us  that  he  "  obtained  there  fome  fmatter- 
ing  in  logic  ;  but  his  genius,  which  was  always  oppofite  to  it,  led  him  in  the  pleafiint  paths  of 
poetry  ;  fo  that  though  he  wanted  much  of  Univerfity  learning,  yet  he  made  as  high  and  noble 
flights  in  the  poetical  faculty,  as  fancy  could  advance  without  it." 

On  his  quitting  the  Univerfity,  "  wherein  I  prefume,"  fays  Wood,  "  he  made  but'a  fhbrt  ftay," 
he  repaired  to  London,  in  hopes  of  making  his  fortune  at  Court,  where  he  became  a  page  to  the 
magnificent  Frances  Duchefs  of  Richmond,  who  kept,  in  thofe  days,  a  kind  of  Court  of  her  own. 

He  was  afterwards  received  into  the  family  of  the  celebrated  Sir  Fulkc  Greville,  Lord  Brooke, 
himfelf  a  writer,  and  a  friend  to  the  mufcs,  who  encouraged  his  poetical  ftudies,  and  promoted  his 
intereft. 

This  amiable  and  accomplilhed  nobleman  having  been  barbaroufly  aflafiinated  on  the  30th 
September  i6i8,  in  the  74th  year  of  his  age,  Davenant  was  left  without  a  patron  ;  and  it  is  pro- 
bable, that  views  of  profit  as  well  as  amufement  might  now  induce  him  to  commence  a  writer  for 
the  ftage. 

He  appears  to  have  attempted  dramatic  ccmpofirion  fome  time  before  ;  for  his  tragedy  called 
*Xbe  Cruel  Broiler,  was  licenfed  by  the  Mafter  of  the  Revels,  January  1%,  1616-7,  but  no  account 
is  given  of  "its  reprefentation. 

In  1629,  he  produced  l^he  Tragedy  of  Albovine,  King  of  LombarJy,  which  is  commonly  called 
tu9  fijrft  play.     It  Vi'jis  afted  witl>  great  fucccfs,  and  printed  with  a  deditation  to  the  unfortunats 
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Car,  Earl  of  Somerfet,  and  copies  of  recommendatory  verfcs  by  Sir  Henry  Blount,  Edward  Hydff, 
afterwards  Earl  of  Clarendon,  Richard  Clerk,  Robert  Elice,  William  Habington,  Roger  Lort, 
Thoma    Elice,  and  the  Honourable  Henry  Howard. 

From  this  time  he  was  a  conftant  attendant  on  the  Court,  where  he  was  highly  regarded  by 
the  Earl  of  Dorfet,  Lord  Treafiirer  Wefton,  and  other  perfons  of  diftindlion,  and  very  mnch  ca- 
reflcd  by  Carcw,  Suckling,  Honourable  Henry  Howard,  Endyniion  Porter,  Efq,.  Henry  Jermyn, 
Efg.  afterwards  Ear]  of  St.  Albans,  and  alf  the  great  wits  of  that  time. 

Within  this  period  he  wrote  feveral  plays,  which  were  licenfed  by  the  MaOer  of  the  Revels,  in 
the  following  order;  The  Colonel,  July  2Z.  \h%^,— Toe  J ufi  Italian,  Oftober  a.  1629,— T/^f  IVh,, 
I  January  19  1633-4, — Love  and  Honour,  November  20.  1634, — News  from  Plynwuih,  Auguft  I. 
i6.J5, — Platonic  Lovers,  November  16-  1635, —  Unfortunate  Lovers,  April  16.  1638, — Fair  Favourite, 
November  17,  165 S, —  The  Spanifh  Lovers,  November  30.  1639;  probably  the  play  which  in  his 
works  is  called  The  Difrejjis. 

He  contributed  alfo  feveral  mafc[ues  for  the  entertainment  <  f  the  Court,  which  were  exhibited  in 
the  following  order:  The  Temple  of  Love,  1634;  The  Trivmbhs  of  the  Prince  -D-A»-our,  1635; 
Britannia  Triuntphans,  1637;  Saltnacida  Spolia,  1*39  ;  printed  without  any  aurhor's  name,  but  writ- 
ten by  Davenant.     "  Coelum  Britannicum,"  arranged  among  his  works,  was  written  by  Carew. 

The  reprefentation  of  his  dramatic  pieces,  which  were  in  general  well  received,  procured  him 
a  confiderable  acceffiou  of  perfonal  rntereft,  and  the  peculiar  patronage  of  the  Qneen,  by  whofe  re- 
commendation, he  was  promoted  to  the  laurel,  which  was  vacant  by  the  death  of  Jonfon,  in  Au<- 
guft  1637,  in  oppofition  to  the  pretenfions  of  May,"  the  Engiifli  Lucan,  who  was  countenaaced  by 
Charles  1.  both  a  judge  and  patron  of  poetry. 

It  has  been  commonly  underftood,  that  he  received  this  favour  from  the  crown,  immediately 
after  the  death  of  Jonfon  ;  but  it  appears  that  he  was  not  appointed  Poet-Laureat,  till  December  ij. 
S638,  fixtcen  morchs  afterwards,  when  he  obtained  from  his  Majefty  a  grant  of  an  aonuity  of 
icol.  per  annum,  which  he  enjoyed  as  FoetLEureat,  till  his  death. 

He  repaid  this  mark  of  the  royat  favour  by  continuing  to  dire<5t  the  diverfinns  of  the  Court,  as 
lorg  as  the  troubles  of  thofe  times  would  permit ;  and  by  dcmonftrating  his  ardent  gratitude  and  ui*- 
Shaken'  zeal  for  the  caufe  of  the  Royal  Family,  as  fcon  as  the  war  broke  out  between  the  King  and 
the  Parliament. 

Some  time  within  this  period,  he  publifhrd  the  firfl  edition  of  his  Mifcellaneous  Poems,  confifling 
cf  AddrefTes  to  his  Patrons,  New  Years  Compliments  to  the  Queen,  and  other  things  of  a  like  nature. 

In  May  1641,  he  was  accufed  to  the  Parliament  of  beiug  concerned  in  a  dcfign  for  feducingf 
the  army  from  their  adherence  to  parliamentary  authority;  and  a  prcclama-tion  being  ifliied  for  ap- 
prehending- him,  he  was  arrefled,  and  committed  to  the  cuftody  of  a  ferjeaat  at  arms.  In  the 
month  of  July  f'.Ilowing,  he  was  bailed,  and  foon  after  found  it  necefiary  for  him  to  withdraw  to 
France  ;  where  he  continued  for  fome  time.  He  afterwards  retv.rned  to  England,  with  fome  mili- 
tary ftorcs,  which  the  Queen  fert  over  for  the  Murquis  of  Newcaftiii's  army,  and  offering  his  fer- 
•vice  to  his  Lordfhip,  who  was  birafelf  a  drr.matift,  and  his  old  friend  and  patron,  he  was  appointed 
by  him  Lieurcnant-General  of  his  Ordnance. 

In  his  military  capacity,  he  appears  to  have  behaved  v.'ell;  for,  at  the  ^^cgt:  of  Gloucefler,  in  Sep>- 
tember,  1643,  he  received  the  honottr  of  knighthood  from  the  king,  as  an  acknowledgment  of  his 
braver)'  and  fignal  fervicps. 

On  the  decline  of  the  Royafifts,  whofe  caufe  he  had  efpoufed,  he  fought  refuge  in  France,  where 
he  embraced  the  Popifh  religion,  and  was  well  received  by  the  e^ueen,  and  taken  much  into  her 
confidence. 

In  the  fummer  of  1646,  he  was  fent,  by  advice  from  the  queen,  to  perfuade  King  Charles  f» 
comply  with  fome  tcmporifing  ftcps,  which  flic  couf.dcred  as  iieceifary  to  his  interefls,  and  particu- 
la  ar  7,  to  give  up  the  church. 

Chrendon,  who  was  his. intimate  friend,  has  given  a  full  account  of  this  tranfaflion  [Hijl,  Reh. 
P-  495;]  though  not  mnch  to  hig  advantage,  yet  with  all  the  tcnderncfs  due  to  his  acknowledged 
fenfe  of  Davenant's  good  intentions. 

He  appears  to  have  been  impertinently  forward  on  the  occafion ;  and  was  difmifled  the  roya-l 
pfcjfence,  with  unufual  reprchenfioa. 
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■      Vnori  hii  return  to  PaTi^  to  gr^e  .n  account  of  his  ill  hcceh  to  thofe  .vho  fent  hinr,  he  projedled 
fhe  plan  of  his  GonM.rt,  an  heroic  poem  of  a  nesv  kind,  the  tsvo  firft  bo  As  of  ^.hich  he  fin.Ihed 
at  the  Louvre,  where  he  lived  With  his  friend  Henry  Jermyn,  Efq.  ;  and, "  being  very  fond  of  ta.m,^ 
fays  Wood.  "  did  print  then,  [1651]  with  a  large  epiftle  to  H.>bbes  of  Mahn.ll.ury,  and  Hobbes  s 
excellent  epiftle  to  him,  before.them,"  together  with  commendatory  verfes  by  Covrley  and  Waller 

It  wa.  attacked,  in  a  fatirical  pamphlet,  by  Denham,  Sir  Allen  Brodef  ick,  and  other  wits  of  the 
kind's  little  Court,  under  the  following  ftle,  «  Certain  Verfes,  written  by  feveral  of  the  Author  S 
Frilnd's,  to  be  reprinted  with  the  Second  Edition  -f  Gond.bert.*'     London.  1653. 

An  anfwer  was  returned  by  Davenant,  with  fome  temper,  in  a  fimilar  vein,  int.rled,  «  The  In. 
cmparabh  Po,m  6f  Gondiiert,  vmdhatcd  from  tU  VVU-CahaU  of  four  Ef quires,  Glinias,  Dametas,  Sanoho, 
hnd  Jack  Pudding:"      London,!  65  5. 

There  is  a  copy  of  verfes,  albding  to  this  circumflance,  in  «  Hov^rell's  Poems,"  1664,  F-  loj,  wi- 
titled,  "  Of  fome  who  blending  their  brains  together,  plotted  how  to  befpatter  one  of  the  mufes 
choiceft  fons  and  fervants.  Sir  W.  Davenant,  knight  and  poet." 

In  1648,  he  publiHied  a  feeond  edtiion  of  his  Mifcdlaneous  Poems  in  8vo,  with  his  Madagafcar, 
addrefr<-d  to  Prince  Rupert,  which  .^as  certainly  written,  and  probably  printed  f«  years  before,  aS 
appears  by  the  commendatory  verfes  prefixed  by  Suckling.  The  dedicatory  infeription,  to  Endymim 
Porter  and  Henry  Jermyn,  is  very  fingular  and  laudable. 

In  1630  he,  at  the  inftigation  of  the  Q^ueen,  colkacd  a  body  of  unemployed  artificers^  aqd,  by 
permiffion  of  the  French  King,  fet  fail  for  the  loyal  colony  of  Virginia. 

He  was,  however,  intercepted  by  a  (hip,  belonging  to  the  parliament,  and  fent  a  prifoner  to 
Cov-'es  Caftle,  in  the  Ifle  of  Wight. 

Here,  with  great  manlinefs  of  mirid,  he  alleviated  the  tedionfnefs  of  confinement,  by  contmuing 
iiis  heroic  poem;  and.  having  Written  about  the  half  of  the  third  book,  he  thought  fit  to  ttop  fhorE 
again,  finding  himfelf,  as  he  imagined,  "  under  the  (hadow  of  death." 
^The  Parliament  having  delivered  him  over,  by  an  ordinance,  to  be  tried  by  a  High-Commiffion 
Courts  he  was  removed  To  the  Tower  of  London,  and  for  fome  time  his  life  was  in  danger;  not 
is  it  certainly  known  how  it  was  faved. 

Aubrey  in  his  IVISS.  fays,  that  it  vsras  owing  to  the  iriterpcfition  of  two  aldermen  of  York, 
^.hom  he  had  taken  in  his  military  capacity,  under  the  Marquis  of  Newcaftle,  and  to  whom  he 
not  only  extended  every  indulgence  ;  but,  upon  thHr  being  either  unable  or  unwilling  to  pay  their 
ranfom,  he  ftudioufiy  gave  an  opportunity  of  efcaping. 

Thefe  nien,  it  is  faid,  on  hearing  that  his  life  was  iii  danger,  hailened  to  town,  and  interceded 
for  him  fo  effldaaily,  as  to  obtain,  by  the  favour  of  Lord  Keeper  Whitclocke,  his  pardon,  and  after- 
wards his  liberty. 

Dr.  Ne%vton  attributes  his  acquittal  to  the  interference  of  Milton,  whofe  intereft  wa^  powerful 
at  that  time  ;  and  who,  at  the  reftoration,  received  a  fimilar  piece  of  fervice  from  Davenant,  for 
which  his  country  owfe|  him  everlaftiRg  gratitude.- 

Wood  mentions  the  mediation  of  Milton  and  the  two  alderrhen,  as  being  jointly  employed  in 
Jjreferving  him  from  the  violence  of  party  rage. 

On  obtaiiiing  his  liberty,  he  fet  about  refloritig  to  notice,  the  infulted  altars  of  the  Mufes,  which, 
tvhen  we  take  into  the  account  the  fcverity  and  gloOriiinefs  of  the  times,  required  no  inconfiderable 
fhare  both  of  fc.rtitude  and  addrcfs. 

Plays  were  abfolutely  prohibited.  At  laft,  however,  he  partial!*  accomplifned  his  ehds,-  by  open- 
ing a  theatre  at  Rutland-Houfe,  under  the  aufplces  of  Lord  Keeper  ^'tOiitelocke.'Sir  John  Maynard, 
and  other  men  of  tafte  and  learning;  and  eshibired  a  fpecies  of  dramatic  interlr.des.  called  EnU-r- 
tirtdinments,  haftily  got  up  for  the  occafion,  and  formed  partly  ftora  the  Italian,  and  partly  from  th<s 

French  ftyle. 

tiis  fi'r/l  Day's  Entertainmsnt  at  Rutla:id-  Fotfe,  by  Declamation  and  Mufic  after  the  Manner  of  the  An. 
dents,  was  performed  May  ai.  1656  ;  and,  bring  well  received,  he  grew  bolder  by  fwccefs,  and  pro- 
eliiced  feveral  reguUr  plays,  whidh  were  exhibited  in  the  following  order :  The  Siege  ef  Rhodes^ 
l6j6,  The  Cruelty  of  the  Spdniardi  iii  Peru,  t  ScS,  The  Hil^6l-y' of  Sir  Francis  Drake,  1659,  Ent€rtain- 
hients,  and  Tlje  Fair  Favourite,  a  tragi- comedy,  La-w  a^ai.-f!  Lov.-rs,  z  tragi-comedy.  Play-baiffe  tt  U 
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Let,  a  drama  of  five  3.S.1,  each  being  a  diftindl  performance,  The  Siege,  a  iragl-comeJ}',   Th  Dif- 

irr-ffes,    a  tragedy.     Thcfe  plays  were  afterwards  revifed,  and  printed  in  1473. 

Soon  after  the  reftoration,  he  obtained  a  patent  for  the  reprefentatlon  of  dramatic  pieces,  under 
the  title  of  the  Duke's  Comj*any,  of  the  theatre  in  Lincohi's-lnn-Ficlds. 

In  Spring  i66j,  he  opened  the  Duke's  theatre  with  his  Siege  of  Rhodes,  which  he  had  reviewed 
End  made  a  regular  drama ;  and  in  which  he  introduced,  for  the  firft  time,  on  a  public  theatre,  fe- 
n-:ale  performers,  and  painted  fcenery. 

He  afterwards  produced  The  Ri-vjis,  a  comedy,  in  which  is  the  famous  ballad,  "  My  lodging  is 
on  the  cold  groUnd,"  printed  in  1660,  but  not  inierted  in  his  works.  The  Mans  the  Majler,  a  come- 
dy, Macbeth,  a  tragedy,  altered  from  Shakfpeare,  and  joined  with  Dryden  in  The  Tempejl,  or  Tlte 
Imh.inted  IJland,  an  alteration  from  Shakfpeare,  which  was  his  laft  performance. 

He  died  at  his  houfe  in  Little  Lincoln's-Inn-Fields,  on  the  7th  of  April  \(.(i%,  in  the  64th  year 
of  his  age,  and  was  interred  in  Weftminfler  Abbey.  On  his  grave  flone  is  infcribed,  in  imitation 
of  Jonfon's  fhort  epitaph,  O  rare  Sir  William  Davenant  1 

"  His  firft  lady,"  fays  Aubrey,  "  was  Dr s  daughter,  phyfician,  by  whom  he  had  a  very 

beautiful  and  ingenious  fon,  that  died  above  twenty  years  fince.  Hisfecond  lady  was  daughter  of ^ 

by  whom  he  had  fcveral  children.  I  faw  fome  very  young  ones  at  the  funeral.  His  eldeft  is 
Ci^arles  Davenant,  the  dodlor,  who  inherits  his  father's  beauty  and  fancy.  He  pracSifes  at  Doctor's 
Gonimons.  He  wrote  a  play,  called  Circe,  which  has  taken  very  well."  He  is  better  known  as 
a  moft  valuable  political  writer.  In  1771,  were  publiCied  in  5  vols.  8vo,  "  The  political  and 
commerical  works  of  that  celebrated  writer  Charles  Davenant,  LLD.  colleifted  and  revifed  by  Sir 
Charles  Whitworth,  M.  P."  a  publication  which  has  greatly  contributed  to  the  dlffufion  and  utility 
of  his  writings.  His  youngeft  fon,  William,  was  bred  to  the  Church,  and  beneficed  in  Surrey, 
2nd  unfortunately  drowned  in  France  in  1681.  He  tranCated  M.  la  Mothe  le  Vayer's  "  ani- 
madverficns  on  the  famous  Greek  and  Latin  Hiftorians,"  printed  at  Oxford,  8vo.  1698. 

His  works,  conflfting  of  his  Plays,  Gondibert,  Madagafcar,  and  Mifcellaneous  Poems,  were  collecfted 
and  publiihed  by  Henry  Kerringman,  in  one  volume  foiio,  in  1673,  and  dedicated  by  his  widow  to 
the  Duke  of  York. 

At  prefent,  noHe  of  his  plays  keep  the  flage,  though  fome  of  th:m  highly  deferve  the  notice  of 
the  public ;  and  no  edition  of  his  poems  has  been  given  in  a  hundred  and  twenty  years.  His  Gon- 
dibert and  Madagafcar,  with  a  fmall  feledlion  from  the  mafs  of  his  mifcellaneous  poetry,  is  now,  for 
the  Srft  time,  received  into  a  coile<51;ion  of  claflical  Englifn  poetry. 

.Amidfl:  the  various  avocations  which  a  life  of  incident  fubjedled  him  to,  the  mind  of  Davenant 
niuft  have  been  fingularly  fertile,  and  his  wit  peculiarly  ready,  or  we  fhould  not  have  had  fuch  a 
bulky  colleclion  as  hib  works  afford  us.  He  appears  to  have  been  engaged  in  a  vaiiety  of  contra- 
c.i<5lory  charaiSlers.  He  was,  by  turns,  a  foldicr,  a  projeflor,  an  envoy,  a  manager,  and  a  wit.  As 
a  man,  his  charadcr  appears  to  have  been,  in  every  refpscfl,  perfedly  amiable :  honour,  courage, 
gratitude,  integrity,  genius,  and  vivacity,  feem  to  have  been  the  predominant  features  of  his  mind. 

All  his  biographers  allow  that  he  was  very  handfome,  and  very  amorous;  and  it  appears  that  he 
was  fo  unlucky  as  to  carry  the  tokens  of  his  irregular  gallantries  in  the  depreffion  of  his  nofe,  which 
fcccame  the  fubjeA  of  much  raillery  among  the  contemporary  wits.  Wood  fays  that  this  accident 
arofe  from  his  familiarity  with  "  a  handfome  black  girl  in  Axe-yard,  Weftminfter,  on  whom  lie 
thought  when  he  fpoke  of  Dalga  in  his  Gondibert"  \_B.  III.  Can.  VI.  St.  xxxi.].  It  mufl  have  hap- 
pened pretty  early  in  li^e,  fince  it  is  mentioned  by  Suckling  in  his  "  Scfljon  of  the  Poets,"  wh» 
4;iltr»  from  Wood  in  faying  that  it  happened  in  France  : 

Will.  Davenant,  alhamed  of  a  foolifh  mlfchance 
That  he  had  got  lately  travelling  in  France, 
Modeftly  hop'd  the  handfomenefs  of 's  mufe, 
iVlight  any  deformity  about  him  excufe. 
Surely  the  company  had  been  content 
I'  they  could  have  found  any  precedent; 
■  But  in  all  their  records,  in  verfe  or  in  profe, 
'l"here  was  npne  of  a  laurcat  who  wair.ed  a  nofc, 
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i5r.  Johnfon,  fpeaking'  of  the  "  Rehearful,"  obferves,  "  that  this  farce  was  originally  intended 
agaiuft  Davenant,  who,  in  the  firft,  draught,  was  charadlerifed  by  the  name  of  Bilboa.  There  is 
tone  paffage  in  the  "  Rehearfal"  flill  remaining,  which  feems  to  have  related  originally  to  Dave- 
tiant.  Bayes  hurts  his  nofc,  and  comes  in  wiih  brown  paper  applied  to  the  bruife.  How  this  af- 
fefted  Dryden  does  not  appear.  Davenant's  nofe  had  fuffered  fuch  diminution,  that  a  patch  upon 
that  part  evidently  denoted  him."  Sir  Robert  Howard  is  alfo  faid  to  have  been  originally  charac-  ' 
terized  by  the  name  of  Bilboa. 

As  a  dramatift,  Davenant's  rank  feems  as  yet  undetermined.  He  certainly  yields  to  none  of  his 
fcontempotaries,  except  Dryden,  Etherege,  Otway,  and  Lee.  His  numerous  dramas  have  had  their 
day,  and  are  forgotten.  His  Entertainments,  which  were  fufficiently  well  intended  as  fubflitutes  for 
better  things,  did  but  make  way  fur  and  announce  the  inundation  of  paltry  puppet-fhews  and 
rhyming  tragedies  which  accompanied  Cliarles  and  the  Reftoration,  and  corrupted  the  fources  of 
public  tafte.  Some  good  confequences,  however,  refulted  to  the  ftage  from  the  hand  of  Davenant : 
He  was  the  firft,  who,  after  the  Reftoration,  introduced  painted  fcenery,  and  filled  the  properry- 
room  with  that  apparatus  which  before  had  been  fo  much  wanting,  and  which  adds  brilliancy  and 
refpedt  to  a  theacre.  Through  his  means  the  celebrated  Betterton  was  brought  more  immediately 
forward  to  the  eye  of  the  public.  We  are  indebted  to  him  for  the  great  addition  the  ftage  has  re- 
ceived in  the  adoption  of  women,  as  all  female  charaflers  were,  before  his  time,  fuftained  by  young 
men.  "  I  found  him,"  fays  Dryden  in  his  preface  to  the  Tevrp'-Jl,  "  of  fo  quick  a  fancy,  that  no- 
thing was  propofed  to  him  on  which  he  could  not  quickly  produce  a  thought  extremely  pleafant 
and  furprifing.  And,  as  his  fancy  was  quick,  fo  likewife  were  the  produdis  of  it  remote  and  new. 
He  borrowed  not  of  any  other,  and  his  imaginatinns  were  fuch  as  could  not  eafily  enter  into  any 
ether  man.  His  correcStions  were  fober  and  judicious  ;  and  be  corredted  his  own  writings  muchi 
more  feverely  than  thofe  of  another  man,  bellowing  twice  the  time  and  labour  in  polifhing,  which 
he  ufed  in  invention." 

As  a  poet,  the  reputation  of  Davenant  depends  chiefly  on  his  Gondibert.  His  Madagafcar  has  IjeeB 
praifed  by  Suckling  and  other  wits,  at  leal^  as  much  as  it  deferves.  It  has  fonie  vigorous  pafiages 
and  fome  happy  lines.  His  occafional  poems  have  many  beauties  of  fentiment  and  exoreflion,  with 
many  defeds  of  flyle,  and  many  thoughts  which,  in  this  cold  age,  will  be  termed  conceits,  though 
they  only  diftinguilh  wit  and  poetry  from  plain  fenfe  and  profe.  The  verfification  fomctimes  of- 
fends the  ear,  but  the  candour,  gratitude,  tendernefs,  friendihip,  and  good  nature,  exptcffed  in  then^, 
make  fufficient  amends  for  the  roughnefs  of  feme,  and  the  want  of  eafe  and  nerfpicuity  in  others. 
His  Elegies  and  Epitaphs  may  be  read  with  pleafure.  The  Burkfque  EpijlU  has  the  humour  and  plea- 
fantry  of  the  burlefque  pieces  of  his  friend  Butler,  and  Cotton,  an  original  writer,  whofe  accidental 
exclufion  from  this  collevftion  is  to  be  regretted.  The  verfes.  To  the  ^een,  entertained  at  Nr^bt  by  ifii 
Countefs  of  /ngiefey,  deferve  particular  commendaticn,  for  cafe  and  uninttrtuptsd  I'weetnefs  of  flow, 
pope  feems  to  have  been  fully  fenfible  of  their  merit. 

Smooth  as  the  face  of  waters  firft;  appear'd  ; 
Ere  tides  began  to  ftrive,  or  winds  were  heard  J 
Kind  as  the  willing  faints,  and  calmer  far 
Than  in  their  flceps  forgiven  hermits  are. 


Thus  Pope : 
Again, 


Still  as  the  fea,  ere  winds  were  taught  to  blow. 

Soft  as  the  llumbers  of  a  faint  forgiven.  Eloifa. 
The  epic  poem  of  Gondibert  is  unqueflionably  the  nobleft  produdii'on  of  his  genius ;  and  would  dm 
honour  to  any  writer  of  any  age  or  country.  The  fate  which  It  has  experienced  conveys  reproach 
upon  the  Inconftancy  of  national  tafle.  When  it  was  firft  publilhed,  it  was  condemned  by  fome 
perfons  and  applauded  by  others;  fo,  among  the  critics  of  the  prefent  day,  it  has  met  with  both 
cenfurers  and  defenders.  Several  of  our  moft  eminent  critics  have  condemned  Cond'.her!,  merely  be- 
caufe  it  does  not  correfpond  with  their  refpedlive  fyftems. 

:    Mr.  Hayley,  in  his  "  Eplftles  on  Epic  Poetry,"  has  fpoken  of  it  with  a  fcvciity  which  wc  d» 
BO^  ufually  and  in  that  elegant  writer  : 

Poor  Davenant  march'd  before,  with  nobler  aim, 

iiis  keen  eye  fis'd  upon  the  pala^  gf  fame ; 


f6i  T  H  E    L  I F  E    O  F    D  A  V  E  N  A  N  T. 

But  cruel  Fnrtiinc  doom'd  him  to  rehearfe 

A  tlieme  ill-chofen,  in  ill-chofen  verfe.     Efi.  TIT. 

In  the  note*  to  "  Epiille  V."  he  obferves  :  "  The  epic  poems,  both  of  Davcnant  and  Voltaire, 
."  Difcourfe  iipon  have  fufficient  defedts  to  account  for  any  negle>fl:  which  may  be  their  lot." 

"  Dr.  Blackvvell,  Mr.  Granger,  and  Dr.  Knox,  are  on  the  unfavourable  fide  of  the  qiieflion. 
Their  fentence  has  been  paffcd  in  fliort  and  incidental  remarks.  The  objedions  of  Dr.  Hurd  in  his 
Poeeital  Imitation,"  are  more  important  : 

"  When  a  writer,"  fays  that  learned  and  elegant  critic,  "  who  is  driven  by  fo  many  powerful 
motives  to  the  imiyition  of  preceding  model';,  revolts  againd  them  all,  and  determines  at  any  Tdts 
to  be  original,  nothing  can  be  expeAed  but  an  aulavard  {training  in  every  thing.  Improper  method, 
/orced  conceits,  and  afftffed  eyprejjion,  are  the  certain  iffue  bf  fuch  obftinacy.  Let  me  exemplify  what 
has  been  here  faid  in  the  cafe  of  a  verj'  eminent  perfon,  who,  with  all  the  advantages  of  art  and 
nature,  that  could  be  required  to  adorn  the  true  poet,  .was  ruined  by  this  fingle  error.  The  perfdu 
)  n-ican  was  Sir  William  Davenant  ;  whofe  Govdihert  will  remain  a  perpetual  monument  of  the  mif- 
chiefs  which  muft  ever  arife  from  the  alTcftation  of  originality,  in  lettered  and  polite  poets. 

/"  The  gteat  author,  when  he  prnje(5led  his  plan  of  an  heroic  poem,  was  fo  far  from  intending 
to  fteer  his  courfe  by  exan:ple,  that  he  fets  out,  in  his  preface,  with  upbraiding  the  followers  of 
Komer,  as  a  bafe  and  timorous  crew  of  coajl^rs,  who  would  not  adventure  to  launch  forth  on  the 
ccean  of  invention.  He  profcffedly  makes  his  own  merit  to  confift  in  '  an  endeav.)ur  to  lead  truth 
through  unfrequented  and  new  ways,  and  from  the  mofl.  remote  (hades,  by  reprtfenting  natur?^ 
though  not  in  an  afFetfted,  yet  in  an  unufual  drefs.'  Thefe  were  the  principles  he  went  upon  ;• 
Jet  us  now  attend  to  the  fucref^  of  his  endeavours. 

•'  The  method  of  his  work  is  dc/ediive  in  many  rcfped^s.  For  Inftance,  in  the  two  following. 
Obferving  the  large  conipafs  of  the  ancient  epic,  for  which  he  faW  no  cauTe  in  nature,  arid  which 
he  fuppofed  had  been  followed  merely  from  a  blind  deference  to  the  auMiority  of  the  firft  model, 
he  refolved  to  conftrudt  an  heroic  poem  in  the  narrower,  and,  as  he  conceived,  jufter  plan  of  the 
dramatic  poems.  Apd,  becaufe  it  was  their  pracStice,  for  the  purpofe  of  ra'/tng  the pajpons,  by  a 
clofe  accelerated  plot,  and  for  the  convenience  of  reprefintation,  to  conclude  their  fuhjedl  in  fve  nils^ 
he  afTfifts  to  reftraiu  himfelf  within  the  fame  limits.  The  event  was,  that  by  cutting  himfclf  olT,- 
ty  this  means,  from  the  opportunity  of  digrtffive  ornaments,  which  contribute  fo  much  to  the 
pomp  of  tlie  epic  poetry  ;  and  what  is  more  effential.  from  the  advantage  of  the  mofl:  gradiral  aPid 
circiimftantial  narration,  which  gives  an  air  of  truth  and  reality  to  the  fable,  he  failed  in  obtaining 
the  proper  end  of  this  poem,  admiration,  produced  by  a  grandeur  of  defign  and  variety  of  important 
incidents,  and  fuftained  by  all  the  energy  and  minute  particularity  of  dtfcription. 

"  It  was  cirential  to  the  epos  to  raife  and  exalt  the  fable  by  the  intrrvention  oi fxptrnatjral  cgenc^. 
This,  again,  the  poet  miftook  for  the  pre]\vdice.  of  the  aifc(5i;ed  imitation  of  Homer,  '  whu  had  fi> 
often  led  them  into  heaven  and  hell,  till  by  converfation  with  God  and  ghnfts,  they  fomctime^ 
deprive  us  of  thofc  natural  probabilities  in  flory,  which  are  inftrucftive  to  human  life.'  Here, 
then,  he  would  needs  be  original :  and  {o,  by  recording  only  the  affairs  of  men,  hath  .*'airly  omitted 
a  neceffary  part  of  the  epic  plan,  and  that  which,  of  all  oth-jrs,  h.nd  given  the  grtatefl  flate  and 
inagnificen;ce  to  its  ronflrudlion.  Yet  here,  to  do  him  juftice,  one  thing  deferves  our  commenda- 
tion. It  had  been  the  way  of  the  Italian  romancers,  who  were  at  th^t  time  the  bell  poets,  to  run 
very  much  into  prodigy  and  enchantment.  '  Not  only  t(i  exceed  the  loork,  but  alfo  the  poffibility 
rf  nature,  they  would  have  impenetrable  armours,  iiichanted  cafties,  invulnerable  bodies,  iron  men, 
flying  horfes,  and  a  thoufatid  other  things,  which  are  eafily  feigned  by  them"  th«  dare.'  Tliefe 
conceits,  he  rightly  faw,  had  too  fiender  a  foBndatinn  in  the  feriou-;  belief  of  his  age,  to  jufdfy  » 
relation  of  them.  Ami,  had  he  only  dfopped  thefe,  his  con  do  ft  had  been  without  blame.  But^- 
9s  it  is  the  weaknt!fs  of  huinan  nature,  the  obfervation  of  this  extreme  determined  bins  to  the  cthery 
•f  admitting  nothing,  however  well  eflablilhed  in  the  general  opinion,  that  \v&?.fupernaiinal. 

"  And  as  here  he  did  too  much,  fo,  i>  anorher'refpeft,  it  may  be  obferved,  he  did  too  little.' 
The  romancers,  before  fpoken  of,,  had  carried  their  notior>f  oi  galJantry  irt  ordinary  life,  a^  high,  as 
they  have  done  thofe  preternatural  agencies,  ic  their  marvellof.s  fidions.  Yet  here  this  original  gevim, 
V.ho  was  not  to  be  licM  by  the  fniiddes  of  fuperfli:ion,  fufiered  hinifeif  to  he  cntriippeJ  in  the 
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fflkrn  net  of  /nw  encl  ho'iout  ;  and  fo  hath  adopted,  in  his  draught  of  charaBers,  that  elevation  of 
I'en'iment  which  a  change  of  manners  could  not  but  difpofe  the  reader  to  regard  as  favtajlic  in  the 
Gothic  romance ;  at  the  fame  time,  that  he  rejedled  what  had  the  trucft  grace  in  the  ancient  epic, 
zfober  intermixture  of  relii^ion. 

"  The  execution  of  this  poem  was  anfwerahle  to  the  general  method.  HU  feittiments  are  frequently 
forced,  and  fo  tortared  by  an  afrc(9:ation  of  wit,  that  every  Hat^za  hath  the  air  of  an  epigram.  And 
the  efrejron  in  which  he  clothes  them,  is  fo  quaint  and  figurative,  as  turns  his  defcription  almoft 
into  a  Continued  riddle.  ^ 

"  Such  was  the  cffe61;  of  a  ftudious  aifeiftation  of  originality,  in  a  writer,  who,  but  far  this  mif- 
condu(5]:,  had  been  in  the  firft  rank  of  our  poets.  His  endeavour  was  to  keep  clear  of  the  models, 
in  which  his  youth  had  been  inilruded,  aiid  which  he  perfedlly  undcrftood.  And  in  thi«,  indeed, 
he  fucceeded.  But  the  fucccfs  lofl  him  the  pilV^fiion  of,  what  his  great  foul  fecnis  to  have  beec 
full  of,  a  true  and  permanent  glory,  which  hath  ever  arifen,  and  can  only  arife  from  the  unambi- 
tious fimpHcity  of  nature,  contemplated  in  her  own  proper  form,  or,  by  njleiiion,  in  tiie  faithful  mirro5f 
of  thofe  very  mcd'ils  he  £>  much  dreaded." 

While  the  prefent  writer  ftrongly  feels  the  force  of  the  fentiments  which  are  here  advanced,  ji 
is  no  fmall  pleafure  to  him  that  fo  much  juflice  is  d-Mie  to  Davenant's  great  abilities.  If  he  had 
not  purfued  a  miftaken  plan,  it  is  allovi^ed  by  Dr.  Hurd,  that  he  would  have  been  in  the  fiifl  rank 
of  our  poets. 

With  all  its  faults,  Gi.ndihert  has  Hill  its  fincere  and  ardent  admirers. 

Mr  Headley  has  particularly  dilUnguifhed  himfelf  in  its  behalf.  "  It  is  to  his  Gondihcri^  fay» 
that  amiable  and  ingenious  writer,  "  that  Davcnant  has  to  trtift  for  his  fame  ;  and  it  particularly 
merits  a  re-publication.  From  its  total  rrje<2 ion  of  fupernatural  agency,  it  has  afforded  the  critics 
an  ample  fubjetft  of  contention.  After  all,  \t.  feems  but  candid  to  examine  every  work  by  thofe 
rules  which  the  author  prcfcribcd  ulmfelf  in  the  compofing  of  it ;  every  contrary  ftep  is  but  trying 
a  man  of  one  country  by  the  la'.vs  of  another.  What  right  have  we,  therefore,  to  be  offended  at 
not  findiiTg  the  critical  a6is  pafTed  by  Ariftotle  originally,  and  re-echoed  by  Boflu  and  the  French 
critics,  rigidly  obferved,  when  it  was  the  aiitWr's  prof  effed  intention  to  write  without  them.  We 
may,  with  the  fame  propriety,  accufe  Shakfpeare  for  not  adhering  to  the  unities.  It  was  Dave- 
nant's  intention  to  make  an  experiment,  and  let  him  be  heard  in  his  own  words  :  '  If  I  be  accufed 
of  innovation,  or  to  have  trarifgreiTed  againll:  the  method  of  the  ancients,  I  fhall  think  m-yfetf  fecurfe. 
in  believing,  that  a  poet,  who  hath  wrought  with  his  own  inlirnments  at  a  new  defign,  is  no  more 
anfwerable  fer  diibbedicncc  to  predecrfTirs,  than  law-makers  are  liable  to  thofe  laws  which  them- 
felves  have  repealed,'  In  Bifhop  [lurd  he  has  found  a  formidable  accufcr.  Yet,  f  fuppofing  hitn 
amenable  to  a  court  of  criticifm)  many  palliations  may  be  urged  ia  his  defence.  There  can  fcarca 
fubfift  a  doubt,  but  thnt,  in  denying  himfelf  the  opportunity  of  indulging  his  fancy  in  the  appen- 
dages of  Divine  affiftancc,  the  dignity  of  the  poem  has  been  confiderably  diminiihed  ;  yet,  if  we 
rccoliedt  the  fituation  he  flood  in  as  to  time,  it  will  appear  that  his  condu(3:  did  not  refult  frnra 
a  pcrverfe  and  afFe«Sed  drstermlnation  of  deviating  from  rules  long  eflabhfhed,  and  long  approved, 
but  from  a  ferlous  and  fenfible  convi(ftIon,  that  fuch  machinery  as  thofe  rules  fupplied  him  with, 
was  no  longer  pra-Slicable.  The  fpirit  of  common  fenfe,  which  in  his  day  began  to  fljow  itfcl^, 
would  certainly  have  revolted  againfh  Heathen  mythology.  The  Gothic  fyitcin,  wiach  the  Italian 
fchool  prefented  him  with,  was  already  hacknied  and  worn  out,  and  no  longer  foflered  and  kept 
alive  by  the  rclifh  for  chivalry,  which  prevailed  even  when  Spenfer  wrote.  The  religion  of  his 
country  afforded  no  inftance,  that  might  ferve  to  keep  him  in  countenance,  or  juflify  an  applica- 
tion of  fuch  hallowed  materials,  to  fo  light,  and  perhaps  fo  unworthy,  a  purpofe.  Thofe  utiiterj 
objcdlions,  made  (if  T  may  be  allowed  the  cxpreffion)  a  fort  of  poetical  Atheifi:  of  Davenant,  and 
reduced  him  to  the  nectfTity  of  purfaing  a  plan  of  hi'^  own,  and  of  relying  on  the  naturai  powers 
cf  his  genius.  With  his  pen  in  his  hand,  he  fcems  boldly  to  have  exclaimed  with  Mezsntius  : 
"  Dexira  mibi  Deus,  ct  telum  quod  miffile  libro." 

But  Dr.  Aikin  has  mod:  eminentl/  diflinguilhed  himfelf  in  defence  of  Condiiat.  In  him  It  hr>'S 
defervedly  found  a  warm  admirer,  and  a  mod  intelligent  critic,  aud  cn'e  who  has  been  the  firft  t4 
tecomniend  it  to  the  attention  of  the  rtatltrs  tf  £nglilh  poetry. 


5Jn64  the  life  of  DAVENANT^. 

In  his  "  Mifcellaneoi.";  Pieces"  he  has  devoted  a  long  effay  to  Gondihcrt,  in  whUh  he  fuccefsrulljp 
indicates  the  method  of  thf.  poem,  from  the  objedions  of  Dr.  Hurd,  and  exhibits  a  particular  analy&s 
«f  it,  which  does  equal  honour  to  Davenant  and  his  {generous  admirer. 

"  With  refpeA  to  Its  execntioK"  fays  this  candid  and  ingenious  Writer,  "  the  juftice  of  Dr.  Hurd*» 
cenfure  cannot  be  controverted.  The  author's  faulty  f.vftw^/'o;?,  however,  arofe  from  a  fource  diredtly 
contrary  to  the  "  dread  of  imitation."  Imitation  itfelf  led  him  to  it ;  for  almoft  all  the  models  of  po- 
lite literature  exlftinj  in  his  own  country,  and  indeed  in  the  other  poliflied  nations  of  Europe,  were 
«harai9.erifcd  by  the  very  fame  vitiation  of  tafte.  Among  our  own  writers,  it  is  fi.fficient  to  inflance 
Uonne,  Sucklino^,  and  Cowley,  for  this  conftant  affeiSlation  of  wit  and  uncommon  fentiment,  andfor 
a  confequent  obfcurity  of  exprtGion.  Yet  all  thefe,  and  Sir  W.  Davenant,  perhaps,  in' a  more  emi» 
Jient  degree  than  the  reft,  had  for  great  occafions,  above  the  temptation  of  trifling,  a  majeflic  and 
nervous  fimj-liciry,  both  of  thought  and  expreffion;  which,  with  our  more  refined  taHe  and  lan- 
Euage,  we  have  never  been  able  to  equal. 

"  The  meafure  chofen  for  this  poem,  Is  what  we  now  almofl;  confine  to  elegy.  This  choice  do 
jjoi  appear  very  judicious.  A  redundancy  of  thought,  running  out  into  parenthefes,  feems  to  have 
been  produced,  or  at  lead  encouraged  by  the  meafure.  But  I  think  he  has  generally  preferved  a 
iorce  and  majeHy  of  exprelHon."  The  remarks  of  the  fame  able  and  ingenious  writer  on  Book  If. 
CJant.  3.  and  4.  afford  an  agreeable  fpecimen  of  candid  and  judicious  criticifms.  Great  Nature's  Of" 
pee  Nature''s  Narfery,  The  Cabinet  of  Death,  The  Monument  of  Banificd  Minds,  and  The  Tenrples  of 
j^rayer.  Penitence,  and  Praife  in  the  houfe  of  Afiragon,  are  defcribed  with  circumftances  of  peculiar 
atttafilon  and  intercft.     The  pidlure  of  Biriha  is  exquifitely  pleafirg. 

He  concludes  his  mafterly  analyiis,  With  lamenting,  as  every  reader  mufl  do,  the  abrupt  termin- 
aticn  of  the  fiery. 

"  The  plot"  fays  he  "  is  at  length  involved  in  fd  many  intricate,  and  apparently  inextricable  dif- 
jlcultles  that  it  is  icarce  poluble  to  conceive  a  fati^fa<5lory  termi'iation.  Perhaps  the  poet  was  fen- 
jtble  of  a  want  of  power  tb  extricate  himfeif,  and  chofe  thus  to  fuhmit  to  a  voluntary  bankruptcy  of 
jiivetitibn  rather  than  hazard  his  reputation  by  going  farther.  In  his  pofifcript,  indeed,  he  escufes 
timfelf  on  account  of  fickncfs,  and  approachirig  dilTolution.  However  difappointed  we  may  be  by 
his  abrupt  departure  from  fceues  which  he  has  filled  with  confufion,  we  ought  not  to  forget  the 
t/leafures  already  received  from  them.  '  If  (fays  he  to  his  reader,  v.-ith  more  than  the  fpirit  of  i, 
«Jyino-  man)  thou  art  one  of  thofe,  who  has  been  warmed  v.ith  poetic  fire,  f  reverence  thee  as  my 
Wdf^e.'  From  fuch  a  judicature  this  noLU  pagment  would,  I  doubt  not,  acquire  for  him  what  the 
critic  laments  his  having  loft,  "  the  pofftliion  of  that  true  and  permanent  glory,  of  which  his  large 
fcul  appears  to  have  been  full."  What  Davenant  left  undone  has  been  attempted  by  a  writer  of 
inferior  abilities.  In  a  coileftion  of  poems,  profeClng  to  be  ''  The  Mifcellaneous  Works  of  Mr. 
lohn:  Gay  vol.  IV."  printed  in  1 7  73,  a  continuation  of  Gar.dlhert,  in  three  aidditional  cantos,  is  in- 
ferted  under  the  name  of  Gay.  The  impofition  is  undeniable,  but  the  imitation  merits  the  atten- 
tion of  the  admirers  of  Gondllfrfr 

The  preceding  remarks  niuft  convince  every  reader,  that  the  feverity  of  criticlfm  to  which  Gondii 
titrt  has  been  expofed,  has  arifen  more  from  fyftem,  and  learned  prejudice,  than  juflice.  That  the 
icntiments  are  frequently  far-fetched  and  saefled,  and  the  exprcfiions  quaint  and  obfcure,  is  bud  " 
too  obvioully  apparent;  and  thefe  faults,  together  with  the  want  of  harmony  in  the  verification, 
will  fufilciently  account  for  the  negkd  into  which  the  poem  is  fallen,  though  interefling  in  its  ftory, 
zad  thick-fown  with  beauties. 

On  the  whole  (with  the  ezception  that  GondiLert  would  have  received  both  dignity  and  em- 
Belliihment  from  divine  agency,  could  the  adoption  of  any  fuch  fyftem  have  been  pra6licablc)  thi 
writer  of  thefe  prefaces  agrees  with  the  very  liberal  opinions  of  Dr.  Aikin,  whofe  authority  is 
fufTicient  to  juftify  his  endeavours  to  give  this  valuable y>-fi^;r;fn<  an  opportunity  to  make  good  its 
claim  to  notice,  on  the  geni^ral  idea  cf  its  being,  the  work  of  an  elevated  genius,  pregnant  with  a 
rich  ftore  of  free  and  noble  fentiment,  fafhioned  by  an  intimate  commerce  with  the  great  world, 
and  boldly  purluing  an  original,  but  not  an  unJkilful  plan. 


=>sd» 


PREFACE. 


TO  HIS  MUCH  HONOURED  FRIEND,  MR.  HOBBES, 


SIR, 

Since  you  have  done  me  the  honour  to  allow  this 
poem  a  daily  examination,  as  it  was  wiitini;;-,  I  will 
prefume,  now  it  hath  attained  more  length^  to  give 
i'ou  a  longer  trouble ;  that  you  may  yield  me  as 
great  advantages  by  cenfuring  the  method,  as  by 
judging  the  numbers  and  the  matter.  And  becauie 
you  fliall  pals  through  this  new  building  with  more 
eafe  to  your  difquilition,  I  will  acquaint  you  what 
care  I  took  of  my  materials  ere  I  began  to  work. 

_  Eut  firft,  give  me  leave  (remembering  with  what 
clifficuhy  the  world  can  fliow  any  heroic  poem, 
that  in  a  perfedl  glafs  of  nature  gives  us  a  famiiil 
ar  and  eal'y  view  of  ourfelvcs),  to  take  notice  of 
thole  quarrels  which  the  living  have  with  the 
dead  :  and  I  will  (according  as  all  times  have  ap- 
plyed  their  reverence),  begin  v/ith  Homer  ;  who, 
though  he  fcems  to  me  Itaiiding  upon  the  poets 
famous  hill,  like  the  eminent  fea-mark,  by  which 
they  have  in  former  ages  fteered  ;  and  though  he 
ought  not  to  be  removed  from  that  eminence,  left 
poiterity  fhould  prefumptuouily  miltake  their  co'urfe, 
yet  fome  (Oiarply  oblerving  how  his  fucceflors  have 
proceeded  no  farther  than  a  perfeiflion  of  imitatinp- 
him),  fay,  that  as  fea-marks  are  chiefly  ufeful  to 
coalters,  and  ferve  not  thole  who  have  the  ambi- 
tion of  diicoverers,  that  love  to  fail  in  untried  feas, 
fo  he  hath  rather  proved  a  guide  for  thole,  whofe 
fatisfied  wit  will  not  venture  beyond  the  track  of 
others,  than  to  them,  who  afled  a  new  and  remote 
way  of  thinking,  tvho  eftcem  it  a  deficiency  and 
meannefs  of  mind,  to  ftay  and  depend  upon  the  au- 
thority of  example. 

Some  there  are  that  objecfl,  that  even  in  the 
likelihoods  of  ftory  (and  ftory,  wherever  it  feems 
moft  likely,  grows  raoft  pleafant),  he  doth  too 
frequently  intermix  fuch  fables,  as  are  objedls  lift- 
ed above  the  eyes  of  nature  ;  and  as  he  often  in- 
terrogates his  Mufe,  not  as  liis  rational  fpirit,  but 
as  a  familiar,  feparated  from  his  body,  fo  her  re- 
Jjhes  bring  him  where  he  fpends  time  in  immortal 
converfation  ;  whilft,  fupernaturally,  he  doth  often 
advance  his  men  to  the  quality  of  gods,  ai-.d  depofe 
Jus  gods  to  the  condition  of  men. 
'  His  fucceffor  to  fame  (and  confequentlv  to  cen- 
jipc),  IS  Yjrgil ;  whore  loils  nor  yirtue  cannot  free 


him  from  the  peevl/hnefs,  or  rather  curioCty,  oT 
divers  readers.  He  is  upbraided  by  fome  (wh» 
perhaps  are  affedted  antiquaries,  and  make  priori- 
ty of  time  the  meafure  of  excellence),  for  gaining 
his  renown  by  imitation  of  Homer:  whillt  others 
(no  lels  bold  with  that  ancient  guide),  fay,  he  hatk 
lo  often  led  him  into  heaven  and  heli,  till,  by  con- 
verfation  with  gods  and  ghofts,  he  Ibmetimes  de- 
prives us  of  thole  natural  probabilities  in  ftory. 
which  are  inftrudive  to  human'  life  :  And  others 
afnrm  (if  it  be  not  irreverence  to  record  their  opi- 
nion), that  even  in  wit,  he  feems  deficient,  by- 
many  omiftions;  as  if  he  had  deligned  a  penance 
of  gravity  to  himfelf,  and  to  pofterity :  And 
by  their  obferving  that  continued  gravity,  me- 
thinks  they  look  upon  him  as  on  a  m'ulician'coiii- 
pohng  of  anthems ;  whofe  excellence  conlifrs  more 
in  the  lolemnnefs,  than  in  the  fancy;  and  upoa 
the  body  of  his  work,  as  on  the  body  of  a  giant, 
vvhofc  foice  hath  more  ftrcngth  than  quickncfs,  ani 
of  patience  than  aftivity. 

But  thefebold  cenfuiers  are  in  danrer  of  fo  ma- 
ny enemies  ;  as  I  fhall -.vifcly  Ihrink^from  them, 
and  only  obierve,  that  if  any  difciples  of  unimital 
ble  Virgil  can  prove  lo  formal  as' to  efteem  ivit 
(as  it  it  were  levity),  an  imputation  to  the  heroic 
mufe  (by  which  malevolent  word,  nvit,  they  would 
dil'grace  her  extraordinary  height) ;  yet  if  thofe 
grave  judges  v/ill  be  held  wife,  they  muft  endure 
the  tate  of  wife  men,  who  always  have  but  fev>r  of 
their  fociety  ;  for  many  more  than  confift  of  their 
number  (perhaps  not  having  the  fullennefs  to  be  of 
it),  are  taken  with  thofe  bold  flights,  and  think 
it  is  with  the  Mufe  (whofe  noble  quarry  is  men),, 
as  with  the  eagle,  who  when  he  foars  high.ftoopa 
more  prolpcroully,  and  is  inoft  certain  of'his  prey. 
And  furely  poets  (whofe  bufinefs  Ihould  reprefent 
the  world's  true  image  often  to  our  view),  are  not 
lefs  prudent  than  painters  ;  who,  when  they  draw 
landikips,  entertain  not  the  eye  wholly  with  even 
profpedt,  and  a  continued  flat ;  but,  for  variety, 
terminate  the  fight  with  lofty  hills,  whofe  obfcure 
heads  are  fometimes  in  the  clouds. 

Lucan,  who  chofe  to  write  the  greateft  aflions 
that  ever  were  allowed  to  be  true  (which,  for 
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fear  of  contemporary  n^tnefles,  obliged  hiin  to  a 
very  dole  attendariCc  U[>on  fame),  did  not  .'-.bferve 
that  fuch  an  enterpril'e  rather  beleenied  an  hillori- 
an  than  a  poet :  For  wife  poet<;  thirfk  it  more  wor- 
thy to  feek  out  truth  in  the  pafllons,  than  to  record 
the  truth  of  action? ;  and  pratlife  to  defcribe  man- 
kind jufi:  as  we  are  perl'uadtd  or  guided  by  in- 
Itinct;  not  particular  perfons,  as  they  are  lifted,  or 
levelled  by  the  force  of  fate  ;  it  being  nobler  to 
contemplate  the  general  hiftory  of  nature,  than  a 
felrdted  diary  of  fortune  :  And  painters  are  no 
more  than  liiltoiians,  when  tlTX^ydraw  eminent  per- 
fons-(tliongh  they  term  that  drav^/ing  to  the  life) ; 
but  when  by  allembhng  divers  rigures  in  a  larger 
n'ohime,  they  draw  pallions  (thoagh  they  »eyni  it 
but  ftory),  then  they  increafe  in  dignity,  ,and  be- 
come poets. 

I  have  been  thus  iard,  to  call  him  to  account 
for  the  choice  of  his  argument,  not  merely  as  it 
•was  ftcry,  but  becaufe  the  aftions  he  recorded 
iwere  fo  eminent,  and  fo  near  his  time,  that  he 
<ould  not  affill  truth  with  fuch  ornaments  as  po- 
ets, for  ufefuL  pieafure,  have  allowed  her  ;  left  the 
feigned  complexion  might  render  the  true  fuipecl- 
cd.  And  now  1  will  leave  to  others  the  prefump- 
t!on  of  Tueafuring  his  hyperboles ;  by  whole  fpace 
and  height  they  maliciouily  take  the  dimenfionof 
wit;  and  fo  niillake  him  in  his  boiling  youth 
(which  had  marvellous  forces}  as \ve  difreliili exccl- 
'lent  wine,  when  luming  in  the  lee. 

Statius  (with  whom  we  may  conclude  the  old 
heroics),  is  as  accountable  to  fome  for  his  obliga- 
tions to  Virgil,  as  Virgil  is  to  others  for  what  he 
owes  to  Homer;  and  more  clofelj  than  Virgil 
waits  on  Homer,  doth  Statius  attend  Virgil ;  and 
follows  him  there  alio,  where  nature  never  comes, 
even  into  heaven  and  heil :  And  therefore  he  can- 
not efcape  fuch  as  approve  the  wifdom  of  the  beft 
dramatics;  who,  in  reprefentation  of  examples, 
believe  they  prevail  moft  on  our  manners,  when 
they  lay  the  fcene  at  home  in  their  own  country ; 
lb  much  they  avoid  thoie  remote  regions  of  hea- 
ven and  hell :  As  if  the  people  (whom  they  make 
civil  by  an  eai'y  comrpunication  with  rcalon;  and 
familiar  reafon  is  that  which  is  called  the  civility 
t)f  the  Itage),  were  become  more  difjreet  than  to 
tave  their  eyes  perfuaded  by  the  dcfcending  of 
gods  in  gay  clouds,  and  more  manly  than  to  be 
frighted  with  the  riling  of  ghofts  in  fmoke. 

Talfo(who  revived  the  heroic  liame,  after  it  was 
many  ages  quenched),  is  held,  both  in  time  and 
merit,  I  he  firft  of  the  moderns;  an  honour  by  which 
he  gains  not  much,  becaufe  the  number  he  excells 
mull  aeeds  be  few,  which  affords  but  one  fit  to 
fuccced  him ;  for  I  yield  to  their  opinion,  who 
permit  not  Ariofto,  no  not  Du  Bartas,  in  his  emi- 
nent rank  of  the  heroics ;  rather  than  to  make  way 
by  thejr  aJmilllon  for  Dame  Marino,  and  others. 
'Xaflb's  honour,  too,  is  chiefly  allowed  him,  where 
hs  moft  endeavours  to  make  Virgil  his  pattern  : 
And  again,  when  we  confider  from  whom  Virgil's 
fpirit  is  derived,  we  may  obferve  how  rarely  hu- 
man excellence  is  found  ;  for  heroic  poely  (which, 
if  exacl  in  itlislf,  yields  not  to  any  other  human 
V.'ork),  flowed  but  in  few  ;  and  even  thofe  ftreams 
jlefcendcd  but  from  one  Grecian  fpring  :  and  it  is 
y,4h  original  poems,  as  wilh  the  original  pieces  of 


painters,  v.'hofe  copies  abate  the  exceffive  price  ef 
the  f.rft  hand. 

But  Tallb,  though  he  came  late  into  the  world, 
muft  have  his  fliarc  in  that  critical  war,  which  ne- 
ver ceafes  amongft  the  learned  ;  and  he  fcems  moll 
uniortunate,  bccaule  his  errors,  wluch  are  derived 
from  the  ancients,  when  examined,  grow  in  a  great 
degree  excufable  in  them  ;  and  by  being  his,  ad- 
mit no  pardon.  Such  as  are  his  counfel  ailembled. 
in  heaven;  his  wivUies  expeditions  through  the 
air;  and  enchanted  woods,  inhabited  with  ghofts. 
For  though  the  elder  poets  (which  were  then  the 
facred  priefts),  ted  the  vvorld  with  fupernaturaF 
tales,  and  fo  compound  the  relijiion,  ot  plealuie 
and  myftery  (two  ingredients  w  hich  never  failed 
to  v>'ork  upon  the  people);  whilit  for  th.e  eternity 
of  their  chiefs  (more  renaed  by  education),  they 
furely  intended  no  fuch  vain  provifion.  Yet  a 
Chriftian  poec,  whofe  relig'on  little  needs  the  aids 
of  iuveution,  hath  Jefs  occallon  to  imitate  fuch  fa- 
bles, as  meanly  illuftrate  a  probable  heaven,  by 
the  f:iiliion  aid  dignity  of  courts  ;  and  make  a  re- 
femblance  itf  hell,  out  of  ihe  dreams  of  flighted 
women;  by  wliich  they  continue  and  increafe  the 
■mela;:choly  niillakes  of  the  people. 

Spenfer  may  ftand  here  as  thelaftof  this  flior*- 
file  of  heroic  poets;  nien  whoie  mteliecfluals  were 
of  fo  great  a  making  (tnough  foaie  have  thought 
them  liable  to  thofe  few  cenlures  we  have  men- 
tioned), as  perhaps  they  will,  in  worthy  memory, 
outlalt  even  makers  of  laws,  apt!  fjanders  of  em- 
pires, and  all  but  fuch  as  muft  therefore  live  equal- 
ly with  them,  becaufe  they  have  recorded  their 
names.  And  fince  we  have  dared  to  remember 
thole  exceptions,  which  the  curious  have  againd 
them,  it  will  not  be  expedled  I  fhould  forget  what 
is  objected  againit  Spenfer ;  whofe  obfoiete  lan- 
guage we  are  conftrained  to  meiition,  though,  it 
be  grown  the  moll  vulgar  accufation  that  is  laid 
to  his  charge. 

Language  (which  is  the  only  creature  of  man'i 
creation),  hath,  like  a  plant,  fealons  of  flourffhing 
and  decay ;  like  plants,  is  removed  from  one  foil 
to  another ;  and  by  being  fo  tranfplanted,  doth  of- 
ten gather  vigour  and  increafe.  But  as  it  is  falfe 
hulbandry  to  graft  old  branches  upon  young  ftockf, 
fo  we  may  wonder  that  our  language  (not  long, 
before  his  time  created  out  of  a  contulion  of  others, 
and  then  beginning  to  flourilli  Uke  a  new  plant), 
flioulrl,  as  helps  to  its  increafe,  receive  from  his 
hand  new  grafts  of  old  withered  words.  But  this 
vulgar  exception  lliall  only  have  rlie  vulgar  e\- 
cufe  ;  whii-h  is,  that  the  unlucky  choice  of  his 
ftanzahath,  by  repetition  of  rhyme,  brought  hina 
to  the  neceffity  of  many  exploded  words. 

If  we  proceed  from  his  language  to  his  argu- 
ment, we  mult  obferve  with  others,  that  his  noble 
and  moll  artful  hand?  delerved  to  be  employed  up- 
on matter  of  a  more  natural,  and  therefore  ot  a 
more  ufefnl  kind.  His  allegorical  ftory  (by  many 
held  defective  in  the  coimeclion),  refembling,  me- 
thinks,  a  continuance  of  extraordinary  dreams; 
fuch  as  excellent  poets  and  painters,  by  being  over- 
ftudious,  may  have  in  the  beginning  of  fevers :  And 
thofe  moral  vifions  are  juit  of  lb  much  ufe  to  hu- 
man application,  as  painted  hiftory  ;  when  wilh 
the  covizenage  of  lights  it  is  reprefer.tedji.  femes, 
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Jjy  which.  \V£  are  much  lefs  inforaied  than  by  ac- 
tions on  the  ftiij^e. 

Thus,  Sir,  I  have,  perhaps,  taken  pains  to  make 
you  think  me  malicious,  in  oblerving  how  far  the 
curious  have  looked  into  the  errors  of  others ;  er- 
rors which  the  natural  humour  of  imitation  hath 
made  lo  like  in  all  (even  from  Homer  to  Spenfer), 
,as  the  accufations  againfl:  the  firll  appear  but  little 
jnore  than  repetition  in  every  procefs  againft  the 
reft:  And  comparing  the  refei.»'>lance  of  error  in 
perfons  of  one  generation,  to  that  which  is  in  thofe 
iil  another  age,  we  may  tiiul  it  exceeds  not  any 
where,  notorioufly,  the  ordinary  proportion.  Such 
limits  to  tlie  progrefs  of  every  thing  (even  of  wor- 
tliinefs,  as  well  as  defecT:),doth  imitation  give:  for 
.whilH;  we  imitate  others,  we  can  no  more  excel 
them,  tb.an  he  that  fails  by  others  maps,  can  make 
a  new  dii'covery  :  and  to  imitation,  nature  (which 
is  the  only  viable  power,  and  operation  of  Cod), 
perhaps,  doth  needfully  incline  us  to  keep  from 
txrefles.  For  though  every  man  be  capable  of 
uorthinefs  and  unworthinefs  (as  they  are  delined 
liy  opinion),  yet  no  man  is  built  ftrong  enough  to 
bear  the  extremities  of  either,  without  unloading 
liimfelf  upon  others  flibulders,  even  to  the  weari- 
iiefs  of  many.  If  courage  be  worthinefs,  yet  where 
it  is  overgrown  into  extremes,  it  becomes  as  wild 
and  hurtful  as  ambition  ;  and  fo  what  was  reve- 
renced for  protedlion,  grows  to  he  abhorred  for  op- 
preffion  :  If  learning  (which  is  not  knowledge,  but 
a  continued  failing  by  fantaftic  and  uncertain 
otvinds  towards  it),  be  worthinefs,  yet  it  hath 
bounds  in  all  philofophers ;  and  Nature,  that  mea- 
sured thofe  bounds,  feetns  not  fo  partial,  as  to  al- 
Jow  it  in  any  one  a  oauch  larger  extent  than  in  an- 
other ;  as  if  in  our  ilelliy  building,  (lie  confidered 
the  furniture  and  the  room  alike  and  together;  fci 
as  the  compafs  of  diadems  coinmoyly  fits  the  whole 
fuccelljon  of  thole  kiiigs  that  v.-ear  them.fo  thr.ough- 
«ut  the  whole  wo^ld,  a  very  few  inches  may  dillm- 
guifli  the  circumference  of  the  heads  of  their  fub- 
je^ls  :  Nor  need  we  repine  that  Nature  hath  not 
iome  favourites,  to  whom  flie  doth  difpenfc  this 
;treafure,  knoivled^e,  with  a  prodigious  liberality: 
Tor  as  there  is  no  ocui  that  can  he  laid  vaftly  to  e>:- 
ceed  all  rr^anklnd,  lb  divers  that  have  in  learning 
Jranfcended  ali  in  fome  one  province,  have  corrupt- 
ed many  with  that  great  quantity  of  falfe  gold  ; 
and  tlie  authority  of  their  ilrongeff  fcience  had  of- 
ten ferved  to  diltracl;,  or  pervert  their  weaker  dif- 
fiples. 

And  as  the  qualities  which  are  termed  good  are 
.bounded,  fo  are  the  bad  ;  and  likewile  limited,  as 
■well  as  gotten  by  imitation;  for  amongft  thcl'e 
ihat  are  extraordinary,  either  by  birth  or  brain 
l^iox  with  the  ufual  pride  of  poets,  1  pafs  by  com- 
mon crov/ds,  as  negligently  as  princes  move  from 
ithrongs  that  are  not  their  own  fubiedls),  we  can- 
not find  any  one  fo  egregious  (admitting  cruelty 
and  avarice  for  the  chiefeft  evils,  and  errors  in  go- 
vernment or  dodlrine,  to  be  the  greateft  errors), 
but  that  divers  of  former  or  fucceeding  times  may 
pnter  the  fcales  with  them,  and  njake  the  balance 
,€ven  ;  though  the  paflion  of  hidori^ns  would  im 
pole  the  contrary  on  our  belief;  who  in  difpraife 
<jt  evil  princes,  are  often  as  unjuft  and  exceffiye  as 
|hc  coyznaon  dcodIc  :  For  there  was  never  any  luo- 
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narch  iO  cruel,  but  he  had  living  fubjcifls;  nor  fo  , 
aviiritious,  but  that  his  fubjecla  were  richer  than 
himft  If ;  nor  ever  any  difeale  in  government  fo  ex- 
tremely infciftious,  as  to  make  univerfal  anarchy  ; 
or  any  error  in  doctrine  fo  ftrong  by  the  raaintain- 
er,  but  that  truth  (though  it  v^reftled  with  her  of- 
ten, and  in  many  places),  hath  at  fome  feafon,  and 
on  fome  ground,  made  her  advantages  and  fuccefs 
apparent :  Therefore  we  may  couclude,  that  na- 
ture, for  the  fafety  of  maiikind,  haih  as  well  (by 
dulling  and  Hopping  our  progrefs  with  the  conftant 
humour  of  imitation),  given  limits  to  courage  and 
to  learning,  to  wickedntfs  and  to  error,  as  it  hath, 
ordained  the  fhelves  before  the  firore,  to  reftrain 
the  rage  and  exceilei  of  the  fca. 

But  I  feel,  Sir,  that  I  am  falling  into  the  dan. 
gerous  lit  of  a  hot  writer  ;  for  inltead  of  perform- 
ing the  promife  which  begins  this  preface,  and 
doth  oblige  mc  (after  I  had  given  you  the  judg- 
ment of  fome  upon  others),  to  jjrefent  myfelf  to 
your  cenfure,  I  am  wandering  after  new  thoughts; 
l)ut  I  Iball  alk  your  pardon,  and  return  to  my  un- 
dertaking. 

My  argument  I  refplved  fhould  confifl  of  Chrif- 
tian  perfons ;  for  fince  religion  doth  generally  be- 
get, and  govern  manners,  I  thought  the  example 
of  their  adtions  would  prevail  molt  upon  our  own, 
by  being;  derived  from  the  fame  doifiirine  and  au- 
thority ;  as  the  particular  feds,  educated  by  phi- 
lofophers,  were  diligent  and  pliant  to  the  didates 
and  fafhions  of  fuch  as  derived  themfeives  from  the 
fame  mafter,  but  lazy  and  froward  to  thofe  who 
converfed  in  other  fchools  :  Yet  all  thefe  feifts  pre- 
tended to  the  fame  beauty,  'viitiie  ;  though  each 
did  court  her  more  fondly,  when  fhe  was  dreO'cd 
at  their  own  homes,  by  the  hands  of  their  ac- 
quaintance :  And  fo  fubjeOts  bred  under  the  laws 
of  a  prince  (though  laws  ditier  not  much  in  mora- 
lity, or  privilege  throughout  the  civil  world,  beiu'i- 
every  where  made  for  diieclion  of  life,  more  than 
for  fentences  of  death),  will  rather  die  near  that 
prince,  defending  thofe  they  have  been  taught, 
than  live  by  taknig  new  from  another. 

Thefe  were  partly  the  reafous  why  I  chofe  a  fto- 
ry  of  fuch  perfons  as  profeflcd  Chriitian  Religion  ; 
but  I  ought  to  have  been  nioft  inclined  to  it,  bc- 
caufc  the  principles  of  our  religion  conduce  mor.i 
to  explicable  virtue,  to  plain  demon ftrativejuftice 
and  even  to  honour  (if  Virtue,  the  njother  of  Ho- 
nour, be  voluntary  and  acftive  in  the  dark,  fo  as  llie 
need  not  lav.^s  to  compel  her,  nor  look  for  witneffes 
to  proclaim  her),  than  any  other  religion  that  ever 
aifembled  men  to  divine  worlhip.  For  that  of  the 
Jews  doth  ftiliconfift  in  a  fullenfeparation  of  them- 
feives frorn  the  reft  of  human  llefa ;  which  is  a 
fantaftical  pride  of  their  own  cleannefs,  and  an  un- 
civil difda.n-1  of  the  imagined  co.itagioufnefs  of 
others;  and  at  this  day,  their  canonizing  in  tribes, 
and  Ibinefs  of  alliance  with  neighbour,-,  defervei 
not  the  term  of  rnutjal  love,  but  rather  leems  a 
bedial  melancholy  of  herding  in  their  own  walks. 
That  of  the  Ethnics,  like  this  of  AJahornet,  con- 
Cited  in  the  vain  pride  of  empire,  and  never  en- 
joined a  Tev/ifh  feparation,  but  drevy  all  nations 
together';  yet  not  as  their  companions  of  the  fame 

fpecKS,  but  as  flaves  toa  >oke  :  Thir  fandlity  w^ 

honoLf,  and  their  hreo   .o;;iy  an  impudent  coi> 
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raoT,  or  dexterity  in  defiroying.  But  Chriftian 
religion  hath  the  innocence  of  village  neighbour- 
lood  and  did  anciently,  in  its  politics,  rather 
promote  the  intereft  of  mankind  than  of  ftates, 
and  ratlier  of  all  ftates  than  of  one  ;  for  particular 
endeavours  only  in  behalf  of  our  own  homes,  are 
figns  of  a  narrow  moral  education  ;  not  of  the  vaft 
kindnefs  of  Chriftian  religion,  which  likewife  or- 
dained as  well  an  univerfal  communion  of  bofoms, 
as  a  community  of  wealth.  Such  is  Chriftian  reli- 
gion in  the  precepts,  and  was  once  fo  in  the  pic- 
ture. But  I  am  refolved  my  poem  fliould  repre- 
fent  thofe  of  a  former  age  ;  perceiving  it  is  with 
the  fervants  of  Chrift,  as  with  other  fervants  under 
temporal  power,  who  with  all  cleannefs,  and  even 
with  ofticious  diligence,  perform  their  duty  in  their 
mafcers  fight ;  but  ftiil  as  he  grows  longer  abfent, 
becomes  more  flothful,  unclean,  and  faife.  And 
this,  who  evercompares  the  prefent  with  the  pri- 
mitive times,  may  too  palpably  difcern. 

"When  I  conCdered  the  adtions  which  I  rneant  to 
defcribe  (thofe  inferring  the  perfons),  I  was  again 
perfuaded  rather  to  choofe  thofe  of  a  former  age, 
than  the  prefent;  and  in  a  century  fo  far  remov- 
ved,  as  might  preferve  me  from  their  improper  exa- 
jninations,  who  know  not  the  requifites  of  a  poem, 
nor  how  much  pleafure  they  lofe  (and  even  the 
pleafures  of  heroic  poefy  are  not  unprofitable),  who 
take  away  the  liberty  of  a  poet,  and  fetter  his  feet 
in  the  fliackles  of ,  an  hiflorian  :  For  why  (liould  a 
poet  doubt  in  ftory  to  mend  the  intrigues  of  for- 
tune by  more  delightful  conveyances  of  probable 
ficlions,  becaufe  auftere  hifiorians  have  entered  in- 
to bond  to  truth ;  an  obligation  which  were  in 
poets  as  foolifti  and  unnecelfary  as  is  the  bondage 
of  falfe  martyrs,  who  lie  in  chains  for  a  miftaken 
opinion  :  But  by  this  I  would  imply,  that  truth, 
narrative  and  pad,  is  the  idol  of  hiltorians  (who 
worfliip  a  dead  thing),  and  truth,  operative,  and 
liy  eftecfls  continually  alive,  is  the  miftrefs  of  po- 
ets, who  hath  not  her  exiftence  in  matter,  but  in 
reafon. 

I  was  likewife  more  willing  to  derive  my  theme 
from  elder  times,  as  thinking  it  no  little  mark  of 
fkilfulnefs  to  comply  with  the  common  infirmity  ; 
for  men,  even  of  the  belt  education,  difcover  their 
?yes  to  be  weak,  when  they  look  upon  the  glory 
of  virtue  (which  is  grjat  adlions),  and  rather  en- 
dure it  at  dilhmce  than  near;  being  more  apt  to 
believe,  and  love  the  renown  of  predeceffors,  than 
of  contemporaries,  whofc  deeds  excelling  theirs  in 
their  own  light,  feem  to  upbraid  them  ;  and  are 
not  revereiiced  as  examples  of  virtue,  but  envied 
BS  the  favours  of  Fortune  :  But  to  make  great  ac- 
tions credible,  is  the  principal  art  of  poets;  who, 
though  they  avouch  the  utility  of  fidlions,  fhould 
not  (by  alti-ring  and  fubliming  ftory),  make  ufe  of 
their  privilege  to  the  detriment  of  the  reader  ; 
•whofe  incredulity  (when  things  are  net  reprefent- 
ttd  in  proportion,  doth  much  allay  the  relifli  of  Ids 
pity,  hope,  joy,  and  other  palMons :  For  we  may 
defcend),  to  compare  the  deceptions  in  poefy  to 
thofe  of  them  that  profefs  dexterity  of  hand,  which 
refembles  conjuring ;  and  to  fuch  we  come  not 
with  the  intention  of  lawyers,  to  examine  the  evi- 
CiCnce  of  facls,  but  are  content  (if  we  like  the  car- 


riage of  their  feigned  motion),  fo  pay  for  bem* 
well  deceived. 

As  in  the  choice  of  time,  fo  of  place,  I  have 
complyed  with  the  weaknefs  of  the  generality  of 
men  ;  who  think  the  beft  objects  of  their  own 
country  fo  little  to  the  fize  of  thofe  abroad,  as  if 
they  were  fliowed  them  by  the  wrong  end  of  a 
profpe6live  :  for  man  (continuing  the  appetites  of 
his  firft  childhood,  till  he  arrive  at  his  fecond, 
which  is  more  *oward),  muft  be  quieted  with 
fomething  that  he  thinks  excellent,  which  he  may 
call  his  own  ;  but  when  he  fees  the  like  in  other 
places  (not  Haying  to  compare  them),  wrangles 
at  all  he  has.  This  leads  us  to  obferve  the  crafti- 
nefs  of  the  comics,  who  are  only  willing  when  they 
defcribe  humour  (and  humour  is  the  drunkennefs 
of  a  nation,  which  no  fleep  can  cure),  to  lay  the 
Icene  in  their  own  country  ;  as  knowing  we  are 
(hke  the'fon  of  Noah),  fo  lictle  diftafted  to  behold 
each  others  fliame,  that  we  delight  to  fee  even  that 
of  a  father :  yet  when  they  would  fet  forth  great- 
nefs  and  excellent  virtue  (which  is  the  theme  of 
tragedy),  publicly  to  the  people,  they  wifely  (to 
avoid  the  quarrels  of  neighbourly  envy),  remove 
the  fcene  from  home.  And  by  their  example  I 
travailed  too  ;  and  Italy  (which  was  once  the  ftage 
of  the  world),  1  have  made  the  theatre  ;  where  I 
fhow,  in  either  fex,  fome  patterns  of  human  life, 
that  are,  perhaps,  fit  to  be  followed. 

Having  told  you  why  I  took  the  aclions  that 
fhould  be  my  argument,  from  men  of  our  own  re- 
ligion, and  given  you  treafons  for  the  choice  of  the 
time  and  place  defigned  for  thofe  aclions ;  I  mufl 
next  acquaint  you  with  the  fchools  where  they 
were  bred ;  not  meaning  the  fchools  where  they 
took  their  religion,  but  morality  ;  for  I  know  re- 
ligion is  univerfally  rather  inherited  than  taught "t' 
and  the  moih  effodlualfihools  of  morality  are  courts 
and  camps :  yet  towards  the  firft,  the  people  are 
unquiet  through  envy ;  and  towards  the  other 
through  fear ;  and  always  jealous  of  both  for  in- 
juftice,  which  is  the  natural  fcandal  caft  upon  au- 
thority and  great  force.  They  look  upon  the  out- 
ward glory,  or  blaze  of  court*,  as  wild  bealts  in 
daik  nights  Hare  on  their  hunters  torches ;  but 
though  the  expences  of  courts  (whereby  they  fliine), 
is  that  confuming  glory  in  which  the  people  think 
their  liberty  is  v\ralted,  (for  wealth  is  their  liberty, 
and  loved  by  them  even  to  jealciufy,  being  them- 
felves  a  coarfer  fort  of  princes,  apter  to  take  than 
to  pay),  yet  courts  (I  mean  all  abftradls  of  the 
multitude ;  either  by  king  or  aflemblies)  are  not  the. 
fchools  where  men  are  bred  to  oppreliion,  but, the 
temples  where  fometimes  opprellors  take  fant^U'^^ 
ary  :  a  fafety  which  our  reafon  muft  allow  them.' 
For  the  ancient  laws  of  faniftuary  (derived  frorA  • 
God)  provided  chiefly  for  aiflious  that  proceeded 
from  nccellity  ;  and  who  can  imagine  lefs  than  i. 
necefTity  of  opprcffing  the  people,  fince  they  are 
never  willing  either  to  buy  their  peace,  or  to  pay 
for  war  •■' 

Nor  are  camps  the  fchools  of  wicked  deftroyers, 
more  than  the  iinis  of  court  (being  the  nurfery  of 
judges)  are  the  fchools  of  murderers ;  for  as  judges 
are  avengers  of  private  men  againft  private  rob- 
bers, fo  are  armies  the  avengers  of  the  P'-'^-i^ 
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kgainl  public  invaders,  either  civil  or  foreign,  and 
invaders  are  robbers,  though  more  in  countenance 
than  thoCe  of  the  highwiiy,  becaufe  of  their  num- 
ber. Nor  is  there  other  4iff-rence  between  ar- 
tnies  when  they  move  towards  lieges  or  battle,  aad 
judges  moving  in  their  circuit  (during,  the  danger 
of  cKtraordinary  niaiefadliors)  with  tlie  guards  of 
the  county ;  but;  that  the  latter  is.a  lefs  army,  and 
of  lefs  difcipliae.  If  any  man  can  yet  doubt  of  the 
neceffary  ufe  of  armies,  let  him  ftudy  that  v/hich 
was  anciently  called  a  Monfler,  the  multitude, 
(for  wolves  are  commonly  harmlefs  when  they  are 
met  alone, but  very  uncivilin herds) and  he  .will  not 
find  that  all  his  kindred  by  Adam  are  fo  tame  and 
gentle  as  tliofe  lovers  tha.t  ■were  bred  iu  A.rcadia-; 
pr  to  reform  his  opinion,  let  him  alk  why  (during 
the  utmoll  age  of  hilt (jry)  cities  have  been  at  the 
chargeofdefenfive  walls,  and  why  fortification  hath 
been  pradlifed  fo  long,  till  it  is  growji  an  art  ?  , 

I  may  now.  believe  I  haveufefully  ta:ken  from 
Courts  'and  camps,  the  patterns  of  fuch  as  will  be 
fit  to  be  imitated  by  the  mod  neceflary  men  ;  and 
the  moit  neceffary  men  are  thofe  who  become 
principal  by  prerogative  of  blood,  (which  is  fei- 
dom  uuaflilled  with  education)  or  by  greatnefs  of 
mind,  which  in  exadl  definition  is  virtue.  The 
common  crowd  (of  whom  we  are  hopelefs)  we 
defert,  being  rather  to  be  correcfled  by  laws 
(where  precept  is  accompanied  with  punifliment) 
than  to  be  taught  by  poefy ;  for  few  have  arrived 
at  the  fiyll  of  Orpheus,  or  at  his  good  fgrlune, 
jvhom  we  may  fuppofe  to  have  met  with  extraor- 
dinary Grecian  beafts,  when  fo  fuc.cefsfuUy  he  re- 
claimed them  Vifith  his  harp.  Nor  is  it  needful 
that  heroic  poefy  Ihould  be  levelled  to  the  teach 
of  common  men  :  fcr,  if  the  examples  it  prefeiits 
prevail  upon  their  chiefs,  the  delight  ofimitation 
(which  we  hope  we  have  proved  to  be  as  elTedlual 
to  good  as  to  evil)  will  reclify  by  the  rules  which 
thofe  chiefs  eftablifn  of  their  own  lives,  the  lives 
of  all  that  behold  them  ;  for  the  example  of  life 
doth  as  much  furpafs  the  force  of  precept,  as  life 
doth  exceed  death. 

.  In  the  choice  of  thefe  objecTts  (v/hich  are  as  fea 
inarks  to  direcl  the  dangerous  voyage  of  life)  I 
thought  fit  to  follow  the  rule  of  coafting  maps, 
where  the  fhelyes  and  rocks  are  defcribed  as  well 
as  the  fafe  channel ;  the  care  being  equal  how  to 
^void  as  to  proceed  :  and  the  characters  of  men 
(whofe  paffions  are  to  be  efchewed)  I  have  derived 
iVom  the  diftempers  of  love  or  ambition:  for  love 
and  ambition  are  too  often  the  raging  fevers  of 
great  minds.  Yet  ambition  (if  the  vulgar  accep- 
tion  of  the  word  were  corredled)  would  fignify 
no  more  than  an.  extraojdinary  lifting  of  the  feet 
in  the  rough  ways  of  honour,  over  the  impedi- 
ments of  fortune ;  and  hath  a  v-'armth  (till  it  be 
.^hafed  into  a  fever)  which  is  neceffa,ry  for  every 
viituous  breaft :  for  good  men  are  guilty  of  too 
little  appetite  to  greatnefs,  and  it  either  proceeds 
ftom  that  they  callcontentednefs,  (but  contented- 
nefs  when  examined,  doth  mean  fomething  of  la- 
zinefs  as  well  as  modcrr>tion),  or  from  fome  me- 
■  Janchc'.y  precept  of  the  cloiuer  ;  where  they  would 
make  life  (for  which  the  v/orld  was  only  made) 
Jrioie  unpleafant  than  death  :  as  if  nature,  the 
YoL  IV,  ■ 


vicegerent  of  God,  (who,  i*i  pfovldmcr  delightful 
varieties,  which  virtuous  greatnefs  can  bed:  poffefs, 
or  aflure  peaceably  to  others,  implicitly  corrimand- 
ed  tl^e  ufe,  of.  them)  fiiould,  in  the  neceffaries  of 
life,  (life  bei-qg  her  chief  bulinefs),  though  in  hef 
whole  reign  fhe  never  comrnitted  one  error,  need 
the  counfel  of  friars,  v.-hofe  foHtude  makes  iheni 
no  more  fit  for  fuch  direiflion,  than  j,.iforiers  long 
fettered  are  for  a  race. 

In  faying,  this,  I  only  awaken  fuch  retired  men 
as  evaporate  their  ftrength  of  mind  by  clofd  anrl 
long  thiiiKJng;.  and  would  everywhere  feparate: 
the  foul  fiora  the  boily,  ere  we  are  dead,  by 
pcrfuading  us  (though  they  were  both  created,  and. 
have  been  long  companions  together),  that  the 
preferment  of  the  one  miift  merely  confift  in  de^ 
ferting  tlie  other,;  teaching  us  to  court  the  grave^ 
as  if  during  the  \vhole  lealc  cf  life,  we  v:-ere  like 
moles  to  live  imder  grourid  ;  or  as  if  long  aild  well 
dying,  were  the  certain  incurs  to  livS  in  heavens 
yet  reafon  (which  though  the  molt  prolitable  ta- 
lent God  hath  given  us,  fom.c  divines  would  have 
philofphers  to  Ijury  in  the  napkin,  and  not  put  it; 
to  ufe)  perfuades  us,  that  the  painful  aeflivenefs 
of  virtue  (for  faith^  on  which  fome  wholly  de- 
pend, feems  but  a  contemplative  boaft,  till  th6 
effects  of  it  grow  exemplary  by  a(n;ion_),  will 
more  probably  acquire  everlr.fcing  dignities.  And 
furely, .  if  thefe  fevere  mafters  (who,  though  ob- 
fcure  incells,  take  it  iil  if  their  very  opinioiis 
rule  not  all  abroad)  did  give  good  men  leave 
to  be  induftrious  in  getting  a  fl'.are  of  governing^ 
the  world,  the  iri.ultitndes  (v.'hich  are  but  tenants 
to  a  fev/  monarchs)  would  endure  that  fubjecftidn 
which  God  hath  decreed  them,  with  better  order; 
and  more  eafe  ;  for  the  world  is  ojily  governedi 
becaufe  the  wicked  take  more  pains  to  get  autho- 
rity  than  the  virtuous  ;  for  the  virtuous  are  often 
preached  into  retirement,  which  is  to  the  public 
as  unprofitable  as  their  fleep  ;  and  the  errdneouf- 
nefs  of  fuch  lazy  reft,  let  philofophers  judge  ;  tince 
nature  (of  whofe  body  man  thinks  bimfelf  the 
chiefefl:  member)  hath  hot  any  where,  at  atiy 
time,  been  rel'pited  frcrri  aftion,  (in  her  called 
motion),  by  which  (lie  univerfally  preff^vves  arirl 
makes  life.  Thus  much  of  am.bition^  which  fliould 
have  fucceeded  fomething  I  was  faying  of  love. 

Love,  ift  the  interpretation  of  the  envious,  i* 
fo.ftnefs ;  in  the  wicked,  good  men  fufpedt  it  for 
luff  ;  and  in  the  good,  fome  fpiritual  men  givfe 
the  name  of  charity.  And  thefe  are  but  terms  to 
this  which  feems  a  m'ore  confidered  definition  j 
that  indefinite  love  is  lutt ;  and  lufl:,  vihen  it  is 
determined  to  one  is  love  :  this  definition  too,  but 
intrudes  itfelf  on  Vv'hat  I  was  about  to  fav,  which 
is,  that  love  is  the  raoft  acceptable  impolition  of 
nature,  the  caufc  and  prefervation  of  life,  and.Jhe 
very  htalthfulnefs  of  the  mind,  as  well  as  of  the 
body  •,  bxit  luft  (our  raging  fever)  is  more  dan- 
gerous in  cities  than  the  calenture  in  fliips- 

Now,  Sir,  t  again  afk  your  pardon,  for  I  hav'e 
again  digreffcd  ;  my  immediate  bidinefs  leing  to 
teil  you,  that  the  diiltmpers  of  love  and  ambi- 
tion are  the  only  cliaradters  I  defigned  to  expofe 
as  objeils  of  terror:  and  that  I  never  nemt  to 
proflitute  wickedneis  in  the  images  of  lo*  and 
3G 
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cantemptible  people,  as  if  I  expected  the  meaneft 
of  the  multitude  for  my  readers  (fince  only  the 
rabble  is  feen  at  common  executions),  nor  intended  i 
to  raife  iniquity  to  that  height  of  horror,  till  it 
feemed  the  fury  of  fomething  worfe  than  a  beaft. 
In  order  to  the  firft,  I  believe  the  Spartans  (who, 
to  deter  their  children  from  drunkemiefs,  accuf- 
tomed  their ilaves  to  vomit  before  them),  did,  by 
fuch  fulfome  examples,  rather  teach  them  to  dif- 
daii)  the  flaves  than  to  lothe  wine  ;  for  men  feldom 
take  notice  of  the  vice  in  abjedl  perfons,  efpccial- 
ly  where  nerefllty  conftrains  it.  And,  in  the  ob- 
fervation  of  the  fecond,  I  have  thought,  that  tliofe 
horrid  Ipeiitacles  (when  the  later  ;ace  of  Gladia- 
tors made  up  the  excefles  of  Roman  feafts)  did 
more  induce  the  guefts  to  deteft  the  cruelty  of 
mankind,  than  incrcafe  their  courage  by  beholding 
fuch  an  impudent  fcorn  of  life. 

I  have  now  given  you  the  account  of  fuch  pro- 
vilions  as  I  made  for  this  new  building  :  and  you 
may  next  pleafe  (having  examined  t!ie  iubftanre) 
to  take  a  view  of  the  form  ;  and  obferve,  if  I  have 
methodically  and  with  dii'cretion,  difpofed  of  the 
materials,  which  with  foRie  curioiity  1  had  colledl- 
ed.  I  cannot  difcern  by  any  help  from  reading, 
or  learned  men,  (who  have  been  to  me  the  bell 
and  briefeft  indexes  of  books)  that  any  nation 
hath  in  reprefentment  of  great  anions  (either 
by  heroics  or  dramatics)  digelted  ftory  into  fo 
pleafant  and  inftruilive  a  method  as  the  Englifli 
by  their  drama :  and  by  that  regular  fpecies 
(though  narratively  and  not  ii-i  dialogue)  I  have 
drawn  the  body  of  an  heroic  poem  ;  in  v.hich  I 
did  not  only  obferve  the  fymmetry  (proportioning 
five  Books  to  five  Adls,  and  Cantos  to  Scene?,  the 
fcenes  having  their  number  ever  governed  by  oc- 
cafion)  but  all  the  fliadowings,  happy  ftrokes,  fe- 
cret  graces,  and  even  the  drapery,  which,  together 
make  the  fecond  beauties,  I  have,  I  hope,  exactly 
followed  :  and  thofe  compofitions  of  fecond  beau- 
ty, I  obferve  in  the  drama  to  be  the  underwalks,  in- 
terweaving, or  correfpondence  of  lelfer  defign  in 
Scenes,  not  the  great  motion  of  the  main  plot, 
and  coherence  of  the  Adls 

The  firft  Ad  is  the  general  preparative,  by  ren- 
dering the  chiefeft  charadlers  of  perfons,  and  end- 
ing with  fomething  that  looks  like  an  obfcure 
promife  of  defign.  The  fecond  begins  with  an  in- 
troducement  of  new  perfons,  fo  finiflies  all  the 
chara(5lers,  and  ends  with  fome  little  performance 
of  that  defign  which  was  promifed  at  the  parting 
of  the  firft  Afl.  The  third  makes  a  vifible  cor- 
refpondence in  the  underwalks  (or  Iefl"er  intrigues) 
of  perfons ;  and  ends  with  an  ample  turn  of  the 
main  defign,  and  expedlation  of  a  new.  The 
foMfth  (ever  having  occafion  to  be  the  longeft) 
gives  a  notorious  turn  to  all  the  underwalks,  and 
a  counter-turn  to  that  main  defign  which  changed 
in  the  third.  The  fifth  begins  an  entire  diverfion 
of  the  main,  and  dependent  plot;  then  make*  the 
general  correfpondence  of  the  perfons  more  dif- 
cernable,  and  ends  with  an  eafy  untying  of  thofe 
particular  knots,  which  made  a  contexture  of  the 
•whole  ;  leaving  fuch  fatisfadlion  of  probabilities 
with  the  fpeftator,  as  may  perfuade  him  that  tiei- 
tlitu  fortune  in  the  fate  .of  the  perfons,  nor  the 


writer  in  the  reprefentment,  have  been  unnatural 
or  exorbitant.  To  thefe  meanders  of  the  Eni'Ulh 
ftage,  I  have  cut  out  the  walks  of  my  poem; 
which  in  this  defcription  may  feem  intricate  and 
tedious;  but  will  I  hope,  when  men  take  us^'sio 
vifit  what  they  have  here  defcribed,  appeir  to 
them  as  jileaiant  as  a  fummer  palfage  on  a  crook- 
ed river,  where  going  about  and  turning  back,  is 
as  delightful  as  the  delays  of  parting  lovers. 

In  placing  the  argument  as  a  proem  before 
every  Canto,  I  have  not  wholly  followed  the  ex- 
ample of  the  moderns ;  but  averted  it  from  that 
purpofe  to  v.'hich  I  found  it  frequently  ufed,  for 
it  hath  been  intended  by  others,  as  the  contents  of 
the  Chapter,  or  as  a  bill  of  fare  at  a  Venetian 
feaft,  which  is  not  brought  before  the  meat  to  raife 
an  expedlation,  but  to  fatisfy  the  longing  curiofity 
of  the  guefts.  And,  that  whicK  I  have  called  ray 
argument,  is  only  meant  as  an  affiftance  to  the 
reader's  memory,  by  containing  brief  hints,  fuch 
as  if  all  the  arguments  were  fuccefsfully  read, 
would  make  him  eafily  remember  the  mutual  de- 
pendencies of  the  general  defign  ;  yet,  each  rather 
mentions  every  perfon  aifting,  than  their  aftions : 
but  he  is  very  unlkilful  that  by  narratives  before 
an  hlftorical  poem  prevents  expedlation  ;  for  fo  he 
comes  to  have  as  little  fuccefs  over  the  reader 
(whom  the  writer  fliould  furprife,  and,  as  it  were, 
keep  prifoner  for  a  time)  as  he  hath  on  his  ene- 
mies, who  commanding  a  party  out  to  take  them, 
(and  commonly  readers  are  jultly  enemies  to  wri- 
ters) imparts  openly  the  defign  ere  he  begins  the 
action  ;  or  he  may  be  faid  to  be  as  unluckily  of- 
ficious as  he  that  leads  a  wooing  to  a  miftrefs,  one 
that  already  hath  newly  enjoyed  her. 

I  iliall  fay  a  little,  why  I  have  chofen  my  inter- 
woven Itanza  of  four,  though  I  am  not  obliged  to 
excufe  the  choice  ;  for  numbers  in  verle  mult,  like 
diftintfl  kind  of  mufic,  be  expofed  to  the  uncertain 
and  different  tafte  of  feveral  ears.  Yet,  I  may  de- 
clare, that  I  believed  it  would  be  more  pleafant 
to  the  reader,  in  a  work  of  length,  to  give  this 
refpite  or  paufe,  between  every  ftanza  (having 
endeavoured  that  each  fhould  contain  a  period) 
than  to  run  him  out  of  breath  with  continued 
couplets.  Nor  doth  alternate  rhyme,  by  any  lowli- 
nefs  of  cadence,  make  the  found  lefs  heroic,  but  ra- 
ther adapt  it  to  a  plain  and  ftately  compofing  of 
mufic  ;  ar-d  the  brevity  of  the  ftanza  renders  it 
lefs  fubtle  to  the  compofer,  and  more  eafy  to  the 
finger,  which  m  flilo  recitati'vo,  when  the  ftorv  is 
long,  is  chiefly  requifite.  And,  this  was  indeed 
(if  I  fliall  not  betray  vanity  in  my  confefilon)  the 
reafoii  that  prevailed  moft  towards  my  choice  of 
this  ftanza,  and  my  divifion  of  the  main  work  into 
Cantos,  every  Canio  including  a  fuificient  accom- 
plifliment  of  fome  worthy  defigji  or  action  ;  for  I 
had  fo  much  heat  (which  you,  Sir,  may  call  pride) 
as  to  prefume  they  might  (like  the  works  of  Ho- 
mer, ere  they  were  jomed  together  and  made  a 
volume  by  the  Athenian  king)  be  fungat  viliage- 
feafts,  though  not  to  monarchs  after  vidlOry,  nor 
to  armies  before  battle.  For  fo  (as  an  infpiration 
of  glory  into  the  one,  and  of  valour  into  the  other) 
did  Homer's  fpirit,  long  after  his  bodies  reft,  W2a« 
der  ia  mu^c  about  Greece. 
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Thus  you  have  the  model  of  what  I  have  •al- 
ready built,  or  lliall  hereafter  join  to  the  lame 
frame.  It'  I  be  accufed  of  innovation,  or  to  have 
tranfgrefled  agaiiifl  the  method  of  the  ancients  ;  I 
fliall  think  myfclf  fecure  in  believing,  that  a  poet 
who  hath  wrouglit  with  his  own  inftrameiits  at  a 
new  defign,  is  no  more  anfwerable  for  difabedi- 
ence  to  j^veJeccflors,  than  law-makers  are  liable 
to  thole  old  laws  which  themfelves  have  repealed. 

Having  defcribed  the  outward  frame,  the  large 
rooms  Within,  the  Icll'er  conveyances,  and  nOw  the 
furniture  ;  it  were  orderly  to  let  you  examine  the 
matter  of  vvhich  that  furniture  is  made ;  but  though 
every  owner  who  haih  the  vanity  to  Ihow  his  or- 
naments or  hangings,  muft  endure  the  curiolity 
and  cenfure  of  him  that  beholds  them  ;  yet  I  Ihail 
not  give  you  the  trouble  of  inquiring  what  is,  but 
tell  you  of  what  I  defigned  their  fubltance  ;  which 
is,  Wit :  and  wit  is  the  laborious,  and  the  lucky 
rclultancfes  of  thought,  having  towards  its  excel- 
lence (as  We  fay  of  the  ftrokes  of  painting)  as 
Well  a  happinefs  as  care. 

Wit  is  not  only  the  luck  and  labour,  but  alfo 
the  dexterity  of  thought,  rounding  the  world,  like 
the  fun,  with  unimaginable  motion ;  and  bruiging 
fwiftly  home  to  the  memory  univerfal  furvpys.  it 
is  the  foul's  powder,  which,  when  fupprefl'ed,  (as 
forbidden  from  flying  upward)  blows  up  the  re- 
ftraint,  and  ioofeth  all  force  in  a  farther  afcenfion 
towards  heaven,  and  yet  by  nature  is  much  lefs 
able  to  make  any  inquitition  downward  towards 
hell,  but  breaks  through  all  about  it,  (as  far  as  the 
utmofl:  it  can  reach)  removes,  uncovers,  makes 
way  for  light,  where  darknefs  was  enclofed,  till 
great  bodies  are  more  examinable  by  being  fcar- 
tered  into  parcels;  and,  till  all  'that  find  its 
ftrength  (but  moft  of  mankind  are  ftrangers  to 
wit,  as  Indians  are  to  powder)  worlliip  it  for  the 
effedls,  as  derived  from  the  Deity.  It  is  in  divines, 
humility,  examplarinels  and  moderation  ;  in  llatef- 
men,  gravity,  vigilance,  benign  complacency,  fe- 
crecy,  patience,  and  difnatch  :  in  leaders  of  ar- 
mies, valour,  painfulneis,  temperance,  bounty, dex- 
terity in  punilhing  and  rewarding,  and  a  I'acred 
certitude  of  promife.  It  is  in  poets  a  full  compre- 
henfioii  of  all  recited  in  all  thefe  ;  and  an  ability 
to  bring  thofe  comprehenfious  into  adlion,  when 
they  Ihall  go  fo  far  as  to  forget  the  true  meafure 
of  what  is  of  greateft  coniequence  to  humanity, 
(which  are  things  righteous,  pleafant,  and  ufeful) 
as  to  think  the  delights  of  greatnefs  equal  to  that 
of  poefy  ;  or  the  chiefs  of  any  profeffion  more  ne- 
ceffary  to  the  world  tiian  excellent  poets.  Laftly, 
Though  wit  be  not  the  envy  of  ignorant  men,  it  is 
often  of  evil  ftatefmen,  and  of  all  fuch  imperfect 
great  fpirits,  as  have  in  it  a  lefs  degree  than  poets; 
for  though  no  man  envies  the  excellence  ef  that, 
which  in  no  proportion  he  ever  tafled,  (as  men 
cannot  be  faid  to  envy  the  coiidition  of  angels)  yet 
•we  may  fay  the  devil  envies  the  fupremacy  of 
God,  becaufe  he  was  in  feme  degree  partaker  of 
his  glory. 

That  which  is  not,  yet  is  accounted  wit,  I  will 
but  nightly  remember ;  which  feems  very  inci- 
dent to  imperfedl  youth  and  fickly  age ;  young 
Bien  (as  if  they  were  nut  owire  delivered  from 


childhood,  whofe  firft  exercife  is  language)  ima- 
gine it  confiils  ill  the  rnufic  of  words,  and  believe 
tliey  are  made  wife  by  refining  .their  fpeech, 
above  the  vulgar  dialedl ;  which  is  a  miftake  al- 
molt  as  great  as  that  of  the  people  who  think 
orators  (which  is  a  title  that  crowns  at  riper 
years  thofe  that  have  praeflifed  the  dexterity 
of  tongue)  the  ablelt  men ;  who  are  indeed  fo 
much  more  una()t  for  governing,  as  they  are  more 
fit  for  fedition ;  and  it  may  be  faid  of  them  as  of 
the  witches  of  Norway,  who  can  fell  a  ftorm  for 
a  dollar,  which  for  ten  thoufand  they  cannot  allay. 
From  the  elleem  of  fpeaking,  they  proceed  to  the 
admiration  of  what  are  commonly  called  conceits, 
things  that  found  like  the  knacks  or  toys  of  ordi- 
nary epigrammutifts  ;  and  from  thence,  after  more 
converi'ation  and  variety  of  objeAs,  grow  up  to 
fome  force  of  fancy  ;  yet,  even  then,  like  young 
hawks  they  ftray  and  fly  far  off;  uiing  iheir  li- 
berty as  if  they  would  never  return  to  the  lure  ; 
and  often  go  at  check  ere  they  can  make  a  fteady 
view,  and  know  their  game. 

Old  men  that  have  forgot  their  childhood,  and 
are  returning  to  their  lecond,  think  it  lies  in  a 
kind  of  tinkling  of  words;  or  elle  in  a  grave  tel 
ling  of  wonderful  things,  or  in  comparing  of  times, 
without  a  difcovered  partiality ;  which  they  per- 
form fo  ill  by  favouring  the  pall,  that,  as  it  is  ob- 
ferved,  if  the  bodies  of  men  ibould  grow  lefs, 
though  but  an  unmeafurable  proportion  in  feven 
years :  yet  reckoning  from  the  flood,  they  would 
not  rem.ain  in  the  llature  of  frogs ;  fo  if  ftates 
and  particular  perfons  had  impaired  in  govern- 
ment, and  increafed  in  wickednefs,  proportionably 
to  what  old  men  afRrm  they  have  done  from  their 
own  infancy  to  their  age,  all  public  policy  had 
been  long  fince  confufion,  and  the  congregated 
world  would  not  fuffice  now  to  people  a  village. 

The  laft  thing  they  fuppofe  to  be  wit  is  their 
bitter  morals,  when  they  almofl;  declare  them- 
felves  enamies  to  youth  and  beauty ;  by  which  fe- 
verity  they  feem  cruel  as  Herod,  when  he  furprifed 
the  fleeping  children  of  Bethlehem  ;  for  youth  isfo 
far  from  wanting  enemies,  that  it  it  mortally  its 
own  ;  fo  unpratlifed,  that  it  is  every  where  co- 
zened more  than  a  ftranger  among  Jews ;  and 
hath  an  infirmity  of  fight  more  hurtful  than  blind- 
nefs  to  blind  men  ;  for  though  it  cannot  chooie  tlie 
way,  it  fcorns  to  be  led.  And  beauty,  though 
many  call  themfelves  her  friends,  hath  few  but 
fuch  as  are  falfe  to  her  :  though  the  world  lets  her 
on  a  throne,  yet  ail  about  her  (even  her  graveft 
counfellors)  are  traitors,  though  not  in  confpiracy, 
yet  in  their  diftindl:  defigns;  and  t»  make  her  cer- 
tain not  only  of  diftrefs  but  ruin,  flie  is  ever  pur- 
fued  by  her  moH  cruel  enemy,  the  great  deftroy- 
er.  Time.  But  I  will  proeeed  no  farther  upon 
old  men,  nor  in  recording  miftakes;  leaft,  finding 
fo  many  m.ore  than  there  be  verities,  we  migW 
believe  we  walk  in  as  great  obfcurity  as  the 
Egyptians  when  darknefs  ivas  their  plague.  Nor 
will  I  prefume  to  call  the  matter,  of  which  the 
ornaments  or  fubftantial  parts  of  this  poem  are 
compofed,  Wit ;  but  only  tell  you  my  endeavour 
was,  in  bringing  truth,  too  often  abfenr,  home  to 
mens  boforos,  to  iead  her  through  unfrequented 
3Cij 
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and  new  wayi,  and  from  the  moft  remete  Hiadffs, 
fey  reprefentiiig  nature,  though  not  in  an  affedled, 
yet  in  an  unufual  drels- 

It  is  now  fit,  after  I  have  given  )'ou  fo  long  a 
"  fiirvey  of  the  building,  tO' render  you  fome  account 
of  the  builder,  that  you  may  know  by  what  time, 
paina,and  affiftance,  I  have  already  proceeded,  or 
may  here.ifter  ftnifh  my  work  ;  and  in  this  I  (hall 
take  occafion  to  accufe  and  condemn,  as  papers 
unworthy  of  light,  all  thofe  haily  digeftions  of 
thought  which  were  publiflied  in  my  youth  ;  a 
fe:Aence  not  pronoimced  out  of  melancholy  rigour, 
bnt  from  a  cheerful  obedience  to  the  juft  f.uthori- 
ty  of  experience  :  For  that  grave  miftreft  of  the 
world.  Experience,  (in  whole  profitable  fchooi 
thofe  before  the  flood  flayed  long  ;  but  we,  like 
wanton  children,  come  thither  late,  yet  too  foon 
are  called  out  of  it,  and  fetched  home  by  death) 
Jiath  taught  me,  that  the  engenderings  of  unripe 
age  become  abortive  and  deformed ;  and  that  af- 
ter obtaining  more  years,  thofe  muft  needs  pro- 
phefy  with  ill  fuccefs,  who  make  ufe  of  their  vi- 
fioiis  in  wine  ;  that  when  the  ancient  poets  were 
valued  as  prophets,  they  were  long  and  painful  in 
watching  the  correfpondence  of  caufes,  ere  they 
prefuraed  to  foretel  effedls :  and  that  it  is  a  high 
prefumption  to  entertain,  a  nation  (who  are  a 
■poet's  (landing  gueft,  and  require  monarchial  re- 
fpedl)  with  hafty  provifions.  Such  porting  I  have 
long  fince  forborn  ;  and  during  my  journey  in  this 
work,  have  moved  with  a  (low  pace,  that  I  might 
inake  my  furveys  as  one  that  travelled  not  to 
bring  home  the  names,  but  the  proporticm  and 
nature  of  things:  and  in  this  I  am  made  wife 
by  two  great  examples ;  for  the  friend-s  of  Vir- 
gil acknowledge  he  was  many  years  in  doing  ho- 
nour to  ^Uneas  (ftill  contradling  at  night  into  a 
cloferforcethe  abundaneeofhismorningftrengths); 
and  Statiiis  feems  father  to  boaft  than  blufli,  when 
he  confefles  he  was  twice  feven  years  in  renowning 
the  war  between  Argos  and  Thebes. 

Next  to  the  tifefiilnefs  df  time,  (which  hereim- 
plies  ripe  age),  J  believed  pains  moft  requifite  to 
this  undertertaking ;  for  though  painfulnefs  in 
poets  (according  to  the  ufual  negligence  of  our 
nation  in  examining,  and  their  diligence  to  cen- 
fure)  feems  alv^ays  to'  difcover  a  vvant  of  natural 
force,  and  is  traduced,  as  if  poefy  concerned  the 
world  no  more  than  dancing  ;  whofe  only  grace  is 
the  quicknefs  and  facility  of  motion  ;  and  whofe 
perfection  is  not  of  fuch  public  coiifequence,  that 
any  man  can  merit  much  by  attaiuing  it  with  long 
labour  ;  yet  let  them  confider,  and  they  will  find 
'  (nor  can  I  (lay  long  ere  I  convince  them  in  the  im- 
■portant  ufe  of  posfy)  the  natural  force  of  a  poet 
more  apparent,  by  but  confefling  that  great  forces 
afk  great  labour  in  managing,  than  by  an  arro- 
gant braving  the  world,  when  he  enters  the  field 
with  his  undifciplined  firft  thoughts  :  For  a  wife 
poet,  like  a  vdfe  general,  will  not  fliow  his 
ftrengths  till  they  are  in  etaA  government  and 
order  ;  wliich  are  not  the  poftures  of  chance,  but 
proceeed  from  vigilance  and  labour. 

Yet  to  fuch  painful  poets  fome  upbraid  the  want 
of  extemporary  fury,  or  rather  infpiration  ;  a  dan- 
geyeus  word,  which  many  of  late  liave  fuccel'si'ully 


ufed;  and  infpiration  fs  a  fpirftualfit,  deVivei 
from  the  ancient  Ethnic  poets,  who  then,  as  they 
'f^'ere  priefl-S,  were  ftatefmen  too,  and  probably 
loved  dominion  ;  and  as  their  well  dilTembling  of 
infpiration  begot  them  reverence  then,  equal  to 
that  which  was  paid  to  the  laws,  fo  thefe  wha 
now  profefs  the  fame  fury,  may  perhaps,  by  fuch. 
authentic  example,  pretend  authority  over  the 
people,  it  being  not  unreafonable  to  imagiue,  they 
rather  imitate  the  Greek  poets  than  the  Hebrew 
prophets,  fmce  the  latter  were  inipired  for  the 
ufe  of  others ;  and  tlieie,  like  the  former,  prophe- 
fy  for  themfelves.  But  though  the  ancient  poets 
are  excufed,  as  knowing  the  weak  conftitution  of 
thofe  deities,  from  whom  they  took  their  pricft- 
hood,  and  the  frequent  necellity  of  dilTembling,' 
for  the  eafe  of  government ;  yet  thefe,  (who  alfo 
from  the  chief  to  the  meaneit,  are  ftatefmen  and  , 
priefts,.  but  have  not  the  luck  to  be  poets)  fhould  ! 
not  aflume  fuch  faucy  familiarity  with  a  trus  : 
God. 

From  the  time  and  labour  required  to  my  poem, 
let  me  proceed  to  my  affiflants,  by  which  I  fliall'  ] 
not  fo  much  attelt  my  own  weaknefs,  as  difcover  i 
the  dilBculties  and  greatnefs  of  fuch  a  work  ;  for  i 
when  Solomon  made  ufe  of  his   neighbours  to-  • 
wards  his  building,  he  loft  no  reputation,  nor  by  i 
demanding  thofe  aids  was  thought  a  lefs  prince  ;  ; 
but  rather  publilli-eti  his  wifdom  in  rightly  under-  ■ 
ftanding  the  vaft  extent  of  his  enterprife,  who  like-  ■ 
wife,  with  as  much  glory,  made  ufe  of  fellers  o£  I 
wood,  and  hewers  of  ftcme,  as  of  learned  archi- 
tects ;  nor  have  I  refrained  to  be  obliged  to  men 
of  any  fcience,  as  well  mechanical  as  liberal ;  nor 
when  memory  (from  that  various  and  plentiful 
ftock,  with  which  all  obferversare  furniflied,  that 
have  had,  diverfity  of  life)  prefented  me  by  chance 
with  any  figure,  did   I  lay  it  afide  as  ufelefs,  be- 
caufe  at  that  inftant  I  was  not  fkilful  to  manage 
it  artfuUy  ;  but  I  have  ftaid  and  recorded  fuch  ob- 
jedls,  till  by  confultiag  right  mafters,  I  have  dif- 
pofed  of  them  without  miftake  ;  it  being  no  more 
fliame  to  get  learning  at  that  very  time,  and  fronj 
the  fame  text,    when  -^nd  by  which  we  inftrudl 
others,'  thaii  for  a  forward  fcout,  difcovering  the 
enemy,  to  fave  hfs  own  life  at  a  pafs,  where  he 
then  teaches  his  party  to  efcape. 

In  remembering  mine  own  helps,  I  have  confi- 
,  dared  tliofe  which  others  in  the  fame  neceflity  have 
taken  ;  and  find  that  writers  (contrary  tc  my  in- 
clination) are  apter  to  be  beholding  to  books  than 
to  men ;  not  as  the  firft  are  in  their  pollellion,' 
(being  more  conftant  companions,  than  dearefl 
friends);,  but  becauie  they  COHimonly  make  fuch 
ufe  of  treafure  found  in  books,  as  of  other  treafure 
belongingto  the  dead,  and  hidden  underground;  for 
they  difpofpof  both  with  great  fecrecy,  defacing  the 
fhape  or  images  of  the  one,  as  much  asof  the  other, 
through  fear  of  having  the  original  of  their  ftealth' 
or  abundance  difcovered|  And  the  next  caufe  why 
writers  are  more  in  libraries  than  in  company^  is, 
that  books  are  eafdy  opened,  and  learned  men  are 
iifually  fliut  up,  by  a  froward  or  envious  humour  of 
retention,'  orelfe  unfold  themfelves,  fo  as  we  may 
read  more  of  their  weaknefs  and  vanity  than  wifdom,' 
imitating  tlie  hohday-cuitom  in  great  citiev^'^*^^"* 
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idie  fiiops  of  chaundry  antl  fliglit  wares  are  fa- 
aniliary  open,  but  thole  of  folid  and  Itaple  iner- 
chandife  are  proudly  locked  up. 

Nor  indeed  can  it  be  expedled  that  all  great 
docflors  are  of  fo  benign  a  nature,  as  totake  pain«  in 
gaining  treafure  (of  which  knowledge  is  the  great- 
eft)  with  intent  to  enrich  other?,  fo  eafily,  as  if 
they  flood  every  where  with  their  pockets  fpread, 
and  ready  to  be  picked  ;  nor  can  we  read  of  any 
father,  who  fo  far  and  fecretly  adopted  his  fon  to 
a  book  of  his  own  writing,  as  that  his  fon  might 
■be  thought  author  of  that  written  -wit,  as  much 
•as  his  father  was  author  of  him  ;  nor  of  any  huf- 
■band  that  to  his  darling  v/ife  would  fo  far  furren- 
der  his  wifdom,  as  that  in  public  he  could  endure 
to  let  her  ufe  his  dictate?,  as  if  fhe  would  have 
others  think  her  wifer  than  hlmfelf.  By  tliis  re- 
membranceof  th.'it  ufual  pariimony  in  owners  of  wit, 
towards  fuch  as  would  make  ufe  of  their  plenty,  J 
Jament  the  fortune  of  others,  and  may  willi  the 
reader  to  congratulate  mine ;  for  I  have  found 
friends  as  ready  as  beoks  te  regulate  my  concep- 
tions, or  make  them  more  correcS:,  eafy,  and  ap- 
parent. But  though  I  am  become  fo  wife,  by 
knowing  myfelf,  as  to  believe,  the  thoughts  of  di- 
vers tranfcend  the  belt  which  I  have  v/ritten;  yet 
I  have  admitted  from  no  man  any  change  of  my 
•defign,  nor  very  feldom  of  my  fenle  ;  for  I  refolved 
to  have  this  poem  fubfift  and  continue  throughout 
with  the  fame  complexion  and  fpirit,  though  it 
■appear  but  like  a  plain  family,  of  a  neighbouring 
alliance,  who  marry  into  the  fame  moderate  qua- 
lity and  garb,  and  are  fearful  of  introducing  ftrang- 
ers  of  greater  rank,  left  the  fhining  prefence  of 
Xuch,  might  feem  to  upbraid,  and  put  all  about 
them  out  of  countenance. 

And  now,  Sir,  that  the  reader  may  (whom 
writers  are  fain  to  court,  draw  in,  and  ke^p 
-Vfiih  artifice,  fo  fliy  men  grow  of  books)  believe 
xne  worthy  of  him,  I  cannot  forbear  to  thank  you 
in  public,  for  examining,  correcfting,  and  allow- 
ing this  poem  in  parcels,  ere  it  arrived  atthe  con- 
texture, by  which  you  have  performed  the  juft 
degrees  of  proeeeding  with  poets ;  who,  during 
the  gaiety  and  vvantonnefs  of  the  mufe,  are  but  as 
children  to  philofophers  (though  of  fome  giant 
race)  whofe  tirft  thoughts  (wild  and  roaming  far 
oh)  muft  be  brought  home,  watched,  and  interro- 
gated, and  after  they  are  made  more  regular,  be 
encouraged  and  praifed  for  doing  well,  that  they 
may  delight  in  aiming  at  perfedlion.  By  fuch  a 
method  the  mufe  is  taught  to  become  miftrefs  of 
her  own  and  others  ftrength :  and  who  is  lie  fo 
learned  (how  proud  foever  witb  being  cherifeed 
in  the  bofom  of  fame)  that  can  hope,  when 
through  the  feveral  ways  of  fcience,  he  feeks  na- 
ture in  her  hidden  walks,  to  make  his  journey  lliort, 
uniefs  he  call  you  to  be  his  guide ;  and  who  fo 
guided  can  fufpeCl:  his  fafety,  even  when  he  tra- 
vels through  the  enemy's  country  ?  for  fuch  is  the 
vaft  held  of  learning,  v/here  the  learned  (though 
not  numerous  enough  to  be  an  army)  lie  as  luiall 
parties,  maliciouily  in  ambufli,  to  deftroy  all  new 
men  that  look  into  their  quarters.  And  from  fuch., 
you  and  thofe  you  lead,  are  fecure  ;  becaufe  you 
.Siove  not  bj  common  maps,  but  have  painfully 
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made  your  own  profpe(!l ;  and  travel  now  like  the 
fun,  not  to  inform  yourfelf,  but  enlighten  the 
world. 

And  likewife,  when  by  the  ftriifl  furvey  and- 
government  that  hath  been  had  over  this  poem,  I 
Ihall  think  to  govern  the  reader,  (who  though  he 
be  noble,  may  perhaps  judge  of  fuprenrie  power 
like  a  very  commoner,  aud  rather  approve  autho- 
rity, when  it  is  in  many,  than  in  one)  I  mufl:  ac- 
quaint him,  that  you  had  not  alone  the  trouble  of 
eftablifliing  and  deftroying,  but  enjoyed  your  in- 
tervals and  ea-fe  by  two  c  ..'ieaguts;  two  that  are 
worthy  to  follow  you  into  the  c'lofets  of  princes, 
if  the  knowledge  of  men  paft,  (of  whom  books 
aie  the  remaining  minds)  or  ot  the  prefent  (of 
whom  converfation  is  the  ufeful  and  lawful  fpy) 
may  make  up  fuch  great-nefs,  as  is  fit, for  great 
courts ;  ■or  if  the  rays  that  proceed  from  poetry 
be  not  a  little  too  ftrong  for  the  light  of  modern 
princes ;  who  now  arc  too  feldom  taught  in  their 
youth,  like  eaglets  to  fortify  their  eyes,  by  often 
loaxing  near  the  fun.  And  though  this  be  here  but  my 
tcftimony,  it  is  too  late  for  any  of  you  to  difclaiiu 
it ;  for  fmce  you  have  made  it  valid  by  giving; 
yours  of  Gondibert  under  your  hands,  you  muft 
be  content  to  be  ufed  by  me,  as  princes  are  by 
their  preferred  fubjedls  ;  who,  in  the  very  adl  of 
U'.king  honour,  return  it  to  the  giver  ;  as  benefits 
rt-ceived  by  the  creature,  manifeft  the  power,  and 
redound  to  the  glory  of  the  Creator. 

I  ain  now.  Sir,  (to  your  great  comfort,  that  have 
been  thus  ill  and  long  diverted)  arrived  at  my  la(t 
confideration,  vAiich.  is  to  fatisfy  thofe  who  may 
inquire' why  I  have  taken  fo  much  pains  to  become 
an  author  ?  Or,  why  any  man  ftays  fo  long  fweat- 
ing  at  invention,  when  moft  readers  have  fo  im- 
jjerfedt  ftomachs,  as  they  either  devour  books 
with  over  hafty  digcflion,  or  grow  to  lothe  them 
from  a  forfeit.  And  v/hy  I  more  efpecially  mai'e 
my  talk  an  heroic  poem?  I  fball  involve  the  two  firlt 
q.ueftions  in  one  ;  as  fabmitting  to  be  concerned 
amt/ngil  the  generality  of  writers,  whole  enemies 
being  many,  and  now  mine,  we  muft  join  forces 
to  oppofe  them. 

Men  are  chiefly  provoked  to  the  toil  of  compilr 
ing  books,  by  love  of  fame,  and  often  by  oftici- 
oufnefsofconfcience,  but  feldom  with  expedtatiou 
of  riches ;  for  thofe  that  fpend  time  in  writing  to  in- 
flruA  others,  may  find  leifuie  to  inform  them- 
felves,  how  mean  the  proviiions  are  which  bufy 
and  itudious  minds  can  make  for  their  own  feden- 
tary  bodies  :  and  learned  men  (to  vvdiom  the  reft 
of  the  world  are  but  infants)  have  the  fame  fool- 
i(h  aff.,dion  in  nourilliing  others  minds,  as  peli- 
cans in  feeding  their  young  ;  which  is,  at  the  ex- 
pence  of  the  very  fubliltence  of  life.  It  is  then 
apparent  they  proceed  by  the  inftigation  of  tame 
or  confcience  ;  and  I  believe  many  are  perfuaded 
by  the  firft  (of  which  I  am  one)  and  fome  are  com- 
manded by  the  fecond.  Nor  is  the  defire  of  fame 
f.)  vain  as  divers  have  rigidly  imagined  ;  fame  be- 
ino-  (v.hen  belonging  to  the  living)  that  which  i? 
more  gravely  called  a  fteady  and  necelTary  repu, 
ration;  and  without  it,  hereditary  power,  or  acquir- 
ed greatnefs  can  never  quietly  govern  the  world. 
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the   author  of  excellent  goodnels,   vouchfafes  to 
take  a  continual  fliare ;  for  the  rememhered  vir- 
tues of  great   men   are  chiefly  fuch  of  his  works 
(mentioned  oy  King- David)  as  perpetually  praife 
him;  and  tl.e  good  fame  of  the  dead  prevails  by  ex- 
ample much  more  th^in  the  reputation  of  the  living, 
becaiife  the  latter  is  always  fufpected  by  our  en- 
vy, but  the  other  is  cheerfully  allowed,  and  reli- 
gioufly  admired  ;  for  admiration  (whofe  eyes  are 
ever   weak)    ftand    ftill,    and    gaze    upon   great 
things  adled  far  off;    but  when  they  are  near, 
walks    flightly   away -as   from   familiar   objedls. 
Fame  is  to  our  fons  a  folid  inheritance,  and  not 
unuleful  to  remote   pofteirity  ;    and  to  our  rerrfon 
it  is  the  firft,  though  but  a  little  tafte  of  etenuty. 
Thofe  that  write  by  the  command  of  confcience 
(thinking  themfelves  able  to  iuftrudt  others,  and 
confequently  obliged  to  it)  grow  commonly  the 
moft  voluminous;  becaufe  the  prefTures  of  con- 
fcience  are  fo  inceflant,  that  (he  is  never  fatisfied 
with  doing  enough  :  for  fuch  as  be  newly  made 
the  captives  of  God  (many  appearing  fo  to  them- 
felves, when  they  firft  begin  to  wear  the  fetters  of 
confcience)  are  like  common  flaves  when  newly 
taken  ;  who,  terrified  with  a  fancy  of  the  feverity 
of  abfolute   maftevs,  abufe   their  diliget^ce  out  of 
fear,  and  do  ill  rather  than  appear  idle.     And 
this  may  be  the  caufe  why  libraries  are  more  than 
double  lined  with  fpiritual  books,  or  tradls  of  mo- 
rality ;  the  latter  being  the  fpiritual  counlels  of 
laymen ;   and  the  neweft  of  fuch   great  volumes 
(being  ufually  but  tranfcriptions  or  tranflations) 
differ  fo  much  from  the  ancients,  as  later  days  from 
thofe  (if  old,  which  difference  is  no  more  than  an 
alteration  of  names,  by  removng  the  Ethnics  to 
make  way  for  the  Saints.     Thefe  are  the  efiedls 
of  their  labours,  who  are  provoked  to  become  au- 
thors merely  out  of  confcience  ;  and  confcience 
we  may  again  aver  to  be  often  fo  unfkilful  and 
timorous,  that  it  feldom  gives  a  wife  and  fteady 
account  of  God,  but  grows  jealous  of  him  as  an 
adverfary,  and    is    after  melancholy  vifions  like  a 
fearful  fcout  after  he  hath  ill  furveyed  the  enemy, 
who  then  makes  incongruous,  long,  and  terrible 
tales. 

Having  confeffed  that  the  defire  of  fame  made 
me  a  writer,  I  muft  declare,  why  in  my  riper  age 
I  chofe  to  gain  it  more  efpecially  by  an  heroical 
poem  ;  and  the  Heroic  being  by  moft  allowed  to 
be  the  moft  beautiful  of  poem.s,  I  ftiallnot  need  to 
decide  the  quarrels  of  poets  about  the  degrees  of 
excellence  in  poefy :  but  it  is  not  amifs  ere  1  avow 
the  ufefulnefs  of  the  fcience  in  general  (which  was 
the  caufe  of  my  undertaking),  to  remem1)i;r  the 
value  it  had  from  the  greateft  and  moft  worthy 
fpirits  in  all  ages:  fori  will  not  abftain  (though 
it  may  give  me  the  reputation  but  of  common 
reading)  to  mention,  that  Pififtratus,  (though  a 
tyrant)  lived  with  the  praife,  and  died  with  the 
hleiring  of  all  Greece,  for  gathering  the  fcattered 
limbs  of  Homer's  works  into  a  body;  and  that 
great  Alexander,  by  publicly  converfing  with  it, 
attained  the  univerfal  opinion  of  wit ;  the  fame 
of  fuch  inward  forces  conducing  as  rnucli  to  his 
conquefts,  as  his  armies  abroad  :  that  the  Athe- 
nian prifoners  \vere  thought  worthy  of  life  and 


liberty  for  finging  the  tragedies  of  Euripides  r 
that  Thebes  was  faved  from  deftruftion  by  the 
viclor's  reverence  to  the  memory  of  Pindar: 
that  the  elder  Scipio,  (who  governed  all  the  civil 
world)  lay  continually  in  the  bofom  of  Ennius; 
that  the  great  Numantin  and  LjeHus  (no  lefs  re- 
nov/ned)  were  openly  proud,  when  the  Romans 
believed  they  aftiftcd  Terence  in  his  comedies: 
that  Auguftus  (to  whom  the  myfteries  of  univerfal 
empire  were  more  famihar  than  domeftic  dominion 
to  modern  kings)  made  Virgil  the  partner  of  his 
joys,  and  would  have  dividdd  his  bufmefs  with 
Horace  :  and  that  Lucan  was  the  fear  and  envy 
of  Nero.  If  we  approach  nearer  our  own  times, 
we  may  add  the  triumphal  entry  which  the  Papa, 
cy  gave  to  Petrarch  :  and  how  much  Taflb  is  ttill 
the  glory  and  delight  of  Italy. 

But  as  in  this  hafty  mufter  of  poets,  and  lifting  j 
their  confederates,  I  fhail,  by  omitting  many,  eJe-  - 
prive  them  of  that  which  is  due  from  fame  ;  To  I  1 
may  now  by  the  opinion  of  fome  divines,  (whom,  , 
nottvithftandmg,  I  will  reverence  in  all  their  dif-  . 
tincl  habits  and  fafliions  of  the  mind)  be  held  par-  ■ 
tial  and  too  bold,  by  adding  to  the   firft  number,  , 
(though    I  range   them   upon  holy  ground,   and  i 
aiide)  iWoles,  David,  and  Solomon,  for  their  fongs,   , 
pfalms,  and  anthems ;   the  fecond  being  the  ac- 
knowledged favourite  of  God,  whom  he  had  gain-  . 
ed  by  excellent  praifes  in  facred  poefy.     Aud  I  ( 
fear  (lince  poefy  is  the  cleareft  light  by  which   ' 
they  find  the  foul  who  feek  it),  that  poets  have  in 
their  fluent  kindnefs,  diverted  from  the  right  ufe, 
and  fpent  too  much  of  that  fpiritual  talent  in  the 
honour  of  mortal  princes  :  for  divine  praife  (when 
in  the  high  perfecflion  as  in  poets,   and  only   in 
them)  is  fo  much  the  uttermoft  and  whole  of  reli- 
gious worfliip,  that   all  other  parts  of  devotion 
ferve  but  to  make  it  up. 

LXXSIX. 

Praife,  is  devotion  fit  for  mighty  minds; 

The  differing  world's  agreeing  facrifice; 
Where  heaven  divided,  faiths  united  finds: 

But  pray'r  in  various  difcord  upward  flies, 
xc. 
For  pray'r  the  ocean  is,  where  diverfely 

Men  fteer  their  courfe,  each  to  a  fev'ral  coaft ; 
Where  all  our  int'refts  fo  difcordant  be. 

That  half  beg  winds  by  which  the  reft  are  lofl 
xci. 
By  penitence  when  we  ouii'elves  forfake, 

' Tis  but  in  wife  jlefign  on  piteous  heav'n  ; 
In  praife  we  nobly  give  what  God  may  take, 

And  are  without  a  beggar's  blufli  forgiven, 
xcii. 
Its  utmoft  force,  like  powder's  is  unknown! ; 

And  tho'  weak  kings  excefs  of  praife  may  fear, 
Yet  when  'tis  here,  like  powder  dang'rous  grovvn,- 

Heav'ns  vault  receives  what'would  the  palace 
tear. 

After  this  contemplation,  how  acceptable  the 
voice  of  poefy  hath  been  to  God,  we  may  (by  de- 
fcending  from  heaven  to  earth),  confider  how  ufe- 
ful  it  is  to  men  ;  and  ahiong  men  divines  are  the 
chief,  becaufe  ordained  to  temper  the  rage  of  hu- 
man power  by  fpiritual  niertaces,  as  by  fudden  zrti      i 
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flrange  threatenings,  madnefs  is  frighted  into  rea- 
fon  ;  and  they  are  lent  hillier  as  lie,£;ers  from  God, 
to  conierve  in  ftedfait  motion  the  flippery  joints  of 
government,  and  to  perfuade  an  amity  in  divided 
nations .  therefore  to  divines  I  tirft  addvcfs  myfelf ; 
^nd  prefume  to  afe  them,  vvhy,  ever  fiace  their  do- 
ininion  was  firll  allowed  at  the  great  change  ot  reli- 
gions, (though  ours  more  than  any  inculcates  obe- 
dience, as  an  eafy  medicine  to  cool  the  impatient 
and  raging  world  into  a  quiet  reft),  mankind  hath 
teen  more  unruly  than  before  ?  it  beiiig  vifibie 
that  empire  decreafed  with  the  increaie  of  Chrif- 
tianity  ;  and  that  one  weak  prince  did  anciently 
fuiUce  to  govern  many  ftrong  nations :  but  now 
one  little  province  is  too  hard  for  their  own  wife 
y.in.r;  and  a  fmall  republic  hath  feventy  years 
maintained  their  revolt  to  the  difquiet  of  many 
monarchs.  Or,  if  divines  reply,  we  cannot  expedt 
the  good  effedls  of  their  office,  becaufe  their  fpi- 
rituai  dominion  is  not  allowed  asabfolute;  then  it 
may  be  afked  them  more  feverely.  Why  it  is  not 
allowed  ?  for  wherever  there  hath  been  great  de- 
grees of  pov.-er  (whii-h  have  been  often  and  long 
m  the  churchj  it  difcovers  (though  v/oridly  vicif- 
Ctude  be  objected  as  an  excafe)  that  the  ma- 
nagers of  fuch  power,  lince  they  endeavoured  not 
to  enlarge  it,  believed  the  increafc  unrighteous  ; 
or  were  in  acling  or  contriving  that  endeavour, 
either  negligent  or  weak:  for  power,  like  the 
halty  vine,  climbs  up  apace  to  the  iupporter;  but 
if  not  Ihiifully  attended  and  drefled,  inltead  of 
fpreadlnp;  and  bearing  fruit,  grows  high  and  naked; 
and  then  (like  empty  title)  being  foon  ufelefs  to 
others,  becomes  negiecfled  and  unable  to  fupport 
itfelf. 

But  if  divines  have  failed  in  governing  princes 
(that  is,  of  being  entirely  believed  by  them),  yet 
they  might  have  obliquely  ruled  them,  in  ruling 
the  people,  by  whom,  of  late,  princes  have  been 
governed  ;  and  they  might  probably  rule  the  peo- 
ple, becaufe  the  heads  of  the  church  (wherever 
Chriftianity  is  preached)  are  tetrarchs  of  time,  of 
which  they  command  the  fourth  divifion ;  for  to 
1)0  lefs  the  Sabbaths,  and  days  of  faints  amount ; 
and  during  thofe  days  pf  fpiritual  triumph,  pul- 
pits are  thrones,  and  the  people  obliged  to  open 
their  ears,  and  let  in  the  ordinances  and  com- 
mands of  preachers,  who  likewife  are  not  without 
forae  little  regency  throughout  the  reft  of  the 
year  ;  for  then  they  may  converfe  with  the  laity, 
from  whom  they  have  commonly  fuch  refpetl 
(and  refpedl  foon  opens  the  door  to  perfuafion), 
as  fhows  their  congregations  not  deaf  in  thofe  ho- 
ly feafons,  when  fpeaking  predominates. 

But  notwithftanding  thefe  advantarjes,  the  pul- 
pit hath  littie  prevailed ;  for  the  world  is  in  all 
regions  reverfed,  or  fliaken  by  difo!)cdience,  an 
engine  y/ith  which  the  great  angels  (for  fuch 
were  the  devils,  and  had  faculties  much  more  fu- 
blimed  than  men)  believed  they  could  diforder 
Heaven  And  it  is  not  want  of  capacity  in  the 
lower  auditory  that  makes  doftrine  fo  unfuccels- 
ful ;  for  the  people  are  not  fimple,  fince  the  g(?n- 
try  (even  of  Itrongeft  education)  lack  fufHcient 
defence  againft  them,  and  are  hourly  furprifed  in 
(their  common  ambulhes)   their  Ih^pE ;    F©r  on 


facred  days  they  walk  gravely  and  fadly  from 
temples,  as  if  they  had  newly  buried  their  finful 
fathers  ;  at  night,  fleep  as  if  they  never  needed 
forgivenefs,  and  rife  with  the  next  fun,  to  lie  in 
wait  for  the  noble  and  the  ftudious.  And  though 
thefc  quiet  cozeners  are  amongit  the  people  efteem- 
ed  their  fteady  men,  yet  they  honour  the  courage 
and  mere  adiive  parts  of  fuch  difobedient  fpirits, 
as  difdaining  thus  tamely  to.  deceive,  attempt 
bravely  to  rob  the  ftate  ;  and  the  ftate,  they  be- 
lieve (though  the  helm  were  held  by  apoftles) 
would  always  conlilt  of  fuch  arfh-robbers,  as 
whoever  ftrips  them,  but  waves  the  tedious  fa- 
tisfacftion  which  the  lazy  expedl  from  laws,  and 
comes  a  flaorter  way  to  his  own. 

Thus  unapt  for  obedience  (in  the  condition  of 
beads,  whoie  appetite  is  hberty,  and  their  liberty 
a  licence  of  luft),  the  people  have  often  been, 
fince  a  long  and  notorious  power  hath  continued 
with  diviniis,  whom,  though  with  reverence  we 
accufe  for  iniftaken  lenity,  yet  are  we  not  fo  cruel 
to  expe<3:  they  Ihould  behave  themfelyes  to  lin- 
ners  like  fierce  Phineas,  or  preach  with  their 
fwords  drawn,  to  kill  all  they  cannot  perfuade  ; 
but  our  meaning  is  to  ftiow,  how  much  their 
Chriftian  meeknefs  hath  deceived  them  in  taming 
this  wild  monfter  the  people,  an4  a  little  to  re- 
buke them  for  negle(fi:ing  the  affiftance  of  poets, 
and  for  upbraiding  the  Ethnics,  becaufe  the 
poets  managed  their  religion,  as  if  religion  could 
walk  more  profperoufly  abroad,  than  when  mo- 
rality (refpedfully,  and  bare-headed  as  her  ulher) 
prepares  the  way  ;  it  being  no  lefs  true,  that  dur- 
irig  the  dominion  of  poefy,  a  willing  peaceful  obe- 
dience to  fuperiors  becalmed  the  world,  than  that 
obedience,  like  the  marriage  yoke,  though  a  re- 
ftraint  more  needful  and  advantageous  than  li- 
berty, and  hath  the  fame  reward  of  pleafant 
quietnefs,  which  it  anciently  had,  when  Adam, 
till  his  difobedience,  enjoyed  Faradife.  Such  are 
the  effeds  of  facred  poefy,  which  charms  the  peo- 
ple with  harmonious  precepts,  and  whofe  aid  di- 
vines ihould  not  difdain,  fince  their  Lord  (the  Sa- 
viour of  the  world)  vouchfafed  to  deliver  his  doc- 
trine in  parabolical  fidiions. 

Thofe  that  be  of  next  importance  are  leaders  of 
armies,  and  fuch  I  meafure  not  by  the  fuifrages 
of  the  people,  who  give  them  refpecS  as  Indians 
worihip  the  evil  fpirit,  rather  for  fear  of  harm 
than  for  affe-ftion,  but  efteem  them  as  the  painful 
pvoteftors  and  enlargers  of  empire,  by  whom  it 
aftively  moves  ;  and  fuch  adlive  motion  of  empire 
is  as  necelTary  as  the  motion  of  the  fea,  where  all 
things  would  putrify  and  infedl  one  another,  if 
the  element  were  quiet ;  fo  it  is  with  mens  minds 
on  fliore,  when  that  element  of  greatnefs  and  ho- 
nour, empire,  ftands  ftill,  of  which  the  largenefs 
is  likewife  as  needful  as  the  vaftncfs  of  the  fea  ; 
for  God  ordained  not  huge  empire  as  proportion- 
able to  the  bodies,  but  to  the  minds  of  men  ;  and 
the  minds  of  men  are  more  monftrous,  and  re- 
quire more  fpace  for  agitation  and  the  hunting  of 
others,  than  the  bodies?  of  whales.  But  he  that 
believes  men  fuch  moderate  flieep,  as  that  many 
are  peacefully  contained  in  a  narrow  fold,  may 
be  better  iuformed  in  America,  where  little  kings 
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■never  epjoy  ?  Iiarmlefs  nei^d-ibourhood,  unlefipro- 
tfccled  deleifively  amongit  thenifeivcs,  by  an  em- 
peror that  baUi  \yide  pofTelTiorrs,  and  priorityover 
them  {.-.s  in  fome  few  places) ;  but  when  re- 
strained v.-i  narrow  domfnion,  where  nobody  com- 
mands and  hinders  their  natur^^  they  quarrel  like 
cocks  in  a  pit,  and  the  funin  a  day's  travel  there, 
fees  mere  brittks  (bat  not  of  confcq-ncnre.,"  be- 
caufe  their  kinjjs,'  though  many,  are  little)  'than 
in  Europe  in  a  year. 

To  leaders  of  armi  •=,  as  to  very.r.eceflary  men 
(whofc  oiHce  requires  the  utterh-jolt  aids  of  ait 
and  nature,  and  refcuesthe  fv/ord  of  juftice,  when 
it  is  wrefted  from  fupreme  power  by'commoiion), 
I  now  arldrefs  myfelf,  and  muft  put  them  in  mind 
(though  n6t  upbr'aidingiy )  how  much  their  mighty 
predecelibrs  were  anciently  obli .  ?d  to  poets, 
vvhofe  fongs  (recording  the  praiics  of  eondud' 
, and  valour)  were'  edcemed  the  chiefeft  rewards 
of  viaoty  ;•  and  fince  namre  hath  made  us  prone 
to  imitation  (by  which- we  equal  the  beii  or  the 
worft)  how  much  thole  images  of  adlion  prevail 
upon  our  minds,  winch  -are  delightfully  drawn  by 
poets  j  for  the  greateft  of  the  Grecian  captains 
h^ve  c'onfefied  that  their  counfeis  have  been  iTiade 
v?ife,  and  their  courages  warm  by  Homer ;  and 
lirice  praife  i's  a  pleafure  which  God  hath  invited, 
and  with  which  he  often  vouchfafed  to  be  pleafed 
when  it  wasfent  him  by  his  own  poet;  why  is  it 
rot  lawful  for  virtuous  men  to  be  cheriliied  and 
magnified  with  hearing  their  vigilance,  valour 
andgood  fortune  (the  latter  being  more  the  im- 
inediatc  gift  of  heaven,  becaufe-  the-  eflift  of  an 
unknown  caufe)  commended  and  made  eternal  in 
poefy  ?  Eut  perhaps  the  art  of  pi^aifing  armies  into 
great  and  mftant  aaion,  by  linging  their  former 
deeds  (an  art  with  which  the  ancients  made  em- 
pire fo.  large)  is  too  fubtle  for  modern  leaders, 
who  as  they  cannot  reach  the  heights  of  poeCy' 
muft  be  content  vv'ilh  a-nariow  fpace  of  dominion,' 
and  narrow  dominion  breeds  evil,  peevifli  and 
vetfatious  minds  and  a  national  felf  opinion,  like 
fimple  Jewilh  arrogarice  ;  and  the  Jews  were  ex- 
traordinary proud  in  a  very  little  country, :  for 
men  in  coniracfled  governments  are  but  a  kind  of 
prifoners,--and  prifoners  by  long  reftraint  grow 
■vi'icked,  malicious  to  all  abroad,  and  foolilli 
efteemers  ot  themfelves,  as  if  they  had  wrong  in 
not  enjoying  everything  xvhich  they  can  only  fee 
out  of.windows.    ■     ■■        ;  ; 

t  Our  Lift  application  is  to  ftatefmen  and  makers 
or  laws,  who  rnay  be  reafonably  reduced  to  one, 
hnce  the  lecond  differ  no  morefrcm  the  firft  than 
J^xdges  (the  copies  of  lavz-rnakers),  differ  from  their 
originals;,  for  judges,  like  all  bold- interpreters, 
py  often  altering  the  text,  make  it  quite  new; 
and  Itatefmen  (who  differ  not  from  hivV-makers  in 
tne  act,  but  iirthe  manner  of  doing),-  hiake  new 
iaws  prefumptuoufly  without  the.  confent  of -the 
people, but  legiflators  more  civilly  feeinto-whiftle 
to  the  beaft,  and'ilroak  him  into.-  the  yoke  ;:.and 
in  the  yoi-:e  of  ftate  the  people  (wiih  too  much 
pampciing),  grow  form  unruly  and  draw  avyry - 
yetilatefmen  and  judges  (whofe  bufmefs  isgovern- 
»ng,  and  the  tiling- to  be  governed  is  the  people), 
have  amorgft  us  i^v/e  hc'mg  more  proud  and  mii- 
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taken  than  £\ny  other  famous  nation)  looked 
gravely  upon  poetry,  nnd  with  a  negligence  that 
betrayed  a  nortlseriy  ignorr-nce,  as  if  they  believed 
they  could  perform  their  work  without  it.  But 
poets  (who  with  wife  diligence  fiu.iy  the  neoole 
a..a  have  in  all  ages,  by  an  infenfibie  influence* 
gTiverned  their  manners),  may  juitly  fmile  when 
they  perceive  that  divines,  leaders  of  armies 
ftateimen,  and  judges,  think  religion,  the  Iword] 
or  (which  is  unwritten  lavv^,  and  a  fecret  confede- 
racy Of  chiefs),  policy,  or'law,  (which  is  written 
but  feldom  rightly  read),  can  give  without  the 
help  of  the  mules,  a  long  and  quiet  latisiaition  in 
government ;  for  religion  is  to  the  wicked  and 
faithlels'(who  are  many),  a  jurifdidion  againft 
which  they  readily  rebel,  becaufe  it  rules  fevore- 
ly,  yet  promifeth  no  worldly  ; .  com.ueace  for  obe- 
dience, obedience  being  by  every  humane  power 
invited,  with  affurances  of  vifible  advantage.  The 
good  (who  are  but  few;,  need  not  the  power  of 
religion  to  make^hem  better,  the  power  of  reli- 
gi<m  proceeding  from  her  threatenii.gs,  which, 
though  m.ean  weapons,  are  fitly  ufed,  lince  flie 
hath  none  but  bafe  enemies.  We  rnay  obferve 
too,  that  all  virtuous  men  are  fo  taken  up  with 
the  rewards  of  Heaven,  that  they  live  as  if  out  of 
the  world  ;  and  no  government  receives  alliflance 
from -any  man  merely  as  he  is  good,  but  as  that 
goodnefs-is  adlive  in  temporal  things. 
,  -  The  fwoid  is  in  the  hand  of  judice  no  t^uard  to 
government,  but  then  when  juftice  hath  ^n  army 
for  her  own  defence ;  and  armies,  if  they  were 
not  pervertible  by  fadtion,  yet  are  to  common- 
wealths hke  kings  phyficians  to  poor  patients  who 
buy  the  cpre  of  their  difordcred  bodies  at  fo'high 
a  rate,  that  they  may  be  faid  to  change  their  fick- 
nefs  for  famine.  Policy  (I  mean  of  the  living,  not 
of  the  dead,  the  one  being,  the  laft  rules  or  delio-ns 
governing  the  inftant,  the  other  thofe  laws  that 
began  empire),  is  as  mortal,  as  ftatefmen  them, 
felves,  whofe  inceffant  labours  make  that  heCYic 
fever  of  the  mind  which  infenfibly  difpatches  the 
body  ;  and  when  we  trace  ftatefmen  through  all 
the  hiftories  of  courts,  we  find  their  inventions  *b 
unneceffary  to  thofe  that  fucceed  at  the  helm,  or 
fo  much  envied  as  they  fcarce  laft  in  authority' till 
the  niventors  are  buried  ;  and  change  of  defio-nsin 
ftatefmen  (their  defigns  being  the  weapons  by  . 
wdiich  ftates  are  defended),  grows  as  deftrucl;ive 
to  government  as  a  continual  change  of  various 
weapons  is  to  armies,  which  muft  receive  with 
ruin  any  fudden  aifaillt,  when  want  of  praClsice 
makes  unaftivenefs.  We  cannot  urge  that  the 
ambition  of  ftatefmen  (who  are  obnoxious  to  the 
people),  doth  much  diforder  government,  becaufe 
the  people's  '  anger,  by  a  perpetual  coming  in  of 
new  opprellors,  is  lb  diverted  in  confiderin?- thofe 
whom  their  eyes  hut  lately  left,  as  they  ha've  not 
time  enough  to  rife  for  the  public  ;  and  evil  fuc- 
cellors  to  power  are  in  the  troubled  ftream  of  ftate, 
hke  fucceeding  tides  in  rivers,  where  the  mud  of 
the  former  is  hidden  by  the  filth  of  the  laft.  : 

;  Laws,  if  very  ancient,  grow  as  doubtful  and 
diihcult  as  letters  on  buried  marble,  which  only 
antiquaries  read  ;  but  if  not  old,  they  want  that 
reverence  whi^^h  is  therefore  paid  to  the  virtues  of 
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anceftors,  becaufe  their  crimes  come  not  to  our 
remembrance  ;  and  yet  great  men  mull  be  long 
dead  whofe  ills  are  forgotten.  If  laws  be  new,  they 
muft  either  be  made  by  very  angels,  or  by  men  that 
have  tome  vices  ;  and  thofe  being  feen  make  their 
virtues  fufpefted  ;  for  the  people  no  more  efteem 
able  men,  whofe  defects  they  know  (though  but 
errors  incident  to  humanity),  than  an  enemy  va- 
lues a  Itrong  army  havmg  experience  of  their  er- 
rors. And  new  laws  are  held  but  the  projedls  of 
neceffitous  power,  new  nets  fpread  to  entangle 
us,  the  old  being  accounted  too  many,  lince  moft 
are  believed  to  be  made  for  forfeitures  ;  and  fuch 
letting  of  blood  (though  intended  by  law-makers 
for  our  health),  is  to  the  people  always  out  of  fea- 
fon  ;  for  thofe  that  love  life  with  too  much  paffion 
(and  money  is  the  life-blood  of  the  people),  ever 
fear  a  confumption.  But  be  law-makers  as  able 
as  nature  or  experience  (which  is  the  beft  art), 
can  make  them,  yet,  though  I  will  not  yield  the 
wicked  to  be  wifer  than  the  virtuous,  I  may  fay, 
offences  are  too  hard  for  the  laws,  as  fome  beafts 
are  too  wylie  for  their  hunters,  and  that  vice  over- 
grovi^s  virtue,  a3  much  as  weeds  grow  fafter  than 
medicinal  herbs ;  or  rather  that  fin,  like  the  fruit- 
ful flime  of  Nilus,  doth  increafe  into  fo  many  va- 
rious fljapes  of  ferpents  (whofe  walks  and  retreats 
are  winding  and  anknown),  that  even  juftice  (the 
painful  purfuer  of  mifchief),is  become  weary,  and 
amazed. 

After  thefe  meditations,  methinks  governmentre- 
fembles  a  fliip,  where,  though  dlyines,  leaders  of  ar- 
mies, ftatefmen,  and  judges  are  the  trufted  pilots,  yet 
it  moves  by  the  means  of  winds  as  uncertain  as  the 
breath  of  opinion,  and  is  laden  with  the  people,  a 
freight  much  loofer  and  more  dangerous  than  any 
other  living  Itowage,  being  as  troublefome  in  fair 
weather  as  horfes  in  a  ftorm.     And  how  can  thefe 
pilots  fteadily  maintain  their  courfe  to  the  land  of 
peace  and  plenty,  fince  they  are  often  divided  at 
the  helm?     For  divines  (when  they  confider  great 
chiefs),  fuppofe  armies  to  be  lent  from  God  for  a 
temporary,  plague,  not  for  continual  jurifdid-ion  ; 
and  that  God's  extreme  punifliments   (of  which 
armies  be  the  moit  violent),  are  oidained  to  have 
no  more  laftingnefs  than  the  extremes  in  nature. 
They  think   (when  they  confider  ftatefmen),  po- 
licy hath  nothing  of  the  dove,  and   being  all  fer- 
pent,  is  more  dangerous  than  the  dangc^rs  it   pre- 
tends to  prevent ;  and  that  out- witting  (by  falfe- 
hood  and  corruption),  adverfe  ftates  or  the  people, 
(though  the  people  be  often  the  greater  enemy, 
and  more  perilfome  being  neareft)  is  but  giving 
reputation  to  fin,  and  that  to  maintain  the  public 
by  politic  evils,  is  a  bafe  proftitution  of  religion  ; 
aiid'  the  proftitution  of  religion  is  that  unpardon- 
able whoredom  which   fo  much  angered  the  pro- 
phets.    They  think   law  nothing  but  tlie   Bible 
forcibly  ufurped  by  covetous  lawyers,  and  difguifed 
in  a  paraphrafe  more  ofeicure  than  the  text ;  and 
that  it  is  only  want  of  juft  reverence  to  religion, 
which  dothexpofe  us  to  the  charges  and  vexations 
of  law. 

The  leaders  of  armies  accufe  divines,  for  un- 

wifely  raifing  the  war  of  the  world  by  oppofite 

dot^ine,  and  for  being  more  indifcreet  in  think- 
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ing  to  appeafe  it  by  perfuafion,  forgetting  that 
the  difpatchful  end  of  war  is  blows,  and  that  the 
natural  region  for  difputes  when  nations  are  en- 
gaged (though  by  religion)  is  the  field  of  battle, 
not  fchools  and  academies,  which  they  believe  (by 
their  reftlefs  controverfies)  lels  civil   than  camps, 
as  inteftine  quarrel  is  held  more  barbarous  than  fo- 
reign war.     They  think  ftatefmen  to  them  (un- 
lefs  dignified  with  military  office)  but  mean  fpies, 
that  like  African  foxes  (who  attend  on  lions,  rang- 
ing  before     and    about   for   their  valiant    prey) 
flrrmk  back  till  the  danger  be  fubdued,  and  then 
with  infatiate  hunger  come  in  for  a  flrare :  yet 
fometimes  with  the  eye  of  envy  (which  enlarges 
objedls  like  a  multiplying  glafs)  they  behold  thefe 
ftatefmen,  and  think   them  immenfe  as  whales; 
the  motion  of  whofe  vaft  bodies  can  in  a  jseaceful 
calm  trouble  the  ocean  till  it  boil ;  after  a  little 
hafty  wonder,  they  confider  them  again  with  dif- 
dain  of  their  low  conftraints  at  court,  where  they 
muft   patiently    endure    the  little  follies  of  fuch 
fmall   favourites,  as   wait   even    near  the  wifelt 
thrones;  fo  fantaftically   weak  feem  monarchs  in 
the  ficknefs  of  caie,   (a  fever  in  the    head)  when 
for  the  humorous  pleafures  of  diverfity,  they  de- 
fcend  from   purple  beds   and  feek  their  eafe  apon 
the  ground.    Thefe  great  leaders  fay  alfc,  that  law 
moves  flowly  as  with  fettered  feet,  and  is  too  te- 
dious in  redrefs  of  wrongs,  whilft  in  armies  jui'dce 
feems  to  ride  poll,  and  overtakes  offenders  ere  the 
contagion  of  crimes  can  infe<fl  others  ;  and  though 
in  courts  and   cities  great   men  fence   often  with 
her,   and  with  a  forcive  flight  put  by  her  fword  ; 
yet  when  flie  retires  to  camps,  flie  is  in  a  pollure 
not  only  to  puniflithe  offences  of  particular  great- 
nefs,  but  of  injurious  nations. 

Statefmen  look  on  divines,  as  men  whofe  long 
folitude  and  meditations  on  heaven  hath  made 
them  ftrangers  upon  earth,  and  it  is  acquaintance 
with  the  world  and  knowledge  of  man,  that  makes 
abilities  of  ruling:  for  though  it  may  be  faid  that 
a  fufficient  belief  of  dodfrine  would  beget  obe- 
dience, (which  is  the  uttermoft  defign  of  govern- 
ing) yet  fince  diverfity  of  dotflrine  doth  diftraft 
all  auditors,  and  make  them  doubtfully  difpofe 
their  obedience,  (even  towards  fpiritual  powers, 
on  which  many  would  have  the  temporal  depend) 
therefore  ftatefmen  think  themfelves  more  fit  to 
manage  empire  than  divines,  whofe  ufefulnels  con- 
fifts  in  perfuafion,  and  perfuafion  is  the  laft  medi- 
cine (being  the  moft  defperate)  which  ftatefmen 
apply  to  the  diftemper  of  the  people  :  for  their 
dittemper  is  madnefs,  and  madnefs  is  beft  cured 
with  terror  and  force.  They  think  that  leaders 
of  armies  are  to  great  empire  as  great  rivers  to  the 
continent, which  make  an  eafyaccefs  of  fuch  bene- 
fits as  the  metropolis  (the  feat  of  power)  would 
elfe  at  vaft  diftances  with  difficulty  reach :  yet 
often  like  proud  rivers  when  they  fwell,  they  de- 
ftroy  more  by  once  overflowing  their  borders  at 
home,  than  they  have  in  long  time  acquired  from 
abroad  ;  they  are  to  little  empire  like  the  fea  to 
low  iflands,  by  nature  a  defence  from  foreigners, 
but  by  accident  when  they  rage,  a  deluge  to  their 
own  land;  and  at  all  feafons  ftatefmen  believe 
them  more  dangerous  to  government  than  theai- 
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felves,  for  the  popularity  of  ftatefmen  is  not  fo 
ficqiient  as  t  .'at  of  generals;  or  il  by  rare  fui;-- 
ciency  of  art  it  be  gainett ;  yet  the  force  of  crowds 
IQ  cities,  compared  to  the  validity  of  men  of  arms 
and  dilcipline,  would  appear  like  the  great  num- 
ber of  flieep  to  a  lew  wolves,  rather  a  caufe  of 
comfort  than  of  terror.  They  think  that  chief 
minifters  of  Taw  by  unflcilful  integrity,  or  love  or 
popularity"(which  ihows  the  mind  as  meanly  born 
as  bredj  lo  earneitly  purfue  the  protedlion  of  the 
people's  right,  that  they  neglect  the  public  in- 
terek  ,  and  though  the  people's  right  and  public 
itjtereft  be  the  fame,  yet  ufuaiiy  by  the  people, 
the  minifters  of  law  mean  private  men,  and  by  the 
other  the  Itate ;  and  fo  the  ftate  and  the  people 
arc  divided,  as  we  may  fay  a  man  is  divided  with- 
in himfelf,  when  reafon  and  paffion  difpute  about 
confequent  adlions  ;  and  if  we  were  called  to  affiff 
at  fuch  inteftine  war,  we  muft  fide  with  reafon 
according  to  our  duty,  by  the  law  of  nature,  and 
nature's  law,  though  not  written  in  ftone  (as  was 
the  law  of  religion)  hath  taken  deep  iropreffion  in 
the  heart  of  man,  which  is  harder  than  marble  of 
laount  Sinai. 

Chief  minifters  of  law,  think  divines  in  govern- 
ment (hould,  like  the  penal  ftatutcs,  be  choicely, 
and  but  feldom  ufed ;  for  as  thofe  ftatutes  are  ri- 
goroufly  inquifitive  after  venial  faults,  (puniihing 
our  manners  and  weak  conftitution,  as  well  as  in- 
foJent  appetite ;  fo  divines  that  are  made  vehe- 
ment with  contemplating  the  dignity  of  the  of- 
fem'ed,  more  than  the  frailty  of  the  offender)  go- 
vern as  if  mes  could  be  angels,  ere  they  come  to 
^aven. 

Great  minifters  of  law,  think  likewife  that 
leaders  of  armies  are  like  ill  phyficians,  only  rit 
for  defperatc  cures,  whofe  boidnefs  calls  in  the  af- 
fiftance  of  fortune,  during  the  fears  and  trisubl&s 
of  art ;  yet  the  health  they  give  to  a  diftempered 
ftate  is  not  more  accidental  than  the  prel'ervation 
cf  it  is  certain,  becaufe  they  often  grow  vain  with 
fuccefs,  and  encourage  a  reftored  ftate  to  fuch  ha- 
zards, as  fhow  like  irregularity  of  life  in  other  re- 
covered bodies,  fuch  as  the  cautious  and  an- 
cient gravity  of  law  difluaded  :  for  law  (whole 
temperate  defign  is  fafety)  rather  prevents  by  con- 
iiancy  of  medicine  (like  a  continued  diet)  difeafes 
in  the  hody  oolitic,  than  depends  after  a  permitted 
iicknefs  upon  the  chance  of  recovery.  They  think 
jftatelmen  ftrive  to  be  as  much  judges  of  law  as 
themfelves,  being  chief  minifters  of  law,  are  judges 
cf  the  people  ;  and  that  even  good  ftatefmen  per- 
vert the  law  more  than  evil  judges,  for  lav/  was 
anciently  meant  a  defenfive  armour,  and  the  people 
took  it  as  from  the  magazine  of  juftice,  to  keep  them 
iafe  from  each  others  violence  ;  but  ftatefmen  ufe 
it  as  oifeiifive  arms,  with  which  in  foraging  to  get 
leliefforfupreme  power, theyoften  wound  thepublic. 

Thus  we  have  firft  obferved  the  four  chief  aids 
of  government,  (religion,  arms,  policy,  and  law)  de- 
fedively  applied,  and  then  we  have  found  them  weak 
by  an  emulous  war  amongft  themfelves  :  it  follows 
next,  we  ftiould  introduce  to  ftrengthcn  thofp  prin- 
cipal aids  (ftill  making  the  people  our  diredl  ob- 
jed;)  fome  collateral  help,  which  I  wi^  fafely 
pre  fume  to  confift  in  poefy. 


We  have  obferved,  that  the  people  fince  the  lat- 
ter time  of  Chriftiaii  religion,  are  more  unquiet 
than  in  former  ages ;  fe  dilobedient  and  fierce,  as 
if  they  would  fhake  off  the  ancient  imputation  of 
being  beafts,  by  fliowing  their  raafters  they  know 
their  own  ftrength  :  and  we  fliali  not  err  by  fup- 
pofing  that  tlii^  conjuiidlion  of  fourfold  power  hath 
failed  in  the  effects  of  authority,  bv  a  mifapplica- 
tion,  for  it  hath  rather  endeavoured  to  prevail  up. 
on  their  bodies  than  their  minds,  forgetting  that 
the  martial  art  of  conftraining  is  the  beli,  which 
affaults  the  weaker  part,  and  the  weakeft  part  of 
the  people  is  their  minds,  for  want  of  that  wh.ch 
is  the  mind's  only  ftrength,  education;  but  their 
bodies  are  ftrong  by  continual  labour,  for  labour 
is  the  education  of  the  body.  Yet  uhen  I  mention 
the  mifapplication  of  force,  I  ftiould  have  faid  they 
have  not  only  failed  by  that,  but  by  a  main  error, 
becaufe  the  fubjedt  on  which  they  Ihould  work  is 
the  mind,  and  the  mind  can  never  be  conitrained 
though  it  may  be  gained  by  perfualion  ;  and  fince 
perfuafion  is  the  principal  inftrument  which  can 
bring  to  fafhion  the  brittle  and  mifliapen  me- 
tal of  the  mind,  none  are  fo  lit  aids  to  this  im- 
portant work  as  poets,  whofe  art  is  more  than 
any,  enabled  with  a  voluntarj-  and  cheerful  ailift- 
ance  of  nature,  and  whofe  operations  are  as  reft- 
lefs,  fecret,  eafy,  and  fubtle,  as  is  the  influence  of 
planets. 

I  muft  not  forget  (left  I  be  prevented  by  the 
vigilence  of  the  reader)  that  I  have  profeffed  not 
to  reprelent  the  beauty  ot  virtue  in  my  poem,  with 
hope  to  perfuade  common  men ;  and  I  have  faid 
that  divines  have  failed  in  dilcharging  their  Ihare 
of  government,  by  depending  upon  the  effects  of 
perfuafion,  and  that  ftatefmen  in  managing  the 
people,  rely  not  upon  the  perfuafion  of  div  nes, 
but  upon  force-  In  my  defpair  of  reducing  the 
minds  of  common  men,  I  have  not  confeffed  any 
v/eaknefs  of  poefy  in  the  general  fcience,  but  ra-» 
ther  inferred  the  particular  ftrength  of  the  heroic, 
which  hath  a  force  that  overmatches  the  infancy 
of  fuch  minds  as  are  not  enabled  by  degrees  of 
education  ;  but  there  are  lelTer  forces  in  other 
kinds  of  poefy,  by  which  they  may  train  and  pre- 
pare their  underftandings ;  and  princes  and  nobles 
being  reformed  and  made  angelical  by  the  heroic, 
will  be  predominant  lights,  which  the  people  can- 
not chcofe  but  ufe  for  dire<ftion  ;  as  gloworms  take 
in  and  keep  the  fun's  beams  till  they  fliine,  and 
make  day  to  themfelves. 

In  faying  that  divines  have  vainly  hoped  to  con- 
tinue the  peace  of  goverment  by  perfuafion,  I  have 
implied  fuch  perfuafions  as  are  accompanied  with 
threatenings,  and  feconded  by  force,  which  are  the 
perfuafions  of  pulpits,  where  is  prefented  to  the 
obftinate,  hell  after  death ;  and  the  civil  magif- 
trate  during  life  conftrains  fuch  obedience  as  the 
church  doth  ordain.  But  the  perfuaiions  of  poefy, 
inftead  of  menaces,  are  harmonious  and  delightful 
infinuations,  and  never  any  conftraint,  unlefs  the 
ravifliment  of  reafon  may  be  called  force  ;  and  fuch 
force,  (contrary  to  that  which  divines,  com- 
manders, ftatelmen,  and  lawyers  ufe)  begets  fuch 
obedience  as  is  never  weary  or  grieved. 
In  declaring  that  ftatefmen  thi^ik  not  the  ftate 
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sv-holly  fecure  by  fucli  manners  as  are  bred  from 
the  perfuafions  of  divines,  but  more  willingly  make 
government  rely  upon  military  force,  I  have  nei- 
ther concluded  that  poets  are  unprofitable,  nor  that 
ftatefmen  think  to  ;  for  the  wifdom  of  poets  would 
firft  make  the  image  of  virtue  fo  amiable,  that  her 
beholders  fhould  not  be  able  to  look  off  (rather 
gently,  and  delightfully  infufing,  than  inculcating 
precepts),  and  then  when  the  mind  is  conquered, 
like  a  willing  bride,  force  fhould  fo  behave  itfelf 
as  noble  hufbands  ufe  their  power  ;  that  is,  by  let- 
ting their  wives  fee  the  dignity  and  prerogative  of 
our  fex  (which  is  the  hulband's  harmlefs  conqueft 
of  peace)  continually  maintained  to  hinder  difobe- 
dience,  rather  than  rigoroufly  impofe  dwty  :  but  to 
fuch  an  eafy  government,  neither  the  people 
(which  are  fubjecls  to  kings  and  ftates,  nor  wives 
which  are  fubje^fi:  to  hufbands)  can  peaceably  yield, 
unlefs  they  are  firft  conquered  by  virtue  :  and  the 
conquefts  of  virtue  be  never  eafy  but  where  her 
forces  are  commanded  by  poets. 

]t  may  be  objerted  that  the  education  of  the 
people's  minds  (from  whence  virtuous  manners  are 
derived)  by  the  feveral  kinds  of  poefy,  (of  which 
the  dramatic  hath  been  in  all  ages  very  fuccefsful) 
is  oppofite  to  the  received  opinion,  that  the  people 
ought  to  be  continued  in  ignorance  ;  a  maxim 
founding  like  the  little  fubtilty  of  one  that  is  a 
ftatefman  only  by  birth  or  beard,  and  merits  not 
his  place  by  much  thinking  :  for  ignorance  is  rude, 
ceniorioas,  jealous,  obftinate,  and  proud ;  thefe 
being  exaeftly  the  ingredients  of  which  difobedience 
is  made,  and  obedience  proceeds  from  ample  con- 
fideration,  of  which  knowledge  coniifts,  and  know- 
ledge will  foon  put  into  one  fcale  the  weight  of 
oppreffion,  andin  the  other,  tlie  heavy  burden  which 
difobedience  lays  on  us  in  the  effedls  of  civil  wnr  : 
and  then  even  tyranny  will  feem  much  lighter, 
when  the  hand  of  fupreme  power  binds  up  our 
load,  and  lays  it  artfully  on  us,  then  difobedience 
(the  parent  of  confufion)  when  we  all  load  one 
another ;  in  which  every  one  irregularly  increafes 
bis  fellows  burden  to  lefTen  his  own. 

Others  may  objedl  that  poefy  on  our  ftage,  or  the 
neroic  in  mufic  (for  fo  the  latter  was  anciently 
ufed)  is  prejudicial  te  a  ftate ;  as  begetting  levity, 
and  giving  the  people  too  great  a  diverfion  by  plea- 
fure  and  mirth.  To  thefe  (if  they  be  worthy  o^ 
fatisfadlion)  I  reply  ;  that  whoever  in  government 
endeavours  to  make  the  people  ferious  and  grate, 
which  are  attributes  that  may  become  the  people's 
rcprefcntatives,  but  not  the  people),  doth  pradlife 
a  new  way  to  enlarge  the  ftate,  by  making  every 
fubjed;  a  ftatefman  :  and  he  that  means  to  govern 
fo  mournfully  (as  it  were,  without  any  mufic  in  his 
■dominion)  muft  lay  but  light  burdens  on  his  fub- 
jcdls ;  or  elfe'  he  wants  the  ordinary  wifdom  of 
thofe,  who  to  their  beafts  that  are  much  loaden, 
whiftle  all  the  day  to  encourage  their  travel. 
For  that  fupreme  power  which  expedls  a  firm  obe- 
dience in  thofe  who  are  not  ufed  to  rejoicing,  but 
live  fadly,  as  if  they  were  ftill  preparing  for  the 
funeral  of  peace,  hath  little  fkill  in  contriving  the 
laftingnefs  of  government,  which  is  the  principal 
work  of  art;  andlefs  hath  that  power  confidered 
nature,  as  if  fuch  new  anfteriiy  did  feem  to  tax 


even  her,  for  want  of  gravity,  in  bringing  in  the 
fpring  fo  merrily  with  a  mufical  variety  of  birds; 
and  fuch  fullen  power  doth  forget  that  battles  (the  . 
moft  folemn  and  ferious  bufinefs  of  death)  are  be- 
gun with  trumpets  and  fifes  ;  and  anciently  were 
continued  with  more  diverfity  of  mufic.  And  that 
the  Grecian  laws  (laws  being  the  wifeft  endeavour 
of  human  counfels,  for  the  eafe  of  life)  were  long 
before  the  days  of  Lycurgus  (to  make  them  more 
pleafant  to  memory)  publiflied  in  verfe  :  and  that 
the  wife  Athenians  (dividing  into  three  parts  the 
public  revenue)  expended  one  in  plays  and  fliows, 
to  divert  the  people  from  meeting  to  confult  of 
their  rulers  merit,  and  the  defecls  of  government  ; 
and  that  the  Romans  had  not  fo  long  centinued 
their  empire,  but  for  the  fame  diverfions,  at  a 
vafter  charge. 

Again,  it  may  be  objefled,  that  the  precepts  of 
Chriftian  religion  are  futficient  tovyards  our  regu- 
lation, by  appointment  ©f  manners ;   and  towards 
the  eafe  of  life  by  impofing  obedience,  fo  that  the 
moral  affiftance  of  poefy  is  but  vainly  intruded. 
To  this  I  may  anfwer  :  that  as  no  man  Ihould  fuf- 
pecS  the  fufficiency  of  religion  by  its  infuccefsfulneisi, 
fo  if  the  infuccefsfulnefs  be  confefled,  we  Ih^il  as  liu 
tie  dlfparage  religion,  by  bringing  in  more  aids  whea 
it  is  in  action,  than  a  general  diflwnours  himfelf, 
by  endeavouring  with  more  of  his  own  forces,  to 
make  fure   an  attempt  that  hath  a  while  mifcar- 
ried ;  for  poefy,  which   (like  centracfled  effences 
feerns  the  utmoft  ftrength  and  aiflivity  of  nature) 
is  as  all  good   arts,  fubfervient  to  religion ;    all 
marching  under  the  fame  banner,  though  of  lefs 
difcipline  and  efteem.     And  as  poefy  is  the  befl: 
expofitor   of  nature    (nature  being  myfterious  t» 
fuch  as  ufe  not  to  confider)  fo  nature   is  the  belt 
interpreter  of  God,  and  more  cannot  be  faid  of  rc-> 
ligion.     And  when  the  judges  of  religion  (which 
are  the  chiefs  of  the  church)  negleft  the  help  of 
moralifts  in  reforming  the  people,  (and  poets  are 
of  all  moralifts  the   moft  ufeful)  they  give  a  fen- 
tence  againft  the  law  of  nature  :  for  nature  per- 
forms all  things  by  correfpondent  aids  and  harmo- 
ny.    And  it  is  injurious  not  to  think  poets  the 
moft  ufeful  moralifts,  for  as  poefy  is  adorned  and 
fublimed  by  mufic,  which  makes  it  more  pleafant 
and    acceptable ;    fo  morality   is  fweetened    and 
made   more    amiable    by   poefy.      And   the   au- 
fterity  of  fome  divines,  may  be  the  caufe  why  re- 
ligion hath  not  more  prevailed  upo»  the  manners 
of  men ;  for  great  doctors  flrould  rather  comply 
with  things  that  pleafe  (as  the  wife  apoftle  did 
with  ceremonies)  thanlofe  a  profylite.     And  even 
honour  (taught  by  mcral  philofophers,  but  more 
delightfully  infufed  by  poets)  will  appear  («ot- 
withftanding  the   fad  feverity  of  fome  latter  di- 
vines) no  unfafe  guide  towards  piety  ;  for  it  is  as 
wary  and  nice  as  confcience,  though  more  cheer- 
ful and  courageous.  And  however  honour  be  more 
pleafing  to  fielh  and  blood,  becaufe  in  this  world 
it  finds  applaufe,  yet  it   is  not  fo  mercenary  as 
piety,  for  piety  (being  of  all  her  expecflations  in- 
wardly aflured)  expedts  a  reward  in  heaven;  to 
which   all  earthly  payments  compared,  are  but 
fliadows  and  fand. 

And  it  appears  that  poefy  hath  for  its  natural 
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^revallings  over  the  underftandings  of  men,  (fome- 
'imes  mailing  her  conquefts  with  eafy  plainnefs, 
Jike  native  country  beauty)  been  very  fuccefsful 
in  the  moft  grave  and  important  occafions,  that 
the  necellities  of  ftates  or  mankind  have  produced. 
For  it  may  be  faid  that  Demofthenes  faved  the 
Athenians  by  the  fable  or  parable  of  the  do<TS  and 
^wolves,  in  anfwertoking  Philip's  propofition  ;  and 
that  Menias  Agrippa  faved  the  fenate,  if  not  Rome, 
hy  th'jt  of  the  belly  and  the  hands  :  and  that  even 
•our  Saviour  was  pleafed  (as  the  moft  prevalent 
way  of  dodlrine)  wholly  to  ufe  fuch  kind  of  para- 
■fcks  in  his  converting,  or  faving  of  fouls;  it  being 
writtv^n,  without  a  parable  fpake  he  not  to  them. 
And  had  not  the  learned  apoftle  thought  the  wif- 
•dom  of  poets  worthy  his  remembrance,  and  in- 
ilrudive,  not  only  to  Heathens,  but  to  Chriftians, 
le  had  not  cited  Epimenides  to  the  •Cretans,  as 
Well  as  Aratus  to  the  Athenians. 

I  canntJt  alfo  be  ignorant  that  divers  {whoie 
coiifcientious  melancholy  amazes  and  difcourages 
others  devotion)  will  accufe  poets  as  the  admirers 
■of  beauty,  and  inventors  or  provokers  of  that 
which  by  way  of  afperfion  they  call  love.  But 
iuch,  in  their  tirft  accufation  feem  tolook  carelefs- 
ily  and  unthankfully  upon  the  wonderful  works  of 
"©od  ;  or  elfe  through  low  education  or  age,  be- 
-come  incompetent  judges  of  what  is  the  chief  of 
lis  works  upon  earth.  And  poets  when  they  praife' 
l)eauty,  are  at  lealt  as  lawfully  thankful  to  God, 
as  when  they  praife  feas,  woods,  rivers,  or  any 
■other  parts  that  make  up  a  profpecfl  of  the  world. 
SnToj-  can  it  be  imagined  but  that  poets  in  praifing 
them,  praife  wholly  the  Maker ;  and  fo  in  praiiing 
l)eauty  :  for  that  woman  who  believes  fhe  is  praif- 
«d  when  her  beauty  is  commended,  may  as  well 
iuppofe  that  poets  think  fhe  created  herfelf ;  and 
3ie  that  praifes  the  inward  beauty  of  women,  which 
is  their  virtue,  doth  more  perform  his  duty  than 
.■before:  for  our  envious  filence  in  not  approving, 
and  fo  encouraging  what  is  good,  is  the  caufe  that 
'vice  is  more  in  fafliion  and  'countenance  than  vir- 
tue.  But  wiien  poets  praife  that  which  is  not 
"beaxLty,  or  the  mind  which  is  not  virtuous,  they 
'CIT,  through  their  miftake,  or  by  flattery-  and  flat- 
tery is  a  crime  fo  much  more  prolperous  in  others 
•who  are  companions  to  greatnefs,  that  it  may  be 
Sheld  in  poets  rather  kindnefs  than  defign. 

They  who  accufe  poets  as  provokers  of  love,  are 
-enemies  to  nature,  and  all  affronts  to  nature  are 
•offences  to  God,  asinfolences  to  all  fubordinate  of- 
ficers to  the  crown,  are  rudenefs  to  the  king. 
Love  (in  the  moft  obnoxious  interpretation)  is  na- 
ture's preparative  to  her  greateft  work,  which  is 
the  leaking  of  life.  And  fmce  the  fevereft  divines 
of  thefe  latter  times,  have  iiot  bedn  afhamed  pub- 
licly to  command  and  define  the  moft  fecret  duty, 
and  entertainments  of  love  in  the  married  ;  why 
iliould  not  poets  civilly  endeavour  to  make  a 
friendfliip  between  the  gucfts  before  they  mefct, 
hy  teaching  them  to  dignify  each  other  with  the 
«tmoft  of  eftimation.  And  marriage  in  mankind, 
-were  as  rude  and  unprepared  as  the  hafty  elec- 
tions of  other  creatures,  but  for  acquaintance  and 
converfation  before  it,  and  that  muft  be  an  ac- 
^uaictaKce  of  minds,  not  of  bodies  j  and  of  the 


mind,  poefy  is  the  moft  natural  and  delightful  in- 
terpreter. 

When  neither  religion  (which  is  our  art  towards 
God)  nor  nature  (which  is  God's  firft  law  to  man, 
though  by  man  leaft  ftudied)  nor  when  reafon 
(which  is  nature,  and  made  art  by  experience) 
can  by  the  enemies  of  poefy  be  fufficiently  urged 
againft  it,  than  forae  (whole  frowardnefs  will  not 
let  them  quit  an  evil  caufe)  plead  written  autho- 
rity ,  and  though  fuch  authority  be  a  weapon 
which  even  in  the  war  of  religion  <liftreired  difl 
puters  take  up  as  their  laft  Ihift ;  yet  here  we 
would  proteft  againft  it,  but  that  we  find  it  make 
a  falfe  defence,  and  leaves  the  enemy  more  open. 
This  authority  (which  is  but  fingle  too)  is  fr»m 
Plato,  and  him  fome  have  maliciouily  quoted ;  as 
if  in  his  feigned  commonwealth  he  had  baniflied 
all  poets,  but  Plato  fays  nothing  againft  poets  in 
general ;  and  in  his  particular  quarrel,  (which  is 
to  Homer  and  HeCod)  only  condemns  fuch  errors 
as  we  mentioned  in  the  beginning  of  this  preface, 
when  we  looked  upon  the  ancients;  and  thofe 
errors  confift  in  their  abulng  religion,  by  repre- 
fenting  the  gods  in  evil  proportion,  and  their  he- 
roes with  as  unequal  charadters:  and  fo  brought 
vices  into  falhion,  by  intermixing  them  with  the 
virtues  of  great  perfons.  Yet  even  during  this  di- 
vine anger  of  Plato,  he  concludes  not  againft  poefy, 
but  the  poems  then  moft  in  requeft,  for  thefe  be' 
the  words  of  his  law :  If  any  man  (having  ability 
to  imitate  what  he  pleafes)  imitate  in  his  poems 
both  good  and  evil,  let  him  be  reverenced  as  a  fa- 
cred,  admirable,  and  pleafant  perfon ;  but  be  it 
likewife  known,  he  mult  have  no  place  in  our 
commonwealth.  And  yet  before  his  baniihment 
he  allows  him  the  honour  of  a  -diadem,  and  fweet 
odours  to  anoint  his  head,  and  afterwards  fays : 
Let  us  make  ufe  of  more  profitable,  though  mors 
fevere  and  lefs  pleafant  poets,  who  can  imitate 
that  which  is  for  the  honour  and  benefit  of  the 
commonwealth.  But  thofe  who  make  ufe  of  this 
juft  indignation  of  Plato,  to  the  unjuft  fcandai  of 
poefy,  have  the  cciHmjii  craft  of  talfe  witnefles, 
enlarging  every  circumftance,  when  it  may  hurt, 
and  concealing  all  thmgs  that  may  defend  him 
they  oppofe  ;  for  they  will  not  lemember  how 
much  the  fcholar  of  Plato  (v/ho,  like  an  abfolute 
monarch  over  arts,  hath  almoft  filenced  his  mafter 
throughout  the  fchools  of  Europe)  labours  to  make 
poefy  univerfally  current,  by  giving  laws  to  the 
Icience  ;  nor  will  they  take  notice,  in  what  digni- 
ty it  continued,  whilft  the  Greeks  kept  their  do- 
minion or  language  ;  and  how  much  the  Romans 
cherifhed  even  the  public  repetition  of  verfes,  nor 
will  they  vouchfafe  to  obferve  (though  Juvenal 
takes  care  to  record  it)  how  gladly  all  Rome 
(during  that  exercife)  ran  to  the  voice  of  Statins. 

Thus  having  taken  meafure  (though  hallily)  of 
the  extent  of  thofe  great  profelfions,  that  in  go- 
vernment contribute  to  the  necelTities,  eafe,  and 
lawful  pleafures  of  men  ;  and  finding  poefy  as  ufe- 
tul  now  (as  the  ancients  found  it  towards  perfec- 
tion and  happlnefs;  I  will,  Sir,  (uidefs  with  thefe 
two  books  you  return  me  a  difcouragement)  cheer- 
fully proceed ;  and  rhuugh  a  little  time  would 
make  way  for  the  third,  and  maks  it  fit  for  tne 
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frtCs,  I  am  refolved  rather  to  hazard  the  inconve- 
nience which  expedtation  breeds,  (for  divers  with 
no  ill  f.itisfadlion  have  had  a  tafce  of  Gondibert) 
than  endure  that  violent  envy  which  alVaults  all 
writers  whilft  they  live,  though  their  papers  be  but 
filled  with  very  negligent  and  ordinary  thoughts; 
and  therefore  I  delay  the  publication  of  any  part 
of  the  poem,  till  I  can  fend  it  you  from  America, 
whither  I  now  fpeedily  prepare,  having  the  folly 
to  hope  that  when  I  am  in  another  world  (though 
not  in  the  common  fenfe  of  my  dying  (I  (hall  find 
niy  readers  (even  the  poets  of  the  prelcnt  age)  as 
temperate  and  benign,  as  we  are  ail  to  the  dead, 
whofe  remote  excellence  cannot  hinder  our  repu- 


tation. And  now,  Sir,  to  end  with  the  allegory 
which  I  have  fo  long  continued,  I  fliall,  (after  kll 
my  bufy  vanity  in  fhowing  and  defcribing  my  nev** 
building)  with  great  quietnefs,  being  almoft  as 
weary  as  yourfelf,  bring  you  to  the  back  door,  thafi 
you  may  make  no  review  but  in  my  abfence  ;  and 
Ileal  hatlily  from  you,  as  one  who  is  afhamed  of  all 
the  trouble  you  have  received  from, 

Your  mod  humble,  and  moft  alFediOnate  fervant, 

Lomjre  in  Paris,    ?    willI^m  DAVENANT. 
Jan.  2.  1650.     i 
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SIR, 


If  to  commend  your  poem,  I  (Tiould  only  fay  (in 
general)  that  in  the  choice  of  your  argument,  the 
difpofition  of  the  parts,  the  maintenance  of  the 
characters  of  your  perfons,  the  dignity  and  vigour 
of  your  exprefFion ;  you  have  performed  all  the 
parts  of  various  experience,  ready  memory,  clear 
judgment,  fwift  and  well  governed  fancy,  thoiagfi 
it  w'ere  enough  for  the  truth,  it  were  too  little  for 
the  weight  and  credit  of  my  teftim6ny.  For  I  lie 
open  to  two  exceptions,  one  of  an  incompetent, 
the  other  of  a  corrupted  wifnefs.  Incompetent, 
becaufe  I  am  not  a  poet ;  and  corrupted,  with  the 
honour  done  me  by  your  preface.  The  former 
obliges  me  to  fay  fomething  (by  the  way)  of  the 
nature  and  differences  of  pOefy. 

As  philofophers  have  divided  the  univerfe  (their 
fubjecft)  into  three  regions,  celeftiaL,  aerial  and 
terreftrial,  fo  the  poets  (whofe  work  it  is  by  imi- 
tating human  life,  in  delightful  and  meafiired  lines, 
io  avert  men  from  vice,  and  incline  them  to  virtu- 
[kx&  and  hbiiourable  atftions),  have  lodged>  them- 


felves  in  tlie  three  regions"  of  mankind,  court,  tfltyj 
and  country,  correfpondent  in  fome,  in  proportion, 

to  thofe  three  regions  of  the  world.  For  there  is  ia 
princes,  and  men  of  confpicuous  power  (ancientl/ 
calledheroes),a  luftre  and  influence  upon  the  reft  of 
men,  refembling  that  of  the.  heavens  ;  and  an  infin- 
cerenefs,  inconftancy,  and  troublefome  humour  of 
thofe  that  dwell  in  populous  cities,  like  the  mobi- 
lity, bluftering,  and  impurity  of  the  air;  and  a 
plainnefs,  and  (though  dull)  yet  a  nutritive  facul- 
ty in  rural  people,  that  endures  a  comparifon  with 
the  earth  they  labour. 

From  hence  have  proceeded  three  forts' of  poeff, 
heroic,  fcomatic,  and  pafloiral.  Every  one  of  thefe 
is  dift'inguiflied  again  in  the  manner  of  feprefenta- 
tion,  which  fometimes  is  narrative,  wherein  the 
poet  himfelf  relateth ;  and  fometimes  dramatic,  as 
when  the  peribns  are  every  one  adorned  and 
brought  upo.n  the  theatre,  to  fpeak  and  a<ft  their 
own  parts.  Ther§  is  therefore  neither  more  nor 
Ms  thaa  fix  forts  of  poefy.    For  the  heroic  pueim 


narrative  (fucli  as  is  yours)  is  called  a^i  epic  poem. 
The  licroic  poem  dramatic,  is  tragedy.  The  fco- 
inatic  narrative  is  fatire ;  dramatic  is  comedy. 
The  pafLor.ll  narrative  is  called  fimply  paftoral, 
(anciently  beucolic)  the  fame  dramatic,  paftoral 
co'D'  dy.  The  figure  therefore  of  an  epic  poem, 
and  O'  a  tragedy,  ought  to  be  the  fame,  for  they 
differ  no  more  but  in  that  they  are  pronounced  by 
6ne  or  many  perfons  ;  which  I  infert  to  juflify  the 
figure  of  yours,  confifting  of  five  books  divided  in- 
to fongs  or  cantos,  as  live  adls  divided  into  fcenes 
has  ever  been  the  approved  figure  of  a  tragedy. 

They  that  take  for  poefy  whatfoever  is  writ  in 
■werfe  will  think  this  divifioH  imperfedl,  atid  call 
inlbnnets,  epigrams,  eclogues,  and  the  like  pieces, 
(which  are  but  elTays  and  parts  of  an  entire  poem), 
and  reckon  .Empedocles  and  Lucretius  (natural 
philofophers),  for  poets;  and  the  moral  precepts  of 
Phocylides  Theognis,  and  the  quatrains  of  Py- 
brach,  and  the  hiftory  of  Lucan,  and  others  of 
that  kind  amongft  poems;  beltowing  on  fuch 
writers  for  honour  the  name  of  poets  rather  than 
of  hi  ftorians  or  philofophers.  But  the  fubjecft  of 
3  poem  is  the  manners  of  men,  not  natural  caufes  ; 
manners  prefented^  not  dictated  ;  and  manners 
feigned,  (as  the  name  of  poefy  imports),  not  foand 
in  men.  They  that  give  entrance  to  fiilions  writ 
in  profe  err  not  fo  much,  but  they  err ;  for  profe 
requireth  delightfulnefs  not  only  of  fiftion,  but  of 
ftyfe  ;  in  which  if  profe  contend  with  verfe,  it  is 
with  difadvantage  (as  it  were)  on  foot  againft  the 
ftrength  and  wings  of  Pegafus. 

For  verfe  amongfl  the  Greeks  was  appropriated 
anciently  to  the  fervice  of  their  gods,  and  was  the 
holy  ftyle,  the  ftyle  of  the  oracles,  the  ftyle  of  the 
laws,  and  the  ftyle  of  men  that  publicly  recom- 
mended to  their  gods  the  vows  and  thanks  of  the 
people,  which  was  done  in  their  holy  longs  called 
hymns ;  and  the  compofers  of  them  were  called 
prophets  and  prielts,  before  the  name  of  poet  was 
known.  When,  afterwards,  the  majeffy  of  that 
ftyle  was  obferved,  the  poets  chofe  it  as  beft  be- 
caming  their  high  invention.  And  for  the  anti- 
quity of  verfe,  it  is  greater  than  the  antiquity  of 
letters.  For  it  is  certain  that  Cadmus  was  the  firft 
that  (from  Phoenicia,  a  country  that  neighbour- 
eth  Judea),  brought  the  ufe  cf  letters  into  Greece. 
But  the  fervice  of  the  gods,  and  the  laws  (which 
by  meafured  founds  were  ealily  committed  to  the 
memory),  had  been  long  time  in  ufe  before  the 
arrival  of  Cadmus  there. 

There  is  belides  the  grace  of  ftyle,  another  caufe 
why  the  ancient  poets  chofe  to  write  in  meafured 
language,  which  is  this.  Their  poems  were  made 
at  firft  with  intention  to  have  them  fung,  as  well 
epic  as  dramatic,  (which  cuftom  hath  been  long 
time  laid  afide,  but  began  to  be  revived  in  part, 
of  late  years  in  Italy),  and  could  not  be  made 
commenfurable  to  the  voice  or  inftruments  in 
profe  ;  the  ways  and  motions  whereof  are  fo  un- 
certain and  undiftinguillied,  (like  the  way  and 
motion  of  a  Ihip  in  the  fea^,  as  not  only  to  dlf- 
eompofe  the  befl  compofers,  but  alfo  to  difappoint 
fometimes  the  moft  attentire  reader,  and  put  him 
to  hunt  counter  for  the  fenfe.  It  v/as  therefore 
neceflary  for  poets  in  thofe  times  to  write  in 
verfe. 
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The  verfe  which  the  Greeks  and  Latins  (confi- 
dering  the  nature  of  their  own  languages),  found 
by  experience  moft  grave,  and  for  an  epic  poem 
mojl  dece.nt,  was  their  hexameter,  a  verfe  limited 
not  only  in  the  length  of  the  line,  but  alfo  in  the 
quantity  of  the  fyliables.  Inftead  of  which,  we  ufe 
the  line  of  ten  fyliables,  recorapencing  the  negle(5l 
of  their  quantity,  with  the  diligence  of  rhyme. 
And  this  rheafure  is  fo  proper  for  an  heroic  poemj 
as  without  fome  lofs  of  gravity  and  dignity,  it  was 
never  changed.  A  longer  is  not  far  from  ill  profe, 
and  a  fhorter  is  a  kind  of  whilking  (you  know) 
like  the  unlacing,  rather  than  the  fmging  of  a 
mufe.  In  an  epigram  or  a  fonnet  a  man  may  vary 
his  meafures,  and  feek  glory  from  a  needlefs  diffi- 
culty,  as  he  that  contrived  verfesinto  the  forms  of 
an  organ,  a  hatchet,  an  egg,  an  altar,  and  a  pair  of 
wings  ;  but  in  fo  great  and  noble  a  v.?ork  as  is  an 
epic  poem,  for  a  man  to  obftrudl  his  own  way 
with  unprofitable  difficulties,  is  great  imprudence. 
So  likewife  to  choofe  a  needlefs  and  difficult  cor- 
refpondence  of  rhyme  is  but  a  difficult  toy,  and 
forces  a  man  fometimes  for  the  flopping  of  a  chink 
to  fay  fomewhat  he  did  never  t^ink ;  I  cannot 
therefore  but  very  much  approve  your  ftanza, 
wherein  the  fyliables  in  every  verfe  are  ten,  and 
the  rhyme  alternate. 

For  the  choice  of  your  fubjedl  you  have  fuffici- 
ently  juftified  yourfelf  in  your  preface.  But  be- 
caufe  I  have  obferved  in  Virgil  that  the  honour 
done  to  JEnezs  and  his  companions  has  fo  bright  a 
reflexion  upon  Auguftus  Cafar,  and  other  great 
Romans  of  that  time,  as  a  man  may  fufpecT;  him 
not  conftantly  pofTeffed  with  the  noble  fpirit  of 
thofe  his  heroes,  and  believe  you  are  not  acquaint- 
ed with  any  great  man  of  the  race  of  Gondibert, 
I  add  to  your  juftification  the  purity  of  your  pur- 
pofe,  in  having  no  other  motive  of  your  labour, 
but  to  adorn  virtue,  and  procure  her  lovers,  than 
which  there  cannot  be  a  worthier  delign,  and 
more  becoming  noble  poefy. 

In  that  you  make  fo  fmall  account  of  the  ex- 
ample of  almofl  all  the  sipproved  poets  ancient  and 
modern,  who  thought  fit  in  the  beginning,  and 
fometimes  alfo  in  the  progrefs  of  their  poems,  to 
invoke  a  mufe  or  fome  other  deity  that  (hould  dic- 
tate to  them  or  ailifl  them  in  their  writings,  they 
tliat  take  not  the  laws  of  art,  from  any  leafon  of 
their  own,  but  from  the  fafhion  of  precedent' 
times,  will  perhaps  accufe  your  fingularity.  For 
my  part,  I  neither  fubfcribe  to  their  accufation, 
tior  yet  condemn  that  heathen  cuftom  otherwifs 
than  as  accefTary  to  their  falfe  religion.  For 
their  poets  were  their  divines;  had  the  name 
of  prophets  exercifed  amongft  the  people  a  kind 
of  fpirltual  authority,  would  be  thought  to  fpeak 
by  a  divine  fpirit ;  have  their  w  orks  which  they 
writ  in  verfe  (the  diviue  ftyle)  pafs  for  the  word 
of  God,  and  not  of  man,  and  to  be  hearkened  to 
with  reverence.  Do  not  our  divines  (excepting 
the  ftyle)  do  the  fame,  and  by  us  that  are  of  the 
fame  religion  cannot  juftly  be  reprehended  for  it? 
Befides,  in  the  ufe  of  the  fpiritual  calling  of  di- 
vines, there  is  danger  fometimes  to  be  feared  from 
want  of  fkill,  fuch  as  is  reported  of  unfkilful  con- 
jurers, that  miftaking  the  rites  and  ceremonious 
points  of  their  art,  call  up  fuch  fpirits  that  they 
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cannot  at  their  pleafure  allay  again ;  by  whom 
ftorms  are  raifed  that  overthrow  buildings,  and 
are  the  caufe  of  miferable  wrecks  at  fea.  Unikil- 
ful  divines  do  oftentimes  the  like  ;  for  when  they 
call  unfeafonably  for  zeal,  there  appears  a  fpirit  of 
cruelty  ;  and  by  the  like  error,  iiiftead  of  truth 
they  raife  difcord;  inftead  of  wifdom  fraud;  in- 
fteaJ  of  reformation  tumult ;  and  controverfy  in- 
ftead of  religion.  Whereas,  in  the  heathen  poets, 
at  lea;l;  in  thofe  whofe  works  have  lafted  to  the 
time  we  are  in,  thera  are  none  of  thofe  indifcre- 
tions  to  be  found  that  tended  to  fabverfion  or  dif- 
turbance  of  the  commonwealths  wherein  they  liv- 
ed. Bur  why  a  Chnftian  fliould  think  it  an  orna- 
ment to  his  poem  either  to  profane  the  true 
God,  or  invoke  a  falfe  one,  I  can  imagine  no  caufe, 
but  a  reafonlefs  imitation  of  cuftom,  of  a  foolifh 
cuftom,  by  which  a  man  enabled  to  fpeak  wifely 
from  the  principles  of  nature  and  his  own  medita- 
tion, loves  rather  to  be  thought  to  fpeak  by  infpi- 
ration  like  a  bagpipe. 

Time  and  education  begets  experience,  experi- 
ence begets  memory,  memory  begets  judgment 
and  iancy,  judgment  begets  the  ftrength  and  ftruc- 
ture,  ami  fancy  begets  the  ornaments  of  a  poem. 
The  ancients  therefore  fabled  not  abfurdly  in 
making  memory  the  mother  of  the  mufes.  For 
memory  is  the  world  (though  not  really,  yet  fo  as 
in  a  looking-glafs),  in  which  the  judgment,  the 
feverer  fitter  bulicth  herfelf  in  a  grave  and  rigid 
examination  of  all  the  parts  of  nature,  and  in  re- 
giltering  by  letters  their  order,  caufes,  ufes,  differ- 
ences, and  refemblances ;  whereby  the  fancy, 
when  any  work  of  art  is  to  be  performed,  finds 
her  materials  at  hand  and  prepared  for  ufe,  and 
needs  no  more  than  a  fwift  motion  over  them,  that 
what  Ihe  wants  and  is  there  to  be  had  may  not  lie 
too  long  unefpied.  So  that  when  flie  feemeth  to 
fly  from  one  Indies  to  the  other,  and  from  heaven 
to  earth,  and  to  penetrate  into  the  hardeft  matter 
and  obfcureft  places,  into  the  future,  and  into  her- 
felf, and  all  this  in  a  point  of  time,  the  voyage  is 
not  very  great,  herfelf  being  all  flie  feeks  ;  and 
her  wonderful  celerity  conhlteth  not  fo  much  In 
motion,  as  in  copious  imagery  difcreetly  ordered 
and  perfedlly  regiftered  in  the  memory,  which 
tnoft  men  under  the  name  of  philofo])hy  have  a 
glimpfe  of,  and  is  pretended  to  by  many  that, 
grofsly  miltaking  her,  embrace  contention  in  her 
place.  But  fo  far  forth  as  the  fancy  of  man  has 
traced  the  ways  of  true  philofophy,  fo  far  it  hath 
produced  very  marvellous  efFedls  to  the  benefit  of 
mankind.  All  that  is  beautiful  or  defenfible  in 
building,  or  marvellous  in  engines  and  inftruments 
of  motion,  whatfoever  commodity  men  receive 
from  the  obfervations  of  the  heavens,  from  the  de- 
fcription  of  the  earth,  from  the  account  of  time, 
from  walking  on  the  feas ;  and  whatfoever  diftin- 
guifheth  the  civility  of  Europe  from  the  barbarity 
of  American  favages,  is  the  workmanfhip  of  fan- 
cy, but  guided  by  the  precepts  of  true  philofophy. 
But  where  thefe  precepts  fail,  as  they  have  hi- 
therto failed  in  the  doiftrine  of  moral  virtue,  there 
the  architedl  (Fancy)  muft  take  the  philofopher's 
part  upon  herfelf.  He  therefore  that  undertakes 
an  heroic  poem  (which  is  to  exhibit  a  venerable 


and  amiable  image  of  heroic  virtue)  muft  not  on- 
ly be  the  poet  to  place  and  connedt,  but  alfo  the 
philofopher  to  furnilh  and  fquare  his  matter ;  that 
is,  to  make  both  body  and  foul  colour  and  Ihadosr 
of  his  poem  out  of  his  own  llore' ;  which,  how  well 
you  have  performed,  I  am  now  confidering. 

Obferving  how  few  the  perfons  be  you  intro- 
duce in  the  beginning,  and  how  in  the  courfe  of 
the  a<ftions  of  thefe  (the  number  increafing),  afte? 
feveral  confluences,  they  run  all  at  laft  into  the 
two  principal  Itreams  of  your  poem,  Gondibert 
and  Ofwald,  me  thinks  the  fable  is  not  much  un- 
like the  theatre.  For  i'o,  from  feveral  and  far 
diftant  fources,  do  the  leller  brooks  of  Lombardy, 
flowing  into  one  another,  fall  at  laft  into  the  two 
main  rivers,  the  Fo  and  the  Adice.  It  hath  the 
fame  refemblance  alfo  with  a  man's  veins,  which 
proceeding  from  different  parts,  after  the  like 
concourfe,  infert  themfelves  pt  laft  into  the  two 
principal  veins  of  the  body.  But  when  1  confider- 
ed  that  alfo  the  actions  of  men,  which  fingly  are 
inconfiderable,  after  many  conjunctures,  grow  at 
laft  either  into  one  great  protecting  power,  or  into 
two  deftroying  factions,  I  could  not  but  approve  the 
ftrudture  of  your  poem,  which  ought  to  be  no 
other  than  fuch  as  an  imitation  of  human  life  re- 
quireth. 

In  the  ftreams  themfelves  I  find  nothing  but 
fettled  valour,  clean  honour,  calm  counfel,  learnt 
ed  diveriion,  and  pure  love,  iave  only  a  torrent  or 
two  of  ambition,  which  (though  a  fault)  has 
fomewhat  heroic  in  it,  and  therefore  muft  have 
place  in  an  heroic  poem.  To  fliow  the  reader  in 
what  place  he  (liall  find  every  excellent  picture  of 
virtue  you  have  drawn,  is  too  long ;  and  to  ftiovir 
him  one,  is  to  prejudice  the  reft ;  yet  I  cannot 
rorbear  to  point  him  to  the  defcription  of  love  in 
the  perfon  of  Birtha,  in  the  feventh  canto  of  the 
fecond  book.  There  has  nothing  been  faid  of  that 
fubjedl  neither  by  the  ancient  nor  modern  poets 
comparable  to  it.  Poets  are  painters:  I  v/ould. 
fain  fee  another  painter  draw  fo  true,  perfedl,  and 
natural  love  to  the  life,  and  make  ufe  of  nothing 
but  pure  lines,  without  the  help  of  any  the  leaft 
uncomely  fhadow,  as  you  have  done.  But  let  it 
be  read  as  a  piece  by  itfelf,  for  in  the  almoft  equal 
height  of  the  whole,  the  eminence  of  parts  is 
loft. 

There  are  fome  that  are  not  pleafed  with  fic- 
tion, unle^  it  be  bold,  not  only  to  exceed  the 
work,  but  alfo  the  poffibility  of  nature:  They 
would  have  impenetrable  armours,  enchanted  caf- 
tles,  invulnerable  bodies,  iron  men,  flying  horfes, 
and  a  thouiand  other  fuch  things,  v.rhich  are  eafily 
feigned  by  them  that  dare.  Againft  fuch  I  de- 
fend you  (without  affenting  to  thofe  that  con- 
demn either  Horser  or  Virgil),  by  diffcnting  only 
from  thofe  that  think  the  beauty  of  a  poem  con- 
fifteth  in  the  exorbitancy  of  the  fidlion.  For  as 
truth  is  the  bound  of  hiftorical,  fo  the  refemblance 
of  truth  is  the  utmoft  limit  of  poetical  liberty. 
In  old  time,  amongft  the  heathen,  fuch  ftrange 
nClions,  and  metamorphofes,  were  not  fo  reniLte 
from  the  articles  of  their  faith,  as  they  are  now 
from  ours,  and  therefore  were  not  fo  unpleafant. 
Beyond  the  adiuai  works  of  nature  a  poet  ni;iy 
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now  go,  but  beyond  the -conceived  pofllbility  of 
nature,  never.  I  can  allow  a. geographer  to  make 
in  the  fea,  a  fiHi  or  a  fhip,  which,  by  the  fcale  of 
his  map,  would  be  two  or  three  hundred  mile 
long,  and  think  it  done  for  ornament,  becaufe  it 
is  done  without  the  precindls  of  his  iindertaking ; 
but  when  he  paints  an  elephant  fo,  I  prefently 
apprehend  it  as  ignorance,  and  a  plain  confelEon 
of  terra  incognita.  • 

As  the  defcription  of  great  men  and  great  anions 
is  the  conftant  defign  of  a  poet,  fo  the  defcrip- 
tions  of  worthy  circumftances  are  neceffary  accef- 
lions  to  a  poem  ;  and,  being  well  performed,  are 
the  jewels  and  nioft  precious  ornaments  of  poefy. 
Such  in  Virgil  are  the  Funeral  Games  of  Anchifes, 
the  Duel  of -(Eneas  and  Turnus,  &cc. ;  and  fuch  in 
yours  are,  The  Hunting,  The  Battaile,  The  City 
Morning,  The  Funeral,  The  Hgufe  of  Aftragon, 
The  Library,  and  The  Temples,  equal  to  his,  or 
thofe  of  Homer  whom  he  imitated. 

There  remains  now  no  more  to  be  confidered 
but  the  expreffion,  in  which  confifteth  the  coun- 
tenance and  colour  of  a  beautiful  ,mufe,  and  is 
given  her  by  the  poet  out  of  his  own  provifion,  or 
is  borrowed  from  others.  That  which  he  hath  of 
his  own  is  nothing  but  experience,  and  knowledge 
of  nature,  and  fpecially  human  nature,  and  is  the 
true  and  natural  colour.  But  that  which  is  taken 
©ut  of  books  (the  ordinary  boxes  of  counterfeit 
complexion)  fliows  well  or  ill,  as  it  hath  more  or 
Jefs  refemblance  with  the  natural,  and  are  not  to 
be  ufed  (without  examination)  unadvifedly.  For 
in  him  that  profefles  the  imitation  of  nature  (as 
all  poets  do),  what  greater  fault  can  there  be, 
than  to  bewray  an  ignorance  ef  nature  in  his  poem, 
efpecially  having  a  liberty  allowed  him,  if  he  meet 
with  any  thing  he  cannot  matter,  to  leave  it  out. 

That  which  giveth  a  poem  the  true  and  natural 
colour  conlifteth  in  two  things,  v.'hich  are,  To 
know  well,  that  is,  to  have  images  of  nature  in 
the  memory  diftindt  and  clear ;  and.  To  know 
much.  A  fign  of  the  firft  is  perfpicuity,  property, 
and  decency,  which  delight  all  forts  of  men,  ei- 
ther by  inftrudling  the  ignorant,  or  foothing  the 
learned  in  their  knowledge.  A  fign  of  the  latter 
is  novelty  of  expreffion,  and  pleafeth  by  excita- 
tion of  the  mind;  for  novelty  caufeth  admiration, 
and  admiration  curiofity,  which  is  a  delightful 
appetite  of  knowledge. 

There  be  fo  many  words  in  ufe  at  this  day  in 
the  Englifli  tongue,  that,  though  of  magnitic  found, 
yet  (like  the  windy  blifters  of  a  troubled  water) 
have  no  fenfe  at  all,  and  fo  many  others  that  lofe 
itheir  meaning,  by  being  ill  coupled,  that  it  is  a 
hard  matter  to  avoid  them  ;  for  having  been  ob- 
truded upon  youth  in  the  fchools  (by  fuch  as  make 
It,  I  think,  their  buiinefs  there),  as  it  is  exprefled 
by  the  belt  poet. 

With  terms  to  charm  the  Weak,  and  pofe  the 
wife, 

they  grow  up  with  them,  and  gaining  reputation 
with  the  ignorant,  are  not  eafily  fliakeu  off. 

To  this  palpable  darknefs,  I  may  alfo  add  the 
ambitious  obfcurity  of  expveffing  more  than  is  per- 
fedly  conceived,  or  perfcdl  conception  in  fewer 


words  than  it  requires ;  which  expr3nion3,  though 
they  have  had  the  honour  to  be  called  (trong  lines, 
ar*!  indeed  no  better  than  riddles,  and  not  only  to 
the  reader,  but  alfo  (after  a  little  time)  to  the 
writer  himfelf  dark  and  troublefome. 

To  the  property  of  expreffion  I  refer,  that  clcar- 
nefs  of  memory,  by  which  a  poet,  when  he  hath 
once  introduced  any  perfon  whatioever  fpeaking 
in  his  poem,  maintaineth  in  him  to  the  end  the 
fame  cbaradber  he  gave  him  in  the  beginning  j 
the  variation  whereof  is  a  change  of  pace,  that 
argues  the  poet  tired. 

.  Of  the  indecencies  of  an  heroic  poem,  the  molt 
remarkable  are  thofe  that  fliow  difproportion  ei- 
ther between  the  perfons  and  their  adlions,  or  be- 
tween the  manners  of  the  poet  and  the  poem.  Of 
the  firft  kind  is  the  uncomelinefs  of  reprefcnting 
in  great  perfons  the  inhuman  vice  of  cruelty,  or 
the  fordid  vice  of  luft  and  drunkennefs.  To  fuch 
parts  as  thofe  the  ancient  approved  poets  thought 
it  fit  to  fuborn,  not  the  perfons  of  men,  but  of 
monfters  and  beaftly  giants,  fuch  as  Polyphemus, 
Caciis,  and  the  Centaurs.  For  it  is  fuppofed,  a 
mufe,  when  flie  is  invoked  to  fing  a  fong  of  that 
nature,  fliould  maidenly  advife  the  poet,  to  fet 
fuch  perfons  to  ling  their  own  vices  upon  the 
ftage,  for  it  is  not  fo  unfeemly  in  a  tragedy.  Of 
the  fame  kind  it  is' to  reprefent  fcurrility,  or  any 
atftion  or  language  that  moveth  much  laughter. 
The  delight  of  an  epic  poem  confifteth  not  in 
mirth,  but  admiration.  Mirth  and  laughter  is 
proper  to  comedy  and  fatire.  Great  perfo.ns  that 
have  their  minds  employed  on  great  deiigns,  have 
not  leifure  enough  to  laugh,  and  are  pleafed  with 
the  contemplation  of  their  own  power  and  virtues, 
fo  as  they  need  not  the  infirmities  and  vices  of 
other  men  to  recommend  themfelves  to  their  o^vn 
favour  by  comparifon,  as  all  men  do  when  they 
laugh.  Of  the  fecond  kind,  where  the  difpropoj-- 
tion  is  between  the  poet,  and  the  perfons  of  his 
poem,  one  is  in  the  dialedl  of  the  inferior  fort  of 
people,  which  is  always  different  from  the  lan- 
guage of  the  court.  Another  is  to  derive  the  il- 
luftration  of  any  thing,  from  fuch  metaphors  or 
comparifons  as  cannot  come  into  mens  thoughts, 
but  by  mean  converfaticn,  and  experience  of  hum- 
ble or  evil  arts,  which  the  perfon  of  an  epic  poem 
cannot  be  thought  acquainted  with. 

From  knowing  much  proceedeth  the  admirable 
variety  and  novelty  of  metaphors  and  fimilitudes, 
which  are  not  poffible  to  be  lighted  on  in  the  com- 
pafs  of  a  narrow  knowledge.  And  the  want  Where- 
of compelleth  a  writer  to  expreffions  that  are  ei- 
ther defaced  by  time,  or  fullied  with  vulgar  or  long 
ufe.  For  the  phrafes  of  poefy,  as  the  ai'.s  of  mu- 
fic,  with  often  hearing  become  Infipid,  the  reader 
having  no  more  fenfe  of  their  force  than  our  flefli 
is  fenfible  of  the  bones  that  fuftain  it.  As  the 
fenfe  we  have  of  bodies  conlifteth  in  change  and 
variety  of  impreffion,  fo  alfo  does  the  fenfe  of  lan- 
guage in  the  variety  and  changeable  ufe  of  words. 
I  mean  not  in  the  affeftation  of  words  newly 
brought  home  from  travel,  but  in  new  (and  with 
all  fignificant)  tranflation  to  our  purpofes  of  thofe 
that  be  already  received,  and  in  far  fetched  (but 
withal,  apt,  inftrmltive  and  comely)  fimilitudes. 


ANSWER    TO    THE    PREFACE. 


Having  thus  (I  hope)  avoided  the  firft  exception 
againft:  the  incompetency  of  my  judgment,!  am  but 
little  moved  with  the  fecond,  which  is  of  being 
bribed  by  the  honour  you  have  done  me  by  attri- 
buting in  your  preface  fomewhat  lo  my  judgment; 
for  I  have  ufed  your  judsjment  no  kls  in  many 
things  of  mine,  which  coming  to  light  will  thereby 
appear  the  better,  and  lb  you  have  your  bribe  again. 

Having  thus  made  way  for  the  admiiTion  of  my 
teftimony,  I  give  it  briefly  thus  ;  I  never  yet  fi^w 
poem  that  had  fo  much  fliape  of  art,  health  of  ino-> 
rality,  and  vigour  and  beauty  of  eA'prellion  as  tins 
of  yours;  And  but  for  the  clamour  of  the  multi- 
tude, that  hide  their  envy  of  the  prelent  under  ^ 
reverence  of  antiquity,  I  (hould  lay  further,  that 
it  woidd  laft  as  long  as  either  the  ^neid,  or  riiid, 
but  for  one  difadvantage;  ani  the  difadvantage  is 
this:  the  languages  of  the  Greeks  and  Ro  n  tas 
(by  their  colonies  and  conquells)  have  put  otf  fie  (It 
and  blood,  and  are  become  immutable,  which  none 
of  the  modern  tongues  are  like  to  be.  I  honoir 
antiquity,  but  that  which  is  commonly  called  oUl 
time,  is  young  time.  The  glory  of  antiquity  is  due, 
not  to  the  dead,  but  to  the  aged. 

And  now,  whilll  I  think  on  it,  give  me  leave 
with  a  fnort  difcord  to  fweeten  the  harmony  of  the 
approaching  clofe.  I  have  nothing  to  objecl  agaiuil 
your  poem,  but  dillent  only  rrmn  Ibmething  in  your 
preface,  founding  to  the  prejudice  of  age.  It  is 
commonly  faid,  that  old  age  is  a  return  to  child- 
hood, which,  methinks,  you  infiit  on  fo  long,  as  if 
you  defired  it  Ihould  be  believed.  That  is  the 
note  I  mean  to  fliake  a  little.  That  faying,  meant 
only  of  the  weaknefs  of  body,  was  wrelled  to  the 
weaknefs  of  mind,  by  froward  children,  weary  of 
the  controulment  of  their  parent^,  mafters,  and 
other  admonitors.  Secondly,  The  dotage  jnd  child- 
iflinefs  they  afcribe  to  age  is  never  the  efFedl  of 
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time,  but  fometimes  of  the  excefles  of  ynuth  and 
not  a  returninfT  to,  but  a  continual  ftay  with  child- 
hood. For  they  that  wanting  the  curiofity  of  fur- 
nilliing  their  memories  with  the  rarities  of  nature 
in  their  youth,  and  pats  thoir  time  in  making  pro- 
vifion  only  for  their  eafe,  and  fenfilal  delight,  are 
children  Hill,  at  what  years  foever;  as  they  that 
coming  into  a  populous  ct)-,  :iever  going  out  of 
their  inn,  are  ftrangers  tliil,  how  long  foever  they 
have  been  there.  Thirdly,  There  is  no  leafon  for 
..ny  man  to  thuik  himfelf  wi'er  to-'^^v  •■hanyel>cr- 
day,  which  doe^  not  equally  convince  he  fhiiU  be 
wifer  to-morow  than  to-day. 

Fourthly,  You  will  be  forced  to  change  your 
opinion  hereifiicr  when  you  are  old;  and  in  the 
mean  time  you  c'ifcredit  all  i  have  faid  before  in 
vour  commendaion,  becaufe  I  am  old  already. 
But  no  more  of  this 

I  believe  (Sir,)  you  have  feen  a  curi  us  kind  of 
perfpe^ive,  where  he  that  looks  through  a  fhort 
hollow  pipe,  upon  a  pifture  containing  ilivers 
figures,  fees  none  of  thofe  that  are  there  painted, 
b  't  fome  one  perfon  made  up  of  their  parts,  con- 
veyed to  the  eye  by  the  artificial  cutting  of  a  glafs. 
I  find  in  my  imagination  an  effecfl  not  u^dikj  it 
from  your  poem.  The  virtues  you  diftribute  'here 
amongft  fo  many  noble  perfons,  reprefent  (in  the 
reading)  the  image  but  of  one  man's  virtue  to  my 
fancy,  which  is  your  own  ;  and  that  fo  deeply  im- 
printed, as  to  ftay  for  ever  there,  and  govern  all 
the  reft  of  my  thoughts  anal  afteclions  in  the  way 
of  honouring  anil  ferving  you,  to  the  utmoft  of 
my  power,  that  am, 

(SIR,) 

Your  moft  humble  and  obedient  fervant, 

Paris  Jan.  x..  ?  XHOIVIAS  HOBBES. 

io_,o.  ^  < 
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GO  ND  I B  E  R  T. 


BOOK  I.     CANTO  I. 


The  Argziment. 

Old  Aribert's  great  race,  and  greater  mind 

Is  fung,  with  the  renown  of  Rhodalind. 

Prince  Ofwald  is  compar'd  to  Gondibert, 

And  juflly  each  diftinguifl^'d  by  defert: 

Whofe  armies  are  in  Fame's  fair  iield  drawn  fordi. 

To  fiiow  by  difcipline  their  leaders  worth. 


0»  all  the  Lombards,  by  their  trophies  known, 

W.i.ofought  Fame  foon  and  haa  her  favour  long, 
King  Aribert  bell  feem'd  to  fill  the  throne ; 

And  bred  moft  bus'nefs  for  heroic  fong. 
II. 
From  early  childhood's  promifmg  eftate, 

Up  to  performing  manho'  d.  till  he  grew 
To  failing  age,  he  agent  was  to  Fate, 

And  did  to  nations  peace  or  war  renew. 
III. 
War  was  his  ftudy'd  art ;  war,  which  the  bad 

Condernn,  becaufe  even  then  it  does  them  awe, 
When  with  their  number  lin'd,  and  purple  clad. 

And  to  the  good  more  needful  is  than  law. 

IV. 

To  conquer  Tumult,  nature's  fudden  force. 
War,  Art's  delib'rate  flrength,  was  firft  devis'd  ; 

Cruel  to  thofe  whofe  rage  has  no  remorfe, 

Leaft  civil  pow'r  fhould  be  by  throngs  furpris'd. 

V. 

The  feeble  law  refcues  but  doubtfully 

From  the  oppreffor's  fingle  arm  our  right ; 

Till  to  its  pow'r  the  wife  war's  help  apply ; 
Which  foberly  docs  man's  loofe  rage  unite 

VI. 

Yet  fince  on  all  war  never  needful  was, 

Wife  Aribert  did  keep  the  people  fure 
By  laws  from  little  dangers;  for  the  laws  [fecure. 

Them  from  themfelves,  and  not  from  pow'r 
vn. 
Elfe  conquerors,  by  making  laws,  o'crcome 

Their  own  gain'd  pow'r,  and  leave  mens  fury 
free ;  , 

Who  growing  deaf  to  pow'r,  the  laws  grow  dumb ; 

iSincc  none  can  plead  where  all  may  judges  be. 


Prais'd  was  this  king  for  war,  the  law's  broad 
fiiield ; 

And  for  acknowledg'd  laws,  the  art  of  peace  • 
Happy  in  all  which  Heav'n  to  kings  does  yield. 

But  a  fucceffor  when  his  cares  fhall  ceafe. 

JX. 

For  no  male  pledge,  to  give  a  lafting  name. 

Sprung  ftom  his  bed,  yet  heaven  to  him  allow'd 
One  of  the  gentler  fex,  whofe  ftory  Fame 

Has  made  my  fong,  to  make  tlie  Lombardsproud. 

K. 

Recorded  Rhodalind  I  whofe  high  renown 
Who  mifsin  books,  not  luckily  have  read  ; 

Or  vex'd  by  living  beauties  of  their  own 

Have  fhunn'd  the  wife  records  of  lovers  dead. 

XI. 

'   er  father's  profp'rous  palace  was  the  fphere 
Where  fhe  to  all  with  heav'nly  order  mov'd; 

Made  rigid  Virtue  fo  benign  appear 

That  'cwas  without  Religion's  help  belov'd. 

XII 

Her  looks  like  empire  fliow'd,  great  above  pride; 

Since  pride  ill  counterfeits  exceiiive  height  ; 
But  nature  publifh'd  what  (he  fain  would  hide  ; 

Who  for  her  deeds,  not  beauty,  lov'd  the  light. 

XIII. 

To  make  her  lowly  tiind's  appearance  lefs, 
She  us'd  fome  outward  greatnefs  for  difguife  ; 

Efteem'd  as  pride  the  clwift'ral  lowlinefs,  [defpife* 
And  thought  them  proud  who  even  the  prouiJ 

XIV. 

Her  father  (in  the  winter  of  his  age) 

Was  likt:  that  fto»my  feafon  froward  grown! 

Whom  fo  her  youthful  prefence  did  affuage, 
That  be  her  Jfwetftnefs  tailed  as  his  own. 
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KV. 

The  pow'r  that  with  his  ftooping  age  dedin'd. 
In  her  tranfplanted,  liy  re^Mve  iucreas'd; 

Which  doubly  back  in  homatre  (he  rcfign'd; 
Till  pow'rs  decay,  the  throne's  vvorft  ficknefs, 
ceas'd. 

XVI. 

Oppreffbrs  big  with  pride,  when  fhe  appear'd 
Bliiflied,and  believ'd  their  greatnei's  counterfeit; 

The  lowly  thought  they  thein  in  vain  had  ifear'd  ; 
Found  virtue  harmlefs,  and  nought  elfe  fo  great, 

XVII. 

Her  mind  (fcarce  to  her  feeble  fex  akin) 
Did  as  her  birth,  her  right  to  enifirc  fhow  ; 

Seem'd  carelefs  outward  when  employ 'd  within; 
Her  fpeech,  like  lovers  watch'd,  was  kind  and 
low. 

XVIll. 

She  fhow'd-that  her  foft  fex  contains  flfong  minds, 
Such  as  evap\ate3  through  the  coarfer  male, 

•As  through  coarit;  ftone  elix-er  paffage  finds. 
Which  fcarce  through  finer  cryllal  can  exhale. 

XIX. 

Her  beauty  (not  her  own,  but  natu'>'s  pricje) 
Should  1  defcribe;  from  every  lover's  eye 

All  beauties  this  original  mufl  hide. 

Or  like  fcorn'd  copies  be  themfelves  laid  by; 

XX. 

Be  by  their  poets  fhunn'd,  whom  beauty  feeds ; 

Who  beauty  like  hir'd  witnefTes  protedi; 
Officioufly  averring  more  than  needs, 

And  make  us  fo  the  needful  truth  fufpecSE. 

XXI. 

And,  lince  fond  lovers  (who  difciples  be 

To  poets)  think,  in  their  own  loves  they  find 

More  beauty  than  yet  Time  did  ever  fee. 
Time's  curtain  i  will  draw  o'er  Rhodalind. 

XXII. 

Leaft  fhowing  her,  each  fees  how  much  (he  errs, 
Doubt  fmce  their  own  have  lefs,  that  they  have 

Believe  their  poets  perjur'd  flatterers,  [none  : 

And  then  all  modern  maids  would  be  undone. 

XX!  u 

In  pity  thus,  her  beauty's  jufl  renown  | 

I  wave  for  public  peace,  and  will  decidrc 

To  whom  the  king  defign'd  her  with  his  crown  ; 
Which  is  his  lafh  and  mod  unquiet  care. 

XXIV. 

If  in  alliance  he  does  greatnefs  prize. 

His  mind  grow  weary,  need  not  travel  far; 
If  greatnefs  be  compos'd  of  vidlories, 

He  has  at  home  many  that  vidors  arc. 
XXV. 
Many  whomblefl  fuccefs  did  often. grace 

In  fields,  where  they  have  feeds  of  empire  fown ; 
And  hope  to  make,  fince  born  of  princely  race, 

Even  her  (the  harveft  of  thofe  toils)  their  own. 
XXVI. 
Arid  of  thofe  vigors  two  are  chiefly  fam'd. 

To  whom  the  reft  their  proudcft  hopes  refign  ; 
Though  young,  were  in  their  fathers  battles  nam'd, 

And  both  are  of  the  Lomba^:d's  royal  line. 
xxvii. 
Ofwald  the  great,  and  greater  Gondibert  1 

Both  from  fuccefsful  consju'ring  fathers  fpning  ; 
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Whom  both  e,T^mp!es  niacle  of  war's  high  art, 

And  far  out  wrought  theii"  patterns  being  young* 
xxviu- 
Yet,  for  full  fame  (as  Trinr  Fame^sjudgd  reports) 

IVIuch  to  Duke  Gondibert  Prince  Ofwald  yields ; 
Was  lefs  in  m  ghty  myfteries  of  courts, 

In  peaceful  cities,  and  in  fighting  fiijlds. 
xxis 
In  court  Prince  Ofwald  coftly  was  and  gay. 

Finer  than  near  vain  kings  their  fav'rites  are  ; 
Outfhin'd  brii;ht  fav  rites  on  their  nuptial  day; 

Yet  were  his  eyes  dark  with  ambitious  care, 

XXX 

Duke  G-)ndib;rt  was  ftill  rrjore  gravely  clad. 

But  yet  his  lookLs  familiar  wctre  and  clear  ; 
A.S  if  with  ill  to  others  never  fad, 

Nor  tow'rds  himfelf  could  others  pradice  fear. 
xxri. 
The  prince,  coulJ  porpoife-like  in  ^trnpefts  play. 

And  i.n  ccurt  ftorms  on  fhipwreck'dgreatneft 
feed  ; 
Not  frighted  with  their  fate  when  caft  away. 

But  to  their  glorious  hazards  durit  fucceed. 

XXXII. 

The  Duke  would  lafting  calms  to  courts  affure, 
As  pleafant  gi'xdens  we  defend  from  winds; 

For  he  who  bus'nefs  would  from  ftorms  s-rocurCj 
Soon  his  affairs  above  hij  manage  finds. 

XXXIII. 

ofwald  in  throngs  the  abjecft  people  fought 

Vv'ith  hum'-,le  looks;  who  ftill  t  o  late  will  krioVB" 
They  are  Ambition's  quarry,  and  foon  caught 

When  the  atplring  eagle  ftoops  fo  low. 
xxxiv. 
The  Duke  did  thefe  by  fteady  virtue  gain  ; 

Which  they  in  aiftion  more  than  precept  taftcj 
Deeds  fliow   the  good,  and  thofe  who  goodnefe 
f^'ign  [fac'd. 

But  fuch  even  through  their  vizards  are  out- 

XXXV. 

Ofwald  in  w?.r  was  worthily  renown'd;        [live; 

Though  gay  in  courts,  ooarfeiy  in  ca^iips  couii 
J  udg'd  danger  foon,  and  firft  was  in  it  found  ; 

C;nild  toil  to'  gain  what  he  vvith  eafc  did  givs. 

XXXVI. 

Yet  toils  and  dangers  through  ambition  lov'd ; 

VV'hich  does  in  war  the  namt  of  virtue  own  ; 
Bat  quits  that  name  when  from  the  war  remov'd, 

As  rivers  theirs  when  from  their  channels  gone» 
XXX  vii. 
The  Duk5  (as  reftlefs  as  his  fame  in  wzr) 

V/ith  mar'ial  toil  could  Ofwald  weary  makej 
And  calmly  do  what  he  with  rage  did  dare. 

And  give  fo  much  as  he  might  deign  to  takft, 
xxxvm. 
Him  as  their  founder  cities  did  adore ; 

The  court  he  knew  to  fteer  in  ftor-ms  of  ftate  j 
In  fields  a  battle  loft  he  could  reft  I'e, 

And  after  force  the  vitftors  to  their  fate.  / 

XXXIX. 

In  camps  now  chiefly  liv'd,  where  he  didainj 
At  giaver  glory  than  ambition  breeds; 

Defigns  tJiat  yet  this  ftory  m-jfl  not  name. 

Which  with  our  Lombard  author's  pace  p?o^ 
ceeds. 
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Tlie  ting  adopt':  this  duke  in  fecret  thought 

■  To  wed  the  ratioa's  wealth,  his  nnly  child, 
^Vhom  Ofwald  as  reward  of  merit  f  uijht, 

With  Hope,  Ambition's  common  bait,  beguil'd. 

XLl. 

Thi^  as  his  foul'-  chief  ft-cret  was  unknown, 
Left  Ofwald  that  his  proudeft  army  led 

Should  f  re-:  '-vniTeflion  ere  his  hopes  were  gone, 
Who  coulii  not  reft  but  in  the  royal  bed. 

XLII. 

The  Duke  difcernM  not  that  the  king  defign'd 
To  tho  If  him  heir  of  all  his  vi6lories; 

Nor  euefs'd  that  for  his  I've  fair  Rhodalind 
Made  fleep  of  late  a  ftranger  to  her  eyes. 

XlIIl. 

Yet  fadly  it  Is  fung  that  fhe  in  fhades 

MiMly  as  mourning  doves  Love's  forrowsfelt; 

Whiiil  in  her  fecret  tear"?  her  frefhnefs  fades 
As  rofes  filently  in  limbecks  melt. 

XLIV. 

But  who  could  know  her  love,  whofe  jealous  fhame 
Deny'd  her  eyes  the  knowledge  o^  her  glafs ; 

Who  hjuftiing  thought  nature  herfelf  to  blame, 
By  whom  men  guefb  of  maids  more  than  the  face. 

XLV. 

Yet,  judge  not  that  this  duke  (though  from  his  fight 
With  maids  firft  fears  flie  did  her   pafTion  hide_) 
Did  need  Love's  flame  for  his  directing  light, 
.    But  rather  wants  Anrbition  for  his  guide. 

XLVI. 

Love's  fire  he  carry 'd.  but  no  more  in  view 
i     Than  vital  heat  v.hich  kept  his  heart  ftil'  warm  ; 
This  maid's  in  Ofwald  as  Love's  beacon  k  lew; 
The  public  flame  to  bid  them  fly  from  harm. 

XLVII. 

Yet  fince  this  duke  could  love,  we  may  admire 
Why  Love  ne'er  rais'd  his  thoughts  to  Rhodalind ; 

But  thofe  forget  that  earthly  flames  afpire, 

Whilft  heav'nly  beams,  which  purer  are,  de- 
fcend. 

XLVIII. 

As  yet  to  none  could  he  peculiar  prove, 

But  like  an  univtrfal  influence 
(For  fuch  and  fo  fuSicicnt  was  his  love) 

To  all  the  fex  he  did  his  heart  difpenfe. 

XL  IX. 

But  Ofwald  never  knew  Love's  ancient  laws, 
rhe  awe  that  beauty  ooes  in  lovers  breed, 

Thofe  (hort-breath'd  fears  and  palenefs  it  does 
caufe 
When  in  a  doubtful  brow  their  doom  they  read. 

Kot  Rhodalind  (whom  then  all  men  as  one 

Dio  celebrate,  as  with  confc:d'rate  eyes) 
Could  he  effed  but  fliining  in  her  throne; 

Blindly  a  throne  did  -  ore  than  beauty  prize. 
III. 
He  by  his  fifter  did  his  no,  es  prefer ; 

A  beauteous  pleader  who  vi(£lorious  was 
O'er  Rhodalind    and  could  fubdue  her  ear 

In  all  requefts  but  this  unpleafant  caufe. 

LII. 

Gartha,  whofe  bolder  beauty  was  in  flrength 
And  fulncfs  plac'd,  but  fuch«s  all  muft  like  ; 


Her  fpreading  (lature  tallncfs  was,  not  length, 
And  whilft  (harp  beauties  pierce,  hers  fccm'd  to 
ftrike. 

LIII. 

Such  goodly  prefcnce  ancient  poets  grace. 

Whole  f  ngs  the  world's  fi  ft  manliness  declare; 
To  pri!>cesb'  ds  teach  carefulnef'-  of  race;      [war. 

Which  now  ftoic  courts,  that  us'd  to  ftore  the 
nv. 
Such  wa-^  the  pa'.ace  of  her  mind,  a  prince 

Who  proudly  there,  and  ftill  unquiet  lives; 
And  fleep  (,domeftic  ev'ry  where)  from  thence. 

To  make  Ambition  room,  un wifely  drives. 

LV. 

Of  man^y  force  wa=  this  her  watchful  mind, 
And  fit  in  emy;ire  to  direcft  and  fway ; 

If  fhc:  the  temper  had  of  Khodalind, 

Who  knew  that  gold  is  current  with  allay. 

LVI. 

As  kings  (oft  flaves  to  others  hopes  and  (kill) 
Are  urg'd  to  war  to  load  their  flaves  with  fpoils; 

So  Ofwald  was  pufh'd  up  Ambition's  hill. 
And  fo  fnme  urg'd  the  Duke  to  martial  toils. 

LVII. 

And  thefe  who  for  their  own  great  caufe  fo  high 
Would  lift  their  lord's  two  profp'r)U*  armies, arc 

Return'd  from  far  to  fruitful  Lombardy, 
And  paid  with  reft,  the  heft  reward  of  war. 

LVIII. 

The  old  near  Brefca  lay   fcarce  warm'd  with  tents; 

For  though  from  danger  fafe,  yet  armies  then 
Their  pofture  kept  'gainft  warring  elements, 

And  hardnefs  learn'd  againft  more  warringnien. 

LIX. 

Near  Bergamo  encamp'd  the  younger  were. 
Whom  to  the  Franks  diftrefs  the  Duke  had  led  ; 

Thf-  other  lucky  Ofwald's  enfigns  bear. 

Which  lately  flood  when  proud  Ovenna  fled. 

LX. 

Thefe  that  attend  Duke  Gondibert's  renown 
Were  youth  whom  from  his  father's  camp  he 
chofe. 
And  them  betimes  tranfplanted  to  his  own ; 
Where  each  the   planter's  care  and  judgment 
fhows. 

LXI. 

All  hardy  youth,  from  valiant  fathers  fprung; 

Whom  perfedl  honour  he  fo  highly  laughr. 
That  th'  aged  fetch'd  examples  from  the  young, 

Andhidthe  vain  experience  which  they  brought. 

LXII. 

They  danger  met  diverted  lefs  with  fears 
Than  now  the  dead  would  be  if  here  again, 

After  they  know  the  price  brave  dying  bears; 
And  by  their  finlefs  reft  find  life  was  vain. 

LXUl. 

Temp'rate  in  what  does  needy  life  preferve, 
As  thofe  whofe  bodies  wait  upon  their  minds; 

Chafte  as  fh"fe  minds  which  not  their  bodies  fervej 
Ready  as  pilots  wak'd  with  fudden  winds. 

LXIV. 

Speechlefs  in  diligence,  as  if  they  were 

Nightly  to  clofe  furprife  and  ambufh  bred  ; 

Their  wounds  yet  fmarting,  merciful  they  are, 
And  foon  from  vi(3;ory  to  pity  led. 
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When  a  great  captive  they  in  fight  had  ta^en, 
(Whom  in  a  filial  duty  fomc  fair  maid 

Vifits,  and  would  by  tears  his  freedom  gain) 
How  foon  his  vidtors  were  his  captives  made  : 

LXVI. 

For  though  the  Duke  taught  rigid  difcipline. 

He  let  them  beauty  thus  a'  dniance  know; 
As  priefts  difcover  fome  mere  facrcd  fhrine. 

Which  none  muft  touch,  yet  all  may  to  it  bow. 
I.XV.I. 
When  thus  as  fuitors  mourning  virgins  pafs 

Through  their  clean  camp,  the    fclves  in  form 
they  dr^w, 
That  they  with  martial  reverence  may  grace 

Beauty,  the  {Iranger.  which  they  feldom  faw. 

LXVIII. 

They  veil'd  their  enfigns  as  it  by  did  move, 
Whilft  inward  (a-  from  native  confcience)  all 

Woiftiipp'd  the  poet's  darling  godhead.  Love, 
Which  grave  philofophers  did  nature  call. 

LXIX. 

Nor  there  could  maids  of  captives  fires  defpalr, 
But  made  all  caprives  by  their  beauty  free  3 

Beauty  and  Valcur  native  jewels  are, 
And  as  each  others  only  price  agree, 

LXX. 

Such  was  the  Duke's  young  camp  by  Bergamo, 
But  thefe  near  Brefcia  whom  fierce  Ofwa  d  led. 

Their  fcience  to  his  famous  father  owe,         [bred. 
And  have  his  foa  ^^though  now  their  leader) 

LXXI. 

This  rev'rend  army  wa5  for  age  renown'd;  [Time; 

Which  long  through  frequent  dangers  foUovi^'d 
Their  many  trophies  gain'd  with  many  a  wound. 

And  Fame's  laft  hill  did  with  firft  vigour  climb. 

LXXII. 

But  here  the  learned  Lombard  whom  I  trace, 
My  forward  pen  by  flower  method  flays  ; 

Juefl  I  fhould  them  (Itfs  heeding  time  and  place 
Than  common  poets)  out  of  feafon  praiie. 


r-xxin. 
Think  only  then  f  couldft  thou  both  camps  dJfcern) 

That   hefe  v\  ould  fecm  grave  authors  of  the  war, 
Met  civilly  to  teach  who  e'er  will  learn. 

And  thofe  their  young  and  civil  (ludents  are. 

LXXIV. 

But  painful  virtue  of  the  war  ne'er  pays 
Itfflf  with  confcioufntfs  '  f  being  good, 

rhougli  cloifter'd  virtue  may  believe  even  praife 
A  falary  which  there  fhould  be  wiihflood. 

LXXV. 

For  many  here  I'whofe  virtue's  a<3ive  heat 

Concurs  not  with  cold  virtue  which  does  dwell 

In  lazy  cells)  are  virtuous  to  be  great. 
And  as  in  pain>  fo  would  in  pow'r  excel- 

LXXVI. 

And  Ofwald's  fa«Sion  urg'd  him  to  afpire 

That  by  his  height  they  higher  m'lrht  afcendj 

The  Duke's  to  glo  i  us  thrones  accefs  drfiie, 
But  at  more  awfu!  diflance  did  attend. 

LXXVII. 

The  roya'  Rhodilind  is  now  the  prize. 

By  which  rhefc  camps  would  make  their  merit 
known. 

And  think  their  generals  but  their  depiities 
Who  muft  for  them  by  proxy  wed  the  crown. 

LXXVIII, 

From  foreign  fields  (with  toiling  conquefl  tir'd. 
And  groaning  under  fpoils    come  hi'mc  to  refl; 

There  now  they  are  with  emulation  fir'd, 

At  d  for  that  pow'r  they  fhould  obey,  contcft, 

LX\IX. 

Ah,  how  perverfe  and  forward  is  mankind  '. 

FaiSlion  in  courts  doe*  us  to  rau:e  excite  ; 
The  rich  in  cities  we  litigious  find, 

And  in  the  field  th'  ambitious  make  us  fight: 

LXXX. 

And  fatally  (as  if  even  fouls  were  made 

Of  warring  elements  as  bodies  are) 
Our  reafon  our  religion  does  invade, 

Till  from  the  fchools  to  camps  it  carry  war. 


C  A  N  T  O     II. 

I'Be  Argument. 

The  hunting  which  did  yearly  celebrate 
The  Lomba  d's  glory,  and  the  Vandal's,  fate. 
The  hunters  prais'd  ;  how  true  to  Love  they  are, 
How  calm  in  peace,  and  tempefl-like  in  war. 
The  flag  is  by  the  num'rous  chafe  fubdu'd. 
And  ftrait  his  hunters  are  as  hard  purfu'd. 


Small  are  the  feeds  fate  does  unheaded  fow 
Of  flight  beginnings  to  important  ends  ; 

Whilft  wonder    (which  does  beft  our  rev'rence 
fhow 
Ts  heav'n)  all  rcafoa's  fight  in  gazing  fpends. 


For  from  a  day's  brief  pleafure  did  proceed 

(A  day  grown  black  in  Lombard  hiftories)' 
Such  la   irg  griefs  as  thou  (halt  weep  to  read. 
Though  even  thine  own  fad  love  had  draia'i 
thine  eyes. 

3  D  iij 
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In  a  fair  forcft  near  Ver  na's  plain, 

Frefli  as  if  nature  s  you:a  ciiolc  there  a  (hade, 

The  Duke  with  many  lovero  in  his  train, 
(Loyal  and  young)  a  folemn  hunting  made. 

IV. 

Much  vjas  his  train  enlaro'd  by  their  refort 
Who  much  his  grandiire  lov'd,  and  hither  came 

To  celebrate  this'  day  with  annual  fport, 

On  which  by  battle  here  he  earn'd  his  fame. 

V. 

And  many  of  thefe  noble  hunters  bore 

Command  amongft  the  youth  at  Bergamo; 

Whole  fathers  gathered  here  the  wreathes  they 
wore, 
When  in  this  foreft  they  interr'd  the  foe. 

YI. 

Count  Hurgonil,  a  youth  of  high  defcent, 
Was  lifted  here,  and  in  the  ftory  great ; 

He  follow'd  honour,  when  tow'rds  death  it  went; 
fierce  in  a  charge  but  temp'rate  in  retreat. 

VII. 

Jlis  wond'rous  beauty  which  the  world  approv'd 
He  bkifhing  hid,  and  now  no  more  would  own 

(Since  he. the  Duke's  urequal'd  fifter  lov'd) 
Than  an  old  wreath  when  iievvfly  overthrown, 

VIII. 

And  flie,  Orna..  the  fhy  '.  did  feem  in  life 
So  bafhful  too  to  have  her  beauty  fhown, 

As  I  may  doubt  her  ftiame  with  Fame  at  flrife 
That  in   thefe  vicious  times   would  make  it 
known. 

IX. 

Not  lefs  in  public  voice  was  Arnold  here  ; 

He  that  on  Tufcan  tombs  his  trophies  rais'd  ; 
And  now  Love's  pow'r  fo  willingly  did  bear, 

That  even  his  arbitrary  reign  he  prais'd. 

X. 

Laura,  the  Duke's  fair  niece  enthrallM  his  heart ; 

Who  was  in  court  the  public  morning  glafs 
Where  thofe  who  would  reduce  nature  to  art, 
Pradis'd  by  drefs  the  con  quells  of  the  face. 

XI. 

And  here  was  Hugo  whom  Duke  Gondibert 
For  :  out  and  ftedfafi  kindnel's  did  approve ; 

Of  ftature  fmall,  bi.t  was  all  over  heart. 

And  though  unhappy  all  that  heart  was  love. 

XjI. 

In  gentle  fonnets  he  for  Laura  pm'd, 

Soft  as  the  murmurs  of  a  weepirg  fpring  ; 
Which  ruthlefs  Ihe  did  as  thofe  nuirmurs  mind  ; 

•  So  ere  their  death  fick  fwans  unheeded  fing. 

XIII. 

Yet  whilft  fhe  Arnold  favour'd,he  fo  griev'd 

As  loyal  fubjefts  quietly  bemoan 
Their  yoke,  but  raife  no  war  to  be  reliev'd, 

Nor  through  the   ecvy'd   fav'rite  wound  the 
throne. 

xiv. 
Young  Goltho  next  thefe  rivals  we  may  name, 

Whofe  manhood  dawn'd  early  as  fummer  light ; 
As  fure  andfoon  did  his  fair  day  proclaim,  • 

And  was  no  lefs  the  joy  of  public  fight. 

XV. 

If  Love's  juft  pow'r  he  did  not  early  fee, 

•  Some  fmall  excufc  we  may  his  error  give  5 


Since  few  (though  learn'd)  know  yet  bleft  love  to 
be 
That  fecret  vital  heat  by  which  we  live  : 
XVI. 
But  fuch  it  is;  and  though  we  maybe  thought 
To  have  in  childhood  life,  ere  love  we  know, 
Yet  life  is  ufelefs  till  by  reafon  "aught. 
And  love  and  reafon  up  together  grow. 

XVII. 

Nor  more,  the  o'd  (how  they  outlive  their  love, 
!f  when  their  lovc'sdecay'd,fome  figns  they  give 

Of  life,becaufe  we  fee  them  pain'd  and  move. 
Then  fnakcs,  long  cut,  by  torment  fhow  they 
live. 

XVIII, 

If  we  call  living  life,  when  Love  is  gone. 

We  then  tofouls  (God's  coin)vainrev'rcnccpay ; 

Since  reafon  (which  is  Love,   and  his  belt  kiiu\wn 
And  current  image)  age  has  worn  away. 

XIX. 

And  I  that  Love  and  Reafon  thus  unite, 

May  if  I  old  philofophers  control, 
Confirm  the  new  by  fome  new  poets  light; 

Who  finding  Love,  thinks  he  has  found  tlie  foul. 
XX. 
From  Goltho,  to  whom  love  yet  taflelefs  feem'd. 

We  to  ripe  Tybalt  are  by  order  led  ; 
Tybalt,  who  love  and  valour  both  efteem'd. 

And  he  alike  from  eithers  wounds  had  bled. 

XXI. 

Public  his  valour  was,  but  not  his  love. 

One  fill'd  the  world,  the  other  he  contain'J; 

Yet  quietly  alike  in  both  did  move, 

Of  that  ne'er  boafled,  nor  of  tjiis  complain'd. 

XXII. 

With  thefe  (whofe  fpccial  names  vcrfe  fhall  pre- 
serve) 

Many  to  this  recorded  hunting  came  : 
Whole  worth  authentic  mention  did  deferve. 

But  from  Time's  deluge  few  are  fav'd  by  Fam.e. 

XXIII. 

Now  like  a  giapt  lover  rofe  the  fun 

From  th'  ocean  queen,  fine  in  his  fires  and  great; 
Seem'd  all  the  mom  for  fhew,  for  flrength  at  noon ; 

As  if  laft  night  fhe  had  not  quench'd  his  heat  1 

XXIV. 

And  the  fun's  fervauts  who  his  rifipg  wait. 
His  penfioners  (for  fo  all  lovers  are, 

And  all  maintain'd  by  him  at  a  high  rate 
With  daily  fire,  now  for  the  chafe  prepare, 

XXV, 

All  were  like  hunters  clad  in  cheerful  green. 
Young  Nature's  livery,  and  each  at  flrife 

Who  mofl  adorn'd  in  favours  ihould  be  feen, 
Wrought  kindly  by  the  lady  of  his  life. 

XXVI. 

T^efe  martial  favours  on  their  waills  they  wear. 
On  which  (for  now  they  coftqueft  celebrate) 

In  an  embroider'd  hiftory  appear  [fate. 

J,ikc  life,  the    vanquifh'd  in    their  fears  and 

XXVII. 

And  on  thefe  belu  (wrought  with  their  lady's 
care) 

Hung  fcymiters  of  Akon's  trufty  ftecl ; 
Goodly  to  lee,  and  he  who  durfl  compare 

Thofe  ladies  eyes,  might  fcon  their  temper  feel, 
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XX  in. 
Cheer'd  as  the  woods  (where  new  wak'd  quires 
they  meet) 
Are  all ;  and  now  difpofe  their  eholce  relays 
Of  horfe  and  hounds,  each  like  each  other  fleet ; 
Which  heft  when  with  themfelvescompar'd  we 
praife ; 

XXIX. 

To  them  old  foreft  fpie.s,  the  harbourers 

With  hafte  approach,  wet  as  ftill  weeping  night, 

Or  deer  that  mourn  their  growth  of  head  with  tears, 
When  the  defencelcls  weight  does  hinder  flight. 

XXX 

And  dogs,  fuch  whofe  cold  fccrecy  was  meant 
By  nature  for  furprife,  on  thefe  attend  ; 

Wife    temp'rate   lime-hounds  that   proclaim   no 

fcent ;  [fpend. 

Nor  harb'ring  will  their  mouths  in  boafting 

XXXI. 

"Yet  vainlier  far  than  traitors  boaft  their  prize 

(On  which  their  vehemence  vaft  rates  does  lay, 
Since  in  that  worth  their  treafons  credit  lies) 

Thefe  harb'rers  praife  that  which  they   now 
betray. 

xxxii. 
Boaft  they  have  lodg'd  a  flag,  that  all  the  race 

Outruns  of  Croton  horfe,  or  Regian  hounds; 
A  flag  made  long,  fince  royal  in  the  chafe. 

If  kings  can  honour  give  by  giving  wounds. 

XXXIII. 

For  Aribert  had  pierc'd  him  at  a  bay. 

Yet  'fcap'd  he  by  the  vigour  of  his  head; 

And  many  a  funimer  flnce  has  won  the  day. 
And  often  left  his  Regian  foU'wers  dead. 

XXXIV. 

His  fpacious  beam  (that  even  the  rights  outgrew) 
From  antler  to  his  troch  had  all  ailow'd 

By  which  his  age  the  aged  woodnieh  knew  ; 
Who  more  than  he  were  of  that  beauty  proud. 

XXXV. 

Now  each  relay  a  fev'ral  flation  finds, 

Ere  the  triumphant  train  the  copfe  furroiinds; 

Relays  of  horfe.  long-breath'd  as  winter  wiiidf, 
And  their   deep   cannon-mouth 'd   experienc'd 
hounds.) 

XXXVI.      • 

The  huntfnien  (bufily  Cf  ncern'd  in  fhow 

As  ii  the  world  were  by  this  beail  undone. 
And  they  againfl  him  hir'd  as  nature's  foe) 

In  hafte  uncouple,  and  their  hounds  outrun. 

XXXVII. 

Now  wind  they  a  recheat,  the  rous'd  deer's  knell ; 

And  through  the  forefl  all  the  beads  are  aw'd; 
Alarm'd  by  echo,  nature's  fentinel, 

Which  fhows  that  murd'rous  man  is  come  a- 
broad. 

XXXVIII. 

Tyrannic  man  !  thy  fubjecfts  enemy  I  [hate  ; 

And  more  through  wantonnefs  than  need  or 
Frona  whom  the  winged  to  their  coverts  fly  ; 

And  to  their  dens  even  thofe  that  lay  in  wait. 

XXXIX. 

So  this  (the  moft  fuccefsful  of  his  kind, 

WTiofe  forehead's  force  oft  his  oppofer's  prefs'd, 

Whofc  fwiftncfs  left  purfuer;-  fhafts  behind) 
Is  now  of  all  the  foreft  moft  diftrefs'd  ! 
6 


The  herd  deny  him  fhelter,  as  if  taught 
Vo  know  their  fafety  is  to  yield  him  loft ; 

Which  ftiows  they  want  not  the  refult  of  thought. 
But  fpeech,  by  which  we  ours  for  reafon  boaft. 

XLI 

We  blufli  to  fee  our  politics  in  beafts. 

Who  many  fav'd  by  this  one  facrifice; 
And  fince  through  blood  they  follow  interefts. 

Like  us  when  cruel  fliould  be  counted  wife. 
xr.li. 
His  rivals  that  his  fury  us'd  to  fear 

For  his  lov'd  female,  new  his  faintnefs  (hun  ; 
But  were  his  feafon  hot,  and  fhe  but  near, 

(O  mighty  Love  !)  his  hunters  were  undone. 

XLIII. 

From  thence  well  blown,  he  comes  to  the  relay  ; 

Where  man's  fam'd  reafon  proves  but  cow- 
ardice. 
And  only  ferves  him  meanly  to  betray; 

Even  for  the  flying,  man,  in  anibuih  lies. 

XLIV. 

But  now,  as  his  laft  remedy  to  live, 

(For  ev'ry  fliift  for  life  kind  nature  makes, 

Since  life  the  utmoft  is  which  fhe  can  give) 
Cool  Adice  from  the  fwol'n  bank  he  takes. 

XLV. 

But  this  frefh  bath  the  dogs  will  make  hitp  leave ; 

Whom  he  fure  nos'd  as  fafting  tigers  found  ; 
Their  fcent  to  north-eaft  wind  could  e'er  deceive 

Which  drives  i,hc  air,  nor  flocks  that  foil  the 
ground 

icLvi. 
Swift  here  the  flyers  and  purfuers  feem ; 

rhe  frighted  fifh  fwim  from  their  Adice, 
The  dogs  purfue  the  deer,  he  the  fleet  ftrearn. 

And  that  haftes  too  to  th'  Adriatic  fee. 

XLVII. 

Refrefh'd  thus  in  this  fleeting  element, 
He  up  the  ftedfaft  ftiorc  did  boldly  rife  ; 

And  foni  efcap'd  their  view,  but  not  their  fcent ; 
That  faithful  guide  which  even  condufts  their 

eyes. 

XLVIII, 

This  frail  relief  was  like  fliort  gales  cf  breath 
Which  oft  at  iea  a  long  dead  calm  prepare; 

Or  like  our  curtains  dra.^n  at  point  of  death, 
When  all  our  lungs  are  fpent,  to  give  us  air, 

XLIX  ^ 

For  on  the  fhore  the  hunters  him  attend; 

And  whilft  the  chafe  grew  warm  as  is  the  day 
(Wiiich  now  from  the  hot  zenith  does  defcend) 

He  is  embofs'd,  and  weary'd  to  a  bay. 

L. 

The  jewel,  Lfe,  he  muft  furrender  here ;  ' 

Which  theworld'smili:ref'-,nature, does  not  give. 

But  like  dropp'd  favours  iufFers  us  to  wear, 
Such  as  by  which  pieas'd  lovers  think  they  love. 

LI. 

Yet  life  he  fo  efteems,  that  he  allows 

It  all  defence  his  force  and  rage  can  make  ; 
And  to  the  eager  dogs  fuch  fury  fhows 

As  their  laft  blood  fome  unreveng'd  forfake. 
tii. 
But  now  the  monarch  murderer  comes  in, 

Deftru6live  man  !  whom  nature  would  not  arm, 
3  ^  i'ij 
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As  when  in  madnefs  mifchief  is  forefeen 
We  leave  it  wcaponlefs  for  fear  of  harm. 


For  fhe  defencelefs  made  him  that  he  might 
Lef  readily  off-nd  ;  but  Art  arms  all, 

From  fingle  flrife  makes  us  in  numbers  fight ; 
And  by  luch  art  this  royttl  flag  did  fall. 

LIV. 

He  weeps  till  gfrief  does  even  his  murd'rers  pierce ; 
-  Grief  which  fo  nobly  through  his  auger  llrove, 
That  it  deferv'd  the  dignity  of  verfe, 

And  had  it  words  as  humanly  would  move. 

LV. 

Thrice  from  the  ground  his  vanquifh'd  head  he 
rear'd, 

And  with  lafl;  looks  his  foreft  walks  did  view ; 
Where  fixty  fummers  he  had  rul'd  the  herd, 

And  where  Iharp  dittany  now  vainly  grew. 

LVI. 

Whofe  hoary  leaves  no  more  his  wounds  fliall  heal ; 

For  with  a  figh  (a  blaft  of  all  his  breath) 
That  viewlefs  thing  call'd  life,  did  from  him  fleal; 

And  with  their  bugle  horn»  they  wind  his  death 

LVII. 

Then  with  their  annual  wanton  facrifice 

(Taught  by  old  Cuflom,  whofe  decrees  are  vain, 

•  And  we  like  hum'rous  antiquaries  prize 

Age  though  deform'd)  they  haflen  to  the  plain. 

LVIII. 

Thence  homeward  bend  as  weflward  as  the  fun  ; 

Where  Gondibert'-  allies  proud  feafls  prepare, 
That  day  to  honour  which  his  grandfire  won  ; 

Though  feafls  the  eves  to  fun'rals  are. 

LIX. 

One  from  the  fpreft  now  approach'd  their  fight. 
Who  them  did  fwiftly  on  the  fpur  purfue; 

On^  there  ftill  refident  as  day  and  night. 

And  known  as  th'  elded  oak  which  in  it  grew. 

LX. 

Who  with  his  utmofi;  breath,  advancing  cri&s 
(And  fuch  a  vehemence  no  art  could  feign) 

Away,  happy  the  man  that  fafleft  flies ; 

Fly,  famous  Duke,  fly  with  thy  noble  Train  I 

LXI. 

The  Duke  reply 'd,  though  with  thy  fears  disgvis'd, 
Thou  doft  my  fire's  old  ranger's  image  bear. 

And  for  thy  kindnefs  fhalt  not  be  defpis'd;  [fe9r. 
Though  counfels  are  but  weak  which  come  from 

LXII. 

Were  dangers  here,  great  as  thy  love  can  fhape  ; 

.  (And  love  with  fear  can  danger  multiply) 
yet  when  by  flight,  thou  bidd'It  us  meanly  'fcape, 
Bid  trees  take  wings,  and  rooted  forefts  fly. 

LXtll. 

Then  faid  the  ranger,  you  are  bravely  loft 

(And  like  high  anger  his  complexion  rofc). 
As  little  know  I  fear,  as  how  to  boafl ; 
■  But  fliall  attend  you  through  your  many  foes. 

LXIV. 

See,  where  in  ambulh  mighty  Ofwald  lay ; 

And  fee,  from  yonder  lav/n  he  moves  apace, 
With  lances  arm'd,  to  intercept  the  way ; 

Mew  thy  fure  Ileeds  are  -.veary'd  with  the  chace. 

LXY. 

His  purple  banners  you  mny  there  behold. 
Which,  proudly  fpread,  the  fatal  iftvcn  bearj 


And  full  five  hundred  1  by  rank  havft  told, 
Who  in  their  gilded  helms  his  colour  wear. 

LXVI. 

The  Duke  this  falling  It'rm  does  now  difcern  ; 

Bids  little  Hugo  fly!   but  'tis  to  view 
The  foe,  and  timely  their  firft  count'nance  learn, 

Whilft  firm  he  in  a  fquare  his  hunters  drew. 

LXVII. 

And  Hugo  foon,  light  as  his  courfer's  heels. 
Was  in  their  faces,  troublefome  as  wind; 

And  like  to  it,  fo  wingedly  he  wheels^. 

No  one  could  catch,  what  all  with  trouble  find, 

LXVIII. 

Bat  ev'ry  where  the  leaders  and  the  led 

He  temp'rately  obferv'd   with  a  flow  fight;- 

Judg'd  by  their  looks  how  hopes  and  fears  were 
fed, 
And  by  their  order  their  fuccefs  in  fight. 

LXIX. 

Their  number,  'mounting  to  the  ranger's  guefs, 
In  three  divifions  ev'nly  was  difpos'd  ; 

And  that  their  enemies  might  judge  it  lefs. 
It  feem'd  one  grofs  with  all  the  fpaces  clos'd. 

LXX. 

The  van  fierce  Ofwald  led,  where  Paradine, 
And  manly  Dargonet,  both  of  his  blood, 

Outfhin'd  the  moon,  and  their  minds  flock  within 
Promis'd  to  make  that  outward  glory  good. 

LXXI.    _ 

The  next,  bold,  but  unlucky  Hubert  led; 

Brother  to  Ofwald,  and  no  lefs  ally'd 
To  the  ambitions  which  his  foul  did  wed; 

Lowly  without,  but  lin'd  with  coftly  pride. 

LXXII. 

Moft  to  himfelf  his  v«lo!ir  fatal  was, 

Whofe  glories  oft  to  others  dreadful  were  ; 
So  comets,  though  fuppi  s'd  deflrudlion's  caufe, 
,  But  wafte  thenifelves  to  make  their  gazers  fear. 

LXXIII. 

And  though  his  valour  feldom  did  fucceed. 

His  fpeech  was  fuch  9s  could  in  florms  per-^ 
fuade ; 

Sweet  as  the  hopes  on  which  fl:arv'd  lovers  feed, 
Breath'd  in  the  whifpers  of  a  yielding  maid. 

LXXIV. 

The  bloody  Borgio  did  conduft  the  rear; 

Whom  fuUen  Vafco  heedfully  attends; 
To  all  but  to  themfelves  they  cruel  were, 

And  to  themfelves  chiefly  by  mifchief  friends, 

LXXV. 

War,  the  world's  art,  nature  to  them  became  ; 

In  cramps  begot,  born,  and  in  anger  bred  ; 
The  living  vex'd  till  death,  and  then  their  fame; 

Becaufe  even  Fame  fpme  life  is  to  the  dead. 

LXXVI. 

Cities  (wife  ftatefmen's  folds  for  civil  flieep). 
They  fack'd,as  painful  flieerers  of  the  wife; 

For  they,  like  careful  wolves,  would  lofe  their  fleep, 
When  others  profp'rous  toils  might   be  theuf 
prize. 

LXXVII. 

Hugo  amongfl  thefe  troops  fpy'd  many  more 
Who  had,  as  brave  deftroyers,  got  renown; 

And  many  forward  wounds  in  boaft  they  wore; 
Which  if  not  yirell  revcng'd,  had  ne'er  beefl 
ftiown. 
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IXXVIII. 

Such  the  bold  leaders  of  thefe  launceers  were, 
Which  of  the  Brefcian  vet'rans  did  confift ; 

Whofe  pradis'd  age  might  charge  of  armies  bear, 
And  claim  fome  rank  in  Fame's  eternal  lift. 

LXXIX. 

Back  to  his  Duke  the  dext'rous  Hugo  flies ; 

What  he  obferv'd  he  cheerfully  declares ; 
With  noble  pride  did  what  he  lik'd  defpife;  [fears. 

For  wounds  he  threat'ned  whilft  he  prais'd  their 

LXXX. 

Lord  Arnold  cry'd,  vain  is  the  bugle-horn, 
Where  trumpets  men  to  manly  work  invite  I 


That  diftant  fummons  feems  to  fay  in  fcorn. 
We  hunters  may  be  hunted  hard  ere  night. 

LXVXI. 

Thofe  beafts  are  hunted  hard  that  hard  can  fly, 

Reply'd  aloud  the  neble  Hurgonil ; 
But  we,  not  us'd  to  flight,  know  beft  to  die  ; 

And  thofe  who  know  to  die,  know  how  t« 
kill. 

LXXSII 

Viftors  through  number  never  gain'd  applaufe; 

If  they  exceed  our  count  in  arms  and  men. 
It  is  not  juft  to  think  that  odds,  becaufe 

One  lover  equals  any  other  ten. 


CANTO    III. 

The  Argument, 

The  ambufli  is  become  an  interview ; 
And  the  furprifer  proves  to  honour  true ; 
For  what  had  firfl,  ere  words  his  fury  fpent. 
Been  murder,  now  is  but  brave  killing  meant. 
A  duel  form'd  where  princes  feconds  are. 
And  urg'd  by  honour  each  to  kill  his  fliare. 


The  Duke  obferv'd  (whilft  fafe  in  his  firm  fquare), 

Whether  their  front  did  change,  whom  Ofwald 
led; 
That  thence  he  fhifts  of  figure  might  prepare. 

Divide,  or  make  more  depth,  or  loolely  fpread. 

II.  [guefs 

Though  in  their  pofture  clofe,  the  prince  might 

The  Duke's  to  his  not  much  in  number  yield  ; 
And  they  were  leading  yoirth  who  would  poffcfs 

This  ground  in  graves,  rather  than  quit  the  field. 
III. 
Thus,  timely  certain  of  a  ftanding  foe, 

His  form'd  divifions  yet  reveal'd  no  fpace, 
Throigh  hafte  to  charge ;  but  as  they  nearer  grow, 

They  more  divide,  and  move  with  flower  pace. 

IV. 

On  thefe  the  Duke  attends  with  watchful  eye ; 

Shap'd  all  his  forces  to  their  triple  ftrength  ; 
And  that  their  lances  might  pafs  harmlefs  by. 

Widens  his  ranks,  and  gave  his  files  more  length. 

V. 

At  diftance  Ofv^ald  does  him  fharply  view. 
Whom  but  in  Fame  he  met  till  this  fad  hour ; 

But  his  fair  Fame,  Virtue's  known  image,  knew  ; 
Virtue  exalts  the  owner  more  than  pow'r. 

VI. 

In  fields  far  fever'd  both  had  reap'd  renown ; 

And  now  his  envy  docs  to  furfeit  feed 
On  what  he  wifli'd  his  eyes  had  never  known ; 

For  he  begins  to  check  his  purpos'd  deed, 
vn. 
And  though  Ambition  did  his  rage  r^new,  [train), 

yet  much  he  griev'd  (mov'd  with  the  youthful 


That  plants,  which  fo  much  promised  as  they 
grew. 
Should  in  the  bud  be  ere  performance  flain. 

VIII. 

With  thefe  remorfeful  thoughts,  he  a  fair  fpace 
Advanc'd  alone,  then  did  his  troops  command 

To  halt ;  the  Duke  th'  example  did  embrace. 
And  gives  hke  order  by  his  lifted  hand. 

IX. 

Then  when  In  eafy  reach  of  cithers  voice. 

Thus  Ofwald  fpake  :   I  wifti,  brave  Gondibert, 
Thofe  wrongs,  which  make  thee  now  my  anger's 
choice. 

Like  my  laft  fate,  were  hidden  from  my  heart. 
I. 
But  fince  great  glory  does  allow  fmall  reft, 

And  bids  us  jealoufly  to  honour  wake. 
Why  at  alarms,  given  hot  even  at  my  breaft. 

Should  I  not  arm,  but  think  my  fcouts  millake  ? 

XI. 

'Tis  loud  in  camps,  in  cities,  and  in  court 

(Where  the  important  part  of  mankind  meets). 

That  my  adoption  is  thy  fa(5lion's  fport, 

Scorn'd  by  hoarfe  rhymers  in  Verona  ftreets. 

XII. 

Who  is  renown'd  enough,  but  you  or  I 

(And  think  not  when  you  vifit  Fame,  Ihe  lefs 

Will  welcome  you  for  my  known  company). 
To  hope  for  empire  at  our  king's  deceafe  ? 

Xlll. 

The  crown  he  with  his  daughter  has  defign'd  ; 

His  favour,  which  to  me  does  frozen  prov* 
Grows  warm  to  you  as  th'  eyes  of  Rhedalind, 

And  file  gives  facrcd  empire  with  her  love. 
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Whilft  you  ufurp  thus,  and  my  claim  deride, 
If  you  admire  the  vtng'ance  I  intend, 

I  more  fliall  wonder  where  you  got  the  pride 
To  think  me  one  you  fafely  may  offend. 

XV. 

Jiot  judge  it  ftrange  1  have  this  ambufli  laid, 
Since  you, my  rival, wr^ng'd  nic  by  furpiifej 

Whofe  darker  vigilance  my  love  bctay'd  ; 
And  fo  yoar  ill  example  mad«  me  wife. 

XVI. 

But  in  the  fchool  of  glory  we  are  taught 

That  greatnefs  and  fuccefslhould  meafure  deeds; 

Then  not  my  great  revenge,  nor  your  great  fault. 
Can  be  accus'd  when  cithers  aft  fucceeds. 

XVII. 

Opinion's  ftamp  does  Virtue  current  make  ; 

Butfuch  fmall  money  (though  he  people's  gold 
With  which  they  trade),  great  dealers  fcorn  to 
take, 
And  we  arc  greater  than  «ne  world  can  hold, 
xvm.    • 
Now  Ofwald  paus'd,  as  if  he  curious  were. 

Ere  this  his  foe  (the  people's  fav'rite)  dy'd, 
To  know  him  as  with  eyc^,  fo  with  his  ear ; 
And  to  his  fpe(-ch  thus  Gondjibert  reply'd  : 
xlx. 
Succefsful  prince  !  fince  1  was  never  taught 

To  court  a  threat'ning  foe,  1  will  not  pay 
For  all  the  trophies  you  from  war  have  brought. 
One  fingle  wreath,  though  all  thefe  woods  were 
bay  ! 

XX. 

Nor  would  I  by  a  total  filcnce  yield 

My  honour  ta'en,  though  I  were  pri^'ner  made  ; 
Left  you  fliould  think  we  may  be  juftly  kill'd, 

And  facred  juftice  by  miftake  invade. 

XXI. 

You  might  perceive  (had  not  a  diftant  war 
Hind'red  our  breafts  the  ufe  of  being  known). 

My  fmall  ambition  hardly  worth  your  care; 
Unlefs  by  it  you  would  correft  your  own. 

XXII 

"The  king's  objedled  love  is  but  your  dream, 
As  falfe  as  that  I  ftrive  for  Rhodalind 

As  valour's  hire ;  thefe  lickly  vifions  feem. 
Which  in  Ambition's  Itver  vex  your  mind. 

XXI 11. 

Nor  wonder  if  I  vouch,  that  'tis  not  brave 

To  feek  war's  hire,  th(  ugh  war  we  ftill  purfue; 

Nor  cenfure  this  a  proud  excufe,  to  fave 
Thefe  who  no  fafety  know,  but  to  fubdue. 

XXIV. 

Your  mifbelicf  my  hirelefs  valour  fcorns ; 

But  your  hir'd  valour,  were  your  faith  reclaim'd 
(For  faith  reclaim'd  to  higheft  virtue  turnsj, 

Will  be  of  bruvtfl  falary  afhamcd. 

KXV. 

Ouly  with  Fame  valour  of  old  was  hir'd; 

And  love  was  fo  fuffic'o  with  its  own  tafte, 
That  thofe  intemp'rate  fcem'd,  who  more  defir'd 

For  love's  reward,  than  that  itfelf  (hould  laft. 

XXVI, 

Kf  love,  or  lull  of  empire,  bred  your  pain. 

Take  what  my  prudent  hone  hath  ftili  declin'd, 
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And  my  weak  virtue  never  could  fndain 
The  crown,  which  is  the  worft  of  Rhodalind. 

XXVII. 

'Tis  file  who  taught  you  to  increafe  renown, 
By  fowing  Honour's  field  with  noble  deeds; 

Which  yields  no  harveft  when  'tis  overgrown 
With  vrild  Ambition,  the  moft  rank  of  weeds* 

XXVIII. 

Go,  reconcile  the  winds  fall'n  out  at  fea 

With  thefe  tame  precepts  j^ Ofwald  did  reply  ;) 

But  fince  thou  doft  bequeath  thy  hopes  to  me, 
Know  legacies  are  vain  till  givers  die. 

XXIX. 

And  here  his  rage  afctnded  to  his  eyes       [flame ; 

'    From  his  clofe  breaft,  which  hid  till  then  the 

And  like  ilirr'd  fire  in  fparkles  upward  flies ;         ' 

Rage  which  the  Duke  thus  pradis'd  to  recfeim. 

XXX. 

Though  you  defign'd  our  ruin  by  furprifc. 
Though  much  in  ufeful  arms  you  us  exceed, 

And  in  your  number  fome  advantage  lies. 
Yet  you  may  find  you  fuch  advantage  need. 

XXXI 

If  I  am  valued  as  th'  impediment 

Which  hinders  your  adoption  to  the  crown. 
Let  your  revenge  only  on  me  be  (pent, 

Aid  hazard  not  my  party,  nor  your  own. 
xxxii.  ' 

Ambition  elfe  would  up  to  Godhead  grow. 

When  fo  profanely  we  our  anger  prize. 
That  to  appeafe  it  we  the  blood  allow 

Of  whole  offencelefs  herds  for  facrifice. 

XXXllI. 

Ofwald  (who  Honour's  public  pattern  was, 
Till  v,.in  Ambition  led  his  heart  afide). 

More  temp'rate  grew  in  manage  of  his  caufe, 
And  thus  to  noble  Gondihert  reply'd. 

XXXIV. 

I  vwifli  it  were  not  needful  to  be  great ; 

That  heav'n'sunenvy'dpow'r  might  menfoawCj 
As  we  fhould  need  no  armies  for  defeat. 

Nor  for  proteiftion  be  at  charge  of  law. 

XXXV. 

But  more  than  heav'n's  men  man's  authority. 
Though  envy'd,  ufe,  becaufc  more  underftood; 

For  but  for  that  life's  utenfife  would  be' 
In  markets,  as  in  camps,  the  price  of  blood. 

XXXV|. 

Since  the  world's  fafety  we  in  greatnefs  find. 

And  pow'r  divided  i?  from  greatnefs  gone. 
Save  we  the  world,  though  to  ourfelves  unkind, 

By  both  endang'ring  to  eftablifh  one. 
XXXVII. 
Not  thofe  who  kindle  with'  my  wrongs  their  rage. 

Nor  thofe  bold  youth  who  warmly  you  attend,' 
Our  diftant  camps  by  adion  fhall  engage; 

But  we  our  own  great  caufe  will  fingly  end. 
xxxvui. 
Back  to^your  noble  hunters  ftraight  retire. 

And  I  to  thofe  who  would  thofe  hunters  chafe; 
Let  us  ptrfuade  their  fury  to  expire. 

And  give  obediently  our  anger  place. 

XXXIX. 

Like  unconcern'd  fpectators  let  them  (land, 
And  be  by  facred  vow  to  diftance  bound; 
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Whilft  tfielr  lov'd  leaders  by  our  flrift  command, 
Only  as  witneffes,  approach  this  ground. 

XL. 

Where  with  no  more  defenfive  arms  than  was 
By  nature  meant  us,  who  ordain'd  men  friends, 

We  will  on  foot  determine  our  great  caufc, 

On  which  the  Lombard's  doubtful  peace  depends. 

XLI. 

The  Duke  at  this  did  bow,  and  foon  obey, 
Confefs'd  his  honour  he  tranfcendent  finds, 

Said  he  their  perfons  might  a  meaner  way  [minds. 
With,  odds  have  aw'd,  but  this  fubdues  their 

XLII. 

Uow  wjng'd  with  hope  they  to  their  troops  return, 
Ofwald  his  old  grave  Brefcians  makes  retire, 

Left  if  too  near,  though  like  flow  match  they  burn, 
The  Duke's  rafh  youth  like  powder  might  take 
fire. 

XLIII. 

Firft  with  their  noble  chiefs  they  treat  afide, 

Plead  it  humanity  to  bleed  alone, 
And  term  it  needlefs  cruelty  and  pride 

With  others  facrificc  to  grace  their  own. 
xt-iv. 
Then  to  the  troops  gave  their  refolv'd  command, 

Not  to  afiift,  through  anger  nor  remorfe  ; 
Who  feem'd  more  willing  patiently  to  {land, 

Bccaufe  each  fide  prcfum'd  their   champion's 
force. 

XI-V. 

Now  near  that  ground  ordain'd  by  them  and  Fate 
'   To  be  the  laft  where  one  or  both  mull  tread. 
Their  chofen  judges  they  appoint  to  wait ; 
Who  thither  were  like  griev'd  fpedators  led. 

XLVI. 

Thefe  from  the  diflant  troops  far  fever'd  are ; 

And  neat  their  chiefs  divided  ftations  take ; 
Who  ilraight  unclothe,  and  for  fuch  deeds  prepare. 

By  which  ftrip'd  fouls  their  fiefhy  robes  forfakc. 

XLVII, 

But  Hubert  now  advanc'd,  and  cry'd  alo..,!, 

t  will  not  truft;  uncertain  deftiny. 
Which  may  obfcurely  kill  me  in  a  crowd, 

That  here  have  pow'r  in  public  view  to  die. 

XLVIII. 

Ofwald  my  brother  is !  If  any  dare 

Think  Gondibert's  great  name    more   kingly 
founds, 
X-et  him  alight,  and  he  fhall  leave  the  care 
-    Of  choofing  monarchs,  to  attend  his  wounds ! 

XLIX. 

This  Hurgonill  receiv'd  with  greedy  ear, 
Told  him  his  fummons  boldly  did  exprefs, 

That  he  had  little  judgment  whom  to  fear. 
And  in  the  choice  of  kings  his  ikill  was  lefs. 

L. 

With  equal  hafte  they  then  alight  and  met. 
Where  both  their  chiefs  in  preparation  flood ; 

Whilft  Paradine  and  furious  Dargonet 

Cry'd  out,  we  are  of  Ofwald's  princely  blood. 

LI. 

Are  there  not  yet  two  more  fo  fond  of  fame. 
So  true  to  Gondibert,  or  Love's  commands, 

As  to  efleem  it  an  unpleafant  fliame 
With  idle  eyes  to  look  on  bufy  hands  ? 


Such  hafle  makes  beauty  when  it  youth  forfakes, 

And  day  from  travellers  when  it  does  fet, 
As  Arnold  to  proud  Paradine  now  makes, 
'  And  little  Hugo  to  tall  Dargonet. 

LIIl. 

The  bloody  Borgio,  who  with  anguifli  flay'd, 

And  check'd  his  rage,  till  thefe  of  Ofwald's  rartf. 
By  wifh'd  example  their  brave  challenge  made, 

Now  like  his  curb'd  fteed foaming,  fhiftshisplace. 
iiv. 
And  thus,  with  hafte  and  choler  hoarfe,  he  fpake; 

Whoe'er  amongft  you  thinks  we  deflin'd  are 
To  ferve  that  king  your  courtly  camp  fliall  make, 

Fali'ely  he  loves,  nor  is  his  lady  fair ! 

LV.       . 

This  fcarce  could  urge  the  temp'rate  Tybalt's  fire 
Who  faid,  when  Fate  (hall  Aribcrt  remove, 

As  ill  then  wilt  thou  judge  who  ftiould  afpirc, 
As  who  is  fair,  that  art  too  rude  to  love. 

LVI. 

But  fcarce  had  this  reply  reach'd  Borgio's  ear. 
When  Goltho  louder  cry'd,  whatc'er  he  be 

Dares  think  her  foul  who  hath  a  lover  here. 
Though  love  I  never  knew,  fhall  now  know  me  I 

LVII. 

Grave  Tybalt,  who  had  laid  an  earlier  claim 
To  this  defiance,  much  diftemper'd  grows. 

And  Goltho's  forward  youth  would  ftiarply  blame, 
But  that  old  Vafco  thus  did  interpofe. 

LVIII. 

That  boy  who  makes  fuch  hafte  to  meet  his  fate, 
And  fears  he  may  (as  if  he  knew  it  good). 

Through  others  pride  of  danger  come  too  late. 
Shall  read  it  ftraight  ill  written  in  his  blood. 

LIX. 

Let  empire  fall,  when  we  muft  monarch?  choofe. 
By  what  UHpradis'd  childhood  fhall  approve ; 

And  in  tame  peace  let  us  our  manhood  lofe. 
When  boys  yet  wet  with  milk  difcourfe  of  love. 

LX. 

As  bafhful  maids  bU;fli,  as  if  juftly  blam'd. 
When  forc'd  to  fuffer  fome  indecent  tongue, 

So  Goltho  blulh'd,  whom  Vafco  made  aftiam'd. 
As  if  he  could  offend  by  being  young. 

LXI. 

But  inftantly  offended  baftifulnefs 

Does  to  a  brave  and  beauteous  anger  turn; 

Which  he  in  younger  flames  did  fo  exprefs, 

1  hat  fcarce  old  Valcu's  embers  feem'd  to  burn. 

IXII. 

The  princes  knew  in  this  new  kindled  rage. 

Opinion  might  (have  hke  unlucky  wind 
State  right  to  make  it  fpread)  their  troops  engage  ; 

And  therefore  Ofwald  thus  proclaim'd  his  mind. 
Lxni. 
Seem  we  already  dead,  that  to  our  words 

(As  to  the  laft  requefts  men  dying  make). 
Your  love  but  mourners  ftiort  refpedt  affcrds, 

And  ere  interr'd  you  our  commands  forfake  ? 

LXIV, 

We  chofe  ynu  judges  of  your  needful  flrife,  [teem 
Such  whom  the  world  grown  faithlefs,  might  ef- 

As  weighty  witneffes  of  parting  life. 

But  yoa  are  thofe  we  dying  muft  condemn. 
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Are  we  become  fuch  worchlefs  facrifice. 
As  cannot  to  the  L  m  bard's  heav'n  atone, 

Unlels  your  added  blood  make  up  the  price, 
As  if  you  thought  it  worthier  than  our  own  ? 

LXVI, 

Our  fame  which  fliould  furvivc,  before  us  die  I 
And  let  (fince  in  our  prefence  difobey'd), 

Renown  of  pow'r,  like  that  of  beauty,  fly 

From  knowledge,  rather  than  bt  known  decay'd  1 

LXVII. 

This  when  with  rev'rcnce  heard,  it  would  have 
made 

Old  armies  melt,  to  mark  at  what  a  rate 
The-v  fpent  their  hearts  and  eyes,  kindly  afraid 

To  be  omitted  in  their  gen'ral's  fate, 
txviii. 
Hubert  (whofe  princely  quality  more  frees 

Him  than  the  reft  from  all  command,  unlefs 
He  find  it  fuch  as  with  his  will  agrees). 

Did  nobly  thus  his  firm  refolve  exprefs,, 

LXIX. 

All  greatnefs  bred  in  blood  be  now  abas'd  ! 

Inftind:,  the  mward  image,  which  is  wrought 
And  given  with  life,  be  like  thaw'd  wax  defac'd ! 

Though  that  bred  better  honour  than  is  taught ; 

LXX. 

And  may  impreflions  of  the  common  ill, 

Which  from  ftrcet  parents  the  moft  low  derives. 

Blot  all  my  mind's,  fair  book,  if  I  fland  ftill 
Whilft  Qfwald  fingly  for  the  public  ftrivcs  : 

LXXl. 

A  brother's  love,  all  that  obedience  flays. 

Which  Qfwald  elfe  might  as  my  leader  claijn  ; 

Whom  as  my  love,  my  honour  difobeys. 

And  bids  me  ferve  our  greater  leader,  Fame. 

LXXII. 

With  gentle  looks  Ofwald  to  Hubert  bows. 
And  faid,  I  then  muft  yield  that  Hubert  fhall 

(Since  from  the  fame  bright  fun  our  luftre  gr.  ws), 
Rife  with  my  morn,  and  with  my  ev'ning  /al,l ! 

LXXIII. 

Bold  Paradine  and  Dargonet  reviv'd 

Their  fuit,  and  cry'd,  we  are  Aftolpho's  fons  ! 

Who  from  your  highed  fpring  his  blood  denv'd. 
Though  now  it  down  in  lower  channels  runs. 

LXXIV. 

Such  lucky  feafonsto  attain  renown, 

We  muft  not  lofe,  who  are  to  y<iu  ally'd ; 

Others  ufurp.  who  would  your  dangers  own, 
And  what  our  duiy  is,  in  them  is  pride. 

LXXV. 

Then,  as  his  lafl  decree,  thus  Ofwald  fpake; 

Vou  that  vouchfafe  to  glory  in  my  blood, 
Shall  fhare  my  dooms,  which,  for  your  merit's  fake. 

Fate,  were  it  bad,  would  alter  into  goo4. 

LXXVI. 

If  any  other's  difobedient  rage. 

Shall  with  uncivil  love  intrude  his  aid, 

And  by  degree^  our  diflant  troops  engage, 
JBe  it  his  curfe  ftill  to  be  difobey'd  1 

LXXVU. 

War's  orders  may  he  by  the  flow  convey 
To  fuch  as  only  fhall  difpute  them  long; 

And  ill  peace  make,  when  none  will  him  obey, 
And  be  for  that,  when  oldj  jadg'd  by  the  young. 


LXXVIII. 

This  faid,  he  calmly  bid  the  Duke  provide 
Such  of  his  blood  as  with  thofe  chofen  three 

(Whilft  their  adoption  they  on  foot  decide). 
May  in  brave  life  or  death  fit  partners  be. 

LXXIX. 

Though  here  (reply'd  the  Duke)  1  find  not  now. 
Such  as  my  blood  with  their  alliance  grace. 

Yet  three  1  fee,  to  whom  your  ftock  may  bow, 
If  love  may  be  efteem'd  of  heav'nly  race. 

LXXX. 

And  much  to  me  thefe  are  by  love  ally'd  ; 

Then  Hugo,  Arnold,  and  the  count  drew  near; 
Count  Hurgonill  woo'd  Orna  for  his  bride, 

The  other  tvvo  in  Laura  rivals  were. 

LXXXl. 

But  Tybalt  cry'd  (as  fwiftly  as  his  voice 

.Approach'd  the  Duke),  forgive  me  mighty  chieL 
If  juftly  I  envy  the  noble  choice. 

And  difobey  thee  in  wrong'd  love's  relief. 
Lxxxn. 
If  rev'renc'd  love  be  facred  myft'ry  deem'd, 

And  myfteries,  when  hid,  to  value  grow. 
Why  am  I  lefs  for  hidden  love  efteem'd  ? 

To  viiiknown  Godhead,  wife  religious  bow. 

LXXXIII. 

A  maid  of  thy  high  li'nage  much  I  love. 

And  hide  her  name  till  I  can  merit  boaft. 
But  fhall  I  here  (where  I  my  worth  improve), 

For  prizing  her  above  myfelf,  be  loft  i 
LXXXl  v. 
The  Duke's  firm  bofom  kindly  feem'd  to  melt 

At  Tybalt's  grief,  that  he  omitted  was; 
Who  lately  had  love's  fecret  conqueft  felt. 

And  hop'd  for  public  triumph  in  this  caufc. 

LXXXV. 

Then  he  decreed,  Hugo  (^though  chofe  before 
To  fhare  in  this  great  work)  (hould  equally 

With  Tybalt  be  expos'd  to  Fortune's  pow'r. 
And  by  drawn  lots  their  wifh'd  eleftion  try. 

LXXXV  1, 

Hugo  his  dreaded  lord  with  cheerful  awe 
Us'd  to  obey,  and  with  implicit  love ; 

But  now  he  muft  for  certain  honour  draw 
Uncertain  lots,  feems  heavily  to  move. 

LXXXVII. 

And  here  they  trembling  reach'd  at  Honour  fo. 
As  if  they  gath'ring  flow'rs  a  fnake  difcern'd  i^ 

Yet  fear'd  Love  only,  whofe  rewards  then  grow 
To  lovers  fweeteft,  when  with  danger  earn'd. 

LXXXVIII. 

From  this  br^ve  fear, left  they  fhould  dangcr'fcape, 
Was  little  Hugo  eas'd  ;  and  when  he  drew 

The  champion's  lot,  his  joy  enlarg'd  his  fhape, 
And  with  his  lifted  mind  he  taller  grew. 

LXXXIX. 

But  Tybalt  ftoop'd  beneath  his  forrows  weight ; 

Goltho  and  him  kindly  the  «iuke  embrac'd; 
Then  to  their  ftation  fent ;  and  Gfwald  ftiaight 

His  fo  enjoin'd,  and  with  like  kindnefs  grac'd. 
xc. 
When  cruel  Borgio  does  from  Tybalt  part, 

Vafco  from  Goltho,  many  a  look  they  cafl 
Backward  in  fullen  nieffage  from  the  heart. 

And  through  their  eyes  their  thrcat'ning  angoT 
walle. 
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CANTO    IV. 

The  Argument. 

The  duel,  where  all  rules  of  artful  ftrlfe, 
To  reftue  or  cndanp;cr  darling  life, 
Are  by  referves  of  ftrength  and  courage  Ihown  ; 
For  killing  was  long  fince  a  fcience  grov/n  ; 
Th'  event  by  which  the  troops  engaged  are, 
As  private  rage  too  often  turns  to  war. 


Jjy  what  bold  paflion  am  I  rudely  led, 

Like  Fame's  too  curious  and  cfficious  fpy, 
Where  I  thefe  rolls  in  her  dark  clofet  read, 

Where  worthies  wrapp'd  in  Time's  difguifes  lie  ? 
II 
Why  fliould  we  now  their  (hady  curtains  draw. 

Who  by  a  wife  retirement  htnce  are  freed, 
And  gone  t'>  lands  exempt  from  Nature's  hw. 

Where  Love  no  more  can  mourn,  or  Valour 
bleed  ? 

III. 
Why  to  this  ftormy  world  from  their  long  reft. 

Are  thefe  recall'd  to  be  again  difpleas'd. 
Where,  during  Nature's  reign,  we  are  oppreft. 

Till  we  by  Death's  high  privilege  are  eas'd  ? 

IV. 

Is  it  to  bnaft  that  vcrfe  has  chemic  pow'r. 
And  that  its  rage  (\A.hich  is  produdive  heat) 

Can  thefe  revive,  as  chemifts  raife  a  flow'r, 

Whofe  fcatter'd  parts  their  glafs  prefents  com- 
plete ? 

V. 

Though  in  thefe  worthies  gone,  valour  and  love, 
Didft  chaftely  as  in  facred  temples  meet, 

Such  reviv'd  patterns  us  no  more  improve  [fweet 
Than  fiow'is  fo  rais'd  by    chemifts  make  us 

VI. 

Yet  when  the  foul's  difcafe  we  defp'rate  find, 
Poets  the  old  rrnowa'd  phyficians  are, 

Who  for  the  fickly  habits  of  the  mind. 
Examples  as  the  ancient  cure  prepare. 

VII. 

And  bravely  then  phyficians  honour  gain, 
When  to  the  world  difeafes  curelefs  feem, 

And  they  (in  fcience  valiantj  ne'er  refrain 
Art's  war  with  nature  till  they  life  redeem. 

VIIl 

But  poets  their  accuftom'd  talk  have  long 
Forborne  (who  for  examples  did  difperfe 

The  heroes  virtues  in  heroic  fong). 

And  now  think  virtue  fick,  paft  cure  of  verfe 

IX. 

Yet  to  this  defp'rate  cure  !  will  proceed. 
Such  patterns  lh«w  as  fh»li  noc  fail  to  more ; 


Shall  teach  thee  valiant  patience  when  they  bleed; 
And  haplefs  lovers  conftancy  in  love. 

X. 

Now    Honour's  chance,   the  duke  with  Ofwald 

takes, 
The  count  his  great  ftake,  life,  to  Hubert  fets  ; 
Whilft  his  to  P^radin's,  Lor<d  Arnold  ftakes, 
And  little  Hugo  throws  at  Dargonet's. 

XI. 

Thefe  four  on  equal  ground  thofe  four  oppofe  ; 

Who  wants  in  ftrength,  fupplies  it  vith  his  fkill  j 
So  valiant,  that  they  make  no  hafte  to  clofe; 

They  not  apace,  but  handfomely  would  kill. 

XII. 

And  as  they  more  each  others  courage  found. 
Each  did  their  force  more  civilly  exprefs, 

To  make  fo  manly  and  f)  fair  a  wound, 
As  loyal  ladies  might  be  proud  to  dreft, 

XXI II. 

But  vain,  though  wond'rous,  feems  the  Ihort  event 

Of  what  wit.h  pomp  and  noife  we  long  prepare  : 
One  hour  of  battle  oft  that  force  hath  fpent, 

Which  kingswhole  li  es  have  gather'd  for  a  war 
XV. 
As  rivers  to  their  ruin  hafly  be. 

So  life  (!lill  earnert,  loud,  and  fwift),  runs  pofl 
I"o  the  Vift  gult  of  death,  as  they  tofea, 

And  vainly  travels  to  be  quickly  loft. 

XV. 

And  now  the  Fates  (who  pundlually  take  care 

We  not  efcape  their  lentence  at  our  birth),  . 
Writ  Arnold  down,  where  thofe  inrolled  are. 

Who  muft  in  youth  abruptly  leave  the  earth, 
icvi. 
Him  Paradine  into  the  brow  had  pierc'd; 

From  whence  his  blood  fo  overflow'd  his  eyes, 
He  grew  too  blind  to  watch  and  guard  his  breaft, 

Where,  wounded  twice,  to  Death's  cold  court 
he  fties. 

XVII. 
■Vnd  Love  (by  which  Lite's  name  does  value  find, 

\s  altars  even  .ubfift  by  ornament). 
Is  flow,  as  to  the  owner,  quite  reOgn'd, 

And  lii  a  1  igh  to  his  dear  Laura  fcnt. 
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XVIII. 

Yet  Fates  fo  civil  were  in  cruelty, 

As  not  to  yield,  that  he  who  conqner'd  all, 

The  Tufcan  vale,  Ihould  unattended  die ; 

They  therefore  doom  that  Dargonet  muft  fall. 

XIX 

"Whom  little  Hugo  dext'roufly  did  vex 
With  many  wounds  in  unexpe<3ed  place. 

Which  yet  not  kill,  but  killingly  perplex ; 
Becaufe  he  held  their  number  a  difgrace. 

XX. 

For  Dargonet  in  force  did  much  exceed 

The  moft  of  men,  in  valour  equall'd  all; 
And  was  afham'd  thus  diverfely  to  bleed, 
As  if  he  ftood  where  Ihowers  of  arrows  fall. 
xxi. 
At  once  he  ventures  his  remaining  ftrength 

To  Hugo's  nimble  (kill,  who  did  defire 
To  draw  this  little  war  out  inco  length, 
By  motions  quick  as  heav'n's  fantaftic  fire  ! 
XXIX. 
Thus  fury  now  is  grown  too  high  to  laft 

Tn  Dargonet ;  who  does  diforder  all 
The  ftrengths  of  temp'rancc  by  unruly  hafte, 
Then  down  at  Hugo's  feet  does  breathlefs  fall, 
xxili. 
When  with  his  own  ftorm  funk,  his  foe  did  fpy 

Lord  Arnold  dead,  and  Paradine  prepare 
To  help  Prince  Ofwald  to  that  viiflory, 

Of  which  the  Duke  had  yet  an  equal  (hare. 
XXIV. 
Vain  conqueror  (faid  Hugo  then),  return  I 

Inftead  of  laurel,  which  the  vidor  wears, 
Go  gather  cyprefs  for  thy  brother's  urn, 
And  learn  of  me  to  water  it  with  tears. 

XKV. 

Thy  brother  loft  his  life  attempting  mine ; 

Which  cannot  for  Lord  Arnold's  lofs  fufiice  : 
Imuft  revenge,  unlucky  Paradine, 

The  blood  his  death  will  draw  from  Laura's  eyps. 
XXVI. 
We  rivals  were  in  Laura;  but  though  flie 

My  griefs  derided,  his  with  fighs  approv'd; 
Yet  I,  in  Love's  exa>9:  integrity, 

Muft  take  thy  life  for  killing  him  flie  lov'd. 
x.tni. 
Thefe  quick  alike,  and  artfully  as  fierce. 

At  one  fad  inftant  give  and  take  that  wound. 
Which  does  through  both  their  vital  ciofets  pierce; 

Where  Life's  fmall  lord  does  warmly  fit  en- 
thron'd. 

xxviir. 
And  then  they  fell,  and  now  near  upper  heaven. 

Heaven's  better  part  of  them  is  hov'ring  flill, 
To  watch  what  end  is  to  their  princes  given, 

And  to  brave  Hubert,  and  to  Hurgonil. 

XXIX 

In  progrefs  ^thus  to  their  eternal  home, 
Some  method  is  obferv'd  by  Deftiny, 

Which  at  their  princes  fctting  out  did  doom, 
Thefe  as  their  leading  harbingers  to  die. 

XXX 

And  fatal  Hubert  we  muft  next  attend, 

Whom  Hurgonil  had  brought  to  fuch  diftrefs, 

That  though  life's  ftock  he  did  not  fully  fpend, 
His  glory  that  xnaintaui'd  it  is  grown  lefs. 


Long  had  theyflrove,  who  firft  fliould  be  deflroy'd; 

And  woundsj  the  marks  of  manhood,  gave  and 
took, 
Which  though  like  honour'd  age,  we  would  avoid, 

Yet  mike  us,  when  poflefs'd,for  rev'rence  look. 

XXXTI 

O  Honour  !  frail  as  life,  thy  fellow  flower ! 

Cherilh'd  andvvatch'd,and  hum'roufly  cfteem'd, 
Then  worn  for  ftiort  adornments  of  an  hour ; 

And  is  when  loft  no  more  than  life  redeem'd. 
xxxiii. 
This  fatal  Hubert  finds,  if  honour  be 

As  much  in  princes  lift,  when  it  grows  lefs. 
As  when  it  dies  in  men  of  next  degree  : 

Princes  are  only  princes  by  excefs. 

XXX  IV. 

For  having  twice  with  his  firm  oppofite  [life, 

Exchang'<i  a  wound,  yet  none  that  reach'd  at 

The  adverie  fword  his  arm's  beft  finew  hit, 

Which  holds  that  ftrength,  which  fhould  main- 
tain their  ftrife. 

XXXV. 

When  thus  his  dear  defence  had  left  his  hand. 
Thy  life  (faid  Hurgonil)  rejoice  to  wear. 

As  Orna's  favour,  and  at  her  command, 
Who  taught  the  mercy  I  Will  pra(5iife  here. 

XXXV; 

To  which  defencelefs  Hubert  did  reply, 
My  life  a  worthlefs  blank,  [  fo  defpife, 

Since  Fortu.ie  laid  it  in  her  lottery, 

That  I'm  afham'd  thou  draw'ft  it  as  a  prize. 

XXXVli. 

His  grief  made  noble  Hurgonil  to  melt. 

Who  mourn'd  in  this  a  warrior's  various  fate ; 

For  though  a  vidlor  now  he  timely  felt  [late. 

That  change  which  pains  us  moft  by  coming 

X.XXVlll 

But  Orna,  ever  prefent  in  his  thought,  [fame 

Prompts  him  to  know,  with  what  fuccefs  for 

And  empire,  Gondibert  and  Ofwald  fought ; 
VV'hilft  Hubert  feeks  out  death,  and  fhrinks  front 
fhame. 

Valour,  and  all  that  praiSlice  turns  to  art, 
Alike  the  princes  had  and  underftood  ; 

For  Ofwald  now  is  cool  as  Gondibert ; 
Such  temper  he  has  got  by  loling  blood. 

XL. 

Calmly  their  temper  did  their  art  obey ; 

Their  ftretch'd  arms  regular  in  motion  prove  ;• 
An  I  force  with  as  unfeen  a  ftealth  convey. 

As  noiiclefs  hours  by  hands  of  dials  move. 

XLI. 

By  this  new  temper  Hurgonil  believ'd, 

that  Ofwald's  elder  virtues  might  prevail  ; 

To  think  his  own  help  needful  much  he  griev'd; 
But  yet  prepar'd  it,  left  the  Duke  fliould  fail. 

XLIl. 

Small  wounds  they  had,  whereas  in  cafements  fatf 
Difoi  der'd  life  ;  who  fecm'd  to  look  about, 

And  fain  would  be  abroad,  but  that  a  gate 
She  wants  fo  wide   at  once  to  fally  out. 

XLIJI 

When  Gondibert  faw  Hurgonil  draw  near. 
And  doubly  arm  d  at  conq^uer  d  Hubert's  coft, 
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Me  then,  who  never  fearM,  began  to  feat. 
Left  by  his  help  his  honour  fliould  be  loft 

XLIV 

Retire  (faid  he)  ;  for  if  thou  hop'ft  to  win 
My  fifter's  love,  by  aidin^f  in  this  ftrife 

May  heav'n  (to  make  her  think  they  love  a  fin), 
£clipfe  that  beauty  which  did  give  it  life. 

Count  Hargjonil  did  doubtfully  retire. 
Fain  would  aflift,  yet  durft  not  difobey; 

The  i^'uke  would  rather  inftantly  expire, 
Than  hazard  honour  by  fo  mean  a  way. 

XLVI. 

Alike  did  Ofwald  for  difpatch  prepare ; 

And  cries,  fmce  Hubert  knew  not  tofubdue, 
Glory,  farewell,  that  art  the  f 'Idier's  care ! 

More  lov'd  than  woman,  Icfs  than  woman  true  1 

XLVII 

And  now  they  ftrive  with  all  their  fudden  force 
To  ftorm  life's  citadel,  each  ofhers  breaft  ; 

Atvvhich  could  heav'n'schief  eye  have  felt  remorfe, 
It  would  have  wink'd,  or  haft'ned  to  the  weft. 

XLVIII 

But  fare  the  heav'nly  movers  little  care, 
Whither  our  motion  here  be  falfe  or  true  ; 

Tor  we  proceed,  whilft  they  are  regular, 
As  if  we  dice  for  all  our  anions  threw. 

XLIX 

We  feem  furrender'd  to  indiff'rent  chance ;  [play ; 

Even  Death's  great  work  looks  like  fantaftic 
That  fword  which  oft  did  Ofwald's  fame  advance 

In  public  war,  fails  in  a  private  fray 

For  when,  beca^ife  he  ebbs  of  blood  did  feel. 
He  levell'd  all  his  ftrength  at  Gondibert, 


It  clafh'd  and  broke  againft  the  adverfe  fteel. 
Which  travell'd  onward  till  it  reach'd  his  heart. 

LI. 

Now  he  that  like  a  ftedfaft  ftatue  ftood 
In  many  battels  regifter'd  by  Fame  ; 

Does  fall  depriv'd  of  language  as  of  blood  ; 

Whilft    high    the   hunters  fend  their  vi^Sior's 
name. 

LII. 

Some  ftiout  aloud,  and  others  wind  the  horn  ! 

They  mix  the  city's  with  the  field's  applaufe; 
Which  Borgio  foon  interprets  as  their  fcorn, 

And  will  revenge  it  ere  he  mourn  the  caufe. 

LIU. 

This  the  cold  evening  warm'd of  Vafco's  age; 

He  ftiin'd  like  fcorching  noon  in  Borgio's  looks^ 
Who  kindled  all  about  him  with  his  rage  ; 

And  worfe  the  triumph  than  the  cocqueft  brookg. 

LIV. 

The  troops,  aftoniih'd  with  their  leader's  fate. 
The  horror  firft  with  filence  entertain  ; 

With  loud  impatience  then  for  Borgio  wait. 
And  next  with  one  confufion  all  complain. 

LV. 

Whom  thus  he  urg'd  1    Pi-ince  Ofwald  did  com- 
mand 

We  (hould  remove  far  from  the  combat'*  lift; 
And  there  like  unconcern'd  fpedlators  ftand; 

Juftly  reftrain'd  to  hinder  or  aflift. 

LVI. 

This,  patient  friends !  we  duly  have  obey'd ; 

A  temp'rance  which  he  never  taught  before; 
But  though  alive  he  coulo  forbid  our  aid, 

Yet  dead,  he  leaves  revenge  within  our  pow'r. 


CANTO    V. 


The  Argumint. 
The  battle  in  exadi,  though  little  fliapc ; 
Where  none  by  flight,  and  few  by  fortune  'fcapej 
Where  even  the  vanquifti'd  fo  themfelves  behave, 
The  vidtors  mourn  for  all  they  could  not  lave  : 
And  fear  (fo  foon  is  Fortune's  fulnefs  wain'd), 
And  lofe  in  one,  all  that  by  all  they  gain'd. 


Now  Hubert's  page  affifts  his  wounded  lord 

To  mount  that  fteed,  he  fcarce  had  force  to  guide  ; 
And  wept  to  fee  his  hand  without  that  (word, 

Which  was  fo  oft  in  dreadful  battles  try'd. 
II. 
Thofe  who  with  Borgio  law  his  want  of  blood, 

Cry'd  out    If  of  thy  ftren>jth  enough  remain. 
Though  not  to  charge,  to  make  thy  conduiSt  good ; 

Lead  us  to  add  their  living  to  our  ftain. 
ill 
Jiubert  reply'd,  Now  you  may  juftly  boaft, 

You  fons  of  war,  that  Ofwald  wa,s  your  fire ;      | 


Who  got  in  you  the  honour  I  have  loft  ; 

And  taught  thofe  deeds  our  ladies  fongs  ad- 
mire. 

IV. 

But  he  (war's  anceftor,  who  gave  it  birth. 

The  father  ef  thofe  fights  we  Lombards  fought). 

Lies  there  embracing  but  his  length  of  earth, 
Who  for  your  ufe  the  world's  vail  empire  fought. 

V. 

And  cold  as  he  lies,  noble  Dargonet, 

And  Paradine,  who  wore  the  vidlor's  crown  J 

Both  fwift  to  charge,  and  flow  in  a  retreat ; 
foothers  in  blood,  and  rivals  in  renown. 
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This  faid,  their  trumpets  found  Revenge's  praife  ; 

The  hunter's  ho.;  s,  the  terror  of  the  wood, 
Reply 'd  fo  meanly,  they  couid  fcarccly  raife 

Echo  fo  loud  as  might  be  underftood. 

VII. 

The  D  kp  (hi=;  fit  of  fury  being  fpent, 

Which  only  wounds  and  'ippofition  bred), 

Does  v\  erp  o'er  the  brave  Ofwald,  and  lament 
That  he  lo  great  in  life,  is  nothing  dead. 

VIII. 

But  cry'd,  when  he  the  fpeechlefs  rivals  fpy'd, 
O  wor'V  ahovt  the  ancient  price  of  love  ! 

Loft  are  the  living    for  with  thefe  love  dy'd; 
Or  if  imniortal  fled  with  them  above. 

IX. 

In  thefe  we  the  intrinfic  value  know. 

By  which  firfl.  lovtrs  did  love  current  deem ; 

But  Love's  falfc  coiners  will  allay  it  now. 

Till  men  jTufpedl  what  next  they  muft  contemn. 

X. 

Not  lefs  young  Hurgonil  refents  their  chance, 
Though  no  fit  time  to  pradlice  his  remorfe, 

For  now  he  cries  (fi  ding  the  foe  advance) 

Let  death  give  way  to  life  ;  to  horfe!  to  horfe! 

Xf. 

This  fcrrow  is  too  foft  fur  deeds  behind  ; 

Which  I  ,a  mnral  Jover)  would  lultain, 
So  I  could  make  your  fifter  wifely  kind, 

And  praife  me  living,  not  lament  me  flain. 

XII. 

Swift  as  Armenians  in  the  panther's  chafe 

They  fly  to  reach  where  now  their  hunters  are  ; 

Who  fought  out  danger  with  too  bold  a  pace. 
Till  thus  the  Duke  did  them  aloud  prepare. 

XIIT. 

Impatient  friends,  ftand  that  your  ftrength  may 
laft  ?  [long : 

Burn  not  in  blaze,  rage  that  fliould  warm  you 
1  wifh  to  foes  the  weaknefles  •  f  haite, 

To  you  fuch  flownefs  as  may  keep  you  flrong. 

XIV. 

Not  their  fcorn's  force  fhould  your  fix'd  patience 
move ;  [provoke, 

Though  fcorn  does  more  than  bounds  free  minds 
Their  flafhy  rage  fliall  harmlefs  lightning  prove, 

Which  but  foreruns  our  thunder's  fatal  (Iroke. 

XV. 

For  when  their  fury's  fpent,  how  weak  they  are 
With  the  dull  weight  of  antique  Vandal  arms? 

Their  work  but  fhort,  and  little  is  in  war. 

Whom  rage  within,  and  armour  outward  warms. 

XVI. 

When  you  have  us'd  thofe  arts  your  patience  yields, 
Try  to  avoid  their  couched  launces  force 

By  dextrous  pracSlice  of  Cioatian  field'. 
Which  turns  to  lazy  elephants  their  horfe. 

XVII. 

When  falfe  retreat  fliall  fcatter  you  in  flight, 
As  if  you  back  to  elemen's  were  fled  ; 

And  no  lefs  faith  can  you  again  unite. 
Then  recolledls  from  elements  the  dead. 

XVIII. 

Make  chafers  feem  by  your  fwift  rallies  flow  ; 
Whilft  they  yout  fwifter  change  of  figures  fear 


Like  that  in  battles  which  t'  amufc  the  fde 
My  grandfire  taught,  as  war's  phUofopher. 

XIX. 

Think  now  your  valour  enters  on  the  ftage. 
Think  Fame  th'  eternal  chorus  to  declare 

Your  mighty  minds  to  each  fucceeding  age, 
And  that  your  ladies  the  fpedlators  are. 

XX. 

This  utter'd  was  with  fuch  a  haughty  grace. 
That  ev'ry  heart  it  cmpty'd,  and  did  raife 

Life's  chiefeft  blood  in  valour  to  the  face. 

Which  made  fuch  beauty  as  the  foe  did  praife. 

XXI. 

Yet  'twas  Ambition's  praife,  which  but  approves 
Thofe  whom  through  envy,  it  would  fain  fub- 
due  ; 

Like  others  honour,  but  her  own  fo  loves, 
She  thinks  all  other's  trophies  are  her  due. 

XXII. 

For  Hubert  now  (though  void  of  flrength  as  fear) 
Advanc'd  the  firft  divifion  fafl:  and  far ; 

Bold  Borglo  with  the  next  attends  his  rear, 
The  third  was  left  to  Vafco's  fteady  care. 

XXIII. 

The  Duke  ftill  watch'd  when  each  divifion  fpace 
Grew  wide,  that  he  might  his  more  open  fpread; 

His  own  brave  condu<St  did  the  forenioft  grace. 
The  next  the  Count,   the   third   true   Tybalt 
led. 

XXIV. 

A  forward  fafhion  he  did  wear  a  while. 
As  if  the  charge  he  would  with  fury  meet ; 

That  he  their  forward  fury  might  beguile. 
And  urge  them  paft  redemption  by  retreat. 

XXV. 

But  when  with  lances  couch'd  they  ready  were. 
And  their  thick  front  (which  added  files  enlarge) 

With  their  ply'd  fpurs  kept  time  in  a  career, 
Thofe  foon  were  vaniftied  whom  they  meantto 
charge. 

XXVI. 

The  duke,  by  flight,  his  manhood  thus  and  force 
Referv'd,  and  to  his  flciU  made  valour  yield, 

Did  feem  to  blufh,  that  he  muft  lead  his  horfe 
To  lofe  a  little  ground  to  gain  the  field. 

XXVII. 

Yet  foon  he  rallies  and  revives  the  war ; 

Hubert  purfues  the  rear  of  Hurgonil ; 
And  Borgio's  rear  with  chafe  fo  loos'ned  are, 

That  them  the  count  does  with  clofe  order  kill 

XXVIII. 

And  that  which  was  erewhile  the  Duke's  firm  van. 
Before  old  Vafco's  front  vouchfafe  to  fly, 

rill  with  their  fubtle  rallies  they  began 
In  fmall  divifions  hidden  flirength  to  try; 

XXIX. 

Then  curfing  Borgio  cry'd,  whence  comes  his  fkill. 
Who  men  fo  fcatter'd  can  fo  firmly  mix  ? 

The  living  metal,  held  fo  volatile 
By  the  dull  world,  this  chymic  lord  can  fix  I 

XXX. 

He  pref&'d  where  Hurgonil  his  fury  fpends. 
As  if  he  now  in  Orna's  prefence  fought ; 

And  with  refpedt  his  brave  approach  attends, 
To  give  him  all  the  dangers  which  he  fough^ 


SoMoodj'  was  th'  eveni  of  this  new  (Irife, 

>    'Iliut  we  may  here  applaudtcl  valour  biame  ; 

Mhich  ott  too  •'ulily  ab-iudoriS  lifi;, 

Wiiiifl  Deatl\'s  the  parent  made  of  no'ok  Fanis. 
xx-cii. 
For  many  now  (helov'd  by  both)  forfake 

In  their  purluir  of  flyli^g  Fame,  their  breath; 
And  through  t')c  world  their  valour  turrtat  make, 

By  giving  it  the  ancient  ftaiiip  of  deatli. 

XXXIII. 

Young  Hurgonil's  renowned  felf  had  bought 

Honour  of  Borgio  at  no  lefs  a  rate, 
tiad  not  the  i:)u,ke  difpatch'd  with  thofe  he  fought. 

And  fijund  his  aid  muil  fly  or  come  too  late. 

;  XXXIV. 

For  he  advancing  faw  (which  Iiim  much  griev'd) 
■     That  in  the  faireil  regional  the  face, 
He  two  wide  wounds  from  Borgio  had  receiv'd  ; 
His  beauty's  bleniilh,  but  his  valour's  gface. 

■;.  •  .  XXSV,     ,      .       ,     . 

Now  cry'd  the  D'vke,  flrive  timely  for  renown  ! 

'I'hy  age  will  kifs  th  ;fe  wounds  thy  youth  may 
lothe ; 
Be  not  diiniay'i  to  think  thy  beauty  gone  ;  . 

My  filler's  thine,  who  has  enough  for  both. 

•  XXXVI. 

Then  foon  the  youth,  death  as  an  honour  gave 
',    To  one  that  ftrove  to  refcue  Borgio's  life ; 
Yet  Borgio  had  difpatch'd  hira  to  his  grave. 
Had  Gondibert  fiood  neutr;:!  in  the  llrife  : 

.   ,        XXXVII. 

Who  with  his  fword  (difdaiping  nov.'  to  ftay 
1    And  fee  the  blood  he  lov'd  fo  rudJy  fpilt) 
Pierc'd  a  hold  Lombard  who  would  ftop  his  way  ; 
Even  till  his  heart  did  beat  againft  his  hik. 

.■      .       "       XX.'CVIII- 

Timely  old  Vafco  came  to  Borglo's  aid  •         [f^ft  ; 

VVhofe  Jong  expericnc'd  arm  wrought  fure  and 
His  rifing  oppofitions  level  laid, 

And  niifs'ii  no  execution  by  his  hafte. 
xxsix.       ■ 
And  timely  where  the  bleeding  Count  now  fought, 
(    And  where  the  Duke  with  number  was  oppreft, 
Refiftlcfs  Tybiir  came,  who  Eorgin  fought, 

But  here  with  many  Borgios  did  contefl. 

XL. 

As  tines  that  from  their  federal  channels  haftej 

Aifemble  ru(^tly  in  tli'  Ubean  Cay, 
And  meeting  there  no  indiftinflioii  walle, 

btrive  to  proceed,  and  forte  each  (.-theis  flay  : 

XLI. 

So  here  the  valiant,  who  with  fwift  force  come, 

Wifh  as  reljiLlefs  valour  are  engag'd  ; 
A-re  hid  in  Anger's  undiRingnifl-i'd  foam. 
And  make  lefs  w&y  by  meeting  fo  enrag'd. 
xiai. 
But  room  for  Goltho  now  '.  whofe  vdour's  fire, 

Like  lightning,  did  unlikely  paiTage  make  ; 
Whofe  fwift  eiFcdslike  lightning's  they  admire, 
And  even  the  harms  it  wrought  with  rev'rence 
take. 

XLiri. 
Vafi-o  he  fceks,  who  had  his  youth  difdain'd; 
And  in  that  fearch  h:;  v;ith  irrcv'rend  jagej 

V'JL.  IV. 


GONDIBERT.  ^bx 

Rcvenge!"unv,  from  yonngcr  foes  abftaiu'd, 
Auddcadly  grew  wliere  he  cncouutcr'd  age. 

XLIV 


And  Vafco  now  h?.d  felt  his  Gothic  Heel, 

But  tlidt  Duke  Gondibert  (through  hehn   and 
,    head) 

Gave  the  laft  ilroke  which  Vafco  e'er  {liall  feci. 
And  fent  him  down  an  honour  to  the  dead. 

XLV. 

Here  Borgio  too  had  fsU'n,  bi.it  bravely  then 
J  he  Count  fo  much  rcveng'd   thi   wc-unds  hs 
gave. 

As  Gondibert  (the  prop,  of  falling  men) 

Such  fmking  greamefs  could  not  chook  but  f.ive. 

XLVI. 

When  Vafco  was  remov'd,  the  Count,  declin'd 
His  Lafliful  eyes  theDake  thought  fuddi-nihamft 

(From  fenfe  of  lucklcls  wounds)  poffefs'd  hi*  mind; 
Which  thus  he  did  reform,  and  gently  blame. 

XI.VII. 

Now  thy  complexion  Lifting  is  and  good 

As  when  the  fun  fits  red,  his  morring  eyes 

Tn  i^lory  wake,  fo  now  thou  fett'ft  in  blood, 
I'hy  parting  beauty  will  iii  honour  rife. 

XLVLtl. 

Thefe  fears  thon  need'lT:  not  from  niy  fifter  hide; 

F«?r  as  our  father,  in  brave  battle  loll:, 
She  firft  did  name  with  forrow.  tlien  with  pride. 

Thy  beauty's  lofs  Ihc'll  mourn,  and  alter  boad-, 

XLIC. 

Mine  are  but  I,ove'.=  faUe  wounds  (faid  Hurgonil) 
To  what  you  Vafco  gave;   for  1  nrall;  grieve 

My  ftrength  of  honour  could  not  Vafco  kill; 
That  honour  loft,  yet  I  have  ftrength  to  live, 

.  !•. 

i3ut  now  behold  vex'd  Hubert,  who  in  all 
.  This  battle  was  by  ready  conduA  kno^vn,     . 
And  though  unarm'd,  and  his  Ipcnt  force  fo  fmsil 
He  could  to  none  bring  death,  yet  fought  his 
own. 

1,1. 
And  ev'ry  where,  where  rallies  made  a  grofs 

He  ch.^rg'd  -,  and  now  with  laft:  referve's  he  try'd 
His. too  flow  fate  from  Gondibert  to  force,    ■ 
Wlure  he  was  vidor,  and  where  Valco  dy'd. 
i.ii. 
The  Dvike  (in  Honour's  ichocl  exadlybred) 

Would  not  that  this  dcf^ncelefs  prince  IhoulJ  be 
Involv'd.with  thofe  whom  h&to  dying  led, 

Thctefore    ordain'd     him   Hill  from  flaughtsf 
free. 

i.iii. 
And  now  his  pow'r  did  gently  make  him  know. 
That  he  rnuft  keep  his  life,  and  quit  the  caufe  } 
More  pris'ner  to  hlrafelf  than  to  his  .'oe, 
For  life  within  himfcif  in  prifon  was. 

.LIV. 

His  fierce  sfTtftants  did  not  quit  the  field, 

Till  forward  mark>  declared  they  fairly  fought  j 

And  then  they  all  v,-ith  fullen  llownefs  yield  ; 
Vex'd'  they  have  found  v^hat  vafn  revenge  hatJ 
fought. 

LV. 

In  the  renown'd  deftrudion  of  this  day, 

four  huiidrcd  leaders  were  by  valour's  pride 
1.  3  ^ 
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Led  to  bleft  (liades,  by  an  uncertarn  way, 
Where  lowlinefs  is  held  the  fureft  guide. 

LVI. 

And  twice  the  tierce  of  thcfe  confifts  of  thofc 
Who  for  Prince  Ofwaid's  love  of  empire  bled ; 

The  Duke  does  thus  with  thanks  and  praife  difpofe 
Both  of  the  worthy  living  and  the  deadi 

LVII. 

Bind  all  your  wounds,  and  fhed  not  that  brave  life, 
Which  did  in  all  by  great  demeanour  palt, 

(Teaching;  your  foes  a  wifer  choice  of  flrife) 
Deferve  a  leafe  of  nature  that  may  laft. 

LViII 

Love  warm'd  you  with  thofe  fparks  which  kind- 
led  me; 
And  fcwm'd  ideas  in  each  lover's  thought 
Of  the  diflrefs  of  fome  beloved  fhe. 

Who  then  inlpir'd  and   prais'd   you  whllft  you 
fbughc. 

LIX. 

You  nobly  prompt  my  pafHon  to  defsre. 

That  the  rude  crowd  who  lovers  foftnefs  fcorn, 

Might  in  fair  fitld  meet  thofe  who  love  admire, 
To  try  which  fide  muft  after  battle  mourn. 

LX 

O  that  thofe  rights  which  fhould  the  good  advance, 
And  jullly  are  to  painful  valour  due, 

(Howe'er  mifplac'd  by  the  fwift  hand  of  chance) 
Were  from  that  crowd  defended  by  thofe  few  1 

LXI. 

With  this  great  fpedlacle  we  Ihould  refrelh 

Thofe  chiefs,  who  (though  preferred  by  being 
dead)  > 

Would  kindly  wifli  to  fight  again  in  flefh  ; 
So  all  that  lov'd,  by  Hurgonil  were  led. 

LXII. 

This  gracious  mention  from  fo  great  a  lordj 
Bow'd  Hurgoni!  with  duteous  homage  down, 

.Where  at  his  feet  he  laid  his  refcu'd  fword, 
Which  he  accepts ;  but  he  returns  his  own. 

LXIII. 

But  this  and  thine,  faid  gen  Je  Gondibert, 
In  all  dillrei's  of  various  courts  and  war. 

We  interpledge  and  bind  each  others  heart, 
To  ftrive  who  fhali  poITefs  grief's  greateft  fhare. 

LXIV. 

Now  to  Verona  hafle,  and  timely  bring 
Thy  wounds  unto  my  tender  fifter's  care, 

This  day's  fad  ftory  to  our  dreaded  king, 

And  watch  what  vengeance  Ofwaid's  friends 
prepare. 

LXY. 

Brave  Arnold,  and  his  rival  flrait  remove; 

Where  Laura  fhall  bellrew  theirhallow'd  ground ; 
Trotedlorsboth,  and  ornaments  of  love  : 

This  faid,  his  eyes  outweep'd  his  widefb  wound. 

LXVI. 

Te!l  her  now  thefe  (Love's  faithful  faints)  arc  gone, 
;      The  beauty  they  ador'd,  (lie ought  to  hide; 
for  vainly  will  Love's  miiacles  be  fhown. 
Since  love*s  faith  with  thefe  brave  rivals  dy'd. 

LXVII. 

Say  little  Hugo  never  more  (hall  mourn 
In  noble  numbers,  her  unkind  difdain ; 

Who  now  not  feeing  beauty,  feels  no  icorn  ; 
And  wanting  pleafure,  is  exempt  from  pain. 


LXVITI. 

When  fhe  with  flow'rs  Lord  Arnold's  gravs  fhsJl 
firew, 

And  hears  why  Hugo's  life  was  thrown  away, 
She  on  thar  rival's  hetfe  will  drop  a  few , 

Which  merits  all  that  April  gives  to  May, 

LXIX. 

Let  us  forfake  for  fafety  of  our  eyes, 

Our  other  lofs;  which  I  will  ftrait  inter. 

And  raii'e  a  trophy  where  each  body  lies  ; 

Vain  marks,  how  thofe  alive  the  dead  prefer  ! 

LXX. 

If  my  full  breaft,  my  wounds  that  empty  be, 
And  this  day's  toil  (by  which  my  ftrength  i« 
gone) 

Forbid  me  not,  I  Bergamo  will  fee 

Ere  it  beholds  the  next  fucceeding  fun. 

I.  XXI. 

Thither  convey  thy  foul's  conlid^rate  thought. 
How  in  this  caufe  the  court  and  camp's  inclin'd; 

What  Ofwaid's  facftion  with  the  king  has  wrought^ 
And  huw  his  lofs  prevails  with  Rhodalind. 

LXXII 

The  Count  and  Tybalt  take  their  lowly  leaves; 

Their  flain  they  fadly  v;ith  confuming  hearts. 
Bear  tow'f  js  Verona,  whilft  the  Duke  perceives 

Prince  Hubert's  griefj  and  thus  his  tears  diverts. 

LXXIII. 

AfSiiSted  prince  !   in  an  unpleafant  hour 
You  and  your  living  (by  blind  valour  led) 

Are  captives  made  to  fuch  an  eafypow'r. 
Shall  you  as  little  vex,  as  death  your  dead. 

LXXIV. 

The  dead  can  ne'er  by  living  help  return 

From  rliat   dark   land,  which  life  could  ne'er 
difclofe ; 

But  thefe  alive  (for  whom  the  victors  mourn) 
io  tiiee  I  give,  thee  to  thine  own  difpofe. 

LXXV. 

Be  not  with  Honour's  gilded  baits  begull'd; 

Nor  think  Ambition  wife,  becaufe  'tis  brave; 
For  though  we  like  it,  as  a  forward  child, 

'Tis  fo  unfound,  her  cradle  is  her  grave. 

LXXVI. 

Study  the  mighty  Ofwald  vainly  gone ! 

Fierce  Paradinr,  and  Dargonet  the  (lout  I 
Whofe  threads  by  defliny  were  flowly  fpun,     ^ 

And  by  ambition  rafhly  ravell'd  out. 

LXXVII. 

But  Hubert's  grief  no  precept  could  reform  ; 

For  great  grief  counfell'd,  does  to  anger  grow; 
And  he  provided  now  a  future  (lorm, 

Which  did  with  black  revenge  o'ercaft  his  brow. 

LXXVIII. 

Borgio,  and  he  from  this  dire  region  hafle  ; 

Shame   makes  them  fightlefs  to  themfelves  and 
dumb ; 
Their  thoughts  fly  fwift  as  time  from  what  is  paft; 

And  would,  like  him,  demoliih  all  to  come. 

LXXIX. 

Strait  they  inter  th'  inferoir  of  their  flain; 

I'heir  nobler  tragic  load  their  grief  attends 
Tow'rds  Brefcia,  where  the  camp  they   hope  t» 

Then  lojce  the  court  by  fadtlon  of  their  friend}. 
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To  Bergamo  the  gentle  Duke  does  turn 
With  his  iurviving  lovers,  who  in  kind 

Remembrance  every  ftep  look  back  and  mourn 
Their  fellow  lovers  death  has  (laid  behind. 

LXXKI. 

[Some  loft  their  quiet  rival?,  feme  their  dear 

Love's  br'ther,  who  their  hopes  with  help  ap- 
prov'J; 

iSome  fuchjoy'd  friends,  as  even  to-morrow  were 
To  take  from  Hymen  thofe  they  deareft  iov'd. 


Lxxxir. 
But  now  to  Gondibert  they  forward  look, 

Whofc  wounds,  ere  he  could  wafte  three  leagues 
of  fway, 
So  wafte  him,  that  his  fpeech  him  quite  forfook; 
And  nature  calls  for  art  to  make  life  flay. 

LXXXIII. 

His  friends  in  torment,  left  they  fliould  forfake 
Delightful  him,  for  whom  alone  they  live  ; 

Urge  Heav'n  uncivilly  for  calling  back 

60  loon  fuch  worth,  it  does  fo  feldom  give. 


CANTO    VI. 


^he  Argumeht, 

the  viflor  is  (when  with  his  wounds  fubdu'd) 

By  fuch  deform'd  and  difmal  troops  purfu'd. 

That  he  thinks  death,  than  which  they  uglier  feem. 

No  ill  expedient  to  efcape  from  them. 

But  Ulfin  guides  him  to  fage  Aftragon, 

By  the  laft  rays  of  the  defcending  fun. 


JCARCE  ontheir  iDuketheirfearskInd  fit  wasfpent. 
When  ftrait  a  thick  arm'd  fquadron  clouds  their 
fight ; 
Which  caft  fo  dark  a  fhade,  as  if  it  meant 

Without  the  lun's  flow  leave,  to  bring  in  night. 
II. 
This  threatning  fquadron  did  confift  of  horfc. 

And  by  old  Ulfin  they  were  bravely  led, 
Whole  mind  was  found,  nor  wants  his  body  force, 
Though  many  winters  fiiow  had  cool'd  his  head. 
III. 
The  fad  remainder,  who  with  Hubert  went. 

Did  niifs  his  reach,  when  they  to  Brefcia  turn'd, 
fc.ndnow  (as  if  his  hafte  doftruilion  meant) 
He  chas'd  thefe  who  the  Duke's  fpent  valour 
mourn'd. 


{Vhofe  pofture  being  loofe,  their  number  few, 
His  fcouus  grow  Icornful  as  they  forward  come; 
.e  makes  his  fquadron  halt,  and  neat  he  drew  ; 
Then  alks  aloud,  what  are  you,  and  fur  whom  ? 

V. 

hciioble  Goltho  (whofe  great  deeds  to-day 
Prevented  manhood  in  his  early  youth) 
Selicv'd  him  Ol'nald's  friend,  yet  fcorn'd  the  way 
To  fhelter  life  behind  abandon'd  truth. 

VI. 

^or  he  to  Ulfin  boldly  thus  reply'd ; 

This  fecond  ambufh  isnds  us  here  in  vain  ; 
iVe  have  no  treakire  left  that  we  would  hide, 

tfince  Gondibert  is  reckun'd  with  the  flain. 

VII. 

Duke  Gondibert  we  vouch  to  be  our  lord. 
To  whofe  high  virtues  fov'reignty  we  bow;        ' 


Ofwald  funk  low,  as  death,  beneath  his  fword, 
Though  him  fuperiorfate  will  vanquilh  now, 

VIII. 

Scarce  empty  eagles  ftooping  to  their  prey. 
Could  be  more  fwift  than  Uifin  to  alight. 

And  come  where  Gondibert  expiring  lay  ; 

Now  plealing  thofe  whom  he  did  newly  fright* 

IX. 

For  fcarce  that  rev'rence  which  a  monarch  draws. 

Who  feldom  will  be  feen,  though  often  fought  j 
Who  fpends  his  careful  age  in  making  laws. 

To  rule  thofe  lands  for  which  in  youth  he  fought^ 
x; 
Nor  that  refped;  which  people  pay  thofe  kings, 

Whofe  peace  makes  rich,  vv'hoin  civil  war  made 
wife, 
Can  equal  this  which  aged  Ulfin  brings 

The  gentle  Duke,  to  whom  he  proftrate  lies. 

KI. 

His  eyes  (not  us'd  to  tears)  bathe  every  wound  ; 

Whi;h  he  falutes  as  things  he  chiefly  Iov'd  ; 
And  whc-'ii  expence  of  fpirits  he  had  found, 

Te  gain  him  air,  his  mcurners  he  remov'd. 
xir. 
Make  way,  faid  he,  and  give  experience  room: 

The  confident  of  age,   though  youth's  fcorn'd 

guide;  [come, 

My  wounds,  though  paft,  out-nuniber  youi's  t9 

You  can  but  hope  tjie  icnowledge  I  have  try'd. 

XHI. 

His  hiit's  round  pommel  he  did  then  unfcrew, 
And  thence   (v/hich  he  from  ancient  precept 
wore) 
In  a  fniall  cryftal  he  a  cordial  drew. 

That  weary  life  could  to  her  walks  xz^QXi^ 
3  JE  ii 
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This  carp  (amazirif^  all  it  Joes  delight) 
His  ruins,  which  I'o  reverend  appear. 

With  wonder,  not  fo  much  furpnze  their  fight, 
As  a  ftrange    objodl    now    hib    troops    draw 
Dear. 

XV. 

In  whom  fuch  death  and  want  of  h'mba  they  find, 
As  each  were  l.ucly  call'd  out  cif  liis  torab, 

And  left  Tome  niembcrs  haftily  behind; 

Oi  came,  when  born  abortive  from  the  womb. 

XVI. 

Yet  this  dcfeiil:  of  legs,  or  arfns,  or  hands. 

Did  wond'ring  vakur  not  difturb,  but  pleafe  ; 
To  fee  what  divers  weapons  each  comrliands 

With    arts  hard  fnifts,  till  cufioni  gave  them 
eafo. 

XVII. 
But  the  uncomely  abfence  of  ah  eye. 

And  larger  wants,  which  ev'ry  vifage  mourn'd, 
(Where  blacli  diJ  over-vail,  or  ill  fupply) 

'Was  that  which  wonder  into  horror  turn'd. 
xvi;i. 
And  Ulfin  mif^rit  be  thought  (when  the  rade  wind 

Lilting  their  cur.ains,  left  their  ruins  bare) 
A  formal  antiquary,  fondly  kind 

To  fcatues,  which  he  now  drew  out  to  air. 

XIX. 

The  Duke   (whofe  abfent  knowledge  was  call'd 
.  back 

By  corcJial's  pow'r)  h'ii\  wonder  did  increafe 
So  much,  that  he  again  did  knowledge  lack. 

Till  thus  old  Ulfin  made  his  wonder  ceafe; 

XX. 

Aufpicious  Prince  !  recorded  be  this  day, 
And  fang  by  priefts  of  each  enfuing  age, 

On  which  thou  may'ft  receive,  and  I  may  pay 
Some  debts  of  duty,  as  thy  grandflre's  page. 

XXI. 

That  mighty  chief  I  ferv'd  In  youth's  firfl  flrength, 
Whi)  our  fliort  fceptre  meant  to  flretch  fo  far, 

Till  cailcrn  kings  might  grieve   their's  wanted 

length,  .        [fubjedls  are. 

Whole  maps  fcarce  teach  them  where  all  their 

XXII. 

Full  many  flormy  winters  we  have  feen, 

When  mighty  valour's  heat  v.'as  all  our  fire; 

Eife  we  in  fliipid'frofcs  had  fetter'd  been, 
By  wfiich  loft  finews  are  congeal'd  to  wke. 

XXIII. 

And  many  fcorching  fummers  we  have  felt, 

Wliere  death  relieves  all  whom  the  I'vvord  In- 
vades ; 
And  kindly  thence  (where  we  fhould  toiling  melt) 

Leads  us  to  rcfl  beneath  eternal  fhades. 
xxiv. 
For  aid  of  adion  he  obedience  taughf, 

.''lid  filent  patience  for  affiidion's  cure  ; 
Ke  prais'd  my  courage  when  I  boldly  fought, 

But  laid,  they  coutiucr  nioft,  that  mpll  endure. 
xxv. 
Tl-.e  toils  of  diligence  as  much  approv'd 

As  valour's  fclf,  or  th'  arts  her  pradice  gains; 
'J  he  c.ire  of  nicn,  more  than  of  glory  lov'd; 

SiiiCfctfs  rewarded,  and  fitccefikfi  p.iins. 


To  joyful  vigors  quenching  waters  feni, 

Delightful  wine  to  their  lamenting  11a vc«; 
For  fcafts    have    more  brave  lives    than    famine 
fpcnt. 
And  temp'rance  more  than  trench  or  armour 
faves. 

xxvii. 
Valour  his  miflrefs.  Caution  was  his  friend  ; 
Botii  to  their  diff 'rent  fcafons  he  apply'd; 
The  firfl  he  lov'd,  on  th'  other  did  depend  ; 
rhe  flrft  made  worth  uneafy  by  her  pride. 

XXVIII. 

He  to  fubmifs  devotion  more  was  giv'n 

.■^fter  a  battle  gain'd,  than  ere  'twas  fought; 

As  if  it  nobler  were  to  thank  high  Heav'ii 

For  favours  paft,  than  bow  for  bounty  fought.' 

XXIX. 

And  thu?,  through  fmarting  heat,  and  aching  coldj 
Till  heav'n's  perpetual  tiaveller  had  more 

Than  thirty  "journies  through  the  zodiac  told, 
i  ferv'd  thy  grandfire,  whom  I  now  adore. 

XXX. 

For  heav'n  in  his  too  ripe  and  weary  age, 
Call'd  him  where  peacefully  he  rules  a  liar; 

Free'd  from  low  el'mcnts  continu'd  rage. 

Which  laftiike  monarchs  pow'r  by  needful  warj 

XXXI. 

Straight  thy  lamented  father  did  fucceed 
To  his  high  place,  by  Arihert's  confent, 

Our  enfigns  through  remoter  lands  to  lead: 
Him  too  I  foUow'd  till  he  upward  went. 

XXX  !I. 

Till  that  black  day  on  which  the  Hunns  may  boaff 

Their  own  defeat,  and  we  our  conqueft  hide; 
For  though  we  gain'd,  and  they  the  battle  loft, 

Yet  then  thy  brave  vidlorious  father  dy'd.  ' 

XXXI  n. 
And  I  am  llay'd  unwillingly  behind  ; 

l>Jot  caught  with  wealth,  life's  inoft  entangling 
fnare  ; 
Though  both  my  maflers  were  in  giving  kind. 

As  joyful  vsclors  after  battle  are. 

XX3IV. 

Whilfl  thus  this  aged  leader  does  exprefs 

Hi'*  and  their  ftory  whom  this  bounty  feeds, 
His  hands  the  Duke's  worll  order'd  wounds  un* 
dreff. 
And  gently  bind  ;  then  flrait  he  thus  proceeds, 
xsxv. 
Weft  from  thofe  hills  till  yoa  Cremona  reach, 

With  an  unmingled  right  I  gather  rent; 
By  their  great  gift  w'no  did  fuch  precepts  teach 
In  giving,  as  their  wealth  is  ne'er  miffpent. 
xxsvi. 
For  as  their  plenteous  pity  fills  my  thought. 

So  their  example  was  not  read  in  vain  ; 
A  thoufand,  who  for  them  in  battle  fought, 
And  now  diftrefs'd  with  maims,  I  entertain: 
xxxvii. 
Not   giving  like   to   thofe,   whofe  gifts   though; 
fcant 
Puin  them  as  if  they  gave  with  gouty  hand; 
Suth  vex  themfelves,  and  eafe  not  others  waliSf 
liiit  >ve  ahLe  enjoy  a  lilie  commands 


xxxvtit. 
Mofl  fpacioufly  we  dwell,  where  we  poffefs 

All  finkfs  pleal'ures  nature  did  ordain  ; 
And  who  that  all  may  hiive,yet  will  havelefs, 

Wifer  than  nature,  tliink-s  her  klndiiefs  vain. 

XXXIX. 

A  fad  refi'ive,  which  is  a  wife  man's  vow. 
From  cities  noife,  and  courts  unpity'd  care 

Did  fo  divorce  rae,  it  would  fcarce  allow 
1  e'er  fhould  take  one  league  ot"  diftant  air. 

XL. 

But  that  alarms  from  each  adjacent  part 

Which  borders  my  abode,  difturb'd  my  reft, 

With  dreadful  news  that  g:racious  Gondibert 
By  Ofwald's  fai5lion  was  in  fight  oppreft. 

*  XLI. 

Then  it  had  given  your  wonder  caufe  to  lad, 
To  fee  the  vex'd  nilftakcs  this  fummons  wrought 

.In  all  my  maim'd  domellics,  by  their  hafbe  ; 

For  fome  tie  on  the  limbs  which  others  fought. 

XLll. 

Jufl  fuch  miftakes  audacious  Ethnics  fay 
Will  happen,  where  the  righteous  bufy  are, 

Through  glad  and  eanieil  haile  in  the  lafl  day; 
Whilft  othes  flowly  to  their  doom  prepare. 

XLIII. 

And  this  had  anger,  angernoife  had  bred. 
And  noift,  the  enemy  of  ufeful  thought. 

Had  them  to  more  miftakes  than  blindnefs  led. 
But  that  cur  awful  camps  had  fiknce  taught. 

XLIV. 

Silence  did  mem'ry,  mem'ry  order  make  ; 

Order  to  each  did  his  mlft  wood  reltore ; 
For  fome,  wlio  <ince  v/ere  (ledfaft  foot,  miilake. 

And  fnatch  thofc  limbs  which  only  horfemen 

wore. 

XLV. 

Like  fwift  purfiiers  an  Arabian  horfe, 

Thefe  with  their  needful  inflruments  of  hold 

(Which  give  their  ftrange  adapted  weapons  force) 
1  mounted  ftraight  i  five  hundred  fully  told. 

XLVl. 

Thefe  from  the  Lombards  highly  have  deferv'd, 
In  conquefts  where  thy  father  did  command  ; 

Whom  they  for  fcience  and  afieition  ft;rv"d  ; 
And  loft  their  limbs  to  gain  our  fceptrc  land. 

XLVII. 

Which  yet  are  noble  though  unfightly  figns. 
That  eai.h  iii  active  courage  much  abounds; 

And  many  a  widow'd  mother  nov/  repines, 
They  cannot  fhow  the   men  who    gave  thofe 
wounds. 

XLVIII. 

For  dearly  did  the  Huniis  for  honour  pay. 
When  they  deform'd  them  in  a  fatal  fight ; 

Since  though  they  ftrongly  ftruggled  for  the  day, 
Yet  all  they  got,  v/as  everlafting  night. 

XI  IX. 

And  Ofwald's  friends,  were  they  not  timely  gone 
(Though  all  tlie  fadion  in  one  arir.y  were) 

Should  mourn  this  acfc  againft  their  gen'ral's  fon  ; 
Who  v/as  to  foldiers  more  than  triumph  c»..r, 

L. 

For  thefe  to  cnnqueft  us'd,  retreats  diflike; 
Thy  beaut)- want,  to  others  beairy's  coft  ; 
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With  envious  rage  ftiU  at  the  face  t'-^"  ftrike  ; 
And  punhh  youth,  for  what  in  youth  they  loft. 


Thus,  though  the  Duke's  amazement  be  remov'd, 
[t  now  returns,  gladly  on  liim  to  gaze, 

Who  feeds  thofe  fighters  whom  his  father  lov'd; 
A  gratitude  would  virtue's  felf  amaze. 

LII. 

Thou  art,  faid  he  (then  melted  whilft  he  fpake) 
So  ripe  in  what  high  heav'n  <loes  dtarly  love. 

That  heav'n'sremorfc  for  earth  we  ftiould  miuake, 
To  think  it  will  forbear  thee  lt>ng  above. 

LIII. 

As  if  thy  fcnt-for  foul  already  were 

Upon  her  wings,  f>  much  I  give  thee  gone; 

And  wifh  thee  lel«  in  fome  fucccffur  here. 

That   might   receive    the    lundncls    tliou    haft 
Iliown. 

LTV. 

Old  Ulfin  now  (but  meltir.gly  as  he) 

T'  enrich  him,  gives  the  jewel  of  his  fight: 

For  ftrait,v/ith  fatherly  authority. 

He  bids  his  fon,  young  Ulfinor,  alight  '. 

LV. 

Take  him  (faid  he)  whofe  duty  I  releafe ,         • 
In  whom  all  heav'n's  rewards  included  are, 

For  all  my  juftice  in  corrupted  peace, 
And  for  my  mercy  in  revengeful  war. 

LVl. 

The  fruit  heav'n  fent  me  by  my  loyal  wife, 
!a  age,  the  gloomy  eve  of  endlel's  night; 

Wliich  eas'd  in  me  the  pain  of  latter  life, 

And  fraftrates  death,  h-y  frefli  fuccefuon'g  fight. 

LVIH. 

The  Duke  with  pafllion  did  this  youth  embrace ; 

Then  lucky  Galtho  he  call'd  forth  in  view; 
Who  was  this  day  in  fortune's  fpecial  grace, 

Far  though  no  blood  he  loft,  yet  much  he  drew. 

LVIII. 

Him  he  with  Ulfinor  does  ftraight  unite  : 
Bids  neither  itrive  the  other  to  precede, 

Un'.efs  when  danger  doth  them  both  invite. 
But  be,  even  in  nice  rivalfliip  agreed. 

LIS. 

Bids  both  their  breafts  be  eithers  open  book, 

Where  nought  is  writ  too  hard  for  fudden  eyes; 

But  thought's  plain  text  grows  eafy  by  a  look  : 
Study  breeds  doubts,  where  reading  fnould  fuf- 
fice. 

LX. 

But  thefe  to  join,  nature  no  council  needs; 

Whom  fympathy,  her  fecret  prieft,  does  wed  ; 
Much  fam'd    will  be    their    loves,    and  martial 
deeds; 

Which  fill  all  books  that  are  of  Lombards  read. 

LXl. 

With  gracious  eyes,  and  body  lowly  bent. 

The  Duke  his  father's  rev'rend  troops  falutes; 

To  Bergamo  he  holds  his  firft  intent; 

Which  to  oppofe,  old  Ulfin  thus  difputes. 

l-XJI. 

Thou  feeft  (my  prince)  the  faiat  decays  of  light  ; 

How  haliily  the  fun's  hot  fteeds  begin 
To  mend  their  pace,  as  if  their  longing  fight 

ILid  nev."Iy  fpy'd  their  ufual  w.llern  inn, 
3,  ^  i-'J 
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LXIII. 

Too  far  is  pleafant  ^ergamo  from  hence. 

Since  day  has  reach'd  fo  near  his  journey's  end; 

Cay's  ftrength  and  yours  are  at  their  lad  expence; 
Do  not,  whilft  both  are  wafting,  both  milpend. 

LXIV. 

You  and  your  wounded  muft  with  nature  ftrive. 
Till  all  (whofe  few  hours  fway  to-day  excels 

Their  elder  foes  long  rein  in  camps)  arrive 

Where  Aflragon  the  wife  and  wealthy  dwells. 

LXV. 

Rich  is  that  lord,  and  rich  in  Learning's  wealth; 

Art  flies  his  teft,  he  all  Ari's  teft  endures; 
Our  cities  fend  their  fick  to  him  for  health, 

Our  camps  the  wounded  for  their  certain  cures. 

I.XVI. 

Though  cautious  nature,  check'd  by  deftiny, 

HdS  many  fecrcts  fhe  would  ne'er  impart ; 
This  fam'd  philofopher  is  nature's  fpy, 

And  hireltfs  gives  th'  intelligence  to  art. 
ixvii. 
The  Duke  with  virtue  (antiquated  now) 

Did  rev'rence  counfel,  and  to  age  did  bend; 
His  firfl  courfe  alters,  and  does  this  allow: 

Then  Ulfin  as  their  guide  they  all  attend. 

LXVIII. 

Soon  they  the  palace  reach'd  of  Aftragon  ; 

Which  had  its  beauty  hid  by  envious  night; 
"Whofe  cyprefs  curtain  drawn  before  the  fun, 

Seem'd  to  perform  the  obfequies  of  light. 

LXlX. 

Yet  light's  laft  rays  were  nof  entireiy^  fpent; 

For  thev  ciifcern'd  their  paflage  through  a  gate, 
Whofe  he. gilt  and  fpacefhov/'d  a'  cient  ornamept; 

And  ancients  there  in  careful  ofice  fat  j 

LXX. 

Who  by  their  weights  and  meafures  did  record 

Such  num'rous  burdens  as  were  thither  brought 
From  diftant  regions,  to  their  learned  lord  ; 

On  which  his  chemics  and  diitillers  wrought. 
&\xi. 
But  now  their  common  bufinefs  they  refrain. 

When  they  obfcrve  a  quiet  fuUenrefs 
And  bloody  marks  in  luch  a  civil  train;    [diflrefs. 

Which  fhowed  at  once  their  worth  and  their 

LXXll. 

The  voice  of  Ulfin  they  with  gladnefs  knew. 
Whom  to  this  houfe  long  neighbourhood  en- 


Approaching  torches  perfedted  their  view. 
And  taught  the  way  till  Aftragon  appear'd. 

LXXllI. 

Whofoon  did  Ulfin  cheerfully  embrace; 

The  vifits  caufeby  whifpers  he  receiv'd  ; 
Which  firfthe  hop'd  was  meant  him  as  a  grace. 

But  being  known  with  manly  filence  griev'd. 

LXXIV. 

And  then  vt^ith  geft'^res  full  of  grave  refpeft. 
The  Duke  he  to  his  own  a   artmeiit  led; 

To  each  diftindl  retirements  did  direct:. 
And  all  the  wounded  he  ordain'd  to  bed. 

LXXV. 

Then  thin  digePive  food  he  did  provide. 
More  to  enable  fleeting  ftrengtii  to  ftay  ; 

To  wounds  well  fearch'd  he  cleanfing  wines  ap.« 
ply'd, 
And  fo  prepar'd  his  rip'ning  balfams  way. 

LXXVI. 

Balm  of  the  warrior's  herb,  Hypericon  ; 

To  warriors  as  in  ufe,  in  form  dtcreed  ; 
For  through  the  leaves  tranfpaient  wounds   are 
fhown ; 
And  rudely  touch'd,  the  golden   flower   docs 
bleed. 

LXXVII. 

For  fleep  the  juice  of  pale  Nymphia  took, 

Which  grows  (tofiiow  thai,  it  for  flrep  is  good) 

Near  fleep's  abode  in  the  foft  murm'ring  brook  r 
This   cools,     the  yellow  flower  reftrains  the 
blood  : 

LXXVIII. 

And  now  the  weary  world's  great  med'clne,  fleep. 
This  learned  hoft  difpens'd  to  r;vVy  guelt ; 

Which  fhuts  thofe  wounds  where  injur'd  loveri 
weep. 
And  flies  oppreffors  to  relieve  th'  oppreft. 

LXX  IX. 

It  loves  the  cottage,  and  from  csurtabftains  : 
It  ftills  the  feaman  though  the  ftorm  be  high; 

Frees  the  griev'd  captive  in  his  clofcft  chains. 
Stops  Want's  loud  moiith.and  blinds_thx  treach'-. 
rous  fpy  1 

LXXX. 

Kind  fleep,  night's  welcome  ofiicer,  does  ceafe 
All  whom  this  houfe  contains  till  day  return  : 

And  me,  Grief's  chronicler,  does  gently  eafe. 
Who  have  behind  fo  grivCt  a  tafic  to  n.ouru. 
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The  .-'rgument. 

Verona  by  the  poet's  pencil  drawn  ; 
Where  Hurgonil  did  meet  the  early  dawn : 
Her  wealth  ihown  by  each  dweller's  earlier  care  ; 
Which  (hown  by  others  peace,  flie  reap'd  by  war  : 
The  ilain,  whofe  life  her  fafcty  was  and  pride, 
-Are  now  in  death  their  fun'ral  rites  deny'd. 


NiAR  to  his  evening  icgion  was  the  fun, 
'  When  Hurgonil  with  his  lamented  load, 
And  faithful  Tybalt  their  fad  march  begun 

To  iair  Verona,  where  the  court  abode, 
n. 
rhcy  flowly  rode  till  night's  dominion  ceas'd  ; 

When  infant  morn  (her  fcarce  wak'd  beams 
difplay'd) 
With  a  fcant  face  peep'd  fliily  through  the  eaft. 

And  feem'd  as  yet  of  the  black  world  afraid. 
III. 
But  by  increafe  of  fwift  expanfive  light, 

The  loft  horizon  was  apparent  grcwn, 
And  many  tow'rs  falute  at  once  their  fight : 

The  dillant  glories  of  a  royal  town. 

IV. 

JTerona,  fprung  from  noble  Vera's  name ; 

Whim   carelefs  time   (Hill  fcatt'ring   old  re- 
cords 
Where  they  are  loofely  gather'd  up  by  fame) 

Proclaims  the  chief  of  ancient  Tufcan  lords. 

V. 

ferona  borders  on  that  fatal  plain, 

Whole  barren  thirft  was  quenoh'd  with  valiant 
blood, 
When  the  rough  Cymbrians  by  fierce  Mariusflain, 

Left  hills  of  bodies  where  their  enligns  ftood. 

VI. 

io  fafely  proud  this  town  did  now  appear, 

As  if  it  but  immortal  dwellers  lack'd; 
4s  if  rhe<idonc  had  ne'er  been  there, 

Nor  Attila  her  wealth  and  beauty  fack'd. 
vn. 
Sere  Hurgonil  might  follow  with  his  eye 

(As  with  deep  ftreani  it  through  the  city  pafs'd) 
The  fruitful  and  the  frighted  Adice, 

Which  thence  from  noife  and  nets  to  fea  does 
hafte. 

VIII 

And  on  her  peopled  bank  they  might  behold 
The  toils  of  conqueft  paid  with  works  of  pride; 

The  palace  of  king  Agilulf  the  old. 
Or  monument,  for  e'er  'twas  built  he  dy'd. 

IX. 

ir©  it  that  temple  joins,  whofe  lofty  head 
The  prefpeft  of  a  fwelling  hill  (»nimaads  j 


Tn  Vv-hofe  cool  womb  the  city  fprlngs  are  bred  i    " 
On  Doric  pillars  this  tall  temple  (lands. 

X. 

This  to  foothe  heav'n  the  bloody  Clephes  built ; 

As  if  heav'ns  king  fo  fofc  and  eafy  were. 
So  meanly  hous'd  in  heav'n,  and  kind  to  guilt. 

That  he  would  be  a  tyrant's  tenant  here. 

XI. 

And  now  they  might  arreft  their  wand'ring  Ughe 
With  that  which  makes  all  other  objeciis  loft; 

Makes  Lombard  greatnefs  flat  to  Roman  height, 
And  modern  builders  blulh,    that  elfe  would 
boaft; 

XII. 

An  amphitheatre. which  was  controul'd, 

Unheeded  conqueils  of  advancing  age, 
Winds  which   have  made  the  trembling  worM 
look  old, 

And  the  fierce  :empefts  of  the  Gothic  rage. 
xiu. 
This  great  Flamlnius  did  in  youth  ereA, 

Wheie  cities  fat  to  fee  whole  armies  play 
Death's  ferious  part;   but  this  we  may  negledl 

To  mark  the  bus'nefs  which  begins  with  day, 

XIV. 

As  day  new  op'ning  fills  the  hemifphere. 
And  all  at  once;  fo  quickly  ev'ry  ftreet 

Does  by  an  inftant  op'ning  full  appear. 

When  from  their  dwellings  buly  dwellers  meet 

XV. 

From  wider  ga,tes  oppreffors  fally  there; 

Here  creeps  th'  aiSisfiicd  through  a  narrow  door; 
Groans  uwder  wrongs  he  has  not  flrength  to  bear, 

Yet  leeks  for  wealth  to  injure  others  more. 

XVI. 

And  here  the  early  lawyer  mends  his  pace; 

For  whom  the  earlier  client  waited  long; 
Here  greedy  creditors  their  debtors  chafe, 

Who  'fcape  by  herding  in  th'  indebted  throng. 

XVII. 

Th'  advent'rous  merchant  whom  a  ftorm  did  wake,, 

(His  fliips  on  Adriatic  billows  toft) 
Does  hope  of  eaftern  winds  from  fteeples  take, 
And  haftens  there  a  courier  to  the  coaft. 
XVIII. 
Here  through  a  fecret  poftern  ifTues  out 
The  fcaf'd  adult'rer,  who  out-fleptfiis  time  j 
3  E  iiij 
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Day,  and  the  l.v,ftanc!V  Cyj  alike  does  dcubt. 
And  with  a  half  hid  f-ice  wojld  hide  his  crime. 
x'is. 

There  frDin  fick  mirth  neglected  feafters  reel, 
"Who  c:ircs  (..f  want  in  wine's  falfc  Lethe  deep. 

There  anxiuus  empty  gamefies  h.-mevvard  tleal, 
And  fear  to  wak^,  ere  they  begin  to  lltep. 

XX. 

Here  Hooping  lab'rers  {lowly  moving  are  ; 

Beafts  to  the  rich,  wliofe  ftrength  grows  rude 
with  eafe; 
And  would  ufurp,  did  not  their  rulers  care 

With  toil  and  tax  their  iurious    ftrength  ap- 
peafe, 

XXI. 

There  th'  aj;cd  walk,  whofe  needlefs  carefulnefs 

■  infeiSsthem  paft  the  minds  beft  med'cine,flcep  ; 
'i'here  forrie  to  temples  early  vows  addref?, 

■  And  for  th'  o'er  buTy  world  moft  wifely  weep. 

XXII.  ■      ■ 

To  this  vail  inn,  where  tides  of  Grangers  flow. 
The  morn  and  Hurgonil  together  came; 

I'he  morn,  whofe  dewy  wings  appear'n  but  flow, 
V/lien  men  the  motion  mark'd  of  fvvifter  Tame. 

XXIII.       •• '. 

For  Fame  (whofe  journeys  are  through  ways  un- 
'    known, 

Tracelefs  and  fwift,  and  changing  as  the  wind) 
The  niorn  and  Hurgonil  had' much  outgone, 

-Whilll  Truth  niov'd  patiently  within  behind. 

-  ■  :      ■  ^-SXIV. 

Xor  fome  the  combat  (to  a  battle  grown) 

■  Did  apprehend  in  fuch  prodigious  fh ape, 
Asif  their  living. to  the  dead  were  gone,    . 

And  only  Fame  did  by  her  wings  efcape. 

XXV..    .   :      .       .    ■ 

Some  faid  this  hunting  falTely  was  defign'd, 
'   Tlvat  by  pretence  both  fadlioris  tnight  prepare 
Their  armies  to  conteft  for  Rhodalind  ; 
'■  The  crown's  chief  jewel,  and  reward  of  war. 

■XXVJ.    ■       ;      ;      .  , 

And  fomfe  report  (fo  far  they  range  from  truth 
Who  for  intelligence  muft  follow  fame)       ■  . 

Thjt  then  from  Bergamo  th'  encamped  youth, 
WitliGondibeit,  to  this  dire  hunting  came.  : 

XXVTI.      ■  •     . 

And  fome,  that  Ofwald  had  enhrg'd  his  train 
With  the  old  troops  by  his  bold  father  led  ; 
And  that  of  thefe  the  nobler  half  vere  ilain  ; 
,  The  ref!:  were  to  their  camp  at  Brcfcia  fled, 
■     '■•    XSVIII.  • 

And  as  dire  thunder  rolling  o'er  heaven's  vault, 

Ey  murmur  threatens,  ere  it  kills  aloud; 
So  was  this  fatal  news  in  wliifper  bioujj.ht,    , 
Which  nien^c'd  ere  it  ilruckthe  lill'ning  crowd, 
x\ix.     '     :< 
But  rumour  foon  to  high  extremes  does  move  ; 

■  For  firft  it  Ofwald  iiam'd  with  dreadful  voice, 
Tlien  faid  that  death  liad  widow 'd  Truth  andLovc, 

By  making  Gondibert  the  fecond  chaice.    ;     . 
xxx.         ■  ■         ,  .  . 

And  to  all  hearts  fo  deaj;  was  Gondibert, 
,    So  much  did  pity,  Ofwald's  valour  prize. 
That  fbrait  their  eaily  bus'r.efs  they  defert,- 
'i  Asd  fix  on  wounded  Hurgonil  their  eyes. 


Him  when  by  perfedt  day  they  fadly  knew, 

Through  hidden  wounds,  whofe  blood  his  beau- 
ty ftain'd, 

Even  from  the  temples, angels  focn  withdrew; 
So  faucily  th'  afRidled  there  compktin'd. 

XXXII. 

The  people  ftrait  united  cianiorgave, 

Shrick'd   loud  like  feamen  fplit  on  a  ftrangc 
coaft; 
As  if  thofe  pow'rs  were  deaf  who  fhould  them 

fave, 
And  pray'rs  no  louder  than  the  winds  were  loft. 

XXXIII. 

Now,  with  impatience  urg'd,  he  does  declare 

Whom  he  fo  mournfully  in  fun'ral  brought ; 
The  public  lolTes  of  a  private  war, 
.     Who  living,  love,  und  dying,  valour  taught. 

XXXIV. 

For  he  does  Hugo  and  Arnoldo  name  ; 

I'o  thefe  (faid  he)  Verona  cradles  gave; 
And  fince  in  foreign  fields  they  rais'd  her  fame, 
They  challenge  here,  though  much  too  foon,  a 
grave. 

XXXV. 
Bring  fprinkllngs,  lamps,  and  th'  altar's  precious 
breath ;  ' 

All  rites  which  priefls  have  prudently  devis'd ; 
Who  gratefully  a  rev'rence  teach  to  death  ; 
Becaufe  they  mod  by  dying  men  are  priz'd. 

XXXVI. 

But  though  our  lofs  we  juftly  may  complain; 

Though  even  by  priefis  authority  we  grieve  j 
Yet  heav'n's  firft  bounty,  life,  let  none  dildain, 

ijince  Gondibert,  our  chief  delight,  does  live. 

XXXVII. 

This  heard,  as  feamen  near  to  a  fliore  unknown, 
Wlio  their  north  guide  lofe  in  a  flormy  night. 

His  ablence  with  diftrafted  filence  moan,: 
And  loudly  welcome  hisreturn  to  fight : 

XXXVIII. 

So,  when  their  great  condudlor  fecm'd  to  be 
Retir'd  to  endlefs.  fliadcs  amongft  the  Ilain, 

With  filent  grief  they  fcem'd  as  dead  as  he 
But  with  new  life  welcom'd  his  life  again. 

XXXIX.      ■•■;;■ 

And  now  that  cold  remainder  valour  left 

Oi  thefe  whom  love  had  lofl,  and  fate  forfook  J 

The  twp  that  were  of  all  but  fame  bereft,   -. 
From  Hurgonil  the  weeping  people  took. 

XI-.  . 

Whilft  of  them  both  fad  Hurgonil  takes  leave, 
Til!  th'  univerfal  meeting  faith  provides  ; 

The  day  when  al!  fliall  publicly  receive 

Thofe  bodies,  death  does  not  deflioy,  but  hides* 

XLI. 

Then  to  his  palace  he  retires  by  flealth  ; 

His  wounds   from  his  lov'd  miilrefs  to   con- 
ceal; •         .  1 
On  whofe  dear  joys  fo  much  depends  his  health. 
The  wounds  her  tearsfl'.ould  touch  would  never 
heal. 

XI.II. 

To  the  chief  temp'e  ftrait  the  people  bear 
The  valiant  rivals,  who  foriove  vvere/flain; 
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^hom  all  tbe  peaceful  prietVs  behold  with  fear,       ( 
And  giiev'd  fuch  guefts  they  durft  not  enter- 
tain. 

XLIII. 

For  foon  the  prior  of  their  brotherhood 

Who  long  lervM  htav'n  with  praife,  the  world 
with  prayer) 
Cried  out,  this  holy  houfe  is  ihut  to  blood. 

To  all  that  die  in  combat  or  defpair. 
xnv. 
Thefe  by  their  bloody  marks  in  combat  died  ; 

Through  anger,  the  difeafc  of  bcails  untam'd  ; 
Whofe  wrath  is  hunger,  but  in  men  'tis  pride, 

Yettheits  is  cruelty,  ours  courage  nam'd. 

XLV. 

Here  the  negletSed  Lord  of  peace  does  live; 

Who  taught  the  wrangling  world  the  rules  of 
love ; 
Should  we  his  dwelling  to  the  wrathful  give, 

Our  fainted  dead  would  rife,  and  he  remove. 

XLIV. 

Well  by  his  precepts  may  we  punifli  flrife ; 

Whofe  pity  knew  that  famine,  plague,  and  time. 
Are  enemies  enough  to  human  life  ;  [crime. 

None  need  o'er-charge  deatli's  quiver  with  a 

XLVIl. 

To  unfrequented  fields  bear  then  your  flain  ; 

Where  neither  dirge  nor  requiem  fliall  be  giv'n; 
To  thofe  who  by  ufurp'd  revenge  difdain 

To  take  from  men,  negiciSis  they  put  on  heav'n. 

XLVllI. 

But  now  the  people's  paflions  run  too  far; 

Their  imtaught  love,artlefs  extreraes  does  wed  ; 
Of  times  they  like  the  paft,  and  fince  they  are 

Oppreft  ilill  by  the  living,  love  the  dead  : 

XLIX. 

And  now  refolve  thefe  rivals  fhall  not  lofe 

The  rites  of  Ipr inkling, iiicenfe,  lights,  andfong: 

Then,  as  the  voice  of  all  their  minds,  they  choofc 
An  orator,  of  rude,  but  ready  tongue  : 

L. 

Who  at  the  temple  gate  thus  pleads  aloud  ! 

We    know,    though   priefls  are    ptnfioners    of 
heav'n, 
Your  flock  which  yields  bell  rent, is  this  dull  crowd; 

1  he  learn'd  examine  why  their  fleece  is  giv'n. 

LI. 

Though  by  the  rich  firfl  (horn,  to  you  they  bear 

A  lecond  tribute,  and  by  zeal  fupport 
Temples,  which  kiiigsfor  g'ory  raife,  and  where 

7"he  rich  for  fame,  the  learn'd  as  fpies  refort. 
III. 
Temples  are  yours,  not  God's  lov'd  palaces; 

Where  off'rings  make  not  his,  but  your  own 
feails  ; 
Where  you  moft  wifely  live,  becaufe  at  eafe, 

ArA  entertain  your  founders  as  your  guefls  : 

With  eafe  you  take,  what  we  provide  with  cnre; 

And  we  (who  your  legation  mull  maintain) 
Find  all  your  tribe  in  the  commiffion  are  ; 

And  none  but  heav'n  could  lend  fo  large  a  train. 

LIV. 

]But  being  all  ambaffadors  from  thence, 
'  The  grov/ing  charge  will  loci  exceed  our  rent, 
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Unlefs  you  plcafe  to  treat  at  his  expence 

Who  fent  you :  not  at  ours,  where  you  are  feat. 

LV. 

The  ancient  laws  liv'd  in  the  people's  voice ; 

Rites  you  from  cuftom,  not  from  canon  draw  ; 
They  are  but  fadiions  of  a  graver  clioice, 

Which  yield  to  laws,  and  now  our  voice  is  !avr> 

LVl. 

This  Tybalt  heard  with  forrov/  and  difdain, 
(Who  here  with  Hurgonil  a  mourner  came) 

And  llrait  the  peaceful  fathers  llrives  to  gain, 
And  thus  the  people's  orator  reclaim. 

LVII. 

Moft  ufeful  fathers !  fome  trace  fecret  things 
Even  to  his  clofet, who  is  hid  in  heav'n* 

Vainly  as  Niius  to  his  hidden  fpri:igs, 

And  not  enjoy,  but  cenfure  what  is  given. 

LVIII 

You  with  fuch  temper  their  intemp'rancs-bear^ 
To  fliow  your  folid  fcience  does  xely 

So  on  itfelf,  as  you  no  trial  fear  ; 

For  arts  are  weak  that  are  of  fceptics  fay, 

LIX. 

Though  in  your  office  human  fafety  lies, 

Which  op'ns  that  heif  the  vicious  vulgar  fear 

Yet  never  can  the  people  prieflhood  prize; 
As  if  from  heav'n  y<!ur  daily  errands  were. 

■      LX. 

Not  that  your  meffage,  I'ruth,  they  difefleem. 
Or  tiiink  it  comes  from  any  other  way, 

Bur  that  they  taxes  hate,  and  truth  does  feera 
Brought  as  a  tax,  when  they  the  bringers  pay. 

LXl. 

Thus  we  to  beafts  fall  from  our  noble  kind, 
iVIaking  our  paftur'd  bodies  all  our  care; 

Allowing  no  fubfiflence  to  the  mind ; 

For  truth  we  grudge  her  as  a  coftly  fare. 

LXII. 

But  if  they  fear  (fince  daily  you  renew 
Difputes)  your  oracles  are  doubtful  ftill 

As  thofe  of  old  ;  yet  more  reward  is  due 
To  pains,  where  fo  uneafy  is  the  IkiU. 

LXIII. 

Or  if  no  ficill  they  think  it,  but  fuppofe 

Tis  faith  (and  faith  ne'er  thinks  heav'ii's  height 
too  high) 
Yet  faiths  fo  iev'ral  be,  that  few  are  thofc 

Can  clioofe  right  wings  when  they  to  heav'n 
would  fly. 

LXIV. 

Or  if  they  think,  faith  human  help  tranfcends. 

And  to  your  fcience  is  fo  ftriu;  a  hound 
As  death  to  valour  is,  where  daring  ends  ; 

And  none  are  fartheft  in  that  progrefs  found; 
i,xv. 
Yet  in  our  walk  to  bur  laft  home  defign'd, 

'  lis  fafe  by  all  the  ftudied  guides  to  go; 
Left  we  in  dtarh,  too  late,  the  knowledge  find 

Of  what  in  life  'twas  poffible  to  know. 

LXVI. 

Your  fplendid  pomp,by  which  your  power  endures 
Though  coftly,  colls  much  lels  than  camps  or 
laws; 

And  more  than  both,  religion  us  fecures; 

Since  hell  (your  prifon)  more  then  dying  awes. 
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Lxva. 
For  thou<yh  the  plain  judge,   Confcicnce,  makes 
no  Ihow, 
But  filently  to  her  dark  fefliori  comes, 
Not  as  red  law  does  to  arraignment  go, 
Or  war  to  execution  with  loud  drums; 
Lxvm. 
Though  fhe  on  hills  fets  not  her  gibbets  high, 

Where  frightful  law  fcts  hers ;  nor  bloody  faems 
Like  war  in  colours  fpread,  yet  fecretly 

She  does  her  work,  and  many  men  condemns. 

LXIX. 

Choaks  in  the  feed,  what  law  till  ripe  ne'er  fees ; 

Wiiat  law  would  punilh,  confcience  can  prevent; 
And  fo  the  world  from  many  mifchiefs  frees  ; 

Known  by  her  cures,  as  law  by  punilhment. 

LXX. 

The  weaker  fighted  ever  look  too  nigh ; 

iRut  their  difputes  have  made  your  charter  good; 
As  doubted  tenures,  which  long  pleadings  try. 

Authentic  grow  by  being  much  withftood. 

LXXI. 

Thefe  chiefs,  for  whom  we  holy  rites  defire, 
3y  well  fought  fields  begot  this  city's  peace ; 


Oft  with  their  blood  have  quencl>'d  Inteftlne  fire  a 
And  oft  our  famines  chang'd  into  cxcefs. 

LXXII. 

Their  rites  let  not  the  people  be  deny'd. 

Though  by  untutor'd  kindnefs  rudely  fought; 

Nor  think  they  have  in  private  combat  died, 
Where  Gondibcrt  and  mighty  Ofwald  fought  : 

LKXIIl. 

Both  princes  of  the  Lpmbards  royal  blood; 

For  whom  full  tlwice  three  hundred  number'^ 
are, 
Whofe  anger  drove  to  make  their  anger  good  : 

Number  gives  ftrife  th'  authentic  name  of  war. 

LXXIV. 

This  faid,war's  caufe  thefe   iriefls  no  more  debate  ; 

They  knew,  war's  juftice  none  could  e'er  decide; 
At  that  more  fpccious  name  they  open  flrait. 

And  facred  rites  of  funeral  they  provide. 

LXXV. 

How  vain  is  cuftom,  and  how  guilty  pow'r  ? 

Slaughter  is  lawful  made  by  the  excefs  ; 
Earth's  partial  laws,  juft  heav'n  mud  needs  abhor. 

Which   greater  crimes  allow,  and  damn   ths 
iefs. 


CANTO     II. 

7/5#  Argument. 

Fame's  progrefs  through  Verona,  when  flic  brings 
111  news  cnlarg'd,  as  her  extended  vwings. 
The  combat's  caufe  fhakes  Aribert's  great  mind: 
And  the  efFeft  more  conquers  Rhodalind. 
Meek  Orna's  fears,  proud  Gartha's  bold  difdain ; 
And  Laura  kindly  dying  for  the  ilain. 


To  ftreets  (the  people's  region)  early  fame 

Firft  brought  this  grief,  which  all  more  tragic 
make ; 
And  next  to  the  triumphant  court  fhe  came, 
Where    profp'rous  pow'r   fleeps  long,  though 
fuitors  wake ; 

II. 
But  yet  the  early  king  (from  childhood  bred 

To  danger?,  toils,  and  courfer  wants  of  war) 
Rofe  up  to  rule,  and  left  foft  love  in  bed, 

Could  conquer  lands  and  love,  but  floopt  to  care, 
ijl. 
Care,  that  in  cloifters  only  feals  her  eyes. 

Which  youth  thinks  folly,  age  as  wifdom  owns; 
Fools  by  not  knowing  her,  outlive  the  wife  ; 
She  vilits  cities,  but  flie  dwells  in  thrones. 

IV. 

Care,  which  King  Aribert  with  conqueft  gain'd, 
And  is  more  fure  to  him  than  realms  entail'd  ; 

Wak'd  him  to  know  why  rumour  thus  complaiii'd, 
Or  who  ia  battle  bled,  or  who  prcvail'd  ! 


Young  Hurgonil  (who  does  his  wounds  concealj 
Yet  knew  it  did  his  duteous  care  import 

That  fome  juft  witnefs  fhould  his  caufe  reveal) 
Sent  Tybalt  to  appeafe,  and  tafte  the  Court. 

VI. 

To  that  proud  palace  which  once  low  did  lie 

In  Parian  quarries,  now  on  ciumns  {lands; 
Ionic  props  that  bear  their  arches  high. 

With  ample  treafure  rais'd  by  Tufcan  hands, 
vii. 
So  vafl  of  height,  to  which  fuch  fpace  did  fit 

As  if  it  were  o'erfiz'd  for  modern  men  ; 
The  ancient  giants  might  inhabit  it ; 

And  there  walk  free  as  winds  that  pafs  unfeen- 
viu. 
The   monarch's  wealth   this    fhow'd  in   all   the 
parta; 
But   his  flrong  numerous  guards  denote  him 
wife; 
Who  on  the  weather  of  his  people's  hearts, 
for  a  Ihort  courfi-,  not  vojages,  relies* 
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Through  many  guards  (all  watchful,  calm,  and 
bold) 

Tybalt  .lid  pafs  the  firft  niagnific  fquare  ; 
And  through  afceiits  does  enter  to  behold, 

Where  the  ftates  head  and  eyes  affembled  are. 

t  X. 

There  fat  the  king,  onwhofe  confid'rate  brow 
Sixty  e  penenc'd  Jummers  he  difcern'd, 

:  Which  made  him  ripe,  and  liiI  of  c  indudi:  know 
That  from  fucccls  i-  own'd.from  loffes  learn'd. 

XI. 

Near  hi  n  the  empire's  l^risft  furveyors  fate  ; 

Whofe  univerfal  fight  no  objedl:  lofe  ; 
Who  fee  not  crimes  too  f  ion,  nor  worth  too  late  ; 

Find  dangers  feed  and  choke  it  ere  it  grows, 

xri. 

He  wealth  not  birth  preferr'd  to  ccunfel's  place  ; 

For  counfel  is  tor  uie.  not  ornament ; 
Souls  are  alike,  .'f  rich  and  ancient  race  ; 

Thougii  bodies  claim  diftkii^ions  by  defcent. 

XIII. 

Here  boiling  youth,  nor  frozen  age  can  fit  : 
It  would  in  ful)je<5ls  fcorn  of  ruling  breed, 

If  that  great  work  fhould  fuch  fmall  aids  admit, 
And    make    them    hope    that    they    no    rulers 
need. 

XIV. 

Nature  too  oft  by  birthright  does  prefer 

Lefs  perfedl;  monarchs  to  an  anxious  throne  ; 

Yet  more  tl  m  her,  courts  by  weak  couns'lers  err, 
In  adding  cyphers  where  Ihe  made  but  one. 

XV. 

To  thi^  wife  king,  fage  Tybalt  did  relate 

.  The  combat's  caufe,  with  truth's  fevcre  extent 
Reveals  that  fire  which  kindl'd  Ofwald's  hate  ; 
For  which  fuch  precious  valour  wasmiipcnt. 

XVI. 

Gives  Gondibert  a  juft  record  of  praife  ; 

Firil  how  unwilling,  then  how  boJd  in  fight ; 
And  crowns  the  conquer'd  with  the  victor's  bays. 

When    manhood,_  bids   him    do    thpir    valour 
right  : 

XVII. 

At  laft  he  counts  the  wounded  and  the  fl:iin  ; 

And  how  prince  Hubert  and  the  Duke  retir'd; 
From  nothing  brave  or  great  he  did  refrain, 

But  his  own  deeds,  which  doing  were  admir'd. 

XVIII- 

This  Aribert  with  outward  patience  hears, 

Though  wounded  by  the  caufe  for  which  they 
fought ; 

With  mod'rate  joy  the  death  of  Ofwald  bears ; 
Yet  juftly  to  extremes  it  inward  wrc^ight. 

XIX. 

Tybalt  he  now  with  peaceful  looks  difcharg'd  ; 

And  then  his  thoughts  (imprifon'd  in  his  breaft) 
He  ftrait  by  liberty  of  tongue  enlarg'd  ; 

Which  thus  unto  his  counfel  he  addreft. 

XX. 

With  what  a  difference  nature's  palate  taftes 
The  fweeteft  draught  which  art  provides  her, 
pow'r  : 

Since  pow'r,  pride's  wine,  but  high  in  relifh  fafts 
Whilil  fuming  new,  for  time  dses  turn  it  four  ? 


xxff. 

Yet  pow'r  earth's  tempting  fruit,  heav'n  firft  dici 
plant, 

From  man's  firft  ferpent  fafe,  ambition's  reach  ; 
Elfe  Eden  could  not  ferve  ambition's  want ; 

Whom  no  command  can  rule,  nor  counfel  teach, 

XXII. 

Pow'r  is  that  lufcious  wine,  which  docs  the  bold. 

The  wife,  and  noble  moft  intoxicate; 
Adds  time  to  youth,  and  takes  it  from  the  old  • 

Yet  I  by  furfeit  this  elixir  hate. 
xxxiir. 
I  curfe  thofe  wars  that  make  my  glory  laft  • 

For  which  the  Tufcan  widows  curfe  me  more* 
The  barren  fields  where  I  in  arms  did  faft, 

That  I  might  furfeit  on  luxurious  pow'r. 

XXIV. 

Thou  Hermegild,  who  art  for  valour  crown'd 
For  honour  trufted,  and  for  wifdom  heard  • 

And  you  whom  counfel  has  no  lefsrenown'd, 
Obferve  how  virtue  againft  peace  has  err'd. 

XXV. 

Still  I  have  fought,  as  if  in  beauty's  fight, 

Out-fuffer'd  patience,  bred  in  captives  breafis° 
Taught  fafts,  till  bodies  like  our  iouls  grew  iio-hf 

Outwatch'd  the  jealous,  and  outlabour'd  beafts. 
XXVI, 
Thefe  were  my  merits,  my  reward  is  pow'r  • 

An  outward  trifle,  bought  with  inward  peace  - 
Got  in  an  age,  and  rifled  in  an  honp ; 

When  fev'rilh  love,  the  people's  fit,  fliall  ceafc. 
' xxvii. 
For  did  not  pow'r  on  their  frail  love  depend. 

Prince  Ofwald  had  not  treated  with  that  love  • 
Whofe  glory  did  in  hafty  darknefs  end  ; 

A  fpark  which  vanifli'd,  as  it  upward  ftrove. 
XXVI II. 
By  fcorn  of  dangers  and  of  eafe,  he  fought 

The  Lombards  hearts,my  Rhodaiind,and  crown- 
And  much  his  youth  had  by  his  practice  wrought' 

Had  Gondibert  not  levell'd  his  renown  : 

XXIX. 

Had  Gondibert  not  ftaid  the  people's  eyes   [fight) 
(Wh(-fc  virtue  ftept  'twixt  Ofwald  and  their 

Who  kn«ws  but  Rhodalind  had  been  his  prize  • 
Or  war  muft  have  fecur'd  paternal  right. 

XXX. 

Sad  and  uneafy  is  a  long  kept  throne  • 

Not  that  the  people  think  long  pow'r  unjuft ; 
But  that  for  change,  they  wifh  beft  mmarchs  gone; 

Fond  change,  the  people's  foon  repented  luft  ! 
XXXI. 
I  did  advance  (though  with  fome  jealous  pain) 

A  forward  virtue  to  my  fubjedts  love  • 
Left  one  lefs  temp'rate  ftiould  their  favour  gain  ; 

Whom  their  unftudy'd  choice  would  more  ap.! 
prove. 

XXXII. 

To  thee,  fage  Hermegild,  myfelf  I  leave. 

My  fame  and  pow'r  :  1  hee  a(a:ion  cannot  waftcj ' 

Caution  retard,^ior  promptitude  deceive, 
Slownefs  belate,  nor  hope  drive  on  too  faft. 

XXXIII. 

Think  Hubert  heir  to  Ofwald's  bold  pretence* 
To  whom  the  camp  at  BreJTcia  is  inclin'd  j 
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The  Duke  at  Bergamtywill  feek  defence  ; 
And  thefe  are  feeds  of  war  for  Rhodalind. 

XXXI V. 

This  faid,  his  council  he  difmifs'd  ;  who  fpy'd 
A  growing  rage,  which  he  would  fain  conceal  ; 

They  durft  but  nicely  fearch,  what  he  would  hide; 
Left,  they  inflame  the  wound  that  ell'e  migkt 
heal. 

XXXV. 

They  hafte  to  fev'ral  cares ;  feme  to  allay 

Court's  heftic  fever,  fa61ion  (which  does  reign 
Where  luxury,  the  fire  of  want,  does  fway) 
Some  to  appeafe  th'  alliance  of  the  ilain. 
xxxiv. 
But  order  now  bids  us  again  purfue 

Th'  unwearied  motion  of  unhappy  Fame. 
From  fields  to  ftreets,  from  flreets  to    court  fhe 

flew  ; 
'      Where  firft  flic  to  the  king's  apartment  came. 

XXSYII. 

Thence  through  the  palace  fhe  her  wings  did  air; 

And  as  her  wings,  her  tongue  too  never  ceas'd  ; 
Like  refllefs  fwallows  in  an  evening  fair  : 
At  laft  does  on  a  peaceful  dwelling  reil. 
xxxvai. 
Where  fleep  does  yet  that  gentle  fex  poffefs, 
Who  ne'er  fiiould  more  of  care's  rude  wakings 
know, 
But  what  may  help  fad  lovers  to  fuccefs, 

Or  imp  loves  wings  when  they  aie  found  too 
flow. 

XXXIX. 

There  lovers  feek  the  royal  Rhodalind ; 

Whofe  fecret  breaft  was  fick  for  Gondibert  | 
And  Orna,  who  had  more  in  public  pin'd 

For  Hurgonil,  the  monarch,  of  her  heart. 

XL. 

And  there  the  killing  Laura  did  refide  ;      [plain ; 

She  of  whofe  eyes  the  Lombard  youth  com- 
Yet  often  ftie  for  noble  Arnold  dy'd  ; 

And  knew  not  now  her  murderer  was  flain. 

XLI. 

Nor  Hugo,  who  was  all  with  love  endu'd ; 

Whom  ftill  with  tears  the  Lombard  ladies  name; 
Efteeming  modern  lovers  falfe,  and  rude, 

And  poets  falfcr  when  they  fing  their  fame. 
XLH. 
Thefe  beauties  (who  could  foften  tyrant  kings) 

Sleep  now  conctal'd  within  their  curtains  fliade; 
Till  rudely  Fame,  by  ftiaking  loud  her  wings, 

Difturb'd  their  eyes,   and  their   wak'd  hearts 
difmay'd. 

XLiir. 
They  heard  in  parcels  by  imperfeft  found, 

A  tale  too  difmal  to  be  underftood; 
That  all  their  lovers  lay  in  hallow'd  ground; 

Temples  their  bodies  hid,  the  fields  their  blood. 

XLIV. 

That  this  dire  morn  to  fad  Verona  brought 
The  Duke  and  Ofwald,  of  lov'd  life  depriv'd; 

And  thiJt  of  all  who  their  Gerce  battle  fought, 
Only  the  mangled  Hurgonil  furviv'd. 

XLV. 

This  talc  Fame's  courfe,oflicious  friends  convey'd, 
(Which  arc  attendant  flaves;  and  palace  grooms) 
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Who  by  the  lover  of  fome  bufy  maid. 

From  outward  courts  fcnt  it  to  inward  rooms. 

XLVI. 

Such  horror  brought,  where  love  had  only  us'd. 

Did  yet  breed  more  amazement  than  belief ; 
Whiill  Orna  now,  and  Laura  fly  confus'd, 

To  Rhodalind,  truth's  altar,  for  relief. 
xLvn. 
There  with  diforder'd  voices  they  compare. 

And  then  derive  what  each  has  Ipofely  learnMj 
Each  hope  applies,  where  others  mod  defpair  ; 

As  doubting  all  but  where  herfclf 's  concern'd. 
XLvni. 
This  weeping  conf 'rence  had  not  lafted  long, 

When  Tybalt,  free  from  Aribcrt's  commands, 
'Scapes  the  ailembling  court's  inquiring  throng, 

And  enters  here ;  where  firft  he  doubtful  fl;ands. 
x^ix. 
For  pity,  when  he  ruin'd  Laura  fpied, 

Bids  his  difcretion  artfully  complain  ; 
And  fliow  far  off,  what  truth  not  long  can  hide  : 

Death  at  a  diftance  feen,  may  eafe  fear's  pain. 

L. 

Their  bus'nefs  now  he  can  no  more  forbear  ; 

For  who  on  their  urg'd  patience  can  prevail, 
Whofe  especflation  is  provok'd  with  fear  .' 

He  theiefore  thus  their  patience  didaffail. 

LI. 

Kind  heav'n  that  gave  you  virtue,  give  you  peace; 

Delightful  as  your  beauties,  be  your  minds ; 
Still  may  your  lovers  your  renown  increafe, 

Though  he  who  honour  feeks, fiift  danger  finds ! 

Lll. 

Still  may  your  beauty  bear  that  ancient  rate, 
When  beauty  was  chafte  Honour's  merchandife ; 

When  Valour  was  chief  fatflor  in  Love's  (late  ; 
Danger,  Love's  ftamp,   and  Beauty's  current, 
price. 

Llll. 

Renown'd  be  Ofwald,  who  in  high  belief 
Of  Rhodalind,  her  love  vvith  danger  fought ; 

In  Love's  records  be  Gondibert  the  chief, 

Who  for  her  right,  not  for  his  own  has  fought. 

LIV. 

Though  thefe  for  mighty  minds  deferve  Fame's^ 
voice ; 

Yet  Orna  needs  muft  boafl  of  Hurgonil; 
Whofe  dangers  well  have  juftify'd  her  choice. 

And  might  alone  Fame's  public  trumpet  fill. 

LV. 

Enlarg'd  be  Honour's  throne,  that  Arnold  there 

And  Hugo  may  for  ever  fit  at  reft. 
Free  from  their  valour's  toil,  and  Laura's  fear ; 

Which  more  than   wounds  diforder'd  cithers 
breaft. 

Lvi. 
This  faid,  he  paus'd;  finds  each  diftrufts  his  art; 

For  Hope  and  Doubt  came  and  return'd  apace, 
In  chang'd  complexion  from  th'  uncertain  heart, 

Like  frighted  fcouts  for  tidings  to  the  face. 

LVII. 

His  eye  feem'd  moft  employ 'd  on  Rhodalind ; 

Whofe  love  above  her  bafliful  caution  fways;^ 
For  naming  Gondibert,  hefoon  did  find, 

ikr  fccrct  foul  fhow'd  pleafure  at  his  praif:;. 
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Vet  when  fiis  found  her  comforts  did  not  lad, 
And  that  as  oracles,  the  future  taught, 

He  hid  Truth's  face,  and  darkened  what  was  pad  ; 
Thus  Fruth  through  all  her  mourning  vails  Ihe 
fought, 

I.IX. 

Why  in  thefe  ladies  do  you  Icnjrthen  pain, 

By  giving  them  Grief »  med'cine,  doubt  ? 
Ea!e  thofe  with  d^ath  whofe  lovers  no\v  are  llain ; 
■    Life's  fire  a  fever  is,  when  love  is  out. 

LX. 

Yet  think  not  that  my  cares  peculiar  are; 

Perhaps  I  froni  religious  pity  learn'd. 
In  Virtue's  public  lofs  to  take  fome  Ihare; 

For  there,  ail  but  the  vicious  are  conceni'd. 

LXl. 

Your  prudence,  royal  maid  (he  ftraight  replies) 
Aiore  than  your  birth,  may  claim  the  Lombards 
crown 

Whoe'er  in  conqueft  of  your  favour  dies  : 
For  iliort  life's  lofs  fliall  find  a  long  renown. 

LXII. 

Then  happy  Ofwald  who  is  fare  to  gain. 
Even  by  Ambition  that  undoes  the  wife; 

Great  was  fh'  attempt  for  which  he's  nobly  ilain  ; 
And  gets  him  praife,  though  he  has  mifs'd  the 
prize. 

LXIII. 

But  happier  Gondihert,  who  does  furvive 
To  beij  your  mercy,  that  he  thus  hath  dar'd 

To  own  that  caufc,  for  which  the  world  miji;ht 

ilrive  ;  [ward . 

And  conqu'ring,  takes  his  wounds  for  his  re- 

LXIV. 

Be  Hurgonil  long  diftant  from  his  grave, 
Whofe  life  was  fo  important  in  this  caufe; 

Who  for  each  Wound  he  took,  a  wider  gave. 
And  lives  t' enjoy  the  pleafure  of  applaufe. 

LXV. 

To  fay,  how  Hugo  and  Lord  Arnold  flrove 
For  viiTtory,  and  mention  their  event. 

Were  to  provide  fuch  fun'ral  rites  f)r  i,ove. 
As  Death  would  be  clofe  mouriier,  and  repent. 

1.XV1. 

Now  Laura's  blood  hack  to  her  liver  fled;  [throne, 
True  Beauty's  mint :   For  by  her  heart,  Love's 

Beauty's  cail'd  in,  like  coin,  when  kings  are  dead; 
As  if  not  current  now  her  lover's  gone, 

LMVIl. 

Aftdlike  her  beauty,  fht  hjd  darkened  life, 
But  that  with  fprinkled  water  they  redore 

(By  fudden  cold,  with  fudden  heat  at  ftrife). 
Her  fpirits  to  thofe  walks  they  us'd  btfore. 

LXVllI. 

She  Arnold  calls,  then  loft  that  name  again  ; 

Which  Rhodalind,  and  Orna's  tears  bemoan, 
Who  carefully  would  her  fpent  ftrength  fuftain. 

Though    Hope   has  fcarcely  yet  brought  back 
their  own : 

LXIX- 

Now  they  her  temples  chaf 'd,  and  firaight  prepare 
Hot  cnftei  n  fumes  to  reach  her  brain's  cool'd 
fi^nfe ;  . 

With  wiiic's  fierce  fpirits  thefe  extravSled  are, 
Which w^.im  butCowly,  though  of  fv/ift  expencc. 


Yet  now  again  (lie  breath'd  L"rd  Arnold's  name^ 
Which  her  apt  tongue  through  cuftom  betl  cx» 
preft; 

Then  to  ftay  life,  that  fo  unwilling  came, 

With  cordial  epithems  they  bath'd  her  breafl. 

LXXl. 

Th'  attendant  maids,  by  Tybalt's  ready  aid, 
To  fl;op  her  mourner's  tears,  convey  her  now 

Where  (he  may  eafe  in  her  own  curtain's  fhade 
Her  weary  heart,  and  grief  more  tongue  allow, 

LXXII. 

No  fooner  thus  was  pity'd  Laura  gone, 

But  Ofvvald's  fitter,  Gartha  the  renown'd  I 

Enters,  as  if  the  world  were  overthrown. 
Or  in  the  tears  of  the  afiliCied  drown'd. 

X-XXUl. 

Unconquer'd  as  her  beauty  was  her  mind  ; 

Which  wanted  not  a  fpark  of  Ofwald's  fire  5 
Ambition  lov'd,  but  ne'er  to  Love  was  kind  ; 

Vex'd  thrones  did  more  than  quiet  fhades  defire* 

LXXIV. 

Her  garments  now  in  loofe  negleft  flie  wore. 
As  fuited  to  her  wild  difhevell'd  hair ; 

Men  in  her  lliape  might  Nature's  work  adore. 
Yet  alk  why  Art's  nice  drefs  was  abfent  there  ? 

I-XXV. 

But  fcon  they  found  what  made  this  change  appear-, 

For  meeting  Truth,  which  flowly  follows  Fame, 
Rage  would  not  give  her  leifure  for  a  tear 

To  quench   (ere  thus  Ihe  fpake)  her  paffion's 
flame. 

Lxxvr. 
Elafted  be  all  your  beauties,  Rhodalind, 

Till  you  a  fliame,  and  terror  be  to  light ; 
Unwing'd  be  Love,  and  ilow  as  he  is  bhnd. 

Who  with  your  looks  poifon'd  my  brother's  fi>?ht! 

LXXVII. 

Low  and  neglected  be  your  father's  throne. 

Which,  like  your  beauty,  Ofwald  did  o'er-rate; 

Let  luckiefi  war  take  lands  from  his  light  crown. 
Till  thofe  high  careshe  want  that  give  it  weight! 

LXXVIII. 

Let  pow'rs  confumptiou  be  his  long  difeafe 

Heav'n's  vexirg  curb,  which  iriakes  wild  mo-' 
narchs  taaie. 

And  be  he  forc'd  in  froward  age  to  picafe 
His  favour's  monfter,  wh5  devours  his  fame. 

LXXIX. 

May  you  foon  feel  (though  fecret  in  your  love. 
As  if  your  love  were  fin)  the  public  fcorn  1 

May  Gondihert,  who  is  your  glory,  move 

Your  pity,  when  none  elfe  but  you'fhall  mourn? 

LXXX. 

To  the  dark  inn  (where  weary  valour,  free  [gone  I 
From  thanklefs  dangers  refis)  hMve  Ofwald's 

Bi'.t  Hubert  may,  though  vanquifn'd,  live  to  fee 
Your  vidor  with  his  victory  undone  1 

LXXXI. 

This  faid,  fiie  mounts  (with  a  tempeftuous  browj 
The  chariot  her  Cahbrian  couriers  drew ; 

Lifted  by  flaves  (who  Itill  about  her  bov/) 
As  if  with  wings  of  fwift  revenge  flie  flew. 

IXXXII. 

To  Brefcia's  eamp  her  courfe  fhe  had  defign'd; 
And  bids  her  charioteer  drive  fwITcJ)-  ou. 
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As  if  his  fteeds  were  dieted  with  wind  ! 

Slow  feem  their  fpeed  whofe  thoughts  before 
them  run. 

Lxxxni. 
The  pav'd  ftreets  kindle  with  her  chariot  wheels, 

The  omen  of  war's  fire,  the  city  fpies. 
Which  with   thofe  fparks   ftruck  by  her  courfers 
heels, 
Shine  not  fo  much  as  rage  does  in  her  eyes. 

LXXXIV. 

Thofe  that  obferv'd  her  anger,  grief,  and  hafte, 
With  a  deje(5ted  melancholy  mourn  ; 

She  feem'd  their  city's  genius  as  Ihe  pafs'd, 

Who  by  their  fins  expell'd,  would  ne'er  return, 

LXXXV. 

The  gentle  ladies  (he  has  left  in  tears, 

Who  no  example  need  nor  caufe  to  melt; 

For  foon  even  grief 's  alarms,  our  foremoft  fears, 
Kill  thofe  whofe  pain  by  Love's  quick  fenfe  is 
felt. 

LXXXVl. 

And  Rhodalind  her  fatal  love  does  blame, 
Becaufe  (he  finds  it  now  by  Gartha  fpy'd ; 

A-Tid  does  lament  Love's  fire,  which  balhful  Ihame 
Cannot  reveal,  nor  her  difcretion  hide. 

LXXXVl  I. 

She  would  not  have  it  wafte,  nor  public  grow  ; 
But  lall  conceal'd,  like  that  in  Tullia's  urn ; 
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Or  that  which  profp'rous  chemlfts  nicely  fliow ', 
Which,  as  it  thrives,  muft  more  in  private  bura. 

LXXXVIII. 

Yet  (Irait  (grown  valiant  with  her  victor's  fate) 
She  would  have  Hymen  hold  his  torches  high. 

And  Love's  fire  pnz'd,  as  veftals  theirs  did  rare. 
Which  none  durft  quench,  though  fiec  to  ev'ry 
eye. 

L  XXX IX. 

Refolves  her  love,  whilft  this  new  valour  lafts, 

Shall  undifguis'd  her  father's  fight  endure; 
And  Orna  now  to  her  dear  lover  hades,         [cure. 

Whofe  outward  wounds    ftay   for   her  inward 
sc. 
But  here  a  wonder  may  arreft.  our  thought, 

Why  Tybalt,  (of  his  u'ual  pity  v  id) 
To  fuch  fought  ears  thefe  direful  forrows  brought. 

Since  to  the  king  he  only  was  employ 'd  ? 
xci. 
But  thefe  are  riddles  of  myfterious  love  ! 

Tybalt  in  private  long  for  Laura  pin'd  ; 
And  try'd  how  Arnold  would  her  paflion  move 

In  death,  who  living  ever  fill'd  her  mind, 
xcii. 
And  by  this  trial  how  Ihe  Arnold  us'd. 

He  wifely  meant  to  urge  or  ftay  his  heart; 
But  much  by  love  the  cautious  are  abus'd, 

Who  his  wild  riddles  would  reduce  to  art. 


CANTO     III. 

7/je  Argumettf. 

Dead  Ofwaid  to  his  camp  by  .(Hubert  brought; 
The  camp  from  pity,  are  to  fury  wrought ; 
Yet  find,  when  Gartha's  looks  do^s  them  furprife, 
Their  forward  hands  diverted  by  their  eyes ; 
Till  ^yith  her  voiee  new  urg'd,  they  deeds  purfue 
Which  even  revenge  would,  had  it  eyes,  efchew. 


^  HEN  from  the  fatal  foreft  Hubert  rode, 

To  Brefcia  he  and  Boigio  bent  their  way ; 
That  their,  though  dead,  yet  much  important  load, 
•  They  might  with  horror  to  the  camp  convey." 

II. 
Revenge,  impatient  Hubert  proudly  fought ; 
Revenge,  which  even  when  juft,  the  wife  de- 
ride ; 
For  on  paft  wrongs  we  fpend  our  time  and  thought, 
Which  fcarce  againft  the  future  can  provide. 
III. 
But  Fame  before  him  came  where  thofe  are  bred. 

Who  to  her  difmal  tales  faint  credit  give ; 
Who  could  not  think  their  mighty  Ofwaid  dead, 
Wkilll  they  unconquet'd  and  unwaanded  live. 


Nor  could  Fame  hope  to  make  this  camp  her  feat; 

Her  tales,  the  talking,  idle,  fearful  hear ; 
But  thefe  are  filent,  as  in  ftol'n  retreat, 

Bufy  as  life,  and,  like  the  dead,  paft  fear. 

V. 

Near  Mela's  flow'ry  bank  this  army  lay. 

Which  Ofwald's  fire,  and  Ofwaid  oft  had  led 

Againft  the  Vandals  king  ;  and  twice  the  day 
They  gain'd,  whilft  he  from  them  and  empire 
fled. 

VI. 

From  youth  expos'd,  like  cattle  in  the  field  ; 

And  not  taught  warmth  as  city  infants  are, 
But  colds  and  fafts,  to  kill  or  to  be  kill'd  ; 

Like  th'  elements  ^their  birth  began  with  war. 
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$0  rev'rend  now,  and  {Irong  in  age  appear. 

As  if  mainrain'd  by  more  than  human  breath  ; 

So  giave,  as  if  the  counfellors  they  were, 
Not  executioners  oi  tyrant  death. 

VJIl. 

Wiih  filence  (order's  help,  and  mark  of  care) 
They  chide  that  noife  which  heedlefs  youth  af- 
fedt; 

Still  courfe  for  ufe,  for  health  they  cleanly  wear, 
And  fave  in  well  fix'd  arms,  all  nicenefs  check'd. 

IX. 

They  thought,  thofe  that  unarm'd  expos'd  frail 
life. 

But  naked  nature  valiantly  betray'd; 
Who  was,  though  naked,  fafe  till  pride  made  ftrife. 

But  made  defence  mull  ufe,  now  danger's  made. 

X. 

And  thofe  who  toil  of  armour  cannot  bide, 

Lofe  Nature's  force,  which  thefe  in  cuftom  find; 

Andmake(finceflrength'sbutNaturehourlytry'd) 
The  body  weak  by  foftnefs  of  the  mind. 

XI. 

They  feem'd  fo  calm,  and  with  their  age  fo  grave, 
So  iuft  and  civil  in  their  killing  trade, 

As  if  all  life  were  crime  but  what  they  fave ; 
Or  murder  were  by  method  lawful  made. 

XTI. 

Yet  now  that  manhood  which  thofe  vlfiors  makes, 
(So  weak  is  man  where  moft  he  may  be  proud) 

Pity,  the  tender'ft  of  affecSlions,  Ihakes, 

And  they  become  from  order,  loofe,  and  loud. 

XIII. 

For  when  they  faw  the  brother  of  their  chief 
Led  to  their  camp  by  a  defeated  train, 

TJiey  foon  to  late  fcorn'd  rumour  gave  belief, 
And  then  by  Hubert's  wounds  thought  Ofwald 
Hain. 

XIV. 

But  when  difguis'd  in  death  they  Ofwald  faw, 
In  a  flow  chariot  brought,  with  fun'ral  pace; 

Thenifelves  in  an  united  crowd  they  draw ; 
And  give  to  grief  one  univerlal  face. 

XV. 

Wonder  (which  grows  unaftive  by  excefs) 
A  while  did  their  unruly  paflion  ftay ; 

The  objetft  lading,  made  their  wonder  lefs, 
Which  fled  to  give  their  grief  and  anger  way. 

XVI. 

Yet  firft  their  grief  (which  manhood  fhould  re- 
ftrain) 

They  vent  in  womens  fighs,  with  tears  allay'd; 
As  if  thofe  women  taught  them  to  complain, 

Who  by  their  fwords  are  weeping  widows  made. 

XVII. 

As  icy  rocks  which,  froll  together  bind, 
Stand  filent,  till  asfilently  they  melt, 

i;Ut  when  they  meet  in  currents  unconfin'd. 
Swell,  and  grow  loud,  as  if  they  freedom  felt ; 

XVIll. 

So  thefe,  unmov'd  before,  melt  quietly 

In  their  firft  grief,  till  grief  (when  tears  meet 
tears, 

And  fighs  meet  fighs  from  ev'ry  breafl  and  eye) 
Unruly  grows,  and  danger's  vifage  bcsirs. 


When  haftily  they  heard  by  whofe  dire  hand 
Their  gen'ral  fell,  they  think  it  cold  to  paufe 

Till  anger  may  be  guided  by  command  ; 
And  vain  to  a&  of  curelcis  death  the  caufe. 

XX. 

So  mc  would  to  Bergamo  their  enfigns  bear, 
Againft  thofe  youth  which  Gmidibert  had  led; 

Whom  they  in  facrifice  would  offer  there, 
T'  appcafe  the  living,  and  revenge  the  dead. 

XXI 

And  fonie  (to  {how  their  rage  more  eminent) 
Would  to  Verona  march,  and  there  do  deed* 

Should  make  the  fhining  court  in  blacks  lament, 
And  weep  whilft  the  vi(3:oriou»  facSion  bleeds. 

XXII. 

Hubert  (who  faw  revenge  advance  fo  faft, 

Whilft  prudence,  flower  pac'd,  was  left  behind) 

W"uld  keep  their  anger  bent,  yet  flack  their  halle  ; 
Becaufe  the  rafh  fall  oft'ner  than  the  blind. 

X5II1. 

He  firfl  their  melting  pity  kindly  rais'd. 

Which  water  d  Anger's  forge,  and  urg'd  the^ 
fire; 

That  like  to  meteors  lafts  by  being  rais'd, 
But  when  it  firft  does  fink,  does  ftrait  expire. 

XXIV. 

Commends  their  anger,  yet  that  flame  he  pray» 
May  keep  the  temp'rate  chymics  equal  heat;   [ 

That  they  in  fury  might  not  need  allays. 
Nor  charge  fo  raflily  as  to  want  retreat, 

XXXV. 

Begs  they  this  difmal  night  would  there  remain. 
And  make  the  hopeful  morn  their  guide;  whilfl 
grief 

(Which  high  revenge,  as  tamenefs  fhould  difdain) 
Sleep  fhall  conceal,  and  give  his  wounds  relief. 

XIXVI. 

He  Vafcb,  Paradine,  and  Dargonet, 

With  ©fwald,  to  the  red  pavilion  fent ; 
(Death's  equal  pris'nersnow  for  Nature's  debt) 

And  then  retires  with  Borgio  to  his  tent, 
xxxvii. 
This  is  the  night  the  Brcfcians  fo  bemoan'd ; 

Who  left  their  beds,  and  on  their  walls  appear'd; 
As  if  til'  opprefled  world  in  earthquakes  groan'd. 

Or  that  fome  ruin'd  nation's  fighs  they  heard; 

XXiVIII. 

Admlr'd  what  in  that  camp  fuch  griefs  could  raifcj 
Where  ferious  death  fo  oft  had  been  abus'd. 

When  ev'n  their  fportive  fencers  monthly  plays 
Profan'd  that  fliape,  which  ftates  for  terror  us'd. 

XXXIX. 

Yet  this  loud  morning  will  no  wonder  breed. 

When  we  with  life  lay  Ofwald's  errors  by. 
And  ufe  him  as  the  living  ufe  the  dead ; 

Who  firft  allow  men  virtue  when  they  die. 
XXX. 
Still  lib'ral  of  his  life,  of  wealth  as  free  ; 

By  which  he  chief  in  fighting  crowds  became  ; 
Who  mufl:  their  leaders  valours  often  fee  ; 

And  follow  them  for  bounty  more  than  fame. 

XXXI. 

This  gen'ral  mourning  was  to  loudnefs  rais'd. 
By  fhowing  gifts  he  gave,  and  wounds  he  took^ 
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They  chid  at  lafl  Iiis  life  which  they  hnd  prais'd, 
Becaufe  fuch  virtue;  it  fo  foon  forlbok. 

XXXII. 

Kow  night,  by  grief  ncglefted,  hades  away  ! 

And  they  the  morn's  officious  iilher  I'py, 
The  clofc  attendant  on  the  lord  of  day ; 

Who  Ihows  the  warmer  of  the  world  is  nigh. 

XXXIII. 

And  now  the  drums,  the  camp's  low  thunder,  make 

War's  thick  uniicd  noife  from  ev'ry  i^uard; 
Though  theyreveiUcesfcornj  whomgricfdoeswake. 
Who  think  fleep  Nature's  curfe,  not   toil's  re- 
ward. 

xxxiy. 
All  night  proud  Borgio  (chief  in  Hubert's  trnft) 

With  haughty  hopes,    the   camp  does  waking 
,  keep : 

Ambition  is  more  vigilant  than  luft, 
And  in  hope's  fever  is  too  hot  to  fleep. 
XXXV. 
ivTow  day,  and  Hubert  hafie  to  public  view  ; 

His  wounds  (unlucky  more  than  dangerous) 
Are  fo  refrelh'd,  that  he  the  army  drew 

To  a.  wide  grofs,  and  urg'd  their  anger  thus : 

XXXVI., 

J'riends  to  my  father  !  in  whofe  wounds  I  fee 

The  envy'd  merit  whence  his  triumphs  came  ; 
And  fathers  to  my  brother,  and  to  me  ; 

for  only  you  adopted  us  to  Fame  ! 
xxxvii. 
Forgive  me  that  1  there  have  feebly  fought, 

V/here  Ofwald  in  your  caufe  did  nobly  ftrive  ; 
\Vheiice  of   his  blood  thcfe  veins  fo  much  have 
brought. 

As  makes  me  blufh  that  I  am  flill  alive  1 
xxxviii. 
Your  valiant  youth  is  gone,  whom  you  have  bred 

From  inilky  childhood  to  the  years  of  blood  ! 
By  whom  you  joy'd  fo  often  to  be  led,         [ftoodl 

Where  firm  as  now  your  trophies,  then  you 

XXXIX. 

Gone  is  he  now,  who  flill  with  low  regard 

Bow'd  to  your  age,  your  wounds  as  beauty  kift ; 

Knew  age  was  of  your  temp'rance  the  reward; 
And  courts  in  beauty  by  your  fears  ftibfift. 

XL. 

Yet  was  he  not  for  mean  pretenfions  flain, 

t    Who  for  your  int'rcft  not  his  own  has  fought ; 

Vex'd  that  the   emjsire  which  your  wounds   did 

gaini     , 
'    Was  by  a  young  tinwounded  army  fought '. 

X  1. 1 

For  Gondibert  (to  whom. the  court  mud  bow, 
;  Now  war  is  with  your  fav'rite  overthrown) 
Will  by  his  camp  of  boys  at  Bergamo, 

Wed  her,  who  to  your  valour  owes  the  crown. 

XLII. 

Blame  not  your  chief  for  his  ambitious  fire; 

Who  was  but  temp'rate,  when  he  underftood 
He  might  the  empire  in  your  right  require  ; 
A  fcant  reward  for  your  exhaufled  blocd. 
XLin. 
Thus  Hubert  fpake  ;  but  now  fo  fierce  they  grow. 
That  Borgio  ftrove  to  ijuench  whom  Hubeit 
warm'd  i 


To  Bergamo,  :hey  cry'd,  to  Bergamo! 

And  as  they  foon  were  vex'd,  as  foon  are  arin'd. 

XL  IV. 

For  to  diftintSt  and  fpacious  tents  they  hie. 
Where  quick  as  vefts  of  Perfia  fhifted  are. 

Their  arms  (which  there  in  cleanly  order  lie) 
They  take  from  moving  wardrobes  of  the  war. 

XL  v. 

Arm'd  foon  as  porcupines,  as  if  like  thofe, 
Tlieir  very  rage  them  with  defence  fupplies; 

As  borne  with  it,  and  mufi  have  winged  foes 
That  floop  from  heav'n  to  harm  them  by  fur- 
prife. 

■         XL  VI. 

With  enfigns  now  difplay'd,  their  force  they  draw 
To  hafly  order,  and  begin  to  move  ; 

But  are  amus'd  by  fomething  that  they  faw. 
Which  look'd  like  all  that  e'er  they  heardof  love. 

XLVII. 

Unufual  to  their  camp  fuch  objeAs  were. 
Yet  this  no  ill  efiedt  from  wonder  wrought; 

For  it  appeas'd  them  by  approaching  near. 
And  f^tibfy'd  their  eyes  in  all  they  fought. 

XLVIII. 

And  this  was  Gartha  in  her  chariot  drawn  ; 

Who  through  the  fwarthy  region  of  the  night 
Drove  from  the  court ;  and  as  a  fecond  dawn 

Breaks  on  them,  like  the  morn's  referve  of  lights 

XL  IX.  ,';^ 

Through  all   the  camp   fhe  moves  with  fun'ral 
pace. 

And  dill  bows  meekly  down  to  all  flie  faw; 
Her  grief  gave  fj^eaking  beauty  to  her  face  ; 

Which  lowly  look'd,  that  it  might  pity  draw. 

L.       ,. 

When  by  her  flaves,  her  name  they  underftood, 
Her  lines  of  feature  he^edfully  they  view  ; 

In  her  complexion  track  their  gen'ral's  blood,       -^ 
And  find  het  more  than  what  by  Fame  they 
knew. 

LI. 

They  humbly  her  to  that  pavilion  guide,  ; 

Where  Hubert  his  b«ld  chiefs  with  fury  fir'dj 
But  his  ambition,  when  he  Gartha  fpy'd 

(To  give  his  forrow  place)  a  v/hileretir'd. 

LII. 

With  his  refpedful  help  (he  docs  defcend  ; 

Where  they  with  dear  embraces  mingle  tears] 
But  now  her  male  revenge  would  grief  fufpend  ; 

Revenge,  through  grief,  too  femkiine  appears. 

LIII. 

But  when  her  dear  allies,  dead  Paradine 
And  Dargunet  fhe  faw ;  that  manlintfs 

Which  her  weak  fex  alfum'd,  flie  does  decline  ; 
As  bred  too  foft,  to  manage  Grief's  excefs. 

LIV. 

Then  foon  return'd,  as  loth  to  fhow  her  eyes 
No  more  of  Ofwald  than  flie  mufl  foifakc  ; 

But  Sorro\y's  riioifLure  heat  of  Anger  dries;    .  , 
And  mounted  in  her  chariot,  thus  fhe  fpake. 

LV. 

If  you  are  thofe  of  whom  I  oft  have  heard       ; 

My  father  boafl,  and  that  have  Ofwald  bred  J 
Ah,  where  is  now  that  rage  our  tyrant  fear'd, 

Whor<?  darling  is  alive,  though  yours  be  dead  ? 
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•The  courf  ihlnes  out  at  Rhodalind's  commands, 

To  me   (your  drooping  flow'r)  no  beam  tan 
fpare ; 
Where  Ofwald's  name,  new  planted  by  your  hands, 

Withers,  as  if  it  toft  the  planter's  care, 
tvii. 
Frcta  P^hodaiind  t  thus  diforder'd  flie  ; 

Left  file  fliou'.d  fay,  thy  fate  unpity'd  comes  I 
Go,  fing,  where  novv  thy  father's  fighter's  lie, 

Thy  brother's  requiem  to  their  conqu'ring drums ! 

LVIII. 

"The  happy  field?  by  thofe  brave  warriors  fought 
(Which  from  the  dicSlites  of  thy  aged  fire, 

Ofwald,  in  high  vidtorious  numbers  wrote), 
Thou  fhalt  no  more  fing  to  thy  filenc'd  lyri^  1 

LIX. 

Siich  fcorns,  pow'r  on  unlucky  virtue  throws. 

When  courts  with  profp'rous  vices  wanton  are  ; 
Who  your  authentic  age  defpife  for  thofe, 
■     Who  are  to  you  but  infants  of  the  war. 

LX. 

Thus  though  flie  fpake,  her  looks  did  iriore  per- 
fuade  ; 

Like  virtuous  anger  did  her  coloui-  rife, 
As  if  th'  injurious  world  it  would  invade, 

Whilft  tears  of  rage,  not  pity,  drown  her  eyes. 

LXI. 

The  full  did  thus  to  threat'ned  nature  fhow 
.    His  anger  red,  whilft  guilt  look'd  pale  in  all ; 
When  clouds  of  floods  did  hang  about  his  brow, 
And  then  Ihrunk  back  to  let  that  anger  fall. 


And  fo  (he  turn'd  her  f  .ce,  not  as  to  grieve 

At  ruin,  but  to  licenfe  what  fhe  rais'd  ; 
Whilft  they  (like  common  throngs)  all  tongueS 
believe. 
When  courts  are  tax'd,  but  none  when  they  are 
prais'd. 

LXIII. 

Like  C'imets,  courts  afflicft  the  vulgar  eye  ; 

And  whfen  they  iargeft  in  their  glory  bla2e. 
People  through  ignorance  think  plagues  ace  nigh. 

And  till  they  wafte  with  mourning  wonder  gaze« 

LXlV. 

Thefe  fcorn  the  court's  defertion  of  {heir  age  ; 

'The  acSive  eafe  impos'd,  like  pain  endure; 

For  though  calm  reft  does  age's  pains  affuage, 

Ifet  few  the  ficknefs  own  to  get  the  cure. 

LXV. 

To  heav'n  they  lift  their  looks!  whofe  fun  ne'er  favf 
Rage  fo  agreed,  as  now  he  does  behold  ; 

Their  ftiining  fwords  all  at  an  inftant  draw, 
And  bad  him  judge  nex-t  day  if  they  were  ojd  { 

LXVI. 

And  of  Verona  wifh'd  him  take  his  leave; 

Which,  ere  his  third  return,  they  will  deftfoy, 
Till  none  Ihall  guefs  by  ruins  where  to  grieve. 

No  more  than  Phrygians  where  to  weep  for  Troy* 

LXVlt. 

Thus  Bergamo  is  foon  forgot,  vi'hilft  all, 

Aloud,  Verona  cry  !  Verona  riiuft 
(That  reach'd  the  clouds)  low  as  her  quarries  fallj 

The  court  they'll  bury  in  the  city's  duft. 


CANTO    IV, 


7he  Argument. 

At  Ofwald's  camp  arrives  wife  Hermegild ; 
Whofe  prefence  does  a  new  diverfion  yield ; 
In  council  he  reveals  his  fecret  breaft  ; 
Would  mingle  love  with  empires  intereft  : 
From  rafli  revenge,  to  peace  the  camp  invites. 
Who  Ofwald's  fun'ral  grace  with  Roman  rites. 


In  th!s  diftemper  whilft  the  humours  ftrive 

T'  affemble,  they  again  diverted  are ; 
For  tow'rds  their  trenches  twenty  chariots  drive, 
SWiftly  as  Syriaiis  when  they  charge  in  war. 
II. 
They  Hermegild  with  court  attendants  fpy'd ; 
Whofe  hafte  to  Hubert  does  advice  intend  ; 
To  warn  him  that  juft  Fate  can  ne'er  provide 
For  rafli  beginnings  a  fuccefsful  cn'd. 
III. 
But  Fate'  for  Hermegild  provided  well ; 

This  ft6ry  elfe  (which  bitn  th«  wife  <Joes  call) 
V«i.  IV. 


Would  here  his  private  ruin  fadJy  telf, 
1  haft'ning  to  prevent  the  public  fall, 

IV. 

His  noble  blood  obfcurely  had  been  flied. 
His  undiftinguilh'd  limbs  fcatter'd  unknowfij 

As  is  the  duft  of  vitSlors  long  fince  dead, 

Which  here  and  there,  by  every  wind  is  blowi4^' 

V. 

Such  was  their  rage,   when   on   Verona's   way* 
(With  his  rich  train),  they  faw  from  court  he 
came  ; 

Til!  fome  did  their  Impetuous  fury  ftay ; 
And  gave  his  life  protedion  for  his  fanaea' 
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Told  them  his  valour  had  been  long  allow'd; 

That  much  the  Lombards  to  his  condutS  owe ; 
.And  this  preferv'd  him,  for  the  very  crowd 

Felt  honour  here,  and  did  to  valour  bow. 

VII. 

Vain  Wrath !  deform'd,  unquiet  child  of  Pride  1 

Which  in  a  few  the  people  madnefs  call ; 
But  when  by  number  they  grew  dignify'd, 

What's  rage  in  fome  is  liberty  in  all. 
vni. 
"Jhrou^k  dangers  of  this  lawlefs  liberty, 

ffc  like  authentic  pow'r  does  boldly  paft-; 
And  with  a  quiet  and  experienc'd  eye^ 

Though  Death's  foul  vizard,  does  defpife  his  face. 

IX. 

At  Hubert's  tent  he  lights,  where  Hubert  now 

With  Gartha  of  this  torrent  does  advife  ; 
"Which  he  believes  does  at  the  higheft  flow, 

And  muft,  like  tides,  link  when  it  cannot  rife. 
s. 
When  Hermegild  he  faw,  he  did  difperfe 

Thofe  cares  affembled  in  his  looks,  and  ftrovc 
(Though  to  his  matter,  and  the  court  perverfe). 

To  fhow  him  all  the  civil  figns  of  love. 

XI. 

yoT  him  in  flormy  war  he  glorious  knew  ; 

Nor  i'n  calm  councils  was  he  lefs  renown'd-; 
And  held  him  now  to  Ofvvald's  faftion  true, 

As  by  his  love,  the  world's  iirft  tenure,  bound, 

XIT. 

Tor  he  (though  wafted  in  the  ebb  of  blood, 

When  man's  meridian  tow'rds  his  evening  turns) 
Makes  againft  nature's  law,  love's  charter  good, 

And  as  in  raging  youth  far  Gartha  burns, 
otiii. 
Who  did  his  fuit  not  only  difapprove, 

Becaufe  the  fummer  of  his  life  was  paft, 
And  fhe  frefh  blown  j  but  that  even  higheft  love 

Grows  taftelefs  to  ambition's  higher  tafte. 

XIV. 

Yet  now  in  fuch  a  great  and  fingle  caufe, 
With  nicea  mbition  nicer  love  complies  ; 

And  fhe  (fince  to  revenge  he  ufeful  was) 
Perfuades  his  hope  with  rhet'ric  of  her  eyes. 

XV. 

A  dofe  divifion  of  the  tent  they  ftraight 
By  outward  guards  fecure  from  all  refort ; 

Then  Hermegild  does  thus  the  caufe  relate,  [court. 
Which  to  the  camp  difpatch'd  him  from  the 

XVI. 

Important  prince  !  who  juftly  doft  fuccced 
To  Ofwald's  hoples,  and  all  my  loyal  aid  ; 

Virtue  as  much  in  all  thy  wounds  does  bleed. 
As  love  in  me,  Cnce  wounded  by  that  maid. 

XVII. 

Long  have  I  fail'd  through  time's  vexatious  fea ; 

And  firft  fet  out  with  all  that  youth  is  worth; 
The  tropics  pafs'd  of  blood's  hot  bravery. 

With  all  the  fails,  gay  flags,  and  ftreamers  forth  ! 

XVIII. 

Bat  as  in  hotter  voyages,  ftiips  moft 

Wear  out  their  trim, yet  then  they chieflygaln 
By  inward  ftowage  what  is  outward  lofl ; 

So  men,  decays  of  youth,  repair  in  brain. 


If  I  experience  boaft  when  youth  def ays. 
Such  vanity  may  Gartha's  pity  move. 

Since  fo  I  fcek  your  fervice  by  felf-praifc, 
Rather  than  feem  unufeful  where  1  love, 

XX. 

And  never  will  I  (though  by  Time  fupply'd 
With  fuch  difcretion  as  does  man  improve), 

To  (how  difcretion,  wifer  Nature  hide, 
By  feeming  now  afham'd  to  fay  I  love, 

XXI. 

For  love  his  pow'r  has  in  gray  fenates  fhown, 
Where  he,  as  to  green  courts,  does  freely  come ; 

And  though  loud  youth,  his  vifits  makes  raorc 
knowny 
With  graver  age  he's  privately  at  home. 

XXIX. 

Scarce  Greece,  or  greater  Rome,  a  viftor  fliowSi, 

Whom  more  vi<ftorious  love  did  not  fubdue ; 
Then  blame  not  me,  who  am  fo  weak  to  thofe ; 

Whilft  Gartha  altexcceds,  that  e'er  they  knew. 
Xxiii. 
Hope, love's  firft  food,  I  ne'er  till  now  did  know; 

Which  love,  as  yet  but  temp'rately  devours ; 
And  claims  not  love  for  love,  fince  Gartha  fo 

For  autumn  leaves  Ihould  barter  fummer  flowers. 

XXIV. 

I  dare  not  vainly  wifh  her  to  be  kind. 

Till  for  her  love  my  arts  and  pow'r  beftow 

The  crown  on  thee,  adorn'd  with  Rhodalind; 
Which  yet  for  Gartha  is  a  price  too  low. 

XXV. 

This  faid,  he  paus'd;  and  now  the  hecftic  heat 
Of  Ofwald's  blood,  doubled  their  pulfe's  pace ; 

Which  high,  as  if  they  would  be  heard,  did  beat^ 
And  hot  ambition- ihin'd  io  cithers  face. 

XXVI. 

For  Hermegild  they  knew  could  much  outdo 
His  words,  and  did  poffefs  great  Aribert, 

Not  in  the  court's  cheap  glafs  of  outward  fhow, 
But  by  a  fludy'd  tenure  of  the  heart. 

XXVII, 

Whilft  this  try'^d  truth  does  make  their  wifhes 
fure, 

Hubert  on  CJarthalooks,  with  fuing  eyes 
For  Hermegild ;  whofe  love  fhe  will  endure. 

And  made  ambition  yield  what  youth  denies. 
XXVIII. 
Yet  in  this  bargain  of  herfelf,  fhe  knows 

Not  how  to  treat ;  but  all  her  chief  defire 
Bids  Hubert,  as  the  twins  of  his,  difpofe 

To  glory  and  revenge ;  and  then  retires. 

XXIX. 

But  with  fuch  blufhes  Hermegild  fhe  leaves. 
As  the  unclouded  evening's  face  adorn  ; 

Nor  much  he  for  her  parting  glory  grieves. 
Since  fuch  an  evening  bodes  a  happy  morn, 

XXX. 

Now  Hermegild  by  vows  does  Hubert  bind, 
(Vows  by  their  fate  in  Lombard  ftory  known J^ 

He  Gartha  makes  the  price  of  Rhodalind, 
And  Aribert  .his  tenant  to  the  crown, 
sxxi. 

He  bids  him  now  the  armies  rage  allay ; 
Pj  Kge,  faid  lis,  only  they  jnaikf  s  at« 
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Of  t'hofe  tliey  c'noofe,  when  temp'rate,  to  obey  : 
Againilthemfelves  th'  impatient  chiefly  war. 

^  XXXII. 

We.  are  the  people's  pilots,  they  our  winds ; 

To  change  by  nature  prone  ;  but  art  laveers, 
And  rules  them  till  they  rife  with  ftormy  minds ; 

Then  art  with  danger  againft  nature  fteers. 
xxxni. 
Where  calms  have  firft  anius'd,  flornis  mo(t  pre- 
vail ; 

■Clofe  firft  with  calms  the  court's  fufpicious  eyes; 
That  whilft  with  all  their  trim,  they  fleeping  fail, 

A  fudden  guft  may  wreck  them  by  fiirprife. 

XXXIV. 

Your  army  will  (though  high  in  all  eftecm 
That  ever  rev'renc'd  age  to  adlion  gave), 

But  a  fmall  party  to  Verona  feem  ; 

Which  yearly  to  fuch  numbers  yield*  a  grave, 

XXXV. 

tJor  is  our  vaft  metropolis,  like  thofe 

Tame  towns,  which  peace  has  foft'ned  into  fears; 
Sut  death  deform'd  in  all  his  dangers  knows; 

Dangers,  which  he  like  frightful  vizards  wears. 
xxxvi. 
From  many  camps,  who  foreign  winters  f,ilt, 

Verona  has  her  conquering  dwellers  ta'en ; 
In  war's  great  trade,  with  richeft  natiotis  dealt; 

And  did  their  gold  and  fame  with  iron  gain. 

XXXVII. 

Yet  to  the  mighty  Aribert  it  bows ; 

A  king  out-doing  all  the  Lombard  line  ! 
Whofe  court  (in  iron  clad)  by  coarfenefs  fliows 

A  growing  pow'i",  which  fades  when  courts 
grow  fine. 

XXXVIII, 

Scorn  hot  the  youthful  camp  at  Bergamo  ; 

For  they  are  vidlors,  though  in  years  but  young  ; 
The  war  does  them,  they  it  by  aftion  know. 

And  have  obedient  minds,  in  bodies  ftrong. 

XXXIX. 

Be  flow,  and  ftay  for  aids,  which  hafle  forfakes  ! 

For  though  occafion  ftiU  does  floth  out-go, 
The  rafh,  who  run  from  help,  fhe  ne'er  o'ertakeS, 

Whofe  haflic  thinks  time,  the  pofl  of  nature, 
flow. 

XL. 

This  is  a  caufe  whicli  our  ambition  fills ;     [wafte, 
A  taufe,  in  which  our  ftfength  wc  fhould  not 

In  vain  like  giants,  who  did  heave  at  hills ; 
'  Tis  too  unwieldy  for  the  force  of  hafte. 

XLI. 

A  caufe  for  graver  minds  that  learned  are 
In  myftic  man ;  a  caufe  which  we  mufl  gaia 

By  furer  methods  than  depend  on  war ; 
And  refpite  valour,  to  employ  the  brain. 

XLII. 

In  the  king's  fcale  your  merits  are  too  light; 

Who  vvith  the  Duke  weighs  his  own  partial 
heart ; 
Make  then  the  gift  of  empire  public  right. 

And  get  in  Rhodalind  the  people's  part. 

X  I- 1 1 1 . 

But  this  rough  tide,  the  meeting  multitude, 
If  we  oppofe,  we  make  our  voyage  long  ; 

Yet  when  we  with  it  row,  it  is  fubdu'd; 

A;:d  we  are  wife,  when  raen  in  vain  are  ftrong.  i 
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Then  to  the  people  fat,  but  hide  your  force  ; 

For  they  believe  the  ftrong  are  ftill  unjuft; 
Never  to  armed  fuitors  yield  remorfe  ; 

And  where  they  fee  the  pow'r,  the  right  diftruft* 

XL  V. 

Alfault  their  pity  as  their  weakeft  part ; 

Which  the  firft  plaintiff  never  fails  to  move; 
They  fearch  but  n  the  face  to  find  the  heart ; 

And  grief  in  princes,  more  than  triumph  love. 

XLVI. 

And  to  prepare  their  pity,  Gartha  now 

Should  in  her  forrow's  height  with  me  return  5 

For  fince  their  eyes  at  all  diftrefies  flow. 
How  will  they  at  afflii5led  beauty  mourn  ? 

XLVII. 

Much  fuch  a  pledge  of  peace  T*ill  with  the  king 
(Urg'd  by  my  int'reft  here)  my  pow'r  improve j 

And  much  my  power  will  to  your  int'reft  bring. 
If  from  the  watchful  court  you  hide  my  love. 

XLVIII. 

If  Gartha  deigns  to  love,  our  love  muft  grow 
Unfeen,  like  mandrakes  wedded  under  ground; 

That  I  (ftill  fefeining  unconcern'd)  may  know 
The  king's  new  de|>ths,  which  length  of  trufb 
may  found  '. 

XLIX. 

Thus  Herfhegild  his  ftudy'd  thoughts  declar'd; 

Whilft  Hubert  (who  believ'd,  difcover'dlove 
A  folid  pledge  for  hidden  faith)  prepar'd 

To  ftay  the  camp,  fo  furious  to  remove. 

L. 

And  now  their  rage,  by  correfpondence  fpread, 
Borgio  allays,  that  elfe  like  fparks  of  fire 

(Which  drops  at  firft  might  drown)  by  matter  fed/ 
At  laft  to  quench  the  flame  may  leas  require. 

LI. 

As  with  the  fun  they  rofe  in  vtrrath,  their  wra:th 
So  with  his  heat  increas'd;  but  now  he  haftes 

Down  Heav'n's  fteep  hill,  to  his  Atlantic  bath  j 
Where  he  refrefhes  till  his  fever  waftes. 

LIl. 

With  his  (by  Borgio's  help)  their  heart  declin'd  j 
So  fcon  lov'd  eloquence  does  throngs  fabdue  j 

The  common  miftrefs  to  each  private  mind ; 
Painccd  and  drefa'd  to  all,  to  no  man  true. 

LIII. 

To  court  his  Gartha  Hermegild  attends; 

And  with  old  lovers  vain  poetic  eyes, 
Marks  how  her  beauty,  when  the  fan  defcends, 

His  pity'd  evening  poverty  fupplies. 

LIV. 

The  army  now  to  neighb'ring  Brefcia  bear, 

With  difmai  pomp  the  flaiJi ;  In  haliow'd  ground 

They  Paradine  and  D.irgonet  inter ; 

And  Vafco  much  in  painful  war  renown'd. 

LV. 

To  OfwalJ  (whofe  illuftrious  Roman  mind- 
Shin'd  out  in  life,  though  now  in  dying  hid) 

Hubert  tlicfe  Roman  fun'ral  rites  affign'd; 
Which  yet  the  world's  laft  law  had  not  forbid, 

LVI. 

Thrice  is  his  body  clean  by  bathing  made  ; 

And  when  with  vi(£tor's  oil  anointed  o'er, 
'  ris  in  the  palace  gate  devoutly  laid. 

Clad  in  that  veft  which  he  In  battle  wercr 
3F'J 
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Whi4ft  feven  fucceedinpr  funs  pafs  fadly  by, 
The  palace  feems  all  hid  in  cyprefs  boughs; 

From  ancient  lore,  of  man's  mortality 

The  type,  for  where  'tis  lopp'd  it  never  grows. 

LVIII. 

The  public  fun'ral  voice,  till  thefe  expire, 

Cries  out;  here  greatnefs,  tir'd  with  honour) 
refts  1 

Come  fee  what  bodies  are,  when  fouls  retire  ; 
And  vifit  death,  e'er  you  become  his  guefts  ! 

I.  IX, 

Jfow  -^n  a  purple  bed  the  corpfe  they  raife ; 

Whilft  trumpets  fummon  all  the  common  choir 
In  ttine  to  mourn  him,  and  difperfe  his  praife  ; 

And  then  move  flowly  tow'rds  thS  fun'ral 
fire! 

LX. 

They  bear  before  him  fpoils  they  gain'd  in  war; 

And  his  great  anceftors  in  fculpture  wought ; 
And  now  arrive,  where  Hubert  does  declare 

How  oft  and  well,  he  for  the  Lombards 
fought. 

LXI. 

'  Here,  in  an  altar's  form,  a  pile  is  made 
Of  uncftous  fir,  and  fleepers  fatal  yew  ; 


On  which  ihe  hoiiy  is  by  mourners  laid, 

Who  their  fweet  gums  (their  laft  '.:ind  tribute) 
threw. 

LXII. 

Hubert  his  arm,  weftward.  averfely  flretch'd; 

Whilft  to  the  hopeful  ea'  his  eyes  were  turn'd; 
And  with  a  hallow'd  torch  the  pile  he  reach'd ; 

Whitli  feen,  they  all  with  utmoft  clamour 
mourn'd- 

LXllI. 

Whil'ft  the  full  flame  afpires,  Ofvvald  (they  cry) 
Farewell  '.   we  follow  fwiftly  as  the  hours ! 

For  with  time's  wings,  tow'rds  death,  even  crip- 
ples flie  ! 
This  faid,  the  hungry  flame  its  food  devours. 

LXIV. 

Now  priefl:s  with  wine  the  afhes  quench,  and  hide 
The  rev'renc'd  relics  in  a  marble  urn  : 

The  old  difmiflive  Ilicet  is  cry'd 

By  the  town  voice,  and  all  to  feafts  teturh. 

JLXV. 

Thus  urns  may  bodies  fliow  ;  but  the  fled  mind 
The  learn'd   feek  vainly ;  for  whofe  queft  W6 
pay. 

With  fuch  fuccefs  as  cozen'd  fliepherds  find. 
Who  feek  to  wizards  when  their  cattle  ftray. 


CANTO     V. 

7ke  Argument. 

The  houfe  of  Aftragon  ;  where  in  diftrefs 

Of  nature,  Gondibert  for  art's  redrefs 

"Was  by  old  Ulfin  brought :  where  art's  hard  ftrife, 

In  fludying  nature  for  the  aid  of  life, 

Is  by  full  wealth  and  condu(5l  eafy  made; 

And  truth  much  vifited  though  in  her  (hade. 


pROM  ^refcia  fwiftly  o'er  the  bord'ring  plain, 

Return  we  to  the  houfe  of  Aftragon ; 
Where  Gondibert,  and  his  fucccfsful  train, 

Kindly  lament  the  victory  they  won.     - 
11. 
.But  though  I  fame's  great  book  fliall  open  now, 

Expetft  a  while,  till  (he  that  decade  reads, 
Which  does  this  Duke's  eternal  ftory  fhow. 

And  aged  Ulfin  cites  for  fpecial  deeds. 
111. 
Where  friendlhip  is  renown'd  in  Ulfinore ; 

Where  th'  ancient  mufic  of  delightful  verfe, 
Does  it  no  lefs  in  Goltho's  breaft  adore. 

And  th'  union  of  their  equal  hearts  rehearfe. 

IV. 

Thefe  weary  viiftors  the  defcending  fun 

Led  hither,  where  fwift  night  did  them  furprlfe ; 
6 


And  where,  for  valiant  toils,  wife  Aftragon, 
With  fweet  rewards  of  ileep,  did  fill  their  eye 
v. 

When  to  the  needy  world  day  did  appear. 
And  freely  opcn'd  lier  treafury  of  light, 

His  houfe  (where  art  an||jyature  tenants  were) 
The  pleafure  grew,  a^Tbus'nefs  of  their  fight. 

VI 

Where  Ulfin  (who  an  old  domeftic  feems. 
And  rules  as  raafter  in  the  owner's  breaft) 

Leads  Goltho  to  admire  whair  he  efteems; 

And  thus,  what  he  had  long  obfcrv'd,  expreft,' 

VII. 

Here  art  by  fuch  a  diligence  is  ferv'd. 
As  doiss  th'  unwearied  planet«  imitate; 

Whofe  motion  (life  of  nature)  has  preferv'd 
The   world,    which    God  vouchfal'd   but 
create. 


GONDIBERT. 
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Thofe  heigfhts,  which  elfe  dwarf  life  could  never 
reach, 
Here,  by  the  wings  of  diligence  they  climb  ; 
Truth    (fcar'd   with  terms  from  cantmg  fchools) 
they  teach  ; 
And  buy  it  with  their  befl  fav'd  treafure,  time. 

IX. 

Here  all  men  feem  recov'rcrs  of  time  paft ; 

As  bufy  as  intentive  emmets  are  ; 
As  alarm'd  armies  that  entrench  in  hade, 

Or  cities,  whom  unlook'd-for  fieges  fcare. 

X. 

Much  it  delights  the  wife  obferver's  eye, 
That  allthcfe  toils  diredl  to  feveral  ikills;- 

Some  from  the  mine  to  the  hot  furiiace  hie. 

And  fome  from  flow'ry  fields  to  weeping  flills. 

XI. 

The  firft  to  hopeful  cheniics  matter  bring. 

Where  med'cine  they  extradl  for  inftant  cure ; 

Thefe  bear  the  fweeter  burdens  of  the  fpring; 
Whofe  virtues    (longer  known)   though   flow, 
are  fure. 

XII. 

See  there  wet  divers  from  Foffone  fent ! 

Who  of  the  feas  deep  dwellers  knowledge  give  ; 
Which  (more  unquiet  then  their  element) 

By  hungry  waf,  upon  each  other  live. 

XIII. 

Pearl  to  their  Lord,  and  cordial  coral  thefe 

Prefent ;  which  muft  in  fiiarpeft  liquids  melt ; 

H^:  with  Nigella  cures  that  dull  difeafe 

They   get,   who  long    with   flupid  fifti    have 
dwelt. 

XIV. 

Other?  through  quarries  dig,  deeply  below 
Where  defart  rivers,  cold,  and  private  run  ; 

Where  bodies  converfarion  befl  they  know. 

And  mines  long  growth,   and  how   their  veins 
begun. 

XV. 

He  (hows  them  now  tow'rs  of  prodigious  height, 
Where  nature's  friends,  philolbphers  remain 

To  cenfure  meteors  in  their  caufe  and  flight, 
And  \yatch  the  wind's  authority  oh  rain. 

XVI. 

Others  with  optic  tubes  the  moon's  fcant  face 
(Vaft  tubes,   which  like   long  cedars  mounted 
lie) 

Attradt  through  glalTes  to  fo  near  a  fpace. 
As  if  they  came  not  to  furvey,  but  pry. 

XVII. 

Nine  hafty  centuries  are  now  fulfiU'd, 

Since  optics  firft  were  known  to  Aftragon; 

By  whom  the  moderns  are  become  fo  Jkill'd, 
They  dream  of  feeing  to  the  Maker's  throne. 

XVIII. 

And  wifely  Aftragon,  thiisbufy  grew. 

To  feek  the  ftars  remote  focieties ; 
And  judge  the  walks  of  th'  old,  by  finding  new ; 

For  nature's  law,  in  correfpondence  lies. 

XIX. 

Man's  pride  (grown  to  religion)  he  abates, 
By  moving  our  lov'd  earth;  which  we  think 
fix'd; 


Think  all  to  it,  and  it  to  none  relates ; 

With  other's  motion  fcorn  to  have  it  mix'd, 

XX. 

As  if  'twere  great  and  ftately  to  ftand  ftill 
Whilft  other  orbs  dance  on  ;  or  elfe  think  all 

Thofe  vaft  bright  globes  (to  Ihow  God's  needlefs 
Ikill) 
Were  made  but  to  attend  our  little  ball. 

XXI. 

Now  near  a  fever'd  building  they  difcern'd 

(Which  feem'd,  as  in  a  pleafarit  (bade,  retir'd) 
A  throng,  by  whofe  glad  diligence  they  learn'd. 

They  came  from  toils  which  their  pwn  choice 
delir'd. 

xxit. 
This  they  approach,  and  as  they  enter  it 

Their  eyes  were  ftay'd,  by  reading  o'er  the  gate. 
Great  nature's  office,  in  large  letters  writ; 

And  next,  they  mark'd  who  there  in  office  fat. 
xsiii. 
Old  bufy  men,  yet  much  for  wifdom  fam'd; 

Hafty  to  know,  though  not  by  hafte  beguil'dj 
Thefe  fitiy,  nature's  regifters  were  nani'd  ;' 

The  throng  were  their  intelligencers  ftyl'd. 

XXIV. 

Who  ftop  by  fnares,  and  by  their  chafe  o'ertake 
All  hidden  beafts  the  cloler  foreft  yields ; 

All  that  by  fecret  fenfe  their  refcue  make, 
Of  truft  their  force,  or  fwiftnefs  in  the  fields. 

XXV. 

And  of  this  throng,  fome  their  employment  have 

In  fleeting  rivers,  fome  fix'd  lakes  bcfet; 
Where  nature's  felf,  by  ffiifts,  can  nothing  fave 

From  trifling  angles,  or  the  fwall'wing  net. 
xxvi. 
Some,  in  the  fpacious  air,  their  prey  o'ertake, 

Coz'ning,  with  hunger,  falcons  of  their  wings; 
Whilft  all  their  patient  obfervations  make. 

Which  each  to  nature's  office  duly  brings, 
xxvii. 
And  there  of  ev'ry  filh,  and  fowl,  and  beaft. 

The  wiles  thefe  learned  regifters  record. 
Courage,  and  fears,  their  motion  and  their  reft; 

Which   they  prepare   for   their  more   learue4 
Lord. 

xxvin. 
From  hence  to  nature's  nurfery  they  go ; 

Where  feems  to  grow  all  that  in  Eden  grew; 
And  more  (if  art  her  mingled  fpecies  Ihow) 

Then  th'  Hebrew  king,  nature's  hiftorian,  knew. 

XXLX. 

Impatient  fimplers  climb  for  blolTims  here ; 

When  dews  (heav'n's  fecret  milk)  in  unfeei) 
fhow'rs 
Firft  feed  the  early  childhood  of  the  year  ; 

And  in  ripe  fummer,  ftoop  for  herbs  and  flow'rs, 

XXX. 

In  autumn,  feeds  and  berries  they  provide ; 

Where  nature  a  remaining  force  preferves  ; 
In  winter  dig  for  roots,  where  five  does  hide 

That  ftock,  which  if  confum'd,  the  next  fpring 
ftarves. 

XXXI. 

From  hence  (frefh  nature's  flourifliing  eftate  1} 
They  to  her  wither'd  receptacle  come; 
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Where  flie  appears  the  loathfome  flave  of  fate; 
For  here  her  various  dead  poflefs  the  rooni. 

XXXII. 

Thisdifmal  gall'ry,  lofty,  long,  and  wid?; 

Was  hun;^  with  feeletons  of  ev'ry  kind; 
JIumaii,  and  all  that  learned  hiimau  pride 

Thinks  made  t'  ohey  man's  high  immortal  mind. 

XXXIII. 

Yet  on  that  wall  hangs  he  too,  who  fo  thought ; 

And  fhe  dry'd  hy  him,  whom  that  he  obey'd; 
JBy  her  an  el'phant  that  with  herds  had  fought, 

Of  which  the  fmalleft  beaft  made  her  afraid. 

XXXIV. 

Next  it,  a  whale  is  high  in  cables  ty'd,        [troulj 

Whofe  flrength  might  herds  of  elephants  con- 
Then  all,  (in  pairs  of  ey'ry  kind)  they  fpy'd. 

Which  death's  wreck  Ieave»,  of  fifhes,  bea(l?j 
and  fovrl. 

XXXV, 

Thefe  Aftragon  (to  watch  with  curious  eye. 

The  different  tenements  of  living  breath) 
Colle<3:s,  with  what  far  travellers  fupply ; 

And  this  was  call'd,  th?  cabinet  of  death» 
XXXVI. 
Which  fome  the  monument  of  bodies,  name; 

The  ark,  which  fave»  from  graves  all  dying 
kinds; 
This  to  a  ftrudlure  led,  long  known  to  fame, 

And  call'd,  the  monument  of  vaniih'd  minds. 

XXXVII. 

Where,  when  they   thought  they  faw   in  well 
fought  books, 

Th'  affembled  foub  of  all  that  men  held  wife, 
It  bred  fuch  awful  rev'rence  in  their  looks. 

As  if  they  faw  the  bury'd  writers  rife. 

XX.'CVIII. 

Such  heaps  of  written  thoughts  (gold  of  the  dead. 
Which  time  does  dill  difperfe,  but  not  devour) 

Made  them  prefume  all  was  frpm  deluge  free'd. 
Which    long-liv'd    authors   writ   e'er   Noah's 
fhpw'r. 

XXXIX. 

They  faw  Egyptian  rolls,  which  vafHy  great, 

Did  like  fall'n  pillars  lie,  and  did  difplay 
The  tale  of  nature's  life,  froni  hpr  firft  heat, 

Till  by  the  flood  o'er-cooi'd,  Ihe  felt  decay. 
XL.  ' 
And  large  as  thefe  (for  pens  were  pencils  then) 

Others  that  Egypt's  chiefefl  fcience  fhovv'd ; 
Whofe  river  forc'd  geometry  on  men, 

Which  Jid  difiinguifh  what  the  Nile  o'erflow'd. 
xLr. 
Near  them,  in  piles,  Chaldean  coz'ners  lies  j 

Who  the  hid  bus'nefs  of  tKe  ftars  relate.; 
Who  make  a  trade  of  wprlhipp'd  prophefjT'; 

And  feem  to  pick  the  cabinet  of  fate. 

XLll. 

There  Periian  Magi  fland ;  for  wifdom  prais'd ; 

Long    fmce   wife    ftatefmen,    now    magicians 
thought: 
Altars  and  arts  are  foon  to  fiftion  rais'd, 

Andbothwouldhave,  that  miracles  are  wrought. 

XLUI. 

Ja  a  dark  text,  thefe  ftatefmen  left  theirmind^; 
For  well  they  knew,  that  ni9n3rch'|Oiyfter5' 


(Like  that  of  priefls)  but  little  rev'rence  finds^ 
When  they  the  curtain  op'n  to  ev'ry  eye. 

XLIV. 

Behind  this  throng,  the  talking  Greeks  had  place"; 

Who  nature  turn  to  a^t,  apd  truth  difguife, 
As  Ikill  does  native  beauty  oft  defa,ce  ; 

V^hh   terms  they   charm  the   weak,  and  pofo 
the  wife. 

Now  they  the  Hebrew,  Greek,  and  Romaij  fpy  ; 

Who  for  the  people's  eafe,  yok'd  them  with  law  ; 
Whom  elfe,  ungovern'd  lufts  would  drive  awry  ; 

And  each  his  own  way  frowardly  would  draw, 

XLVI. 

In  little  tombs  thefe  grave  firft  lawyers  l^c, 
!n  volumes  their  interpreters  below  ; 

Who  firft  made  law  an  art,  then  myftery; 

So  cleareft  fprings,  when  troubled,  cloudy  grow. 

XLVII.. 

But  here,  the  foul's  chief  book  did  all  precede; 

©ur  map  tow'rds  heav'n ;  to  qoirimoij  crowd& 
deny'd ; 
Who  proudly  aim  to  teach,  e'er  they  can  read ; 

And  all  mufl  ftray,  where  each  will  be  a  guide* 

XLVIII. 

About  this  facrei  little  book  did  ftand 

Unweildly  volumes,  and  in  number  great ;. 

And  long  it  was  fince  any  reader'*  hand 

Had  reach'd  them  from  their  unfrequented  feat. 

XLIX. 

For  a  deep  duft  (which  time  does  f«ftly  fhed. 

Where  only  time  does  come)  their  covers  bear ; 
On  which,   grave  f^iders,  ftreets  of  webs  were, 
fpread  ; 
Sub^ltij  and  flight,  as  the  grave  writers  were, 
r.. 
In  thefe,  heav'n's  holy  fire  does  vainly  burn  ; 
Nor   warms,    nor   lights,    but   is    in   fparkles 
fpent ; 
Where  froward  authors,  with  difputes,  have  torn 
The  garment  feanilefs  as  the  firmament. 

Ll. 

Thefe  are  the  old  Polemics,  long  fince  read, 
And  fliut  by  Aftragon;   who  thought  it  juft. 

They,  like  the  authors  (truth's  tormentors)  dead, 
Should  lie  unvifited,  and  loft  in  duft. 

LIl. 

Here  the  Arabian's  gofpel  open  lay, 

(Men  injure  truth,  who  ficSliion  nicely  hide) 

Where  they  the  monk's  audacious  ftealths  furvey, 
Froip  the  world's  firft,  and  greater  fecond  guide. 

LIU. 

The  curious  much  perus'd  this,  then,  neyy  book  ; 

As  if  fome  fecret  ways  to  heav'n  it  taught : 
For  ftraying  from  the  old,  men  newer  look. 
And  prize  the  found,  not  finding  thofe  thej^ 
fought, 

1,1V. 
We,  in  tradition  (heav'n's  dark  map)  defcry 
Heav'n  worfe,    than  ancient  maps  far  Indi* 
Ihpw ; 

Therefore  in  new,  we  fearch  where  heav'n  doe^ 
Ue; 

The  mind'g  fought  Ophir,  which  we  long  ta 
:  know.  '  '  " 
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^Or  as  a  planter,  though  good  land  he  fpies, 

Seeks  new,  and  when  no  raore  fo  good  he  finds, 

©oubly  cfteems  the  firft;  fo  truth  men  prize  ; 
Truth,  the  difcov'ry  made  by  trav'ling  minds. 

LVI. 

And  this  falfe  book,  till  truly  amderftood 
By  Aftragon,  was  openly  difplay'd  ; 

As  counterfeit ;  falfe  princes,  rather  fhouM 
Be  fhown  abroad,  then  in  dofe  prifon  laid. 

LVII. 

Now  to  the  old  philofophers  they  come  ; 

Who  follow'd  nature  with  fuch  juft  defpair, 
As  feme  do  kings  far  off;  and  when  at  home, 

Like  courtiers,  boaft,  that  they  deep  fecrets  (hare. 

LVIJI. 

Near  them  are  grave  ^duH  mtralifts,  who  give 
Counfel  to  fuch,  as  ftill  in  public  dwell  ; 

At  fea,  in  courts,  in  camps,  and  cities  live  ; 

And  fcorn  experience  from  th*  unpradtis'd  cell, 

LIX. 

iEfop  with  thefe  ftands  high,  and  they  below ; 

His  pleafant  wifdom  mocks  their  gravity  ; 
Who  virtue  like  a  tedious  matron  fliow. 

He  dreffcs  nature  to  invite  the  eye, 

LX. 

High  Ikill  their  ethics  feems,  whilft  heftoopsdown 
To  make  the  people  wife ;    their  learned  pride 

Makes  all  obfcure,  that  men  may  prize  the  gown  ; 
With  eafe  he  teaches,  what  with  pain  they 
hide. 

XXI, 

And  next  (as  If  their  bus'nefs  rul'd  mankind) 
Hiflorians  ftand,  big  as  their  living  looks ; 

Who  thought,  fwift  time  they  could  in   fetters 
bind', 
Till  his  confeffions  they  had  ta'en  in  books . 


txit. 


But  time  oft  'fcap'd  them  in  the  (hades  of  night; 

And  was  in  princes*  clofets  ofc  conceal'd, 
And  hid  in  battles  fmoke  ;  fo  what  they  write 

Of  courts  and  camps,  i$  oft  by  guefs  reveal'd, 

LXUI, 

Near  thefe,  phyCcians  flood  ;  who  but  reprieve 
Like  life  a  judge,  whom  greater  pow'r  dees  awe  ^ 

And  cannot  an  Almighty  pardon  give  ; 
So  much  yields  fubjecSl  art  to  Nature's  law. 

LXIV. 

And  not  weak  art,  but  Nature  we  upbraid. 

When  our  frail  effence  proudly  we  take  ill ; 
Think  we  are  robb'd,  when  firft  we  are  decay 'd,    ' 

And  thofe  were  mutder'd  whom  her  law  did 
kUl. 

txv. 
Now  they  refrelh,  after  this  long  furvey. 

With  pleafant  poets,  who  the  foul  fublime ; 
Fame's  heralds,  in  whole  triumphs  they  make  way  ; 

And  place  all  thofe  whom  honour  helps  to  climb. 

LXVI. 

And  he  who  feem'd  to  lead  this  ravlfh'd  race, 
Was  heav'n's  lov'd  laureat,  that  in  Jewry  writ  ; 

Whofe  harp  approach'd  God's  ear,  though  none 
his  face 
Durft  fee,  and  firft  made  infpiratlon,  wit. 

LXVII. 

And  his  attendants,  fuch  bleft  poets  are, 

As  make  unblemifh'd  love,  courts  bed  delighti 

And  fing  the  prol'p'rous  battles  of  juft  war ; 
By  thefe  the  loving,  love,  and  valiant,  fight. 

LXVIH, 

O  hirelefsfcience  !  and  of  all  alone 

The  liberal !   meanly  the  reft  each  ftate 

In  perifion  treats,  but  this  depends  on  none ; 
Whole  worth  they  rev'rendly  forbear  to  rate*' 


J.  ,p  -L...,.) 
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How  Aftragon  to  Heav'n  his  duty  pays 
In  pray'r,  and  penitence,  but  moft  in  praife  : 
To  thefe  he  fev'ral  temples  dedicates ; 
And  Ulfin  their  diftinguifti'd  ufe  relates. 
Religion's  rites,  feem  here,  in  reafon's  fway  ; 
Ti^ough  reafoa  muft  religion's  laws  obey. 


Thk  noble  youths  (reclaim'd  by  what  they  faw) 
Would  here  unquiet  war,  as  pride,  forfakc  ; 

And  ftudy  quiet  nature's  pleafant  law  ; 

Which  fchools,  through  pride,  by  art  uncafy 
maks. 


But  now  a  fudden  (hout  their  thoughts  diverts! 

So  cheerful,  general,  and  loud  it  was. 
As  pafs'd  through  all  their  ears,  and  fill'd  thelf 
hearts; 
Which  lijs'd  the  jojr,  before  they  knew  the  canfe 
3  f  "ij 
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^his  Ulfin,  by  his  long  domeftic  flcill, 

Does  thus  explain.    The  wife  I  here  obfcrve, 
Afe  wife  tow'rds  God  ;  in  whofe  great  fervice  ftill 
•  More  than  in   that  of  Jdngs,  themfeives  they 
ferve. 

IV. 

Jle  who  this  building's  builder  did  create. 

Has  an  apartment  here  triahgtilar; 
Where  Aftragon,  three  fanes  did  dedicate, 
To  days  of  praife,  of  penitence,  and  pray'r. 
V.     • 
To  thefe,  from  different  motives,  all  proceed ; 
'   For  when  difcov'ries  they  on  nature  gain. 
They  praife  higji  ^e^v'n  which  makes  thcjr  work 
fucceed,  * 

But  when  it  fails,  in  penitence  complain. 
•    ■     ■         '       vr.  •       ■      - 
|f  after  praife,  new  blefEngs  are  not  giv'n, 
'     Nor  mourning  penitence  can  ills  repair, 
jLike  pradis'd  beggers,  they  folicit  Heav'n, 
And  will  prevail  by  violence  of  pray'r'. 

VII. 

The  temple  built  for  pray'r,  C3n  neither  boaft 
The  builder's  curious  art,  nor  does  declare, 

By  choice  materials  he  intended  coft ;'         [pray'r. 
To  Ihow,  that  nought  fliouid  need  to  tempt  to 

VIII. 

No  bells  are  here  '.  unhing'd  are  all  the  gates  ! 

Since  craving  in  diftrefs  is  naturalj 
AH  lies  fo  op'n  that  none  for  entrance  waits ; 

4ncl-  thofe  whom  faith  invites,  c4n  need  no  call, 
IX.    ' 
The  great  have  by  diftintftion  here  no  name  ; 

For  all  fo  cover'd  come,  in  grave  difguife, 
(To  fhow  none  come  for  decency  or  fanie) 

That  all  are  ftrangers  to  each  other's  eyes. 

;       '      ■         X.        " 

^ut  penitence  appears  unnatural ; 

For  we  repent  what  nature  did  perfuade; 
And  we  lamenting  man's  continu'd  fail, 

Accufe  what  nature  neceflary  made, 

XI, 

Since  the  requir'd  extreme  of  penitence 
.■    Seems  fo  fevere,  this  temple  was  defign'd, 
Solemn  and  ftrange  without,  to  catch  the  fenfe, 
And  difmal  Ihow'd  within,  to  awe  the  mind. 

XII. 

Of  fad  black  marble  was  the  outward  frame, 
A  mourning  monument  to  diftant  fight) 

But  by  the  largenefs  when  you  near  it  came. 
It  feem'd  the  palace  of  eternal  nighti 

XIII. 

?lack  beauty  (which  black  Meroens  had  prais'd 
Above  thieir  own)  fadly  adorn'd  each  part; 

In  ftone  from  Nile's  hard  quarries,  flowly  rais'd. 
And  flowlier  polifli'd  by  Nximidian  art. 

XIV. 

Hither  a  loud  bell's  toll,  rather  commands. 
Than  feems  t'  invite  tHe  perfecuted  ear; 

A  fu'mmons  nature  hardly  undcrftands ; 

For  few,  and  flow  are  thofe  who  enter  here. 

-XV.' 

Within,  a  difmal  majefty  they  find  ! 
'-  Ail  gloomy,  great,  all  filent  does 


As  chaos  was,  e'er  th'  elements  were  defign'd  • 
Man's  evil  fate  feems  hid  arid  faftiion'd  herei/ 

XVI. 

Here  all  the  ornament  is  rev'rend  black  ; 
Here,  the  check'd  fun  his  unjverfal  face 
Stops  bdflifully,  and  will  no.  entrance  make  ; 
As  if  he  fpy'd  night  naked  through  the  glafs. 
xvii. 
Black   curtains  hide  the   glafs;   whilft  from   pn 
high 
A  winking  lamp,  ftill  threatens  all  the  room  ; 
As  if  the  lazy  flame  juft  now  would  die  : 

§uch  will  the  fun's  laft  light  appear  at  doom  ! 
xyiii. 
This  lamp  was  all,  that  here  inform'd  all  eyes; 

And  by  reflex,  did  on  a  pidlure  gain 
Some  few  falfe  beams,  that  then  from  Sodom  rife  ; 
Where  pencils  feign  the  pre  which  heav'n  did 
rain. 

srix. 
This  on  another  tablet  did  refled, 

V^''here  twice  was  drawn  the  am'rous  Magdaline- 
Whilft  beauty  was  her  care,  then  her  neglecft;  '  ' 
And  brighteft  through  her  tears  flie  feem'4  to 
fliine. 

XX. 

Near  her,  feem'd  crucify'd,  that  lucky  thief 

(In  heav'n's  dark  lott'ry  profp'rous  more  than 
wife) 
Who  gropp'd  at  laft,  by  chance,  for  heav'n's  relief. 
And  throngs  undoes  with  hope,  by  one  drawn 
prize. 

X3?l. 

In  many  figurss  by  reflex  were  kpt. 

Through  this  black  vault  (inftrudive  to  the 
mind) 
Thai  early,  and  this  tardy  penitent ; 

Fur  with  Obfxdian  ftohe  'twas  chiefly  lin'd. 

XXII. 

The  feats  were  made  of  Ethiopian  wood, 
The  polifli'd  ebony,  but  thinly  fill'd  ; 

For  none  this  place  by  nature  underftood; 

And    pradice,  when   unpleafant,   makes  few 
ikill'd. 

XXI 11. 

Yet    thefe,    whom    heav'n's    myfterious    choice 
fetch'd  in. 

Quickly  attain  devotion's  utmoft  fcppe  ; 
For  having  foftly  mourn'd  away  their  fin. 

They  grow  fo  certain,  as  to  need  no  hope. 

XKIV. 

At  a  low  door  they  cqter,  but  depart 

Through  a  large  gate,  and  to  fair  fields  proceed  • 
Where  Aftragon  makes' nature  laft  by  art,  ' 

And  fuch  long  fummers  ftiows,  as  alk  no  feed. 
sxv. 
Whilft  Uifin  this  black  temple  thns  expreft 

To  thefe  kind  youths  whom  equal  foul  endears  • 
(Goltho,  and  Ulfinore,  ip  friendfhip  bleft)  ' 

A  fecond  gen'ral  fliout  falutes  their  ears, 
xxvi. 
To  the  glad  houfe  of  praife  this  fliout  does  call  J 

To  pray'r  (faid  he)  no  fummons  us  invites  '  °   • 
Secaufe  diftrefs  does  thither  fummon  all  5        "■ 

As  the  loud  tojl  to  penitence  excites.'  • 
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But  fince,  dull  men,  to  gratituJe  are  flow  : 

And  joy'd  confent  of  hearts  is  high  heav'n's 
choice  ; 
To  this  of  praife,  fliouts  fummon  us  to  go ; 
Of  hearts  affembled,  the  unfeigned  voice, 
xxvni. 
And  fince,  wife  Aftragon,  with  due  applaufe. 

Kind  heav'ii,  for  his  fuccefs,  on  nature  pays; 
This  day,  viiSlorious  art,  has  giv'n  him  caufc, 
Much  to   augment  heav'n's  lov'd  reward  of 
praife. 

XXIX. 

For  this  effectual  day  his  art  reveal'd, 

What  has  fo  oft  made  nature's  fpies  to  pine, 

The  IcadOone's  myflic  ufe,  fo  long  conceal'd 
In  clofe  alliance  with  the  courfer  mine. 

XXX. 

And  this,  in  fleepy  vifion,  he  was  bid 

To  regifter  in  charaiilers  unknown; 
Wiiich  heav'n  will  have  from  navigators  hid, 

Till  Saturn's  walk  be  twenty  circuits  grown. 
XXXI. 
For  as  religion  (in  the  warm  eaft  bred) 

And  arts  (which  next  to  it  moft  needful  were), 
From  vices  fprung  from  their  corruption,  f.ed ; 

And  thence  vouchfaf'd  a  cold  plantation  here : 
xxxii. 
So  when  they  here  again  corrupted  be, 

(For  man  can  even  his  antidotes  infedl) 
Heav'n's  referv'd  world  they  in  the  "Well  flia!l  fee; 

To  which  this  Hone's  hid  virtue  will  direct. 

XXXIII. 

Religion  then  (whofe  age  this  world  upbraids, 
As  Icorn'd  deformity)  will  thither  lleer ; 

Serv'd  at  fit  diftance  by  the  arts,  her  maids, 

Which  grow  too  bold,  when  they  attend  too 
near. 

XXXIV. 

And  fome,  whom  traffic  thither  tempts,  fiiall  thence 
In  her  exchange  (though  they  did  grudge  her 
fhrines. 

And  poorly  banifli'd  her  to  fave  expence)  [mines. 
Bring  home   the  idol,  gold,  from  new  found 

XXXV. 

Till  then,  fad  pilots  muft  be  often  loft, 

•  Whilft  from  the  ocean's  dreaded  face  they  fhrink; 
lAnd  leeking  fafety  near  the  coz'ning  coaft. 

With  winds  lurpris'd,  by  rocky  ambufh  fmk. 
xxxvi. 
Or  if  fuccefs  rewards,  what  they  endure, 

The  world's  chief  jewel,  time,  they  then  en- 
;  gage 

And  forfeit  (trufting  long  the  Cynofure)         [age. 

To  bring  home  nought  but  wretched  gold,  and 

XXXVII. 

Yet  when  this  plague  of  ignorance  fliall  end, 

(Pire  ignorance,   with  which  God  plagues  us 
Whilft  we  not  feeling  it,  him  moft  oifend)  [moft  ; 

Then  lower'd  fails  no  more  ftiall  tide  the  coaft. 
xxxviii. 
They  with  new  tops  to  foremafts  and  the  main, 

And  mifens  new,  ftiall  the  ocean's  breaft  invade ; 
gtretfh  new  fails  out,  as  arms  to  entertain 

Thofe  winds,  of  which  their  fathers  were  afraid . 


XXXIX. 

Then  (fure  of  either  pole)  they  will  with  pride. 
In  ev'ry  ftorm,  falute  this  conftant  ftone  1 

And  fcorn  that  ftar,  which  ev'ry  cloud  could  hide; 
The  fcaman's  fpark  1  which  foon,  as  feen,  is 
gone ! 

XL.  .   - 

'Tis  fung,  the  ocean  ftiall  his  bonds  untie, 

And  earth  in  half  a  globe  be  pent  no  more  ; 
Typhis  fliall  fail,  till  Thule  he  defcry. 

But  a  domeftic  fcep  to  diftant  fiiore  I 
xn. 
This  Aftragon  had  read ;  and  what  the  Greek, 

Old  Cretias,  in  Egyptian  books  had  found ; 
By  which  his  travell'd  foul  new  worlds  did  feek. 

And  div'd  to  find  the  old  Atlantis  drown'd. 

XLII. 

Grave  Ulfin  thus  difcours'd ;  and  now  he  brings 
The  youths  to  view  the  temple  built  for  praife* 

Where  olive,  for  th'  Olympian  vidlor  fprings; 
Myrtle,  for  love's ;  and  for  war's  triumph,  bays, 

XLIH. 

Thefe,  as  rewards  of  praife,  about  it  grew ; 

For  lib'ral  praife,  from  an  abundant  mind, 
Doe^  even  the  conqueror  of  fate  fubdue  ; 

Since  heav'n's  good  King  is  captive  to  the  kind, 

XLIV. 

Dark  are  all  thrones,  to  what  this  temple  feem'd; 

Whofe  marble  veins  out-fhin'd  heav'n's  variou* 
bow; 
And  would  (ecHpfing  all  proud  Rome  efteem'd) 

To  northern  eyes,  like  eaftern  mornings,  ftiowr* 

XLV. 

From  Paros  Ifle,  was  brought  the  milky  white; 

From  Sparta,  came  the  green,  which  cheers  the 
From  Araby,  the  blufliiiig  Onychite,  [view  j 

And  from  the  Mifnian  hills,  the  deeper  blew. 

XLVI. 

The  arched  front  did  on  vaft  pillars  fall; 

Where  all  harmonious  inftruments  they  fpy 
Drawn  out  in  hois;  which  from  the  afrigal 

To  the  flat  frize,  in  apt  refemblance  lie. 

XLVU. 

Tofs'd  cymbals  (which  the  fuUen  Jews  admir'd) 
Were  figur'd  here,  with  all  of  ancient  choice 

That  joy  d;d  ere  invent,  or  breath  infpir'd. 
Or  flying  lingers  touch'd  into  a  voice. 

XLVIU. 

In  ftatute  o'er  the  gate,  God's  fav'rite  king^  * 

(Ihe  author  of  celeftial  praife)  did  ftand; 

His  quire  (that  did  his  fonnets  fet  and  fing) 
In  niches  rang'd,  attended  cither  hand. 

XLIX. 

From  thefe,  old  Greeks  fweet  mufic  did  improve  i 
The  folemn  Dorian  did  in  temples  charm. 

The  fofter  Lydian  footh'd  to  bridal  love. 
And  warhke  Phrygian  did  to  battle  warm ! 

L. 

They  enter  now,  and  with  glad  rev'rence  fawr 
Glory,  too  fohd  great  to  taite  of  pride  ; 

So  facred  pleafant,  as  preferves  an  awe ; 

Though  jealous  pricfts,  it  neither  praife  nor  hide, 
n. 

Tapers  and  lamps  are  not  admitted  here ;    [grace; 
Thofe,  but   with  ftiadows,  give  falfe    beyity 
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And  this  viaorlous  glory  can  appear 

Unvail'd  before  the  fun's  meridiait  face  : 

LII. 

Whofe  eaftem  luftre  raflily  enters  now ; 

Where  it  his  own  mean  infancy  difplays^ 
'^'^here  it  does  man's  chief  obligation  fliow, 

In  what  does  moft  adorn  the  houfc  of  praife. 

LIII. 

The  great  creation  by  bold  pencils  drawn  ; 

Where  a  feign'd  curtain  does  our  eyes  forbid, 
Till  the  fun's  parent,  light,  firft  feems  to  dawa 

From  quiet  Chaos,  which  that  curuin  hid. 

LXIV. 

Then  this  all-rev'renc'd  fun  (God's  hafty  fpari 
Struck  out  of  Choas,  when  he  firft  ftruck  Hgbt) 

Mies  to  the  fpheres,  where  firft  he  found  all  dark, 
And  kindly  there  th*  unkindled  lamps  of  night. 

LV. 

Then  motion,  nature's  great  prefervative,  _ 
Tun'd  order  in  this  world,  lifers  reftlefs  inn ; 

.4riLVS  tides  to  feas,  and  caus'd  ftretch'd  plants  to 
live ; 
Elfe  plants  but  feeds,  and  feas  but  lakes  had  been. 

LVI. 

But  this  fourth  fiat,  warming  what  was  made, 

(For  light  ne'er  warm'd,  till  it  did  motion  get) 
'Xhe  picfturc  fills  the  world  with  woody  ftiade ; 
.  '    To  (how  how  nature  thrives  by  motion's  heat. 

LVII, 

Then  to  thofe  woods  the  next  quick  fiat  brings 

The  fcather'd  kind  ;  where  merrily  they  fed. 
As  if  their  hearts  were  lighter  then  their  wings ; 

For  yet  no  cage  was  fram'd,  nor  net  was  fpread. 
Lvm. 
The  fame  fifth  voice  does  feas  and  rivers  ftore; 

Then  into  rivers  brooks  the  painter  pours, 
And  rivers  into  feas;  which  (rich  before) 

Return  their  gifts,  to  both,  exhal'd  in  fliow'r*. 

LIS. 

This  voice  (whofe  fwift  difpatch  in  all  it  wrought, 
Seems  to  denote  the  fpeaker  was  in  hafte, 

As  if  more  worlds  were  framing  in  his  thougJit) 
Adds  to  this  world  one  fiat,  as  the  laft. 

LX. 

Then  ftrait  an  unlverfal  herd  appears; 

Firft  gazing  on  each  other  in  the  (hade  j 
Wond'riiig  with  levell'd  eyes,  and  lifted  ears, 
'    Then  play,  whilft  yet  their  tyrant  is  unmade. 

'And  man,  the  painter  now  prefentsto  view; 

Haughty  without,  and  bufy  ftiil  within  ; 
Whom,  when  his  furr'd  and  horned  fubje6ls  knew, 

Their  fport  is  ended,  and  their  fears  begin. 

LXH. 

5ut  here  (to  cure  this  tyrant's  fuUennefs) 

The  painter  has  a  new  falfe  curtain  drawn, 
Where  beauty's  hid  creation  to  exprefs ; 
'    From  tbencc,harmlefs  as  light,  he  makes  it  dawn. 

LXIII. 

JTrom  thence  breaks  lov'ly  forth,  the  world's  firft 
maid; 
Her  breaft.  Love's  cradle,  where  Love  qaict 
lies; 
J^ought  yet  had  feen  fo  foul,  to  grow  afraid, 
Nor  gay,  to  aiak«  it  cr^  with  lenging  eyes. 


And  thence,  from  ftupid  fleep,  her  monarch  flea^; 

She  wonders,  till  fo  vain  his  wonder  grows, 
That  it  his  feeble  fnv'reignty  reveals ; 

Her  beauty  then,  his  manhood  does  depofc. 

LXV. 

Deep  into  ftiades  the  painter  leads  them  now ; 

To  bide  their  future  deeds ;  then  ftorms  does 

raife  [grow 

O'er  heav'n's  fmooth  face,  bccaufe  their  life  doe« 

Too  black  a  ftory  for  the  houfe  of  praife. 

XXVI. 

A  noble  painted  vifion  next  appears;  [wafte; 

Where  all  heav'n's  frowns  in  diftant  profp&ft 
And  nought  remains,  but  a  ftiort  ftiower  of  tears, 

Shed,  by  its  pity,  for  revenges  paft. 
Lxvai. 
The  world's  one  fliip,from  th'  old  to  a  new  world 
bound ; 

Freighted  with  life  (chief  of  uncertain  trades  !) 
After  .five  moons  at  drift,  lies  now  a  ground; 

Where  her  frail  ftowage,  flie  in  hafte  unlades. 

LIVIII. 

.On  Perfian  Caucafus  the  eight  defcend  ; 

And  feem  their  trivial  beings  to  deplore ; 
Griev'd  to  begin  this  world  in  th'  others  end  ; 

And  to  behold  wreck'd  nations  on  the  Ihore, 

LXIX. 

Each  humWed  thus,  his  beafts  led  from  aboard, 
As  fellow  paffengers,  and  heirs  to  breath  ; 

Joint  tenants  to  the  world,  he  not  their  Lord; 
Such  hkenefs  have  we  in  the  glafs  of  death. 

LXX, 

Yet  this  humility  begets  their  joy ;  {"^^7^) 

And  taught,  that  heav'n  (which  fully  fin  fur- 
Was  partial  where  it  did  not  quite  deftroy  ; 
So  made  the  whole  world's  dirge  their  fong  of 
praife. 

LXXI. 

This  firft  redenaption  to  another  led. 
Kinder  in  deeds,  and  nobler  in  effeAs; 

That  but  a  few  did  refpite  from  the  dead. 
This  all  the  dead,  from  fecond  death  proteAs, 

LXXII. 

And  know,  loft  Nature  '.  this  refemblance  was 
Thy  frank  Redeemer,  in  afcenQon  ftiown  ; 

When  hell  he  conquer'd  in  thy  defp'rate  caufe ; 
Hell,  which  before,  man's  comanon  grave  was 
grown. 

LXXII I. 

By  pencils  this  was  exquifitely  wrought ; 

Rounded  in  all  the  curious  would  behold; 
Where  life  came  out.and  met  the  painter's  thought; 

The  force  was  tender,  though  the  fhrokes  were 
bold. 

EXXIV. 

The  holy  mourners,  who  this  Lerd  of  life 
Afcending  faw,did  feem  with  him  to  rife; 

So  well  the  painter  drew  their  paflion  ftrife. 
To  follow  him  with  bodies,  as  with  eyes. 

LXXV. 

This  was  the  chief  which  in  this  temple  did 
By  pencils  rhetoric,  to  praife  perfuade ; 

Yet  to  the  living  here,  compar'd,  feems  hid; 
Who  fhine  all  painted  glory  iflp  feade. 
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IXXVI. 

I^nrd  Aflragan  a  purple  mantle  wore. 

Where  nature's  ttory  was  in  colours  wrought  ; 

And  though  her  ancient  text  feem'd  dark  before, 
'Tis  in  this  pleafant  comment  clearly  taught. 

LXXVII. 

Such  various  flow'ry  wreaths  th*  aflembly  wear, 
As  ftiow'd  them  wifely  proud  of  nature's  pride; 

Which  fo  adorn'd  them,  that  the  courfeft  here 
Did  feem  a  profp'rous  bridegroom,  or  a  bride. 

LXXVIII. 

All  fliow'd  as  frefh,  and  fair,  and  innocent, 
As  virgins  to  their  lovers  firft  furvey  ; 

Joy'd  as  the  fpring,  when  March  his  fighs  has  fpent, 
And  April's  fweet  ralh  tears  are  dry'd  by  May. 

LXXIX. 

And  this  confed'rate  joy  fo  fwell'd  each  bread, 
That  joy  would  turn  to  pain  without  a  vent ; 

•Therefore  their  voices  heav'n's  renown  expreft  ; 
Though  tongues  ne'er  reach,  what  minds  fo  no- 
bly meant. 

LXXX. 

Yet  mufic  here  fhow'd  all  her  art's  high  worth ; 

Whilft  virgin-trebles  feem'd,  with  bafhful  grace, 
To  call  the  bolder  marry'd  tenor  forth ; 

Whofe  manly  voice  challeng'd  the  giant  bafs. 

JLXXXl. 

To  thefe  the  fwift  foft  inftruments  reply ; 

Whifp'ring  for  help  to  thofe  whom  winds  in- 
fpire ; 
Whofe  louder  notes,  to  neighb'ring  forefts  fly, 

And  fumnion  Nature's  voluntary  quire. 


I.XXXII. 

Thefe  Aftragon,  by  fecret  (kill  had  taught, 
To  help,  as  if  in  artful  confort  bred  ; 

Who  fung,  as  if  by  chance  on  him  they  thought, 
Whofe  care  their  carelefs  merry  fathers  fed. 

LXXXIII. 

Hither,  with  borrow'd  ftrength,  Duke  Gondibert 
Was  brought,  which  now  his  rip'ning  woundi 
allow ; 

And  high  heav'n's  praife  in  mufic  of  the  heart. 
He  inward  fings,  to  pay  a  visitor's  vow. 

LXXXIV. 

Praife  is  devotion  fit  for  mighty  minds  I 

The  diff 'ring  world's  agreeing  facrificc  ; 
Where  heav'n  divided  faiths  united  finds ; 

But  pray'r  in  various  difcord  upward  flies, 
txxxv. 
For  pray'r  the  ocean  is,  where  diverfely 

Men  fleer  their  courfe,  each  to  a  fev'ral  coaft  ; 
Where  all  our  int'refts  fo  dlfcordant  be. 

That  half  beg  winds  by  which  the  reft  are  loil4 

LXXXVI. 

By  penitence,  when  we  ourfelves  forfake, 

*Tis  but  in  wife  defign  on  piteous  heav'n  ; 
In  praife  we  nobly  give,  what  God  may  takCf 

And  are  without  a  beggar's  blufli  forgiv'n. 
Lxxxvik. 
Its  utmoft  force,  like  powder's,  is  unknown  I  [fear. 

And  though  weak  kings  excefs  of  praife  may 
Yet  when  'tis  here,  like  powder,  dang'rous  grown, 

Heav'n's  vault  receives,  what  would  the  palace 
tear. 


CANTO    VII. 

The  Argumeat. 

The  Duke's  wifh'd  health  in  doubtful  wounds  afiur'a; 
Who  gets  new  wounds  before  the  old  are  cur'd : 
Nature  in  Birtha,  Art's  weak  help  derides ; 
Which  flrives  to  mend,  what  it  at  beft  but  hides ; 
Shows  Nature's  courfer  works,  fo  hid,  more  courfe ; 
As  fill  coDceal'd,  and  uncoofefs'd,  grows  worfe. 


1-1  FT  none  our  Lombardauthor  rudely  blame. 
Who  from  the  ftory  has  thus  long  digreft ; 

But  for  his  righteous  pains,  may  his  fair  Faoies 
Forever  travel,  whilft  his  afhcs  reft. 

111  could  he  leave  art's  fhop  of  nature's  ftore ; 
Where  fiie  the  hidden  foul  would  make  more 
known ;  [more 

Though  common  faith  feeks  fouls,  which  is  no 
Then  long  opinion  to  religion  grown. 
III. 
fk.  while  then  let  this  fage  hiftorian  flay 
^ith  AilragoD,  till  he  new  wounds  reveals,' 


And  fuch  (though  now  the  old  are  worn  away^ 
As  balm,  nor  juice  of  pyrol,  never  heals. 

IV, 

To  Aftragon,  heav'n  for  fucceflion  gave 

One  only  pledge,  and  Birtha  was  her  name; 

Whofe  mother  flept,  where  flow'rs  grew  on  he? 
grave; 
And  fhe  fucceeded  her  in  face,  and  fame. 

V. 

Her  beauty,  princes,  durfl  not  hope  to  ufc, 
Unlefs,  like  poets,  for  their  morning  theme ; 

And  her  mind's  beauty  they  would  rather  choofe. 
Which   did   the  light  in   beauty's  lanthom 
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She  ne'er  faw  courts,  yec  courts  could  have  un- 
done 

With  untaught  looks,  and  an  unpradlis'd  heart ; 
Her  nets,  the  moft  prcpai  'd,  could  never  fliun  ; 

for  nature  fpread  them  in  the  fcorij  of  art. 

VII. 

She  never  had  in  hufy  cities  heen  ;  [fears ; 

Ne'er  warm'd  with  hopes,  nor  ere  nllay'd  with 
Not  feeing  piiniftmcnt,  could  guefs  no  lin  ; 

Andlin  not  feeing,  ne'er  had  ufe  of  tearis. 

VIII. 

Bnt  here  her  fathers's  precepts  gave  her  ikill. 
Which  with  incefTant  bufinefs  fill'd  the  hours; 

In  fpring,  flic  gather'd  bloffoms  for  the  dill ;' 
la  autumn,  berries;  and  in  fummcr,  flowers. 

XIX. 

And  as  kind  Nature  with  calm  diligence 
Her  own  free  virtue  filently  employs, 

Whilft  fhc,  unheard,  doe^  rip'ning  growth  difpenfe, 
So  vyere  her  virtues  bufy  without  noife. 

X. 

Whilft  her  great-  miftrefs,  nature,  thus  fhe  tends, 
The  bufy  houfehold  waits  no  lefs  on  her  ; 

By  fecret  law,  each  to  her  beauty  bends ; 
Though  all  her  lowly  mind  to  that  prefer. 

XI. 

Gracious  and  free,  flie  breaks  upon  them  all 

With  morning  looks ;  and  they  when   Ihe  does 
rife, 

Jevoutly  at  her  dawn  In  homage  fall,  [eyes. 

And  droop  like  flowers,  when  evening  Giuts  her 

XII. 

The  footy  chemlft  (who  his  fight  does  wafte, 

Attending  leGer  fires)  (he  pafTing  by, 
JProke  his  lov'd  lymbic,  through  enamour'd  hafte, 
'   And  let,  like  common  dew,  th'  elixer  fly. 

XIII. 

And  here  the  gray  philofophers  refort. 

Who  all  to  her,  like  crafty  courtiers,  bow  ; 

Hoping  for  fe%ets  now  in  nature's  court ; 

Which  only  (he  (her  fav'rlte  maid)  can  know, 

XIV. 

Thefe,  as  the  lords  of  fcience,  (he  refpeds. 

And  with  familiar  beams  their  age  fhe  cheers ; 

Yet  all  thdfe  civil  forms  feem  but  negkdls 
Tg  what  flie  fhows,  when  Aftragon  appears. 

XV. 

For  as  (he  once  from  him  her  being  took,      [fight 
She  hourly  takes  her    law ;    reads   with  fwift 

His  will,  even  at  the  op'ning  of  his  look, 
And  fliows,  by  hafte,  obedience  her  delight. 

XVI. 

She  makes  (when  fhe  at  diftance  to  him  bows) 
His  int'reft  in  her  mother's  beauty  known ; 

For  that's  th'  original  whence  her  copy  grows; 
And  near  originals,  copies  are  not  fhown. 

XVII. 

And  he,  with  dear  regard,  her  gifts  does  wear 
Of  flowers,  which  fhe  in  myflic  order  ties; 

And,  with  the  facrifice  of  many  a  tear, 
Salutes  her  loyal  mother  in  her  eyes. 

XVI II. 

•^*he  jufl  hlftorians,  Birtha  thus  exprefs; 
■  Arid  tell  how  by  her  fire'-s  example  taught, 


She  ferv'd  the  wounded  Duke  in  life's  ditlrefs, 
And  his  fled  fpirits  back  by  cordials  brought, 

XIX. 

Black  melancholy  mlftp,  that  fed  difpair 

Through  wounds  long  rage,  with  iprinkled  ver- 
vin  clear'd; 

Strew *d  leaves  of  willow  to  refrefh  the  air. 
And  with  rich  fumes  his  fullen  fenfes  cheer'd. 

XX. 

He  that  had  ferv'd  great  I. ove  with  rev'rend  heart., 
In  thefe  old  wounds,  worfe  wounds  from  him 
endures; 

For  Love,  makes  Birtha  fhift  with  death,  his  dart. 
And  fhe  kills  faller  then  her  father  cures, 

XXI. 

Her  heedlefs  innocence  as  little  knew 

The  wounds  flie  gave,  as  thofe  from   Love  flic 
took  ; 

And  Love  lifts  high  each  fecret  fiiaft  he  drew; 
Which  at  their  flars  he  firfl  in  triumph  fhook! 

XXII. 

Love  he  had  lik'd,  yet  never  lodg'd  before ; 

But  finds  him  how  a  bold  unouiet  guel ; 
Who  climbs  to  windows,  when  we  fhut  the  door  ; 

And  enter'd,  never  lets  the  mafter  reft. 

-  XXIII. 

So  ftrange  diforder,  now  he  pines  for  health. 
Makes  hirn  conceal  this  reveller  with  fhame  ; 

She  not  the  robber  knows,  yet  feels  the  ftealth  ; 
And  never  but  in  fongs  had  heard  his  name. 

XXIV. 

Yet  then  it  was,  when  flie  did  fmile  at  hearts 
Which  country  lovers  wear  in  bleeding  feals; 

Aflc'd  where  his" pretty  godhead  found  fuch  darts. 
As  make  thofe  wounds  that  only  Hymen  heajs. 

XXV. 

And  this,  her  ancient  maid,  with  (harp  complaints 
Heard,  and    rebuk'd  ;    Ihook   her    expeiienc'd 
head'; 
With  tears  befought  her  not  to  jeft  at  faints, 
Nor  mock  thofe  martyrs  Love  had  captive  led, 
xxvr. 
Nor  think  the  pious  poets  e'er  would  wafte 

So  many  tears  in  ink,  to  make  maids  mourn, 
If  injur'd  lovers  had  in  agespaft 

The  lucky  myrtle,  more  then  willow  worn, 
xxvii 
This  grave  rebuke,  officious  memory 

Prefects  to  Birtha's  thought ;  who  now  believ'd 
Such  fxghing  fongs,  as  tell  why  lovers  die, 

And  prais'd  their  faith,  who  wept,  when  poets 
griev'd. 

XXVIII. 

She,  full  of  inward  queftions,  walks  alone, 

To  take  her  heart  afide  in  fecret  fhade ; 
But  knocking  at  her  breaft,  it  feem'd,  or  gone. 

Or  by  confed'racy  was  ufelefs  made ; 
XXIX. 
Or  elfe  fome  ftranger  did  ufurp  its  room  ; 

One  fo  remote,  and  new  in  ev'ry  thought. 
As  his  behaviour  fhows  him  not  at  home  ; 

Nor  the  guide  fober  that  him  thither  brought. 

XXX. 

Yet  with  this  foreign  heart,  flie  does  begin 
Totr^afof  love,  her  moft  uuftudy'd  theme; 
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And  like  youngr  cnnfc4enc'd  cafuiOs,  thinks  that  fin, 
Which  will  by  talk  and  pradlife  lawful  feem. 

XXXI. 

With  open  ears,  and  ever  waking  eyes, 

And  flying  feet,  Love's  fire  (he  from  the  fight 

Of  all  her  maids  does  carry,  as  from  fpies ; 

Jealous,  that  what  burns  her,  might  give  them 
light. 

XXXII. 

Beneath  a  myrtle  cover;  fhe  does  fpend 

In    maid's    weak    wifhes,  her   whole   flock    of 
thought;  [mend, 

Fond  maids  1  who  love,  with  minds  fine  (luff  would 
-    Which  riature  purpofely  of  bodies  wrought. 

XXXlll. 

She  fafhions  him  (he  lov'd  of  angels  kind ; 

Such  as  in  holy  (lory  were  employ'd 
To  the  firft  fathers,  from  th'  eternal  mind ; 

And  in  (hort  vifion  CHly  are  enjoy'd. 
xxxiv. 
As  eagles  then,  when  neareft  heav'n  they  fly, 

Of  wild  impofhbles  foon  weary  grow  ; 
Feeling  their  bodic's  find  no  reft  fo  high. 

And  therefore  perch  on  earthly  things  below  : 

XXX  v 

So  now  (he  yields ;  him  (lie  an  angel  deem'd 

Shall  be  a  man  ;   the  name  which  virgins  fear  ; 
Yet  the  moft  harmlefs  to  a  maid  he  feem'd, 

That  ever  yet  that  fatal  name  did  bear. 
XXXV  I. 
Soon  her  opinion  of  his  hurtlefs  heart, 

AtFedlion  turns  to  faith  ,  and  then  love's  fire 
To  heav'n,  though  b-iflifully,  (he  does  impart ; 

And  to  her  mother  in  the  heav'nly  quire, 
xxxvn 
If  I  do  love,  (faid  (he)  that  love  (O  heav'n  !) 

Your  own  difciple,  nature,  bred  in  me  ; 
Why  (hould  I  hide  the  paffion  you  have  given, 

Or  blulhto  Ihcw  effecfts  which  you  decree/ 
XXXV 1 1 1. 
And  you,  my  alter'd  muthcr  (grown  above 

Great  nature,  which  you  read,  and  reverenc'd 
here) 
Chide  not  fuch  kindnefs,  as  you  once  call'd  love, 

When  you  as  mortal  as  my  father  were. 

XXXIX. 

This  faid,  her  foul  into  htr  brea^  retires ! 

With  Love's  vain  diligence  of  heart  (lie  dreams 
Herfelf  into  poffefli  n  of  dcfires. 

And  trufts  unanchor'd  hope  in  fleeting  ftreams. 

XL. 

Already  thinks,  the  Duke  her  own  fpous'd  lord, 
Cur'd.  and  again  from  bloody  battle  brought ; 

Where  all  falfe  lovers  perilh'd  by  his  fword; 
The  true  to  her  for  his  protediion  fought. 

XLI. 

She  thinks,  how  her  imagin'd  fpoufe  and  (he. 

So  much  from  heav'n,  may  by  her  virtues  gain  ; 
That  they  by  time  (hall  ne'er  o'ertaken  be, 

No  more  than  time  himfelf  is  overta'en. 
XLI  I. 
Or  (hould  he  touch  them  as  he  by  does  pafs, 

Heav'n's  favour  may  repay  their  fummers  gone, 
And  he  fo  mix  their  fand  in  a  (low  glals, 

3'hat  they  (hall  Iiv€,  and  not  as  tvvoj  but  one. 


XLTTl. 

She  thinks  of  Edcn-llfe  ;  and  no  rough  winj. 
In  their  Pacific  Sea  fhall  wrinkles  make; 

That  ftill  her  lowlinefs  fhall  keep  him  kind. 
Her  ears  keep  him  aflecp,  her  voice  awake. 

XLtV. 

She  think?,  if  ever  anger  in  him  fvvay. 

(The  youthful  warrior's  mofl  excus'd  difeafe) 
Such  chance  her  tears  fhall  calm,  as  fhower's  alia'y 

The  accidental  rage  of  winds  and  feas. 

XLV. 

She  thinks  that  babes  proceed  from  mingling  eyes, 
Or  heav'n  from  neighbourhood  increafe  allows. 

As  Palm  and  the  Mamora  fru<ftifies; 

Or  they  are  got,  by  clofe  exchanging  vows. 

XLVI. 

But  come  they  (as  (he  hears,  from  mother's  pain, 
(Which    by    th'  unlucky  firft-maid's  longing, 
proves 

A  lading  curfe)  yet  that  (he  will  fullain. 
So  they, he  like  this  heav'nly  man  (he  loves. 

XLVIt. 

Thus  to  herfelf  in  day-dreams  Birtha  talks  ;    . 

The  Duke  (whofe  wounds  of  war  are  healthful 

grown) 

To  cure  Love's  wounds,  feeks  Birtha  where   fhe 

walks ;  [owa. 

Whofe  wand'ring  foul  feeks  him  to  cure  her 

XLVIII. 

Yet  when  her  folitude  he  did  invade, 

shame  fwhich  in  maids  is  unexperienc'd  fear) 

Taught  her  to  wl(h  night's  help  to  make  more 

(hade,  [appear. 

That  love  (which  maids  think  guilt)  might  not 

XLIX. 

And  (he  had  fled  him  now,  but  that  he  came 
So  like  an  aw'd,  and  conquer'd  enemy, 

That  he  did  feem  offencelefs,  as  her  (hame; 
As  if  he  but  advanc'd  for  leave  to  fly. 

L. 

Firft  with  a  longing  feahian's  look  he  gaz'd, 
Who  would  ken  land,  when  feas  would  him  de- 
vour ; 

Or  like  a  feaiful  fcout,  who  ftands  amaz'd 
To  view  the  foe,  and  multiplies  their  pow'r, 

LI. 

Then  all  the  knowledge  which  her  father  had 
He    dreams    in    her,    through    purer    organs 
wrought ; 

Whofe  foul  (fince  there  more  delicately  clad) 
By  leffer  weight,  more  adtive  was  in  thought. 

LH. 

And  to  that  foul  thus  fpake,  with  tremb'ling  voice; 

The  world  will  be  (O  thou,  the  whole  world's 
maid !) 
Since  now  'tis  old  enough  to  make  wife  choice. 

Taught  by  thy  mind,  and  by  thy  beauty  fway'd. 
Liir. 
And  I  a  needlefs  part  of  it,  unlefs 

You  think  me  for  the  whole  a  delegate, 
To  treat  for  what  they  want  of  your  excefs, 

Virtue  to  ferve  the  univerfal  ftate. 

LIV. 

Nature  (our  firft  example,  and  our  queen, 

Whofe  court  this  is,  and  you  her  minion  maid) 
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The  world  thinks  now,  is  in  her  ficknefsfeen. 
And  that  her  noble  influence  is  decay'd. 

LV. 

And  the  records  fo  worn  of  her  firft  law,     [good  ; 

That  men,  with  art's  hard  fliifts,  read  what  is 
Becaufe  your  beauty  many  never  faw. 

The  text  by  which  your  mind  is  underftood. 

LVI. 

And  I  with  the  apoftate  world  Ihould  grow, 
From  fov'reign  Nature,  a  revolted  flave, 

But  that  my  lucky  wounds  brought  me  to  know, 
How  with  their  cure  my  ficker  mind  to  fave. 

l/VII. 

A  mind  ftill  dwelling  idly  in  mine  eyes. 

Where  it  from  outward  pomp  could  ne'er  ab- 
ftain  ; 

jBut  even  in  beauty,  cofl  of  courts  did  prize, 
And  nature,  unaffifled,  thought  too  plain. 

LVlil. 

Yet  by  your  beauty  now  rcferm'd,  I  find 
All  other  only  current  by  falfe  light} 

Or  but  vain  vifions  of  a  fev'rifh  mind ; 

Too  flight  to  ftand  the  teft  of  waking  fight. 

LIX. 

And  for  my  healthful  mind  (difeas'd  before) 
My  4ove  I  pay ;  a  gift  you  niay  difdain, 

Since  love  to  you,  men  give  not,  but  reftore  ; 
As  rivers  to  the  fea  pay  back  the  rain. 

LX. 

Yet  caftem  kings,  who,  all  by  birth  poffefs, 
Take  gifts,  as  gifts,  from  vaffals  of  the  crown; 

Eo  think  in  love,  your  property  not  lefs. 

By  my  kind  giving  what  was  firft  your  own. 

LXI. 

Lifted  with  love,  thus  he  with  lover's  grace, 
And  love's  wild  wonder,  fpake ;  and  he  was 
rais'd 

So  much  with  rcv'rence  of  this  learned  place. 
That  ftill  he  fear'd  to  injure  all  he  prais'd. 

LXII. 

And  flie  in  love  unprailis'd  and  unread, 

(But  for  fome  hints  her  miftrefs,  nature,  taught) 

JHad  it,  till  now,  like  grief  with  filence  fed ; 
For  love    and  grief  are    ndurifh'd  beft  with 
thought. 

LXI  1 1. 

But  this  clofs  diet,  Love  endures  not  long ; 

rie  muft  in  fighs,  or  fpeech,  take  air  abroad  ; 
And  thus;  with  his  interpreter,  her  tongue, 

He  ventures  forth,  though  like  a  ftranger  aw'd. 

LXIV. 

She  faid,  thofe  virtues  now  fhe  highly  needs. 
Which  he  fo  artfully  in  her  does  praife, 

To  check  (fince  vanity  on  praifes  feeds) 

That  pride  which  his  authentic  words  may  raife. 

LXV. 

That  if  her  pray'rs,  or  care,  did  ought  reftore 
Of  abfent  health,  in  his  bemoan'd  diftrefs ; 

She  beg'd,  he  would  approve  her  duty  more, 
And  fo  commend  her  feeble  virtue  lefs. 

LXVl. 

That  ihe  the  payment  he  of  love  would  make 
Lefs  underftood,  then  yet  the  debt  flie  knew; 

But  coins  uiiknow  n,  fufpicioufly  we  take. 
And  debts,  tijil  maQikil,  a; e  never  due. 


LXVII. 

With  baftiful  looks  flie  fought  him  to  retire ;' 
I.eaft  the   ftiarp  air  ftiouid  his  new  health  irf'^' 

And  as  fhe  fpake,  flie  faw  her  rev'rend  fire  [vade ; 
Approach  to  feek  her  in  her  ufnal  fliade. 

LXVIII. 

To  whom  with  filial  homage  fhe  does  bow  : 

The  Duke  did  firft  at  diftant  duty  ftand. 
But  foon  embrac'd  his  knees ;  whilft  he  more  low 

Does  bend  to   him,  and  then  rcach'd   BirthaV 
hand. 

Liix. 
Her  face,  o'ercaft  with  thought,  does  foon  betray 

Th'  afiembled  fpirits,  which  his  eyes  dcteA 
By  her  pale  look,  as  by  the  milky  way 

Men  firft  did  the  afTembled  ftars  fufpedt. 

LXX. 

Or  as  a  pris'ner,  that  in  prifon  pines, 

Still  at  the  utmoft  window  grieving  lies  ; 

Evenfo  her  foul,  imprifon'd,  fadly  ftiines. 
As  if  it  watch'd  for  freedom  at  her  eyes! 

LXXl. 

This  guides  him  to  her  pulfc,  th'  alarum  bell, 
Which  waits  the  infurre«ftions  of  deCre  ; 

And  rings  fo  faft,  as  if  the  citadel. 

Her  newly  con(juer'd  breaft,  were  all  on  fire ! 

LXXII. 

Then  on  the  Duke,  he  cafts  a  ftiort  furvcy  ; 

Whofe   veins,   his  temples,  with  deep   purple 
grace ; 
Then  Love's  defpair  gives  them  a  pale  allay ; 

And  ftiifts  the  whole  complexion  of  his  face. 

Lxxni. 

Nature's  wife  fpy  does  onward  with  them  walk  ; 

And  finds,  each  in  the  midft  of  thinking  ftarts ; 
Breath'd  fhort,  and  fwiftly  in  diforder'd  talk, 

To  cool,  beneath  Love's  torrid  zone,  their  hearts, 

LXXIV. 

When  all  thefe  lymptoms  he  obferv'd,  he  knows 
From  Alga,  which  is  rooted  deep  in  fea?, 

To  the  high  cedar  that  on  mountains  grows. 
No  fov'reign  herb  is  found  for  their  difeafe. 

LXXV. 

He  would  not  nature's  eldcft  law  refift, 
As  if  wife  Nature's  law  could  be  impure  ; 

But  Birtha  with  indulgent  looks  difmift. 

And  means  to  counfel,  what  he  cannot  cure. 

IXXVI. 

With  mourning  Gondibert  he  walks  apart. 

To  watch  his  paflion's  forces  who  feems  to  beai' 

By  filent  grief,  two  tyrants  o'er  his  heart, 
Great  Love,  and  his  inferior  tyrant.  Fear. 

LXXVII. 

But  Aftragon  fuch  kind  inquiries  made, 
Of  all  which  to  his  art's  wife  cares  belong, 

As  his  fick  filence  he  does  now  diffuade,    [tonguf. 
And  midft  Love's  fears,  gives  conrage  to  hi? 

LXXVIII. 

Then  thus  he  fpake  with  Love's  humility  ; 

Have  pity  father  1  and  fince  firft  fo  kind. 
You  would  not  let  this  worthlefs  body  die, 

Vouchfafe  more  nobly  to  preferve  my  mind  '. 

LXXIX. 

A  mind  fo  lately  lucky,  as  it  here 

Has  virtue's  mirror  found,  w^ich  does  relief 


GONDIBERT. 


Such  blemifiies  as  cuftom  made  it  wear. 
But  more  authentic  nature  does  detect. 

LXXX. 

A  mind  long  fick  of  monarchs  vain  difeafe  ; 

Not  to  be  fill'd,  becaufe  with  glory  fed; 
So  bufy  it  condemn'd  even  war  of  cafe, 

And  for  their  ufelefs  reft  dcfpis'd  the  dead. 

LIXXI. 

But  fince  it  here  has  virtue  quiet  found. 

It  thinks  (chough  ftorms  were  wifh'd  by  it  be- 
fore) 

All  fick  at  lead  at  fea,  that  Tcape  undrown'd. 
Whom  glory  ferves  as  wind,  to  leave  the  fhore. 

LXXXII. 

All  virtue  is  to  yours  but  fafliion  now. 
Religion,  art ;  internals  are  all  gone. 

Or  outward  turn'd,  to  fatisfy  with  fhow. 
Not  God,  but  his  inferior  eye,  the  fun. 

LXXXIII. 

And  yet,  though  virtue  be  as  fafliion  fought, 
And  now  religion  rules  by  art's  prais'd  fkill ; 

Fafliion  is  virtue's  mimic,  falfely  taught  ; 

And  art,  but  nature's  ape,  which  plays  her  ill. 
LXXX I v. 

To  this  bleft  houfe   (great  Nature's  court)   all 
courts 
Compared,  are  but  dark  clofets  for  retreat 


Of  private  minds,  battle's  But  childf  ens  fports ; 
And  only  fimple  good,  is  folid  great. 

LXXXV. 

Let  not  the  mind,  thus  freed  from  error's  night, 
(Since  you  rcpriev'd  my  body  from  tha  grave} 

Perifli  for  being  now  in  love  with  light. 
But  let  your  virtue,  virtue's  lover  fave. 

LXXXVI. 

Birtha  I  love ;  and  who  loves  wifely  Co, 

Steps  far  tow'rds  all  which  virtue  can  attain  j 
But  if  we  perifli,  when  tow'rds  heav'n  we  go. 

Then  have  I  learnt  that  virtue  is  in  vain. 
i.xxxvri. 
And  now  his  heart  (extradcd  through  his  eyes 

In  Love's  elixer,  tears)  does  foon  fubdue 
Old  Aftragon ;  whofe  pity,  though  made  wife 

With  Love's  falfe  eflences,  likes  thefe  as  true* 

LXXXVI I I. 

The  Duke  he  to  a  fecret  bower  does  lead. 
Where  he  his  youth's  firft;fl;ory  may  attend  j 

To  guefs,  ere  he  will  let  his  love  proceed. 
By  fuch  a  dawning,  how  his  day  will  end. 

LXXXIX. 

For  virtue,  though  a  rarely  planted  flower. 
Was  in  the  feed  by  this  wife  florift  known  ; 

Who  could  foretel,  even  in  her  fpringing  hour, 
What  colours  fhe  fhall  wear  when  fully  blowtij 


CANTO    VIJI. 

Birtha  her  firft  unpradlis'd  Love  bewailsj 
Whilfl:  Gondibert  on  Aftragon  prevails, 
By  fhowing,  high  ambition  is  of  ufe, 
And  glory  in  the  good  needs  no  excufe. 
Goltho  a  grief  to  Ulfinore  reveals, 
Whilft  he  a  greater  of  his  own  conceals. 


BtRTHA  her  griefs  to  her  apartment  brought, 

Where  all  her  maids  to  heav'n  were  us'd  to  raife 
Their  voices,  whilft  their  bufy  fingers  wrought 
To  deck  the  altar  of  the  houfe  of  praife. 
II. 
But  now  flie  finds  their  mufic  turn'd  to  care  • 
Their  looks  allay'd,  like  beauty  overworn  ; 
Silent  and  fad  as  with'ring  fav'rites  are, 

Who  for  their  fick  indulgent  monarch  mourn. 
HI. 
■  Thula  (the  eldefl:  of  this  filenc'd  quire) 

When  Birtha  at  this  change  aftonifli'd  was, 
With  hafty  whifper,  begg'd  her  to  retire  ; 

And  on  her  knees,  thus  tells  their  forrow's  caufe. 

IV. 

Forgive  me  fuch  experience,  as  too  foon, 
Show'd  me  unlucky  Love  i  by  which  I  gueft 


How  maids  are  by  their  Innocence  undone, 

And  trace  thofe  forrows  that  them  firft  opprefs, 

V. 

Forgive  fuch  paflion  as  to  fpeech  perfuades. 

And  to  my  tongue  my  obfervation  brought ; 
And  then  forgive  my  tongue,  which  to  your  maids, 

Too  rafljly  carry'd,  what  experience  taught. 
vt. 
For  fince  I  faw  this  wounded  ftranger  here. 

Your  inward  mufic  ftill  untun'd  has  been ; 
You  who  could  need  no  hope,  have  learnt  to 
fear. 

And  praftis'd  grief,  e'er  you  did  know  to  fin. 

VII. 

This  being  love,  to  Agatha  I  told  ; 

Did  on  her  tongue,  as  on  ftill  death  rely  ; 
But  winged  Love,  flie  was  too  young  to  hold, 

And,  waatoa-ijke,  let  it  to  others  fl^^. 
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X.ove,  who  in  whifper  fcap'd,  did  public  grow; 

Wiiich  makes  them  now  their  time  in  filence 
wafte  ; 
Mates  their  neglefted  needles  move  fo  flow,  [faft. 

And  through  their  eyes,  their  hearts  dilTolve  fo 

IX. 

For  oft,  dire  tales  of  love  has  fill'd  their  heads ; 

And  while  they  doubt  you  in  that  tyrant's  pow'r, 
tht  fpring(they  think)  may  vifit  woods  and  meads. 

But  fcarce  Ihall  hear  a  bird,  or  fee  a  flow'r. 

X, 

Ah  how  (faid  Birtha)  (hall  I  dare  confefs 

My  griefs  to  thee.  Love's  rafii,  impatient  fpy ; 

Thou  (Thula)  who  didft  run  to  tell  thy  guefs, 
With  fecrets  known,  wilt  to  confelTion  fly. 

XI. 

!But  if  I  love  this  prince,  and  have  in  heav'n 
Made  any  friends  by  vows,  you  need  not  fear 

He  will  make  good  the  feature,  Heav'n  has  giv'ii ; 
And  be  as  harmlefs  as  his  looks  appear. 

XII. 

Yet  I  have  heard,  that  men  wliom  maids  think  kind. 
Calm,  as  forgiven  faints,  at  their  laft  hour, 

Oft  prove  like  feas,  enrag'd  by  ev'ry  wind, 
And  all  to  whom  their  bofoms  truft,  devour. 

XIII. 

Howe'er,  Heav'n  knows,  (the  witnefs  of  the  mind) 
My  heart  bears  men  no  malice,  nor  eflecms 

Young  princes  of  the  common  cruel  kind, 
Nor  love  fo  foul  as  it  in  flory  feenis. 

XIV. 

Yet  if  this  prince  brought  love,  whate'er  it  be, 
I  mull  fufpe<S,  though  I  accufe  it  hot ; 

For  fince  he  came,  my  medic'nal  houfcwifery, 
Confections,  and  ray  Hills,  are  all  forgot. 

XV. 

Bloffoms  in  winds  :  berries  in  frofts  may  fall ! 

And  flowers  fink  down  in  rain  '.  for  I  no  more 
Shall  maids  to  woods,  for  early  gath'rings  call, 

Nor  hafte  to  gardens  to  prevent  a  Ihower. 

XVI. 

Then  (he  retires ;  and  now  a  lovely  fhame 

That  file  reveal'd  fo  much,  piffefs'd  her  cheeks; 
In  a  dark  lanthorn  fiie  would  bear  love's  flame, 
To  hide  herfelf,  whilft  Ihe  her  lover  feeks. 
XVII, 
And  to  that  lover  let  our  fong  return : 

Whofe  tale  fo  well  was  to  her  father  told, 
As  the  philofopher  did  feem  to  mourn  [old. 

That  youth  had  reach'd  fuch  worth,  and  he  fo 
xvm. 
•Yet  Birtha  was  fo  precious  in  his  eyes, 

And,  her  dead  mother  flill  fo  near  his  mind 
That  farther  yet  he  thus  his  prudence  tries, 
Ere  fuch  a  pledge  he  to  his  truft  refign'd. 

XIX. 

"Whoe'er  (faid  he)  in  thy  firft  ftofy  lonks, 

Shall  praife  thy  wife  converfing  v.'ith  the  dead  ; 

For  with  the  dead  he  lives,  who  is  with  books, 
And  in  the  camp  (death's  moving  palace)  bred. 

XX. 

Wife  youth,  in  books  and  battles  early  finds 
What  thoughtlcfs  lazy  men  perceive  too  late ; 

Books  fliow  the  utmoft  conquers  of  our  minds, 
£»ttles,  the  heft  of  our  lov'd  bodks  fai«> 


Yet  this  great  breeding,  join'd  with  kings*  high 
blood 

(Whofe  blood  ambition's  fever  over-heats) 
May  fpoil  digeftion,  which  would  elfe  be  good. 

As  (lomachs  are  deprav'd  with  higheft  meats. 

XXII. 

For  though  books  ferve  as  diet  of  the  mind ; 

If  knowledge,  early  got,  felf-value  breeds. 
By  falfe  digeftion  it  is  turn'd  to  wind ; 

And  what  fliould  nourilh,  on  the  eater  feeds. 

XXlll. 

Though' war's  great  fhape  heft  ediTcates  the  fight. 
And  makes  fmall  foft'ning  obje(5ls  lefs  our  care ; 

Yet  war,  when  urg'd  for  glory,  more  than  right. 
Shows  vidlors  but  authentic  mufd'rers  are. 

XXIV. 

And  I  may  fear  that  your  laft  victories 

Where  glory's  toils,  atid  you  will  ill  abide 

(Since  with  new  trophies  ftill  you  fed  your  eyes) 
Thofe  little  objedls  which  in  ftiades  we  hide. 

XXV. 

Could  you,  in  fortune's  fmiles,  foretel  her  fruwns. 
Our  old  foes  flain,  you  would  not  hunt  for  new  ; 

But  vicftors,  after  wreaths,  pretend  to  crowns ; 
And  fuch  think  Rhodalind  their  valour's  due. 

XXVI. 

To  this  the  noble  Gondibert  replies; 

Think  not  ambition  can  my  duty  fway ; 
I  look  on  Rhodalind  with  fubjedts  eyes. 

Whom  he  that  conquers,  muff  in  right  obeyo 
XXVII. 
And  though  I  humanly  have  heretofore 

,  All,beauty  lik'd,  I  never  lov'd  till  now  ; 
Nor  think  a  crown  can  raife  his  value  more. 
To  whom  already  Heav'n  Joes  love  allow. 

XXVIII. 

Though,  fince  I  gave  the  Hunns  their  laft  defeat; 

I  have  the  Lombntd's  enfigns  onward  led. 
Ambition  kindled  not  this  vidtor's  heat. 

But  'tis  a  warmth  my  father's  prudence  bred. 

XXIX. 

Who  caft  on  more  than  wolvifh  man  his  eye, 
Man's  neceffary  hunger  judg'd,  and  faw 

That  caus'd  not  his  devouring  malady  ; 

But  like  a  wanton  whelp  he  loves  to  gnaw. 

XXX. 

Man  ftill  is  fick  for  pow'r,  yet  that  difeafe 

Nature  (whofe  law  is  temp'rance)  ne'er  infpires  ; 

But  'tis  a  humour,  which  fond  man  docs  pleafe,- 
A  luxury,  fruition  only  tires. 

XXXI. 

And  as  in  perfons,  fo  in  public  ftates, 

The  luft  of  pow'r  provokes  to  cruel  war ; 
For  wifeft  fenates  it  intoxicates. 

And  makes  them  vain,  as  fingle  perfons  arc. 

xxxii. 

Men  into  nations  it  did  fi.  ft  divide ;  [ftyles  s 

Whilft  place,  fcarce  diftant,  gives  them  diif 'rent 
River.s,  whofe  breadth  inhabitants  may  ftride, 

Parts  them  as  much  as  continents  and  ifles. 

XXXIII. 

On  equal,  fmooth,  and  undiftinguifh'd  groundj 

:  he  luft  of  pow'r  doe>  liberty  impair, 
And  Hmits  by  a  boWer  and  a  bound. 
What  W3S  before  as  paffabk  as  air ;; 
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,..      ,  xxirv. 

Whilft  change  of  hnguag;es  oft  breeds  a  war, 

(A  change  which  fafhion  does  as  oft  obtrude 
As  women's  drefs)  and  oft  complexions  are. 

And  diff'rent  nanies,  no  lefs  a  caufe  of  feud. 
XXXV. 
Since  men  [o  caufelefsly  them'felves  devour, 

(And  haft'ning  ilill,  their  eife  too  hafty  fates, 
A<3:  but  continu'd  maflacres  for  pow'r), 

My  father  meant  to  chaftife  kings  and  ilatcs. 

XXXVI. 

To  overcome  the  vs^orld,  till  but  one  crown 

And  univerfal  neighbourhood  he  faw  ; 
Till  all  were  rich  by  that  alliance  grown. 

And  want  fto  more  (hould  be  the  caufe  of  law. 
*  xxxvii.       < 

One  family  the  world  was  firft  defign'd  ; 

And  though  fome  fighting  kings  fo  fevef'd  are, 
That  they  muft  meet  by  help  of  feas  and  wind  ; 

Yet  when  they  fight  'tis  but  a  civil  war. 
xxxviii. 
Nor  could  religion's  heat,  if  one  rul'd  all, 

To  bloody  war  the  unconcern'd  allure  ; 
And  haften  us  from  earth,  ere  age  does  call,- 

Who  are  (alas  1)  of  heav'n  fo  little  fure. 
xxxix. 
Religion,  ne'er  till  divers  monarchies. 

Taught  that  Almighty  Heav'n  needs  army's  aid ; 
But  with  contentious  kings  fhe  now  complies. 

Who  feem,  for  their  own  caufe,  of  God's  afraid. 

XL. 

To  join  all  fever'd  pow'rs  (which  is  to  end 

The  caufe  of  war)  my  father  onward  fought ; 
By  war  the  Lombard  fceptre  to  extend       [fought. 
Till  peace   were  forc'd,  where  it  was  llowly 

XLI. 

He  loft  in  this  attempt  his  laft  dear  blood  ; 

And  1  (whom  no  remotenefs  can  deter. 
If  what  feems  difficult,  be  great  and  good) 

Thought  his  example  could  not  make  me  err. 

XLIi. 

No  place  I  merit  in  the  book  of  fame  1         [fill'd  ; 

Whofe  leaves  are  by  the  Greeks  and  Romans 
Yet  I  prefume  to  boaft,  fhe  knows  my  name, 

And  flie  has  heard  to  whom  the  Hunns  did  yield. 

XLIII. 

But  let  not  what  fo  needfully  was  done. 

Though  flill  purfu'd,  make  you  ambition  fear; 

For  could  I  force  all  monarchies  to  one. 
That  univerfal  crown  I  would  not  wear. 

XLIV. 

He  who  does  blindly  foar  at  Rhodalind,         [cafe  ; 

Mounts  like  feal'd  doves,  flill  higher  from  his 
And  in  the  luft  of  empire  he  may  find. 

High  hope  does  better  than  fruition  pleafe. 
xLv. 
The  vi(5tor's  folid  recompence  is  reft; 

And  'tis  unjuft,  that  chiefs  who  pleafure  (hun, 
^Toiling  in  youth,  fhould  be  in  age  oppreft 

With  greater  toils,  by  ruling  what  they  won. 

XLVI. 

Here  all  reward  of  conquelt  I  would  find  ; 

Leave  fhining  thrones  for  Birtha  in  afhade; 
With  nature's  quiet  wonders  fill  my  mind. 

And  praife  her  moft.  becaufe  flie  Biriha  madet 
.     Vol.  IV.  ' 


Now  Aftragon  (with. joy  fuffic'd)  percelv'd 

How  nobly  Heav'n  for  Birtha  did  provide  j 
Oft  had  he  fo^  her  parted  mother  griev'd. 

But  can  this  joy,  lefs  than  that  forrow  hide. 

XL  viir. 

With  tears,  bids  Gondibert  to  Heav'n's  eye  mzls^ 

All  good  within,  as  to  the  world  he  feems ; 
And  in  gain'd  Birtha  then  from  Hymen  take 

All  youth  can  wifh,  and  all  his  age  cfteems. 

XLIX. 

Strait  to  His  lov'd  philofophers  he  hies. 
Who  now  at  nature's  council  bufy  are 

To  trace  new  lights,  which  fome  old  gazer  fpies; 
Whiift  the  Duke  feeks  more  bufily  his  flar. 

L. 

But  in  her  fearch,  he  is  by  Goltho  fl;ay'd. 

Who  in  a  clofe  dark  covert  folds  his  arms ; 
His  eyes  with  thoughts  grow  darker  than  that  fhadej 

Such  thoughts   as    yielding   breafls  with  ftudy 
LI.  [warms.; 

Fix'd  to  unheeded  objedl      his  eye  I 

His  fenfes  he  calls  in,  as  if  t'  improve 
By  outward  abfence,  inward  ecftacy, 

Such  as  makes  prophets,  or  is  made  by  love, 

LII. 

Awake  !  (faid  Gondibert)  for  now  in  vain 

Thou  dream'il  of  fov'reignty,  and  war's  fuccefs ; 

Hope,  nought  has  left,  which  worth  fliould  wilh  to 
And  all  ambition  is  but  hope's  excefs.       [gain  j 

LIU, 

Bid  all  our  worthies  to  unarm,  and  reft  1 

For  they  have  nought  to  conquer  with  their  care  ;. 

I  have  a  father's  right  in  Birtha's  bread,  [war. 
And  that's  the  peace  for  which  the  wife  make 

LIV. 

At  this  flarts  Goltho,  like  lome  army's  chief, 

Whom,unentrench'd,  a  midnight  'brum  wakes  J 

By  paufe  then  gave  diforder'd  fcnfe  relief. 
And  this  reply  with  kindled  paffion  makes. 

LV. 

What  means  my  prince  to  make  fo  low  a  boaft, 
Whofe  merit  may  afpire  to  Rhodalind  ? 

For  who  could  Birtha  mifs  if  flie  were  loft. 
That  ftiall  by  worth  the  others  treafure  find? 

LVI. 

When  your  high  blood,  and  conquefts  ftiall  fubmit 
To  fuch  m^an  joys,  in  this  unminded  fliade. 

Let  courts,  without  Heav'n's  lamps,  in  darkncfs  fit^^ 
And  war  become  the  lowly  fliepherd's  trade. 

LVII. 

Birtha,  (a  harmlefs  country  ornament  1) 

May  be  his  bride,  that's  born  himfelf  to  ferve  ; 

But  you  muft  pay  that  blood  your  army  fpent. 
And  wed  that  empire  which  our  wounds  defervc* 

LVIII. 

This  brought  the  Duke's  fivift  anger  to  his  eyes. 
Which  his  confid'rate  heart  rebuk'd  as  fafk  ; 

He  Goltho  chid,  in  that  he  nought  replies ; 

Leaves  him,  and  Birtha  feeks  with  lover's  haftc« 

LIX. 

Now  Goltho  mourns,  yet  not  that  Birtha's  fair. 
Of  that  the  Duke  (Iruns  empire  for  a  bride  ; 

But  that  himfelf  muft  join  love  to  defpair  ; 

Himfelf  who  loves  her,  and  his  love  muft  hid?« 
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He  curs'd  that  him  the  wounded  hither  hrought 
From  Ofwald's  field,  where,  though  he  wounds 
did  'fcape 

In  tempting  death,  and  herd  no  danger  fough*, 
Yet  here  meet worfe  than  death  in  bcauty'sftiape. 

LXI. 

J-Ie  was  unus'd  to  love,  as  bred  in  wars; 

And  not  till  now  for  beauty  leifure  had  ; 
Yet  bore  love's  load,  as  youth  bears  other  cares» 

Till  new  defpair  makes  love's  old  weight  too  fad. 

But  Ulfinore,  does  hither  aptly  come. 

His  fecond  breaft,  in  whom  his  grief's  excefs 

He  may  ebb  out,  where  they  o'erflow  at  home ; 
Such  griefs,  as  thus  in  throngs  for  utt'rance  prefs- 

I.XIII. 

Torgive  me  that  fo  falfely  am  thy  friend  1 

No  more  our  hearts  for  kindnefs  fliall  conteft ; 

Since  mine  I  hourly  on  another  fpend, 

And  now  embrace  thee  with  an  empty  breaft. 

iZIV. 

Yet  pard'ning  tne,  you  cancel  Nature's  fault ; 

Who  walks  with  her  fine  force  in  Birtha'sfliape; 
And  when  flie  fpreads  the  net  to  have  us  caught, 

It  were  in  youth  prefumption  to  efcape, 

LXV. 

When  Birtha's  grief  fo  comely  did  appear, 

Whilft  (he  beheld  our  Wounded  Duke's  dlfrefs  ; 

Then  firft  my  alter'd  heart  began  to  fear, 

Leaft  too  much  love  fhould  friendfhip  difpoffefs. 

LXVI. 

But  this,  whilft  UlSilofe.  with  forrow  hears. 

Him  Goltho's  bufier  forrow  little  heeds ; 
And  though  he  could  reply  in  fighs  and  tears. 

Yet  governs  both,  and  Goltho  thus  proceeds  : 
Lxvn. 
To  love's  new  dangers  I  have  gone  unarm'd ; 

1  lack'd  experience  why  to  be  afraid ; 
Was  too  unlearn'd  to  read  whom  love  had  harm'd ; 

But  have  his  will  as  nature's  law  obey'd. 
Lxvni. 
Th'  obedient  and  defencelefs,  fure,  no  law 

AfHi(9:s,  for  law  is  their  defence,  and  pow*r  ; 
Yet  me,  love's  fheep,  whom  rigour  needs  not  awe, 

Wolf-love,  becaufe  defencelefs,  does  devour  :    / 

LXIX. 

Gives  me  not  time  to  perifti  by  degrees, 
But  with  defpair  does  me  at  once  deftroy ; 

For  none  who  Gondibert  a  lover  fees. 

Thinks  he  would  love,  but  where  he  may  enjoy. 

LXX 

Birtha  he  loves;  and  I  from  Birtha  fear 
Death  that  in  rougher  figure  I  defpife  I 

Thus  Ulfinore  did  with  diftemper  hear. 

Yet  with  diffembled  temp'rance  thus  replies  : 

I.XX1. 

Ah,  Goltho  1  who  love's  fever  can  affuage  ? 

For  though  familiar  feem  that  old  difeafe; 
Vet  Hke  religion's  fit,  when  people  rage. 

Few  cure  thofe  evils  which  the  patient  pleafe. 

LXXH. 

Nature's  religion,  love,  is  ftill  perverfe  ; 

And  no  commerce  with  cold  difcretion  hath, 
Fer  if  difcretion  fpeak  when  love  is  fierce, 

C  Is  wav'd  by  love,  as  reafon  is  by  faith. 


rxxiii. 
As  Gondibert  left  Goltho  when  he  heard 

His  faint  prof^n'd,  as  if  fome  plague  were  nigh; 
So  Goltho  now  leaves  Ulfinore,  and  fear'd 

To  fhare  fuch  vcng'ance,  if  he  did  not  fly. 

JtXXlV. 

How  each  at  home  o'er-rates  his  mifery. 
And  thinks  that  all  are  mufical  abroad, 

Unfciter'd  as  the  winds,  whilft  only  he 

Of  all  the  glad  and  licens'd  world  is  aw'd  ? 

LXXV. 

And  as  cag'd  birds  are  by  the  fowler  fet 

To  call  in  mnre,  whilft  thofe  that  taken  be, 
May  think  (though  they  are  pris'ners  in  the  net) 
Th'  incag'd,  becaufe  they  fing,  fometimes  arc 
free. 

txxvi. 
So  Goltho  (who  by  Ulfinore  was  hrought 

Here  where  he  fir  i  love's  dangers  did  perceive 
In    beauty's    field)    thinks    though   himfelf  was 
caught, 
Th'  inviter  fafe,  becaufe  not  heard  to  grleve.^ 
Lxxvn. 
But  Ulfinore  (whom  neighbourhood  led  here) 
Impreffions  took  before  from  Birtha's  fight; 
Ideas  which  in  filence  hidden  were. 

As  Heav'n's  defigns  before  the  birth  of  light- 
Lxxvni. 
This  from  his  father  Ulfin  he  did  hide. 

Who,  ftridl  to  youth,  would  not  permit  the  bell 
Reward  of  worth,  the  bofom  of  a  bride, 
Should  be  but  after  virtuous  toils  pofftft. 

LXXIX. 

For  Ulfinore  (in  blooming  honour  yet) 

Though  he  had  learnt  the  count'nance  of  the  fee, 

And  though  his  courage  could  dull  armies  whet, 
The  care  o'ercrowds,  nor  conduA  could  not 
know ; 

LXXX. 

Nor  vary  battles  fliape  in  the  foe's  view; 

But  now  in  foreign  fields  means  to  improve 
His  early  arts,  to  what  his  father  knew. 

That  merit  fo  might  get  him  leave  to  love. 

LXXXI. 

Till  then,  check'd  paflion,  fliall  not  venture  forth ; 

And  now  retires  with  a  diforder'd  heart; 
Griev'd,  leaft  his  rival  ftiould  by  early  worth 

Get  love's  reward,  ere  he  can  gain  defert. 

LXXXII. 

But  flop  we  here,  like  thofe  who  day-light  lack ; 

Or  as  mifguided  travellers  that  rove. 
Oft  find  their  way  by  going  fomewhat  back; 

So  let's  return,  thou  ill  condu<5lor  love  !  , 

Lsxxin,  1 

Thy  little  wanton  godhead  as  my  guide  1 

I  have  attsnded  many  a  winter  night ; 
To  feek  whom  time  for  honour's  fake  would  hide. 

Since  in  mine  age  fought  by  a  wafted  light.  . 

LXXXIV. 

But  ere  my  remnant  of  life's  lamp  be  fpent, 
Whilft  I  in  lab'rinths  ftray  amongft  the  dead, 

I  mean  to  recolledl  the  paths  I  went. 

And  judge  from  thence  the  fteps  I  am  to  tread* 

LXXXV. 

Thy  walk  (though  as  a  common  deity 
The  crowd  does  follow  thee)  myfterious  grow 
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^or  Rho^alind  may  now  clofe  mourner  die, 
Since  Gundibert,  too  late,  her  fori ow  knows. 

LXXICVI 

Younpj  Hurgonil  above  dear  light  prefers 
Calm  Orna,  who  his  hi^heft  love  outloves; 

Yet  envious  clouds  in  Lombard  regiflers    [proves. 
O'crcaft  their  morn,  whatc'er  their  evening 

LXXXVl). 

For  fatal  Laura,  trufty  Tybalt  pines ; 

For  haughty  Gartha,  fiibtle  Hermegild  ; 
Whilft  (he  her  beauty,  youth,  and  birth  declines; 

And  as  to  fate  does  to  ambition  yield. 

Great  G  indibert,  to  bafliful  Birtha  bends, 
Whiim  flie  adores  like  virtue  in  a  throne ; 

WhilU  Ulfinore  and  Gohho  i^late  vow'd  friends 
^y  him)  are  now  his  rivals,  and  their  own. 


Lixxit. 

Through  ways  thus  Intricate  to  lover's  urns, 

Thou  leadM  mc,  love,  to  fhow  thy  trophies  paft  ; 
Where  time  (lefs  cruel  than  thy  godhead)  mourns 

In  ruins  which  thy  pride  Would  have  to  laft. 
xc. 
Where  I  on  Lombard  monuments  have  read 

Old  lover's  names,  and  their  fam'd  afhes  fpy'dj 
But  lefs  can  learn  by  knowing  they  are  dead, 

And  fuch  their  tombs,  than  how  they  liv'd  and 
dy'd. 

xci. 
To  Paphos  fly !  and  leave  me  fullen  here  ! 

This  lamp  fliall  light  me  to  records  which  give 
To  future  youth,  fo  juft  a  caufe  of  fear. 

That  it  will  valour  feem  to  dare  to  live ! 


BOOK   III.      CANTO   I. 

5*&  Argument, 

The  people,  left  by  Gartha,  leave  to  mourn  ; 
And  worfl»ip  HermCgiid  for  her  return. 
The  tiroundcd  Hurgonil  by  Orna  cur'd; 
Their  loyal  loves  by  marriage  plight  alTur'd. 
In  Laura's  hafty  change,  love's  pow'r  appears. 
And  Tybalt  feeks  the  kindnefs  which  he  fears. 


W*EN  fad  Verona  faw  In  Gartha's  fliape  fpraisM  ; 

Departed  peace  brought  back,   the  court  they 
And  feem'd  fo  joy'd  as  cities  which  efcape 

A  fiege,  that  by  their  own  brave  Tallies  rais'd. 
II. 
And  Hermegild,  to  make  her  triumph  long, 

1  hrotigh  all  the  ftreets  his  chariot  flowly  drove; 
Whilft  Ihe  endures  the  kindnefs  of  the  throng. 

Though  rude,  as  was  their  rage,  is  now  their  love. 
111. 
On  Hermegild  (fo  longingly  defir'd  [gaze  ; 

From  Hubert's  camp)  with  childifti  eyes  they 
They  v/or(hip  now,  what  late  they  but  admir'd. 

And  all  his  arts  to  mighty  magic  raifc. 

IV. 

On  both  they  fuch  abundant  hlcfiings  throw. 
As  if  thofe  num'rous  priefts  who  here  refide^ 

(Loth  to  out-live  this  joy)  aflembled  now 
In  hafte  to  blefs  the  laity  ere  they  dy'd. 

V. 

Thus  dignify'd  and  crown'd,  through  all  the  ftreets 
To  court  they  come  ;  where  them  wife  Aribert 

flot  weakly  with  a  public  paffion  meets  ; 
But  in  his  open'd  face  conceal'd  his  heart. 

VI. 

With  mod'rate  joy  he  took  this  pledge  of  peace, 
Becaufe  great  joys  infer  to  judging  eyes 

The  mind  diftrefs'd  before ;  and  in  diftrcfs,   [fpies. 
Thrones,  which  ar^  jealoii^i  forts,  think  all  are 


vn. 

Yet,  by  degrees,  a  foul  delighted  fiiows 

To  Gartha,  whona  he  leads  to  Rhodalindj 
And  foon  to  Hermegild  asartlefs  grows 

As  maids,  and  like  fuccefsful  lovers  kind. 
vni. 
And  Rhodalind,  though  bred  to  daily  fight 

Of  court's  feign'd  faces,  and  pretended  heartS| 
(In  which  difguifes  courts  take  no  delight. 

But  little  mifchiefs  ihun  by  little  arts.) 

IX. 

She,  when  flie  Gartha  faw,  no  kindnefs  feign'd, 
But  faithfully  her  former  rage  excus'd ; 

For  now  fhe  other's  forrow  entertain'd. 
As  if  to  love,  a  maid's  firft  forroW  us'd, 

X. 

Yet  did  her  firft  with  cautious  gladnefs  meet ; 

Then  foon  from  grave  refpedt  to  fondnefs  grew  J 
To  kilTes  in  their  tafte  and  odour  fweet. 

As  Hybla  honey,  or  Arabian  dew. 

XI. 

And  Gartha  like  an  eaftern  monarch's  bride. 
This  public  love  wirh  baftiful  homage  took  3 

For  ftie  had  learn'd  from  Hermegild  to  hide 
A  rifing  heart,  behind  a  falling  look. 

XII. 

Thus,  maflc'd  with  meeknefs,  fhe  does  much  entreat 
A  pardon  for  that  ftorm  her  forrow  rais'd  ; 

Which  Rhodalind  more  fuss  fhe  would  forget, 
Unlcfs  to  have  fo  juft  a  C^iiasff  ptais'd. 


Ip 


^Boon  I's  this  joy  t'lrough  all  the  court  difpers'd ; 

So  hijjh  they  value  peace,  who  daily  are 
In  pride's  invalions^,  private  fadlion,  vers'd  ; 
1  lie  fmall,  but  fruitful  feed  of  public  war. 


Whilft  thus  fweet  peace  had  other's  joys  afTur'd, 
Orna  with  hopes  of  fweeter  love  was  pleas'd  ; 

Jur  of  war's  wounds  brave  Hurgonil  was  cur'd; 
And  thofe  of  love,  which  deeper  reach'd,  were 
eas'd. 

XV. 

In  both  thefe  cures  her  fov'reign  help  appears, 
Since  as  hei  double  patient  he  receiv'd 

lor  bloody  wounds,  balm,  from  her  precious  tears, 
And  blbodlcis  wounds  of  love  her  vows  reliev'd. 

XVI. 

She  let  no  med'cinal  flow'r  in  quiet  grow. 
No  art  lie  hid,  nor  artift  eafe  his  thought, 

Ko  fane  be  fliut,  no  prieftfrom.  altars  go, 

Nor  in  Heav'n's  quire  no  faint  remain  unfought; 

XVI!. 

l^or  more  her  eyes  could  eafe  of  fleep  efteem 

Then  lleep  can  the  world's  eye,  the  fun,  conceal; 

Kor  breath'd  fhe  but  in  vgws  to  Heav'n,  or  him, 
Till  Heav'n,  and  fhe,  his  difF'rent  wounds  did 
heal. " 

XVIII. 

But  now  fhe  needs  thofe  aids  flie  did  difpenfe  ; 

ror  fcarce  her  cures  were  on  him  perfed;  grown, 
E'er  fliame  affiidls  her  for  that  diligence, 

Which  love  had  in  her  fits  of  pity  fhown, 

XIX. 

When  flic  (though  made  of  cautiows  baflifulnefs) 

Whilil  him  in  wounds  a  fmarting  fever  burn'd, 
Invok'd  remoteft  aids  to  his  redrels, 

And  with  a  loud  ungovern'd  kindnefs  mourn'd. 
tx. 
When  o'er  him  then^  whilft  parting  life  flie  ru'd, 

Her  kiffes  fafter  (though  unknown  before) 
Than  bloffonis  fall  on  parting  fpring,  flie  flrew'd  ; 

Than  bloffoms  fweeter,  and  in  number  more. 

XXI. 

But  now  when  from  her  bufy  maid  fhe  knew 
How  wildly  grief  had  led  her  love  abroad, 

Unmalk'd  to  all,  fhe  her  own  pris'net  grew ; 
Ey  fhame,  a  virgin's  native  confcience,  aw'd. 

XXII. 

With  undiretSed  eyes  which  carelefs  rove, 

With  thoughts  too  fingly  to  hcrfelf  confin'd. 
She  blufhing,  ftarts  at  her  remember'd  love, [blind. 

And  grieves  the  world  had  eyes,  when  that  was 
x):iit. 
Sad  darknefs,  which  does  other  virgins  fright. 

Now  boldly  and  alone,  ftie  entertain'd ; 
And  fhtins  her  lover,  like  the  traitor,  light, 

Till  he  her  curtains  drew,  and  thus  complain'd  : 

XXIV. 

Why,  bafhfulmald,  will  you  your  beauty  hide 
Becaufe  your  fairer  mind,  your  love,  is  known  ? 

So  jewellers  conceal  with  artful'pride 

Their  fecond  wealth,  after  the  beft  is  fhown. 

XXV. 

In  piw's  paffion  you  unvail'd  your  mind; 

Lux  him  not  fall,  whom  you  did  help  to  climb  j 
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Nor  feem  by  being  balhful,  fo  tintiilcf 
As  if  you  think  your  pity  was  a  crimCi 
XXVI. 

O  ufelefs  fhame  !  Officious  baflifulnefs '. 

Virtue'.s  vain  fign,  which  only  there  appear?, 

Where  virtue  grows  erroneous  by  excefs, 

And  fbapes  more  fins,  then  frighted  confcienc^ 


fears. 

XXVII. 

Your  blufhes,  which  to  mere  complexion  grow. 
You  muft  as  nature,  not  as  virtue  own  ; 

And  for  your  open'd  love,  you  but  blufh  fo 
As  guiltlefs  rofes  blufh  that  they  are  blown. 

XXVIII. 

As  well  the  morn  (whofe  effence  poets  made, 
And  gaTe  her  bafhful  eyes)  we  may  believe 

Does  blufh  for  what  fhe  fees  through  night's  thift 
fhade, 
As  that  yon  can  for  love  difcover'd  grieve. 

XXIX. 

Arife  '.  and  all  the  flowers  of  ev'ry  mead 

(Which  weeping  through  your  ftills  my  healtfe 
reftor'd) 

Bring  to  the  temple  to  adorn  your  head, 

And  there  where  you  did  worfhip,  be  ador'd. 

XXX. 

This  with  a  low  regard  (but  voice  rais'd  high 
By  joys  of  love)  he  fpake  ;  and  not  lefs  kind 

Was  now  (ent'ring  with  native  harmony, 

like  forward  fpring)  the  blooming  Rhodalind, 

XXXI. 

Like  fummer,  goodly  Gartha,  fully  blown ; 

Laura,  like  autumn,  with  as  ripe  a  look; 
But  flaow'd,  by  fome  chill  griefs,  her  fun  was  gonrj 

Arnold,  from  whom  fhe  life's  ihort  glory  took. 

XXXjII. 

Like  winter,  Hermegild  ;  yet  not  fo  gray 

And  cold,  but  that  his  fafhion  feem'd  to  boafl, 

That  even  weak  winter  is  allow'd  fame  day, 
And  the  air  clear,  and  healthful  in  a  froft. 

XXXIII. 

All  thefe,  and  Tybalt  too  (unlefs  a  fpy 

He  be,  watching  who  thrives  in  Laura's  fight) 

Came  hither,  as  in  kind  confpiracy, 

To  haflen  Orna  to  her  marriage  plight. 

XXXIV. 

And  now  the  priefls  prepare  for  this  high  vow 
All  rites,  that  to  their  laws  Can  add  a  grace; 

To  which  the  fequent  knot  they  not  allow, 
Till  a  fpent  morn  recovers  all  her  face. 

XXXV. 

And  now  the  ftreets  like  fummer  meads  appear  ! 

For  with  fweetftrewings  maids  left  gardens  barCj 
As  l<;Vers  wifh  their  fweeter  bofoms  were, 

When  hid  unkindly  by  diflievell'd  hair, 
xxxvr. 
And  Orna  now  (importun'd  to  poffefs  [fo 

Her  long  wifh'd  joys)  breaks  through  her  blnfhes 
As  the  fair  morn  breaks  through  her  rofynefs; 

And  from  a  like  guilt  did  their  blulhes  grovr. 
xxxvii. 
She  thinks  her  love's  high  ficknefs  now  appears 

A  fie  fo  weak,  as  does  no  med'cine  need; 
So  fbon  locif  ty  can  cure  thofe  fears 

On  which  the  coward,  foiitude,  docs  feedi 
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XXXVIII. 

'tliey  with  united  joy  bleil  Hurgonll 
And  Orna  to  the  facred  temple  bring  ; 

Whilft  all  the  court  in  triumph  ftiow  their  {kill, 
As  if  long  bred  by  a  triumphant  king. 

XXXIX. 

^uch  days  of  joy,  before  the  msrriage  day, 

The  Lombards  long  by  cuftom  had  emhrac'd; 

Cuftom,  which  all,  rathtr  than  law  obey, 
for  laws  by  force,  cuftoms,  by  pleafure  lail. 

XL. 

And  wifely  ancients  by  this  needful  fnare 
Of  gilded  joys,  did  hide  fuch  bitternefs 

As  mod  in  marriage  fwaliow  with  that  care, 
Which  baihfully  the  wife  will  ne'er  confefs. 

XLI, 

"Tis  Oatefmen's  mufic,  who  ftates  fowlers  be. 
And  finging  birds,  to  catch  the  wilder,  fet; 

So  bring  in  more  to  tame  fociety  ; 

For  wedlock,  to  the  wild,  is  the  Hate's  net. 

XLU. 

And  this  loud  joy,  before  the  marrriage  rites. 
Like  battle's  mufic  which  to  fights  prepare, 

Many  to  ftrife  and  fad  fuccefs  invites; 
For  marriage  is  too  oft  but  civil  war. 

XLIIi. 

A  truth  too  amply  known  to  thofe  who  read 
Great  Hymen's  rolls;  though  he  from   lover's 

Hides  his  mod  tragic  ftories  of  the  dead,  [eyes 

Left  all,  like  Goths,    fhoyld  'gainft  his  temples 
rife.  , 

XLIV. 

And  thou  (whate'er  thou  art,  who  doft  perchance 
With  a  hot  reader's  hafte,  this  fong  purfue) 

May'ft  find,  too  foon,  thou  doft  too  far  advance, 
And  wifh  it  all  unread,  or  elfe  untrue. 

XLV. 

fi'or  It  isfung  (though  by  a  mourning  voice) 
That  in  the  Ides  before  thcfe  lovers  had. 

With  Hymen's  public  hand,  confirm'd  their  choice 
A  cruel  pradife  did  their  peace  invade. 

XLVI. 

For  Hermegild;  too  ftudiouily  forefaw 

The  count's  alliance  with  the  Duke's  high  blcod. 

Might  from  the  Lombards  fuch  affecftion  draw, 
As  could  by  Hubert  never  be  withftood. 

XLVJl. 

And  he  in  hafte  with  Gartha  does  retire. 
Where  thus  his  breaft  he  opens  to  prevent, 

That  Hymen's  hallow'd  torch  may  not  take  fire, 
When  all  thefe  lefier  lights  of  joy  are  fpent. 

XLVJil, , 

High  heaven  (from  whofe  beft  lights  your  beauty 
grows, 

Born  high,  as  higheft  minds)  preferve  you  fsill 
From  fuch,  who  then  appear  refiftlefs  foes, 

When  they  alliance  join  to  arms  and  Ikill  I 

XLIS. 

Moft  by  conjnn(ftion  planets  harmful  are  ; 

So  rivers  joining  overflow  the  land, 
And  forces  join'd  make  that  deflru6live  war, 

Which  £lfe  our  commoixconduift  may  withftand. 

L, 

Their  knees  to  Hurgonil  the  people  bow. 
And  worlhip  Oraa  in  bev  brother's  right ; 


They  muft  be  feverM,  or  like  palms  will  grow, 
Which   planted  near,    out-climb    their  natsve 
height. 

LI. 

As  winds,  whofe  violence  out-does  all  art, 

Act  all  unfeen  ;  fo  we  as  fecretly 
Thefe  branches  of  that  cedar  Gondibert 

Mutt  force  till  his  deep  root  in  rifing  die. 

LII. 

If  we  make  noife  whilft  our  deep  workings  laft, 

Such    rumour   through  thick  towns  unheeded 

flies,  [paft) 

As  winds  through  woods,  and  we  (our  great  work 

Like  winds  wi41  filence  tongues,  and  'fcapefrora 

eyes. 

LIII. 

E'er  this  dark  lelTon  flie  was  clearer  taught, 
His  enter'd  flaves  place  at  her  rcv'renc'd  feet 

A  fpacious  cabinet,  with  all  things  fraught. 

Which   feem'd   for  wearing    artful,   rich,  anil 
fweet. 

LIV. 

With  leifurely  delight,  fhe  by  degrees 
Lifts  ev'ry  till,  does  ev'ry  drawer  draw; 

But  nought  which  to  her  fex  belongs  flic  fees; 
And  for  the  male  all  nice  adornments  faw. 

LV. 

This  feem'd  to  breed  fomc  ftrangenefs  in  her  eyes, 
Which  like  a  wanton  wonder  there  began  ; 

But  ftrait  ftie  in  the  lower  clofet  fpies 

Th'  accomplilh'd  dreis,  and  garments  of  a  man< 

L7I. 

Then  ftarting,  (he  her  hand  ftirank  nicely  back  ; 

As  if  ftie  had  been  ftiing,  or  that  flie  fear'd 
This  garment  was  the  ikin  of  that  old  fnake. 

Which  at  the  fatal  tree  like  man  appear'd. 

LVII.    * 

Th'  aniliitious  maid  at  fcornful  diftance  ftood; 

And  bravely  feem'd  of  love's  low  vices  free  ; 
Though  vicioU'S  in  her  mind,  not  in  her  blood  s 

Ambition  is  the  mind's  immodelly  ! 

LVIII,    • 

He  knew  great  minds,  diforder'd  by  miftake, 
Defend  through  pride,  the  errors  they  repent; 

A«d  vv'ith  a  1 .  .er's  fearfulnefs  he  fpake 

Thus  humbly,  that  extremes  he  might  prevents 

LIX. 

How  ill  (delightful  maid!)  fliall  I  deferve 

My  life's  laft  flame,  fed  by  your  beauty's  fire. 

If  I  fhall  vex  your  virtues,  that  preferve 

Otlv-rs  weak  virtues,  which  would  elfe  expire. 

LX. 

How, (more  then  death,  fliall  I  my  life  defpife. 
When  your  fear'd   frowns,  make  me   your  fer- 
vice  fear ; 

When  I  fcarce  dare  to  fay,  that  the  difguife 
Y^>u  ftirink  to  fee,  you  muft  vouchfafe  to  wear. 

LXI. 

So  rude  a  law  your  Int'rcft  will  impofe; 

And  folid  int'reft  muft  not  yield  to  fliame  : 
Vain  fliame,  which   fears  you  fliould  fuch  honour 

As  lafts  but  by  intelligence  with  fame.^        [lofe 

LXII. 

Number,  which  makes  opinion  law,  can  turn 
This  ihjpe  to  fafuion,  which  you  fcoru  to 
SGiij 
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Becaufe  not  by  your  fex  as  fafliion  worn ; 

And  falhiun  is  but  that  which  numbers  choofc. 
mil. 

If  you  approve  what  numbers  lawful  think, 
Be  bold,  for  number  cancels  bafbfulnefs ; 

Extremes,  from  which  a  king  would  biufhing  (brink, 
Unblufliing  fenates  adl  as  no  excefs. 

LXXV. 

Thus  he  his  thoughts  (the  pidurc  of  his  mind) 
By  a  dark  vail  to  fudden  fight  deny'd ; 

That  flie  might  prize,  what  feem'd  fo  hard  to 
find; 
For  curtains  promife  worth  in  what  they  hide. 

LXV. 

He  faid  her  manhood  would  not  ftrange  appear 
In  court,  where  all  the  falhion  is  dilguife  ; 

Where  mafquerades  are  ferious  all  the  year; 
None  known  but  flrangers,  nor  fecure  but  fpies. 

LXVI. 

Ail  rules  he  reads  of  living  great  in  courts; 

Which  fome  the  art  of  wife  deffembling  call ; 
For  pow'r  (born  to  have  foes)  much  weight  fapports 

By  their  falfe  ftrength  who  thruft  to  make  it 
fall. 

LXVI  I. 

He  bids  her  wear  her  beauty  free  as  light ; 

By  ears  as  open  be  to  all  endear'd; 
For  the  unthinking  crowd  judge  by  their  fight, 

And  feem  half  eas'^,  when  they  are  fully  heard. 

LXVIII. 

He  fhuts  her  breafl  even  from  familiar  eyes ; 

For  he  who  fecret's(pow'r's  chief  treafure)  Ipends 
To  purchafe  friendfhip,  fiiendfhip  dearly  buys: 

bince  pow'r  feeks  great  confed'rates,  more  than 
friends. 

LXIX. 

And  now  with  counfels  more  particular, 

Fie  taught  her  how  to  wear  tovv'rds  Rhodalind 

Her  looks,  which  of  the  mimi  falfe  pidlurcs  are  ; 
And  then  how  Orna  may  believe  her  kind. 

hX.X 

How  Laura  too  ma    be  (whofe  praiSis'd  eyes 
Can  more  dete(5l:  the  fhape  of  f-  rward  love) 

By  treaty  caught,  though  not  by  a  furprife ; 
Whofe  aid  wculd  precious  to  her  l^adion  prove. 

But  here  he  ends  his  ledlure,  for  he  fpy'd 
( Adorn'd,  as  if  to  grace  magnifique  ieafls) 

Bright  Rhi  dalind,  with  the  elected  bride; 
And  with  the  bride,  all  her  feieded  guefts, 

LXXJI. 

They  Gartha  in  their  civil  pity  fought; 

Whom  they  in  midll  of  triumph's  mift,  and  fear 
JLell  her  full  brcaft  ( with  Hubert's  forrows  fraught) 

She,  like  a  mourner,  came  to  empty  here. 

LXXIII 

But  fhe,  and  Hermegild,  are  wild  with  haHe, 
As  traitors  are  whom  vifitants  furprife  ; 

I)ecyph'ring  that  which  fearfully  they  caft 
In  fome  dark  place,  where  viler  treafon  lies. 

LXXIV. 

So  open  they  the  fatal  cabinet. 

To  (liut  things  flighter  with  the  confequent ; 
I'hen  foon  their  rally'd  looks  in  pofture  fet; 

And  boldly  with  them  to  their  triumphs  went. 


LXXV. 

Tybalt,  who  Laura  gravely  ever  led. 

With  ceafelefs  whifpers  lags  behind  the  train; 

Tries,  fince  her  wary  governor  is  dead. 
How  the  fair  fort  he  may  by  treaty  gain. 

LXXVI 

For  now  unhappy  Arnold  fhe  forfakes; 

Yet  is  he  bleft  that  fhe  does  various  prove. 
When  his  fpent  heart  for  no  imkindnefs  akes ; 

Since  from  the  light  as  fever'd  as  from  love, 

LXXVII. 

Yet  as  in  ftorms  and  ficknefs  newly  gone. 

Some  clouds  a  while,  and  flrukcs  of  faintnefs 
lafl; 

So,  in  her  brow,  fo  much  of  grief  is  fliown. 
As  flievvs  a  tempeft,  or  a  ficknefs  paft. 

tXXVJII. 

But  him  no  more  with  fuch  fad  eyes  fhe  feeks. 
As    even    at   feafts   would   make   old   tyrants 
weep; 
Nor  more  attempts  to  wake  him  with  fuch  fhrieks. 
As  threatened  all  where  death's  deaf  pris'ners 
fleep. 

LXXIX. 

Hugo  and  him,  as  leaders  now  fhe  names. 
Not  much  as  lovers  does  their  fame  approve ; 

Nor  her  own  fate,  but  chance  of  battle  blames ; 
As  if  they  dy'd  for  honour,  not  for  love. 

LXSX. 

This  Tybalt  faw,  and  finds  that  the  turn'd  flrcam 
Came  fairly  flowing  to  refrefh  his  heart ; 

Yet  could  he  not  forget  the  kind  efleem 
She  lately  had  of  Arnold's  high  defert. 

LXXXI. 

Nor  does  it  often  'fcape  his  memory. 

How  gravely  he  had  vow'd,  that  if  her  eyes. 

After  fuch  fhowers  of  love,  were  quickly  dry. 
He  would  them  more  then  lamps  in  tombs  dei^^ 
pife. 

LXXXII. 

And  whilfl:  he  watch'd  like  an  induflrious  fpy 
Her  fexes  changes,  and  revolts  of  youth; 

He  flill  reviv'd  this  vow  as  folem.ly. 

As  fenates  count'nauce  laws,  or  fynods,  truth. 

LXXXIII. 

But  men  are  frail,  more  glafs  then  women  are  ! 

Tybalt,  who  with  a  flay'd  judicious  heart 
Would  love,  grows  vain  amidfl  his  gravell:  care  : 

Love  free  by  nature,  fcorns  the  bonds  of  art ! 

I.XXXIV. 

Laura  (whofe  fort  he  by  approach  would  gain) 
With  a   weak  figh  blows   up  his  mine,   and 
fmiles ; 

Gives  fire  but  with  her  eye,  and  he  is  flain ; 
Or  treats,  and  with  a  whifpcr  him  beguiles. 

LXXXV. 

Nor  force  of  arms  or  arts  (O  lovpt)  endures 

They  mightinefs ;  and  fince  wo  mufl  difcern 
Dlfeafes  fully  e'er  we  ftudy  cures; 

And  our  own  force  by  others  weaknefs  learn ; 
Lxxxvi. 
Let  me  to  courts  and  camps  thy  agent  be. 

Where  all  their  weaknefs  and  difeafes  fpring 
From  their  not  knowing,  and  not  hon'ring  thee 

In  thofe,  wh«,  nature  in  thy  triani|)hs  fing. 
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C  A  N  T  O    II. 

7be  Argumtnt, 

Whilft  BIrtha  and  the  Duke  their  joys  purfue 

In  conqu'ring  love,  fate  does  them  both  fubdue 

"With  triumphs,  which  from  court  young  Orgo  brought; 

And  have  in  Goltho  greater  triumphs  wrought : 

Whofe  hopes  the  quiet  Ulfinore  does  bear 

With  patience  fcign'd,  and  with  a  hidden  fear. 


The  profp'rous  Gondibert  from  Birtha  gains 

Ail  bafliful  plights  a  maid's  firft  bounties  g^ive  ; 
Faft  vows,  which  bind  love's  captives  more  than 
chains, 

Yet  free  love's  faints  in  chofen  bondage  live. 
II. 
^ew  were  the  days,  and  fwiftly  feem'd  to  wade, 

Which  thus  he  in  his  mind's  fruition  fpent; 
And  left  fome  envious  cloud  fliould  overcaft 

His  love's  fair  morn,  oft  to  his  camp  he  fent, 
III. 
To  Bergamo,  whei;e  ftill  intrenched  were 

Tho(e  youth,  whom  firft  his  father's  army  bred; 
Who  ill  the  rumor  of  his  wounds  did  bear. 

Though  he  that  gave  them,  of  his  own  be  dead. 

IV. 

And  worfe  thofe  haughty  threat'nings  they  abhor. 
Which  fame  from  Brefcia's  ancient  fighters 
brought ; 

Vain  fame,  the  people's  trufted  orator,  [wrought 
Whofe  fpeech  (too  fluent)  their  miftakes  has 

V. 

Oft  Goltho  with  his  temp'rate  counfels  went, 
To  quench  whom  fame  to  dang'rous  fury  warm'd; 

Till  temp'rately  his  dangers  they  refent, 

And  think  him  fafcft  in  their  patience  arm'd. 

VI. 

And  fafe  now  is  his  love,  as  love  could  be. 
If  all  the  world  like  old  Arcadia  were ; 

Honor  the  monarch,  and  all  lovers  free 
From  jealoufy,  as  fafety  is  from  fear. 

VII. 

And  Birtha's  heart  docs  to  his  civil  breaft 
As  much  for  eafe  and  peace,  as  fafety  come; 

For  there  'tis  fcrv'd  and  treated  as  a  gueft, 

But  watch'd,  and  taught,  and  often  chid  at 
home. 

VIII, 

Like  great  and  good  confed'rat^s,  whofe  defign 
Invades  not  others  but  fecurcs  their  own. 

So  they  in  juft  and  virtuous  hopes  combine. 
And  are,  like  new  coafed'rates,  bufy  grown. 


With  whifper  earneft,  and  novi^  grave  with  thou'Iie 
They  walk  confuking,  ftanding  they  debate"; 

And  then  feek  Ihades,  where  they  in  vain  are  fought. 
By  fervants  who  intrude  and  think  they  wait. 

X. 

In  this  great  league,  their  moft  important  care 
Was  to  difpatch  their  rites  ;  yet  fo  provide. 

That  all  the  court  might  think  them  free  as  air. 
When  faft  as  faith,  they  were  by  Hymen  ty'd. 

XI. 

For  if  the  king  (faid  he)  our  love  furprifc, 
His  ftormy  rage  will  it  rebellion  call ; 

Who  claims  to  choofe  the  brides  of  his  allieg  ; 
And  in  that  ftorm  our  jays  in  blcffom  fail. 

XII. 

Our  love,  your  cautious  father  only:fcnows 

(On  whofe  fafe  prudence  fenates  may  depend). 
And  Goltho,  who  to  time  few  reck'nings  owes. 

Yet  can  difchargc  all  duties  of  a  friend, 
xm. 
Such  was  his  mind,  and  her's  (more  bufy)  (hows 

That  bonds  of  love  do  make  her  longer  faft 
Than  Hymen's  knot,  as  plain  religioii  does, 

Longer  than  rites  (religion's  falhions)  lafl. 

XIV. 

That  her  difcretion  fomewhat  does  appear, 

Si!ice  Ihe  can  love,  her  mind's  chief  beauty  hide* 

Which  never  farther  went  than  Thula's  ear. 
Who  had  (alas !)  but  for  that  fccret  died. 

XV. 

That  flic  already  had  difguifes  fram'd,  [fide  ; 

And  fought  out  caves  where  ftie  might  clofe  re- 
As  being,  not  unwilling  nor  afham'd 

To  live  his  caprive,  fa  ftie  die  his  bride. 

XVI. 

Full  of  themfelves,  delight  them  onward  leads, 

Where  in  the  front  was  to  remoter  view 
Exalted  hills,  and  nearer  proftrate  meads,    [grew. 
With  forefts  flank'd,  where  fh^dc  to  darknefs 
xvn. 
Beneath  the  fhade,  two  rivers  flily  fteal. 
Through,  narrow  walks,  to  wider  Adics, 
^Giiii 
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Who  fwallows  both,  till  proudly  Ihe  does  fwell, 
And  haftes  to  fliovv  her  beauty  to  the  fea. 

XVIII. 

And  here,  whilft  forth  he  fends  his  raging  eye, 
Orgo  be  fpies ;  who  plies  the  fpur  fo  faft, 

As  if  with  news  of  vidiory  he  would  fly 

To  leave  fwift  fame  behind  him  by  hig  hafle. 

XIX. 

If  (faid  the  Duke)  hecaufe  this  boy  is  come 
I  fecond  gladnefs  ftiow,  do  not  fuppofc 

5  fpread  my  hreafi  to  give  new  comforts  room, 
That  were  to  welcome  rain  where  Nilus  flows. 

XX. 

Though  the  unripe  appearance  of  a  page 

For  weighty  trufl,  may  render  him  too  weak, 
Yet  this  is  he,  who  more  than  cautious  age, 

Or  like  calm  death,  will  bury  what  we  fpeak. 
xxt. 
This  Birtha,  is  the  boy,  whofe  fkillefs  face 

Is  fafe  from  jealoufy  of  oldeft  fpies  ; 
In  whom,  by  whifper,  we  from  diftant  place 

May  meet,  or  wink  our  meaning  to  his  eyes. 

XXII. 

More  had  he  faid  to  gain  him  her  efteem. 

But  Orgo  enters  fpeechlefs  with  his  fpeed  ; 
Afid  by  his  looks  more  full  of  haile  did  feem, 
'  Than  -when  his  fpurs  provok'd  his  flying  fteed. 

XXIII. 

And  with  his  firfl  recover'd  breath  he  cries ; 

Hail  my  lov'd  lord ;  whom  fame  does  value  fo, 
That  when  fhe  fwift  with  your  fucceifes  flies, 

Shie  fears  to  wrong  the  world  in  being  flow. 

XXIV. 

J  bring  you  more  than  taftes  of  fortune's  love. 
Yet  am  afraid  1  err,  in  having  dar'd 

To  thi;ik  her  favours  could  your  gladnefs  move ; 
Who  have  more  worth  than  fortune  can  reward. 

XXV. 

The  Duk?,H(ith  fmil.es,  forwarns  his  hady  tongue 
As  loath  he  fliould  proceed  in  telling  more  ; 

Kindly  afraid  to  do  his  kindnefs  wrong, 

By  hearing  what  he  thought  he  knew  before. 

XXVI. 

Thy  dilig>;nce  (faid  he)  is  high  deferc ; 

It  does  in  youth  fupply  dtfefSls  of  Ikill; 
And  is  cf  duty  the  mofl  ufeful  part; 

Yet  ^rt  thou  bow  but  flow  to  Hurgonil, 
xxvii. 
Who  hither  by  the  moon's  imperfedl  light 

Came  and  return'd,  without  the  help  of  day, 
To  tell  me  he  has  Orna's  virgin  plight, 

And  that  their  nuptials  for  my  prefence  flay. 

XXVIII. 

Orgo  reply'd,  though  that  a  triumph  be 
■Where  all  falfe  lovers  are,  like  favage  kings, 

l>ed  captive  after  lovd's  great  vidory, 

It  does  but  proniife  what  your  triumph  brnigs. 

XXIX. 

It  was  the  eve  to  this  your  holiday ! 

Anrd  now  Verona  miftrefs  does  appear 
Of  Lombardy  ;   and  all  the  fiov/ers  which  May 

•E'er  wdre,  does  as  the  country's  favours  wear. 

XXX. 

■T'he  weary  eqcho  from  the  hills  makes  hafte  ; 
yex'd  that  the  bells  fiill  call  for  her  replies 
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When  they  fo  many  are,  and  ring  fo  fkft ; 

Yet  oft  ariclilenc'd  by  the  people's  cries  t 
xxxi. 
Who  fend  to  heav'n  the  name  of  Rhodalind, 

And  then  Duke  Gondibert  as  high  they  raife 
To  both  with  all  their  public  palSon  kind. 

If  kindnefs  fhine  in  wiihes  and  in  pjraife. 

XXXII. 

The  King  this  day  made  your  adoption  knownj 

Proclaim'd  you  to  the  empire  next  allied, 
As  heir  to  all  his  conquefts  and  his  crown, 
For  royal  Rhodalind  mufl  be  your  bride, 
xxxiri. 
Not  all  the  dangers  valour  finds  in  war, 

Love  meets  in  courts,  or  pride  to  courts  pro-» 
cures, 
When  fick  with  peace  they  hot  in  fx&ian  are, 
Can  make  fuch  fears  as  now  the  Duke  endurcs> 
xxxiv. 
Nor. all  thofe  fears  which  ey'ry  maid  has  found, 
On  whofe  firfl  guards,  love  by  furprifes  ftcals, 
(Whofe  fightlefs  arrow  makes  a  curelefs  wound) 
Are  like  to  this  which  doubtful  Birtha  feels. 
XXXV. 
He  from  his  looks  wild  wonder  flrives  to  chafe  ; 

Strives  more  to  teach  his  manhood  to  refift 
Death  in  her  eyes;  and  then  with  all  the  grace 
Of  feemJBg  pleafure,  Orgo  he  difmift. 
XXXVI. 
And  Orgo  being  gone,  low  as  her  knees 

Could  fall,  fhe  fell;  and  foon  he  bends  as  low 
With  weight  of  heirt;  griev'd  that  no  grave  he  fees, 
To  iink,  where  love  no  more  can  forrow  know, 
xxxvii. 
Her  fighs  as  fhowers  lay  winds,  are  calm'd  with 
tears | 
And  parting  life  feems  flay'd  awhile  to  take 
A  civil  leave,  whilfl;  her  pale  vifage  wears 
A  clearer  fky,  and  thus  (he  weeping  foake  : 
xxxviii. 
Since  fuch  a  Prince  has  ferfeited  his  pow'r, 

Heaven  give  me  leave  to  make  my  duty  lefs. 
Let  me  my  vows,  as  fudden  oaths  abhor, 
Which  did  my  paffion,  not  my  truth  exprefs. 

XXXIX. 

Yet  your's  I  would  not  think  were  counterfeit, 
But  rather  ill  and  raflily  underflood ; 

For  'tis  impoflible  I  can  forget 

So  foon,  that  once  you  fatally  were  good. 

XL. 

Though  qruel  now  as  beafts  where  they  have  pow'r; 

Choofing,  like  them,  to  make  the  weskeft  bleed  ; 
For  weaknefs  foon  invites  you  to  devour. 

And  a  fubmiilion  gives  you  eafe  to  feed. 

XLI. 

To  fighting  fields,  fend  all  your  honour  back. 
To  courts  your  dang'rous  tongue  and  civil  fhape, 

That  country  maids  may  men  no  more  miftake, 
Nor  ieek  dark  death,  that  they  may  love  efcape. 

XLII. 

Now  foon  to  heav'n  her  foul  had  found  the  way, 
(For   there   it    oft   had    been    in   pray'r   and 
praifc) 

Cut  that  his  vows  did  life  with  loudnefs  fiay. 
And  life's  warm  help  did  foon  her  bo(jy  coif^ 
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XLIII. 

,/&.ad  now  he  gently  leads  her;  for  no  more 

He  letsth'unhallovv'd  ground  a  faH'n  flower  wear. 
Sweeter  than  nature's  bofom  ever  wore  ; 

And  now  thefe  vows  fends  kindly  to  her  car  : 

XL  IV. 

If  (Birtha)  I  am  falfe,  think  none  to  blame 

For  thinking  truth  (by  which  the  foul  fubfifts) 

No  farther  to  be  found  than  in  the  name ; 

Think  human  kind  betrayed  even  by  their  priefts. 

XLV. 

Think  all  my  fex  fo  vile,  that  you  may  chide 
Thofe  maids  who  to  your  mother's  nuptials  ran ; 

And  praife  your  mother  who  fo  early  died, 
Rememb'ring  whom  fhe  married  was  a  man. 

XLVI. 

This  great  court  miracle  you  flrait  receive 

From  Orgo,  and  your  faith  the  whole  allows; 

Why  fince  you  Orgo's  words  fo  foon  believe 
Will  you  lefs  civilly  fufped:  my  vows  ? 

XLVII. 

My  vows,  which  want  the  temple's  feal,  will  bind 

(Though  private  kept)  furer  than  public  laws ; 
For  laws  but  force  the  body,  but  my  mind 

Your  virtue  counfels,  whilft  your  beauty  draws. 
XLvm. 
Thus  fpake  he,  but  his  mourning  looks  did  more 

Atteft  his  grief,  and  fear  does  her's  renew ; 
Now  lofing  (were  he  loft)  more  then  before, 

For  then  (he  fear'd  him  falfe,  now  thinks  him 
true. 

XLIX. 

As  fick  phyficians  feldom  their  own  art 

Dare  truft,  to  cure  their  own  difeafe,  fo  thefe 

Were  to  themfelves  quite  ufelefs  when  apart ; 
Yet  by  confult,  each  can  the  other  eafe. 

L. 

But  from  themfelves  they  now  diverted  flood ; 

For  Orgo's  news  (which  need  not  borrow  wings, 
Since  Orgo  for  his  lord  believ'd  it  good) 

To  Aiiragon  the  joyful  houfehold  brings. 

LI. 

But  Aftragon,  with  a  judicious  thought, 

This  day's  ^lad  news  took  in  the  dire  portent ; 

A  day  which  mourning  nights  to  Birtha  brought, 
And  with  that  fear,  in  fcarcli  of  Birtha  went. 

LIT. 

And  here  he  finds  her  in  her  lover's  eyes. 

And  him  in  her's;  both  more  affliiled  grown 

At  his  approach  ;  for  each  his  forrow  fpies. 

Who  thus  would  counlei  theirs  and  hide  his 


Though  much  this  fatal  joy  to  anger  moves. 
Yet  reafon's  aids  fhall  anger's  force  fubdue ; 

I  will  not  chide  you  for  your  hafly  loves, 

Nor  ever  doubt  (great  Prince)  that  your's  is  true. 

LIV. 

In  chiding  love,  becaufe  he  hafly  was, 

Or  urging  errors,  which  his  fwiftnefs  brings, 

S  find  effeds,  but  dare  not  tax  the  cade; 

For  poets  were  infpir'd  who  gave  him  wings. 

LV. 

^Vhen  low  I  dig,  where  defert  rivers  run, 

^ive  deep  in  .fe?s,  through  forefts  follow  winds, 


Or  reach  with  optic  tubes  the  ragged  moo3, 
My  fight  no  caul'e  of  love's  fv/ift  motion  tindj, 

LVI. 

Love's  fatal  hafte,  in  your's  fwil!  not  blame, 

Becaufe  I  know  not  why  his  wings  were  giv'n  <- 
Nor  doubt  him  true,  not  knowing  whence  he  came„ 

Nor  Birtha  chide,  who  thought  you  came  fronji 
heav'n. 

Lvir. 
If  you  I4y  fnares,  we  err  when  we  efcape ; 

Since  evil  pradlife  learns  men  to  fufpedt 
Where  falfehond  is,  and  in  your  nnble  fhape. 

We  fhould  by  finding  it,  our  fk ill  deted. 

LVIII. 

Yet  both  your  griefs  I'll  chide,  as  ignorance  ; 

Call   you    unthankful  ;    for    your   great   grief* 
fhow 
That  heav'n  has  never  us'd  you  to  mifchance, 

Yet  rudely  you  repine  to  feel  it  now. 

•*  LIX. 

If  your  contextures  be  fo  weak  and  nice. 

Weep  that  this  ftormy  world  you  ever  knew  - 

You  are  not  in  thofe  calms  of  Faradife, 

Where  flender  flowers  as  lafe  as  cedars  grew. 

LX. 

This  which  your  youth  calls  grief,  was  frowarii«; 
nefs 

In  flatter'd  infancy,  and  as  you  bear 
Unkindly  now  amidft  youth's  joys  diftrefs. 

So  then,  unlefs  ilill  rock'd  you  forward  were. 

LSI. 

Grief's  conflicts  gave  thefe  hairs  their  filver  Ihrine* 
(  Torn  enfigns  which  vi6torious  age  adorn) 

Youth  is  a  drefs  too  garifti  and  too  fine 
To  be  in  foul  tempeftuous  weather  worn. 

LXII. 

Grief's  want  of  ufe  does  dang'rous  weaknefs  make  * 
But  we  by  ufe  of  burdens  are  made  (trono-- 

And  in  our  pra<5lis'd  age  can  calmly  take 

Thofe  fi;rrows,  which  like  fevers,  vex  the  youn?, 

LXIII. 

When  you  in  love's  fair  books  (which  poets  keepj 
Read  what  they  hide,  his  tragic  hiftory, 

You  will  rejoice  that  half  your  time  in  fleep. 
And  fmile  at  love  when  nature  bids  you  die. 

LXIV. 

Learn  then  that  love's  difeafes  common  are ; 

Do  not  in  ficknefs  known  (though  new  to  yflu} 
Whilft  vital  heat  does  laft,  of  cure  defpair  : 

Love's  vital  heat  doe*  laft,  whilft  love  is  true. 

LXV. 

Thus  fpake  the  kind  and  prudent  Aftragon  : 
And  much  their  kind  impatience  he  appeas'd, 

For  of  his  griefs  (which  heavier  than  their  own 
Were  borne  by  both)  their  duteous  fears  are  eas'd,' 

LXVI. 

She  begs,  that  he  would  pardon  her  diftrefs, 

Thought  that  even  fin  whichdid  hisforrow  movej 

And  then  with  all  her  mother's  lowlinefs 
His  pardon  craves  for  afking  leave  to  love. 

LXVII. 

The  Duke  who  faw  fair  truth  fo  undifguis'd. 
And  love  in  all,  but  love  fo  unconcern'd, 

Pity'd  the  ftudious  world,  and  all  defpis'd, 
Who  did  not  here  unlearn,  what  they  had  learn'd' 
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tXVIII. 

I  am  reformM  (faid  he)  not  that  before 
I  wanted  love,  or  that  my  love  was  ill ; 

Sut  I  have  learn'd  to  perfed  nature  more 
By  giving  innocence  a  little  flcill. 

LXIX. 

!^or  'tis  fome  (kill  in  innocence  to  bear 
With  temper  the  diftempers  of  our  ftar»; 

Not  doubling  griefs  already  come  by  fear 

Of  more,  for  fears  but  haften  threa:'ned  wars, 

LXX. 

But  we  will  bravely  fuffer  to  inure 

Our  ftrength  to  weights  againft;  the  new  are  laid; 
That  when  'tis  known  how  much  we  can  endure, 

Our  fuiferings  may  make  our  foes  afraid. 

I.XXI, 

^his  comet  glory  fliines  but  in  portent,     [beams ; 

Which  from  the  court  does  fend  her  threaf'ning 
And  looks  as  if  it  were  by  malice  meant 

To  haften  Ofwald's  faction  to  extremes* 

XXXII. 

Since  Hurgonil,  who  juft  fore-ran  the  boy 
Could  not  inftruiS  us,  we  a«  much  may  know 

Of  the  firft  light,  as  of  thefe  fires  of  joy ; 

Which  is,  that  both  did  out  of  darknefs  grow. 

LXXIll. 

"Sfet  thus  the  King  might  hide  in  kingly  flcill, 
Wifely  to  make  his  bounty  more  his  own  : 

Kings  floop  for  counfel,  who  impart  their  will ; 
His  a6ts,  like  heav'ns,  make  not  their  caufes 
known. 

LIXIV, 

Yet  with  as  plain  a  heart  as  love  untaught 
In  Birtha  wears,  I  here  to  Birtha  make 

A  vow,  that  Rhodalind  I  never  fought, 

Nor  now  would  with  her  love  her  greatnefs 
take. 

IXXV. 

Love's  bonds  arc  for  her  greatnefs   made    too 
ftraight. 

And  me  ambition's  pleafures  cannot  pleafe ; 
£ven  priefts  who  on  the  higher  altar  waitj 

Think  a  continu'd  rev'rcnce  lofs  of  eafe. 

I-KXVI. 

Let  us  with  fecrecy  our  love  proteft, 

Hiding  fuch  precious  wealth  from  public  view ; 
The  profFer'd  glory  I  will  firft  fufpeiSt 

As  falfe,  and  fliun  it  when  I  find  it  true. 

IXXVII. 

They  now  retire  becaule  they  Goltho  faw. 
Who  hither  came  to  watch  with  Ulfinore 

If  much  the  Duke's  woo'd  jniftrefs  did  him  awe  ; 
Since  love  woo'd  him,   and   in  the  fliape  of 
pow'r. 

LXXVIII. 

But  when  he  mark'd  that  he  did  from  them  move 
With  fudden  ftiynefs,  he  fuppos'd  it  fhame 

Of  being  feen  in  chafe  of  Birtha's  love  : 
As  if  above  it  grown  fince  Orgo  came. 

LXXIX. 

Goltho  by  nature  was  of  niufic  made. 

Cheerful  as  viftors  warm  in  their  luccefs ; 

He  feem'd  like  birds  created  to  be  glad, 

And  nought  but  love  could  make  hitn  tafte 
diftrei& 


Hope,  which  our  cautious  age  fcarce  entcrtswiSj 
Or  as  a  flatt'rer  gives  her  cold  refpedb, 

He  runs  to  meet,  invites  her,  and  complains 
Of  one  hour's  abfence  as  a  year's  neglefl. 

X.XXX1. 

Hope,  the  world's  welcome,  and  his  ftanding  gtieft. 
Fed  by  the  rich,  but  feaftcd  by  the  poor ; 

Hope,  that  did  come  in  triumph  to  his  breaft, 
He  thus  prefents  in  boaft  to  Ulfinore. 

LXXXII. 

Well  may  I  (friend)  aufpitious  love  adore, 
Seeing  my  mighty  rivals  takes  no  pride 

To  be  with  Birtha  feen;  and  he  before         [hide, 
(Thou  know'ft)  injoin'd  that  I  his  love  (bould 

LXXXtll, 

Nor  do  I  break  his  truft  when  'tis  reveal'd 
To  thee,  fince  we  are  now  fo  much  the  fame, 

That  when  from  thee,  it  is  from  me  conceal'd. 
For  we  admit  no  diff'rencc  but  in  name. 

JLXXXIV. 

But  be  it  ftill  from  ev'ry  other  ear 

Preferv'd,  and  ftridlly  by  our  mutual  vow  : 
His  laws  are  ftill  to  my  obedience  dear, 

Who  was  my  gen'ral,  though  my  rival  now, 
txxxv. 
And  well  thou  know'ft  how  much  mine  eyes  did 
melt. 

When  our  great  leader  they  did  firft  perceive 
Love's  cajtive  led;  whofe  forrows  then  I  felt, 

Theugh  now  for  greater  of  mine  own  I  grieve, 

JLXXIVl. 

Nor  do  I  now  by  love  in  duty  err ; 

For  if  I  get  what  he  would  fain  poflefs. 
Then  he  a  monarch  is,  and  I  prefer 

Him,  who  undoes  the  world  in  being  lefs, 

LXXXVU. 

When  heav'n  (which  hath  preferr'd  me  to  thy 
breaft,  [known 

Where  friendftiip  is  enthron'd,)  fliall  make  it 
That  I  am  worthy  thy  love,  which  is^  exptcft 

By  making  heav'nly  Birtha  all  mine  own. 
Lxxxvm. 
Then  at  this  quiet  Eden  thou  wilt  call. 

And  ftay  a  while,  to  mark  if  love's  prais'd  plant 
Have  after  fpring  a  ripenels,  and  a  fall. 

Or  never  of  the  firft  abundance  want. 

LXXXIX. 

Arid  I  (hall  tell  thse  then  ii  poets  are 

In  ufing  beauty's  pencil  falfe,  or  blind; 
For  they  have  Birtha  drawn  but  fweet  and  fair; 

Styles  of  her  face,  the  curtain  of  her  mind  1 
xc. 
And  thou  at  parting  fliglt  her  pi<Sture  wear, 

For  nature's  honour,  not  to  fhow  my  pride  ; 
Try  if  her  like  the  teeming  world  does  bear. 

Then  bring  that  copy  hither  for  thy  bride, 
xci. 
And  they  fliall  love  as  quietly  as  we ; 

Their  beauty's'pow'r  no  civil  war  will  raife; 
But  flourifh,  and  like  neighb'ring  flow'rs  agree ; 

Unlefs  they  kindly  quarrel  in  our  praifc. 

XCII. 

Then  we  for  change  will  leave  fuch  lufclous  peace  j 
In  camps  their  fdvovrs  Ihall  our  helms  adorn ; 
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for  we  can  no  way  elfe  our  joys  increafe, 
But  by  beholding  their's  at  out  return. 
xcni. 
Thus  cloth'd  in  feathers,  he  on  fteeples  walks; 

Not  gueffing  yet,  that  filent  Ulfinore, 
Had  ftudy'd  her  of  whom  he  loofely  talks, 
And  what  he  likes  did  folidly  adore, 
xciv. 
But  Ulfinore  with  cold  difcretion  aw'd 

His  paffion,  »nd  did  grave  with  love  become ; 
Though  youthfully  he  fent  his  eyes  abroad, 

Yet  kept  with  manly  «are,  his  tongue  at  home, 
xcv. 
Thefe  rival's  hopes,  he  did  with  patience  hear ; 

His  count'nance  not  uneafy  feem'd,  nor  flrange ; 
Yet  meant  his  cares  fliould  more  like  love  appear, 
If  in  the  Duke  ambition  bred  a  change, 
xcvi. 
But  as  the  Duke  (hun'd  them  for  fecrecy, 

So  now  they  from  approaching  Orgo  move, 
Made  by  difcretion  (love's  ftridi  tutor)  fliy. 
Which  is  to  lovers  painful  as  their  love, 
xcvu. 
But  Orgo  they  did  ill  fufpedt,  whofe  youth 

And  nature  yielded  lovers  no  offence  ; 
Us'd  by  his  lord  for  kindnefs  and  for  truth  ; 
Both  native  in  him  as  his  innocence  : 
xcvai. 
And  here  pafs'd  by  in  hafte,  to  court  employ'd, 

That  Birtha  may  ik>  more  have  caufe  to  mourn : 
Full  was  his  little  breaft  ;  and  overjoy'd 
That  much  depended  on  his  quick  return  ! 
xcix. 
Many  like  Orgo  in  their  manhood's  morn. 

As  pages  did  the  noble  Duke  attend  ; 
The  fons  of  chiefs,  whom  beauty  did  adorn. 
And  fairer  virtue  did  that  beauty  mend. 
c. 
Thefe  in  his  hero's  fchools  he  bred  (which  were 

In  peace  his  palace,  aiid  in  war  his  tent) 
^s  if  time's  felf  had  read  fage  leAures  there 
How  he  would  have  his  hours  (life's  treafurc) 
fpent. 


No  adion,  though  lo  ftiorten  dreaded  war. 

Nor    needful   counfels,    though    to    lengthco 
peace. 

Nor  love,  of  which  wife  nature  takes  fuch  care. 
Could  from  this  ufeful  work  his  cares  releaie. 

Cll. 

But  with  the  early  fun  he  rofe,  and  taught 

Thefe  youths  by  growing  virtue  to  grow  great  t 
Show'd  greatnefs  is  without  it  blindly  fought, 
A  defp'rate  charge  which  ends  in  bafe  retreat, 
cm. 
He  taught  them  fliame,  the  fudden  fenfe  of  ill ; 

Shame,  nature's  hafty  confcience,  which  forbids 
Weak  inclination  e'er  it  grows  to  will, 

Or  flays  rafti  will,  before  it  grows  to  deeds* 
civ. 
He  taught  them  honour,  virtue's  balhfulnefs; 

A  fort  fo  yieldlefs,  that  it  fears  to  treat ; 
Like  pow'r,  it  grows  to  nothing,  growing  lefs  j 
Honour,  the  moral  confcience  of  the  great ! 
cv. 
He  taught  them  kindnefs ;  foul's  civility. 

In  which,  nor  courts,  nor  cities  have  a  part  ; 
For  their's  is  fafhion,  this  from  falfchood  free ; 
Where  love,  and  pleafure,  know  no  luft  nor  arta 
cvi. 
And  love  he  taught ;  the  foul's  ftoU'n  vifit  made. 
Though  froward  age  watch  hard,  and  law  for- 
bid ; 
Her  walks  no  fpy  has  trac'd,  nor  mountain  flaid; 
Her  friendfhip's  caufe,  is  as  the  loadrtone's  hid. 
cvii. 
He  taught  them  love  of  toils;  toil  which  does  keep 
Obftrufftions  from  the  mind,  and  quench  the 
blood  ; 
Eafe  but  belongs  to  us  like  fleep,  and  fleep 
Like  opium,  is  our  med'cine,  not  our  food, 
cvni. 
To  dangers  us'd  them  ;  which  death's  vizards  are 

More  ugly  than  himfelf,  and  often  chafe 
From  battle  coward-life ;  but  when  we  dare 
His  vizard  fee,  We  pcver  fear  his  face. 


CANTO    III. 

Tie  Argument. 
The  poet  takes  the  wife  afide  to  prove 
Even  them  concern'd  in  all  he  writes  of  love. 
I'he  duteous  Orgo  from  the  court  returns 
With  joys,  at  which  again  fair  Birtha  mourns. 
The  Duke  with  open  arms  does  entertain 
Thofe  guefls  whom  he  receives  v/ith  fecret  pain. 


1  Hou,  who  fbme  ages  hence  thefe  rolls  doft  read, 

(Kept  as  records  by  lovers  of  love's  pow'r) 
Thou  who  doft  live,  when  I  have  long  been  dead 

And  feed'ft  from  earth,  when  earth  doe«  me 
'  devour ; 


11. 


Who  liv'fl,  perhaps,  amidft  fome  city's  joys, 
Where  they  would  fall  afleep  with  lazy  peace, 

But  that  their  triumphs  make  fo  great  a  noife, 
And   their   loud    bells    cannot   for   nuptial* 
ceafe ; 
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SThou.who  perhaps,  proudly  thy  bloomy  bride 
Lead'ft  to  feme  temple,  where  I  wither'd  lie  ; 

Proudly,  as  if  fhe  age's  frofts  defy'd, 

And  that  thy  fpringing  felf  could  never  die  : 

,1V. 

Thou,  to  whom  then  the, cheerful  choir  will  fing, 
Whilft  hallow'd  lamps,  and  tapers  brave  the  ^n 

As  a  lay-light ;  and  bells  in  triumph  ring, 
As  when  from  faliies  the  beiiegers  run. 

V. 

That  when  the  pried  has  ended,  if  thine  eyes 
Can  but  a  little  fpace  her  eyes  forbear, 

,To  ftiow  her  where  my  marble  coffin  lies. 
Her  virgin  garlands  flie  vvill  offer  there  : 

VI. 

Confefs,  that  reading  me. (he  learn'd  to  love ; 

That  all  the  good  behaviour  of  her  heart, 
Even  tow'rds  thyfelf,  my  dpcftririe  did  improve  ; 

Where  love  by  nature  is  forwarn'dof  art. 
vii. 
She  will  confefs,  that  to  her  maiden  ftate 

This  ftory  ihow'd  fuch  patterns  cf  great  IlfCj 
As  though  Ihe  then  could  thofe  but  imitate, 

They  an  example  make  her  now  a  wife. 

Vlll. 

And  thy  life's  fire  could  ftie  a  while  outlive 

(Which  were,  though  lawful,  neither  kind  nor 
good) 

Then,  even  her  forrows  would  examples  give; 
And  fhine  to  others  through  dark  widowhood- 

.     IX. 

And  (he  will  boafl,  how  fpite  of  Cynic  age, 
Of  bus'nefs,  which  does  pow'r  uncivil  mate, 

Of  ruder  cells,  where  they  love's  fire  affwage 
By  ftudy'ng  death,  and  fear  for  virtue  take  : 

X. 

And  fpitc  of  courts  (where  loving  now  is  made 
An  art,  as  dyinp  is  in  cells)  my  laws 

Did  teach  jier  how''by  nature  to  perfuade, 
And  hold  by  virtue  whom  her  beauty  draws. 

XI. 

Thus  when  by  knowing  me,  thou  know'ft  to 
whom  [blind; 

Love  owes  his  eyes,  who  has  too  long  been 
Then  in  the  temple  leave  my  body's  tomb, 

To  fcek  this  book,  the  nion'ment  of  my  mind. 

XIJ. 

Where  thou  may'ft  read ;  who  with  impatient  eyes 
For  Grgo  on  the  guilded  terras  ftay ; 

Which  high,  and  golden  fliows,  and  open  lies, 
As  the  "morn's  window  when  Ihe  lets  out  day. 

XIII. 

Whofe  height  two  rifing  forefts  overlooks; 

And  on  pine-tops  the  eycfight  downward  calls  ; 
Where  diflant  rivers  feem  bcftrided  brooks. 

Churches  but  anchor'd  (hips,  their  fleeples  mafts, 

XIV. 

Sience,  by  his  little  Regian  courfcr  brought, 
Orgo  they  fpy,  with  diligence  endu'd, 

As  if  he  would  o'ertake  forerunning  thought ; 
And  he  by  many  fwiftly  feem'd  purfu'd. 

XV, 

But  his  light  fpeed  left  thofe  a  while  behind ; 
yi  hilft  wJthrais'd  duft,their  fwiftn^fthi^the  way, 


"Yet  Birtha  will,  too  foon,  by  Orgo  ftni 
What  fhe  by  diftance  loft  in  this  furvey, 

XVI. 

Orgo  a  precious  cafket  did  prefent  ,, 

To  his  dear  lord,  of  Podian  faphire  wrought  J 

For  which,  unknown  to  Birtha,  he  was  fent; 
And  a  more  precious  pledge  was  in  it  broughta 

XVII. 

Then  thus  proclaim'd  his  joy !  long  may  I  live  I  ' 

Sent    ftill   with  bleflings  from    the    heav'nly 
powers ; 
And  may  their  bounties. (how  what  they  can  give;  '1 

And  full  as  faft  as  long  expeded  fhowers ! 
sviii. 
Behold  the  King,  wit'n  fuch  a  (hining  train 

As  dazzles  fight,  yet  can  inform  the  blind ; 
•But  there  the  rich,  and  beauteous  (hme  in  vain, 

Uiilefs  they  diftance  keep  from  Rhodalind. 

XIX. 

Mjet^inks,  they  through  the  middle  region  come; 

Their  chariots  hid  iii  clouds  of  duft  below, 
And   o'er   their   heads,    their    courfers  fcatter'd 
foam 

Doe?  feem  to  cover  them  like  falling  fnow. 

XX, 

This  ;Birtha  heard,  and  (he  on  Grgo  caft 
A  piteous  look  (for  (he  no  anger  knew) 

But  griev'd  he  knows  not,  that  he  brings  too  faft  ; 
Such  joys,  as  fain  (he  fafter  would  efchew. 

XXI. 

So  Gondihert  this  guft  of  gldry  took 

As  men  whofe  fails  are  full,  iiiore  Weather  take^ 
And  (lie  fo  gaz'd  on  him,  as  feamen  look 

On  .long  fought  (hore,  \vhen  tempefts  drive  theaHu 
back. 


Bfut  now  thefe  glories  more  apparent  be, 
And  juftly  all  their  obfervation  claim'd  ; 

Qreat,  as  in  greateft  courts  Icfs  princes  fee. 
When  entertain'd  to  be  eclips'd,  and  (ham'd. 

XXIII. 

Weft  from  yerona's  road,  through  pleafant  mead^ 

Their  chariots  crofs,  and  to  the  palace  ftecr  ; 
And  Aribert  this  winged  triumph  leads, 

Which  like  the  planet's  progrefs  did  appear. 

XXIV. 

So  (hin'd.they,  and  fo  noifelefs  feem'd  their  fpeed  j 

Like  Spartans,  touching  but  the  filken  reins. 
Was  all  the  condudl  which  their  couriers  need ; 

And  proudly  to  fit  ftiil,  was  all  their  pains. 

XXV. 

With  Aribert  fat  royal  Rhodalind  ; 

Calm  Orna  by  the  Count ;  by  Hermegild 
(Silver'd  with  time)  the  golden  Gartha  (hin'd ; 

And  Tybalt's  eyes  were  full  by  Laura  fiU'd. 
XXVI. 
The  lefTer  beauties,  numberlefs  as  ftars, 

Slibw'd  fickly  and  far  off,  to  this  noon-day ; 
And  lagg'd  like  baggage  trcafure  in  the  wars;     • 

Or  only  feem'd,  another  milky  way. 

XXVII. 

The  Duke  perceiv'd,  the  King  defign'd  to  make 

This  vifit  more  familiar  by  furprife  ; 
And  \vith  court  art,  he  would  no  notice  take 
Of  that,  which  kings  avs  willing  to  ^igvii^ 
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XXVIII.        ~ 

"But  as  in  Fieedlefs  fleep,  the  houfe  fliall  feem 

New  wak'd  with  this  alarm;  and  Ulfin  ftrait 
(Whofe  fame  was  precious  in  the  court's  eflcem) 

Muft,  as  with  cafual  fight,  their  entrance  wait. 
XXIX. 
To  Aflragon  he  doubles  all  his  vows ; 

To  Birtha,  through  his  eyes,  his  heart  reVeal'd  ; 
And  by  fome  civil  jealoufies  he  fti-ows 

Her  beauty  from,  the  court  muft  be  conceal'd. 
XXX. 
Prays  her,  from  envy's  danger  to  retire  ; 

The  palace  war ;  which  there  can  never  ceafe 
rill  beauty's  force  in  age  or  death  expire  : 

A  war  difguis'd  in  civil  fhapes  of  peace. 

I  XXXI. 

Still  he  the  precious  pledge  kept  from  her  view  ; 
I     Who  gueis'd  not  by  the  calket  his  intent  ; 
And  was  fo  willing  not  to  fear  him  true, 
That  (he  did  fear  to  queftion  what  it  meant. 

XXXII. 

Now  haftes  fhe  to  be  hid  ;  and  being  gone, 
Her  lover  thinks  the  planet  of  the  day 

30  leaves  the  mourning  world  to  give  the  moon 
(Whofe  train  is  niark'd  but  for  their  number) 
way. 

XXXIII. 

\nd  ent'ring  in  her  clofet  (which  took  Kght 
Full  in  the  palace  front)  fhe  finds  her  maids 
ather'd  t»  fee  this  gay  unufual  fight ; 
Which,  comet- like,  their  wond'ring  eyes  invades. 

XXXIV. 

IVhere  Thula  would  by  climbing  higheft  be, 
Though  ancient  grown,  and  was  in  ftature  fliort ; 

ITet  did  proteft,  fhe  came  not  there  to  fee, 
But  to  be  hid  from  dangers  of  the  court. 

XXXV, 

rheir  cnrious  longing  Birtha  durft  not  blame 
(Boldnefs,  which  but  to  feeing  did  afpire) 

iince  fhe  herftlf,  provok'd  with  court's  great  fame, 
Would  fain  a  little  fee  what  all  admire. 

XXXVI. 

Then  through  the  cafemcnt  ventur'd  fo  much  face 
As  kings  depos'd,  (how  when  through  graces 
they  peep," 

To  fee  depofers  to  their  crowning  pafs ; 
But  ftrait  (brink  back,  and  at  the  triumph  weep. 

XXXVII. 

oon  fo  her  eyes  did  too  much  glory  find; 

For  even  the  firft  (be  faw  was  all ;  for  (he 
<Io  more  would  view  fince  that  was  Rhodalind  ; 

And  fo  much  beauty  could  none  other's  be. 

XXXVIII 

Vhich  with  her  virtue  weigh'd  (no  lefs  renown'd) 
A(Ri(9;s  her  that  fuch  worth  muft  fatal  prove; 

^nd  be  in  tears  of  the  polTeflbr  drown'd, 
Or  (he  depofe  her  lover  by  her  love. 

XXXIX. 

lut  Thula  (wildly  earneft  in  the  view 
Of  fuch  gay  fights  as  (he  did  ne'er  behold) 

ylark'd  not  Ahen  Birtha  her  fad  eyes  withdrew; 
But  dreamt  the   world   was   turn'd   again  to 
gold. 

XL. 

lach  lady  moft,  till  more  appeared,  ador'd  ; 
Then  with  rude  liking  prais'd  them  all  aloud ; 


Yet  thought  them  fou  and  coarfe  to  ev'ry  lord ; 
"  And  civilly  to  ev'ry  page  (lie  bow'd. 

XLI. 

The  obje<fts  paft,  out-figh'd  even  thofe  that  wooj 
And  ftrait  her  miftrefs  at  the  window  mifs'd; 

Then  finding  her  in  grief,  out-figh'd  her  too; 
And  her  fair  hands  with  parting  paflion  kift : 

XLII. 

Did  with  a  fcrvant's  ufual  art  profefs 

That  all  (he  faw,  was  to  her  beauty  black  • 

Confefs'd  their  maids  well  bred,  and  knew  to  drefeJ 
But  faid  thofc  courts  are  poorwhich  painting  lack, 

XLIII. 

Thy  praife  (faid  Birtha)  poifon'd  is  with  fpite; 

May  blifters  ceafe  on  thy  uncivil  tongue. 
Which  ftrives  £o  wickedly  to  do  me  rio-ht, 

By  doing  Rhodalind  and  Orna  wrong. 

XLIV. 

Falfe  fame,  thy  miftrefs,  tutor'd  thee  amifs  • 

Who  teaches  fchool  in  ftreets,  where  crowd* 
refort ; 

Fame,  falfe,  as  that  their  beauty  painted  is  • 
The  common  country  (lander  on  the  courti 

XLV. 

With  this  rebuke,  Thula  takes  gravely  leave  - 
Pretends  (he'll  better  judge  ere  they  be  gone- 

At  leaft  fee  more,  though  they  her  fight  deceive*- 
Whilft  Birtha  finds,  wild  fear  feeds  b^ft  alone.* 

XLVI. 

Ulfin  receives,  and  through  art's  palace  guides 
The  King  ;  who  owns  him  with  familiar  grace; 

Though  twice  feven  years  from  firft  obfervance 
hides 
Thofe  marks  of  valour  which  adorn'd  his  face. 

XLVII. 

Then  Aftragon  with  hafty  homage  bows  : 

And  fays,  when  thus  his  beams  he  does  difpenfft 

In  lowly  vifits,  like  the  fun  he  (hows 
Kings  made  for  univcrfal  influence. 

XLVllI. 

Hiin  with  renown  the  King  for  fcience  pays. 
And  virtue  ;  which  God's  likeft  pidures  be  ; 

Drawn  by  the  foul,  whofe  only  hire  is  praife  ;* 
And  from  fuch  ("alary  not  Heav'n  is  free. 

XLIX. 

Then  kindly  he  inquires  fur  Gondibert ; 

When,  and  how  far  his  wounds  in  danger  were? 
And  does  the  cautious  progrefs  of  his  art 

Alike  with  wonder  and  with  pleafure  hear. 

L. 

Now  Gondibert  advanc'd,  but  with  delay  ; 

As  fetter'd  by  his  love,  for  he  would  fain 
DifTcmbled  weaknefs  might  procure  his  ftay, 

Here  where  his  foul  does  as  in  Heav'n  remain,    ' 

LI. 

Him,  creature-like,  the  king  did  boldly  ufe 

With  public  love ;  to  have  it  underllood 
That  kings,  like  God,  may  choofe  whom  they  will 
choofe ;  [good.  ' 

And  v.'hac  they  make,  judge  with  their  own  eyes 
l:i. 
This  grace  the  Duke  at  bafhful  diftance  takes ; 

And  Rhodalind  fo  mucii  concern'd  is  grown, 
That  hib  furprifal  (he  her  troubles  makes ;  ' 

Biufliing,  as  if  his  blu(hes  were  her  own. 
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Now  the  bright  traJii  with  Aftragon  afcend ; 

Whilft  Hermegild,  with  Gartha  moves  behind ; 
Whom  much  this  gracious  vifit  did  offend ; 

But  thus  he  praitis'd  to  appeafe  her  mind. 

LIV. 

Judge  not  you  ftrangely  in  this  vifit  fhow ; 

As  well  in  courts  think  wife  diffembling  new; 
Nor  think  the  kindnefs  ftrange,  though  to  your 
foe, 

Till  all  in  courts  where  they  are  kind  are  true. 

LV. 

Why  fhould  your  clofer  mourning  more  be  worn  ? 

Poor  priefts  invented  blacks  for  leffer  coft ; 
Kings  for  their  fires  in  regal  purple  mourn  ; 

Which  {hows  what  they  havie  gotj  not  what 
they  loft. 

LVI. 

Though  rough  the  way  to  etnpire  he,  and  fteep, 

You  look  that  I  fliould  level  it  fo  plain, 
A*  habes  might  walk  it  barefoot  in  their  fleep } 

But  pow'r  is  the  reward  of  patient  pain ! 
tvii. 
This  high  hill  pow'ri  whofe  hbwels  are  of  gold, 

Shows  near  to  greedy  and  unpraftis'd  fight ; 
But  many  grow  in  travel  to  it  old, 

And  have  miilook  the  diAance  by  the  height. 

LVIII. 

If  thofe  old  travellers  may  thither  be 

Your  truftcd  guides,  they  will  your  hallc  reform  5 
And  give  you  fears  of  voyages  by  fca ; 

Which  are  not  oftep  made  without  a  ftorm. 


Yet  fhort  otir  courfe  (hall  prove,  our  paffage  faif » 
If  in  the  fleerage  you  will  quiet  ftand. 

And  not  make  ftorms  of  ev'ry  breath  of  air ; 
But  think  the  helm  fafe  in  the  pilot's  hand. 

LX. 

You  like  fome  fatal  king  (who  all  men  hears 
Yet  trufts  entirely  none)  your  tru'    miftake, 

As  too  much  weight  for  one  ;  One  pillar  •^ears 
Weight  that  would  make  a  thoufand  fhoulders 
ache. 

LXI. 

Your  brother's  ftorm  I  to  a  calm  have  turn'd  ; 

Who  lets  this  guilded  facrifice  proceed 
To  Hymen's  altar,  by  the  K-ing  adorn'd. 

As  priefts  give  victims  garlands  ere  they  bleed,] 

LXII- 

Hubert  to  triumph  would  not  move  fo  faft ; 

Yet  you  (though  but  a  kind  fpedlator)  mean 
To  give  his  triumph  laws,  and  make  morehafte 

To  fee  it  pafs,  than  he  does  to  be  feen. 

LXIII. 

With  patience  lay  this  tempeft  of  your  heart! 

For  you,  ere  long,  this  angel's  form  fhall  turn 
To  fatal  man's;  and  for  that  Ihape  of  art, 

Some  may,  as  I  for  yours  of  nature,  mourn. 

LXIV. 

Thus  by  her  love.fick  ftatefman  file  was  taught; 

And  fmil'd,  with  joy  of  wearing  manly  Ihape; 
Then  fmil'd,  that  fuch  a  fmile  his  heart  had  caught  5 

Whofe  nets  camps  break  not  through,  nor  fc*. 
nates  'fcape. 


CANTO    IV. 

7he  Argument, 
The  King  to  Gondibert  is  grown  fo  kind. 
That  he  prevents  the  bounteous  Rhodalind 
In  giving  of  her  love ;  and  Gondibert 
Laments  his  breaft  holds  but  a  fingle  heart ; 
Which  Birtha  grieves  her  beauty  did  fubdue, 
Since  he  undoes  the  world  in  being  true. 


J'oLL  grows  the  prcfence  now,  as  when  all  know 

Some  ftranger  prince  muft  be  receiv'd  with  ftate, 
When  courts  ftiow  thofe,  who  come  to  fee  the  flxow ; 

And  all  gay  fubjedls  like  domeftics  wait, 
n. 
Nor  Ulfinore  npr  Goltho  abfent  were ; 

Whofe  hopes  expedl  what  lift'ning  Birtha  (hid 
In  the  adjoining  clofet)  fears  to  hear  ; 

And  be^skind  Heav'n  in  pity  would  forbid. 
III. 
The  King  (who  never  time  nor  pow'r  misfpcnt 

In  fubjedis  baflifuinefs,  whiling  great  deeds 
Like  coward  councils,  who  too  late  confent) 

Thus  tp  his  fecret  will  aloud  proceeds  : 


If  to  thy  fame  (brave  youth)  I  could  add  wing»j 

Or  make  her  trumpet  louder  by  my  voice, 
I  would  (as  an  example  drawn  for  kings) 

Proclaim  the  caufe,  why  thou  art  now  my  choice 
v. 
But  this  were  to  fufpeft  the  world  aflecp. 

Or  all  our  Lombards  with  their  envy  blind, 
Or  that  the  Hunns  fo  much  for  bondage  weep. 

As  their  drown'd  eyes  cannot  thy  trophies  find, 

VI. 

When  this  is  heard,  none  dare  of  what  I  give 
Prcfume  their  equal  merit  might  havefliar'd; 

And  to  fay  more,  might  make  thy  foes  believe. 
Thy  dang'rous  worth  is  grown  above  reward. 
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Reward  even  pf  a  crown,  and  fuch  a  crown, 

As  by  Heav'n's  model  ancient  vidtors  wore  ; 
When  they,  as  by  their  coin,  by  laws  were  known ; 

For  laws  but  made  more  current  vidlors  pow'r. 
via 
A  crown  foon  taught,  by  whom  pow'r  firft  was 
given ; 

When  vicflors  (of  domininn  caut'inus  made 
By  hearing  of  that  old  revolt  in  heav'n ) 

Kept  pow'r  too  high  for  fubjedts  to  invade. 

IX. 

A  crown,  which  ends  by  armies  their  debate. 
Who  queflion  height  of  pow'r ;  who  by  the  law 

(Till  plain  obedience  they  make  intricate) 
Would  nut  the  people,  but  their  ruler*  awe. 

X 

To  pow'r  adoption  makes  thy  title  good ; 

Preferring  worth,  as  birth  give  princes  place  ; 
And  virtue's  claim  exceeds  the  right  of  blood, 

As  fouls  extraftion  does  the  body's  race. 

XI. 

Yet  for  thy  blood's  long  walk  through  princes  veins, 
Thou  may'ft  with  any  Lombard  meafure  time  ; 

Though  he  his  hidden  houfc  in  Illium  feigns ; 
And  not  ftop  ihort,  when  Hubert's  felf  would 
climb. 

And  Hubert  is  of  higheft  vi(ftors  breed ; 

Whofe  worth  I  fhall  for  di/lant  empire  choofc; 
If  he  will  learn,  that  you  by  fate  proceed. 

And  what  he  never  had,  he  cannot  loolle. 

XllI 

His  valour  Ihall  the  Gothic  conqueft  keep ; 

And  would  to  Heav'n  that  all  your  mighty 
minds 
As  foon  were  pleas'd,  as  infants  are  with  fleep, 

And  you  had  mufic  common  as  the  winds. 

XIV.     - 

That  all  the  year  your  feafons  were  like  fpring ; 

All  joy'd  as  birds,  and  ail  as  lovers  kind ; 
That  ev'ry  famous  fighter  were  a  king, 

And  each  like  you  could  have  a  Rhodalind. 

XV. 

For  (he  is  yours,  as  your  adoption  free  ; 

And  in  that  gift  my  remnant  life  I  give; 
But  'tis  to  you,  brave  youth !   Who  now  are  fhe  ; 
And  file  that  heav'n  where  fecondly  I  live, 
wi 
And  richer  than  that  crown  (which  fhall  be  thine. 
When  life's  long  progrefs  I  am  gone  with  fame) 
Take  all  her  love ;  which  Icarce  forbears  to  fhine 
And   own   thee,    through    her   virgin-curtain, 
fhame. 

XVII. 
Thus  fpake  the  King  ;  and  Rhodalind  appear'd 
Through  publifli'd  love,  with  fo  much  balhful- 
nefs. 
As  young  kings  Ihow,  when  by  furprife  o'erheard 
Moaning  to  fav'rite  ears  a  deep  diftrefs. 
xviii. 
For  love  is  a  diftrefs,  and  would  be  hid        [grow ; 
Like   monarch's  griefs,  by  which  they  bafhful 
And  in  that  (hame  beholders  they  forbid;     [{how. 
Since  thofe  blufh  moft,  who  muft  their -bkflies 
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And  Gondibert  with  dying  eyts  did  grieve 
At  her  vail'd  love  (a  wound  he  cannot  heal) 

As  great  minds  mourn,  who  cannot  then  relieve 
The  virtuous,  when  through  fliame  they  want 
conceal. 

XX. 

And  now  cold  Birtha's  rofy  looks  decay ; 

Who  in  fear's  froft  had  like  her  beauty  dy'd 
But  that  attendant  hope  perfuades  her  ilay 

A  while,  to  hear  her  Duke  ;  who  thus  reply'<l, 
xxc. 
Victorious  king  1  Abroad  your  fubjefts  are 

Like  legates  fafe ;  at  home  like  altars  free  I 
Even  by  your  fame  they  conquer  as  by  war ; 

Amd  by  your  laws  fafe  from  each  other  be.         i 

XXII. 

A  king  you  are  o'er  fubieds  fo,  as  wife 

And  noble  huibands  feem  o'er  loyal  wives* 

Who  clam  not,  yet  confefs  their  liberties. 
And  brag  to  ftrangers  of  their  happy  live*. 

XXI IX. 

To  foes  a  winter  ftorm  ;  whilft  your  friends  bo\r 
Like  fummer  trees,  beneath  your  bounty's  load  - 

To  me  (next  him  whom  your  great  felf,  with  low 
And  cheerful  duty  ferves)  a  giving  God. 

XXIV. 

Since  this  is  you,  and  Rhodalind  (the  light 
By  which  her  fex  fled  virtue  find)  is  yours  - 

Your  diamond,  which  tefts  of  jealous  fight. 
The  flroke,  and  fire,  and  Oifel's  juice  endure*' 

XXV. 

Since  flie  fo  precious  is,  I  fhall  appear 
All  counterfeit,  of  art's  difguifes  made  • 

And  never  dare  approach  her  lullre  near. 
Who  fcarce  can  hold  my  value  in  the  fhadff, 

XXVI. 

Forgive  me  that  I  am  not  what  I  feem  • 
But  falfely  have  diffembled  an  excefa 

Of  ail  fuch  virtues  as  you  moft  efteem  •  ' 

But  now  grow  good  but  as  I  ills  confefs. 

XXVII. 

Far  in  ambition's  fever  am  I  gone  I 

Like  raging  flame  afpiring  is  my  love ; 

Like  flame  deftrudive  too,  and  like  the  fun 

Does  round  the  world  tow'ids  change  of  objedf 
move. 

XXVIII. 

Nor  is  this  now  through  virtuous  fliame  confefs'd  ■ 
But  Rhodalind  does  force  my  conjur'd  fear 

As  men  whom  evil  (pirits  have  poflefs'd 
Tell  all  when  faintly  votaries  appear, 

XXIX. 

When  (he  will  grace  the  bridal  dignity, 

It  will  be  foon  to  all  young  nionarchs  known  ♦ 

Who  then  by  polling  through  the  world  will  try 
Who  firft  can  at  her  feet  prefent  his  crown. 

XXX 

Then  will  Verona  feem  the  inn  of  kings; 

And  Rhodalind  fliall  at  her  palace  gate 
Smile,  when  great  love  thefe  royal  fuitors  bringi; 

Who  for  that  fmile  would  as  for  empire  wait. 

XXXI. 

Amongft  this  ruling  race  (he  choice  may  take 
For  warmth  of  valour,  coolncfs  of  the  mind, 
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Eyes  that  In  empire's  dfowfy  calms  can  wake. 
In  fiorms  look  out,  in  darknefs  dangers  find; 

XXXII. 

A  prince  who  more  enlarges  pow'r  then  lands, 
Whofe  greatnefs  is  not  what  his  map  contains; 

But  thinks  that  his,  where  he  at  full  commands, 
>lot  where  his  coin  does  pafs,  but  pow'r  re- 
mains. 

XXXIII. 

Who  knows  that  pow'r  can  never  be  too  high 
When  by  the  good  poffefl ;  for  'tis  in  them 
•^  The  fwelling  Nile ;  from  which  though  people  fly, 

They  proijper  moft  by  rifing  of  the  ftream. 

XXXIV. 

Thus  (Princcfs)  you  fliould  choofe  ;  and  you  will 
find, 

Even  he,  fince  men  are  wolves,  muft  civilize 
(As  light  does  tame  fome  beafts  of  favage  kind) 

Himfelf  yet  more,  by  dwelling  in  your  eyes. 
XXXV. 
Such  was  the  Duke's  reply ;  which  did  produce 

Thoughts  of  a  diverfe  Ihape  through  fev'ral  cars : 
His  jealous  rivals  mourn  at  his  excufe  ; 

But  Afiragon  it  cures  of  all  his  fears. 
XXXVI. 
Birtha  his  praife  of  Rhodalind  bewails  ; 

And  now  her  hope  a  weak  phyfician  feems, 
Eor  hope,  the  common  comforter,  prevails 

Like  common  med'cines,  flowly  in  extremes. 

XXX-VII. 

The  King  (fecure  in  offer'd  e6ipire)  takes 

This  forc'd  excufe,  as  troubled  bafhfulnefs. 
And  a  difguife  which  fudden  paflion  makes, 

To  hide  more  joy  then  prudence  Ihould  cxprcfs. 
xxxvin. 
And  Rhodalind  (who  never  lov'd  before, 

Nor  could  fufped  his  love  was  giv'n  away) 
Thought  not  the  treafure  of  his  breaft  fo  poor. 

But  that  it  might  his  debts  of  honour  pay. 
xxxix. 
To  haften  the  rewards  of  his  defert, 

The  King  does  to  Verona  him  command  | 
And  kindnefs  fo  impos'd,  not  all  his  art 

Can  now  inftrud  his  duty  to  withftand. 

■<  ^'■-        >      .         . 

yet  whilfl  the  King  does  now  his  time  difpofe 

In  feeing  wonders,  in  this  palace  ftipwn, 

He  would  a  parting  kindnefs  pay  to  thofe 

Who  of  their  Wounds  are  yet  not  perfeiSb  grown. 

XL  I, 

And  by  this  Fair  pretence,  whilfl;  on  the  King 
Lord  Aftragon  through  all  the  houfe  attends, 

Young  Orgo  does  the  Duke  to  Birtha  bring ;  ' 

Who  thus  her  furrows  to  his  bofom  fends  ; 

XLII. 

Why   Ihould  my   ftorm  your  life's  calm  voyage 
vex? 

Deftroying  wholly  virtue's  race  in  one  ; 
So  by  the  firft  to  my  unlucky  fex, 

All  in  a  fingle  ruin  were  undone. 

XLIII. 

Make  heav'nly  Rhodalind  your  bride  I  whilfl;  I 
Your  once  lov'd  maid,  excufe  you,  fince  I  know 

That  virtuous  men  forfake  fo  willingly 

Long  cherifh'd  life,  becaufe  to  Heav'n  they  go. 
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XLIV, 

Let  me  her  fervant  be  !  A  dignity', 

Which  if  your  pity  in  my  fall  procures/ 
I  fl-ill  ftiall  value  the  advancement  high. 

Not  as  the  crown  is  hers,  but  ftie  is  yours. 
XL  v. 
E'er  this  high  forrow  up  to  dying  grew. 

The  Duke  the  calket  open'd,  and  from  thence 
(Form'd  like  a  heart)  a  cheerfiil  emrald  drew; 

Cheerful,  as  if  the  lively  ftone  had  fenle. 

XLVI. 

The  thirti'th  carradl  it  had  doubled  twice ; 

Not  ta'en  froth  the  Attic  filvcr  mine. 
Nor  from  the  brafs,  though  fuch  (of  nobler  price) 

Did  on  the  necks  of  Parthian  ladies  fliine  : 

XLVII. 

Nor  yet  of  thofe  which  make  the  Ethiop  proud  ; 

Nor  taken  from  thofe  rocks  where  Ba«Slrian»' 
climb ;  ' 

But  from  the  Scythian,  and  without  a  cloud  ; 

Not  fick  at  fire,  nor  languifliing  with  time. 

XLVIII. 

Then  thus  he  fpake  1  This  (Birtha)  from  my  male 

Progenitors,  was  to  the  loyal  fhe 
On  whofe  kind  heart  they  did  in  love  prevail. 

The  nuptial  pledge,  and  this  I  give  to  thee ! 

XLIX. 

Seven  centuries  have  pafs'd,  fince  it  from  bride 
To   bride   did   firft  fucceed;  and   though   'tif 
known 

From  ancient  lore,  that  gems  mnch  virtue  hide, 
And  that  the  eraraid  is  the  bridal  flone: 

L. 

Though  much'renown'd  becaufe  it  chaftenefs  loves,- 
And  will,  when  worn  by  the  negletfted  wife, 

Show  when  her  abfent  lord  dilloyal  proves. 
By  faintnefs,  and  a  pale  decay  of  life ; 

LI. 

Though  emralds  ferve  as  fpies  to  jealous  brides. 
Yet  each  compar'd  to  this  does  counfel  keep  f 

Like  a  falfe  flone,  the  hufband's  falfehood  hidesj 
Or  feems  born  blind,  or  feigns  a  dying  fleep. 

LII. 

With  this  take  Orgo,  as  a  better  ipy ; 

Who  may  in  all  your  kinder  fears  be  ferit 
To  watch  at  court,  if  I  deferve  to  die 

By  making  this  to  fade,  and  you  lament. 
Lifi. 
Had  now  an  artful  pencil,  Birtha,  drawn,    [light) 

(With  grief  all  dark,   then   ftrait  with  joy  ali 
He  muft  have  fancy'd  firft,  in.early  dawn, 

A  fudden  break  of  beauty  out  of  night. 

LIV. 

Or  firft  he  muft  have  mark'd  what  palcnefs,  fear. 

Like  nipping  frolt,  did  to  her  vifage  bring; 
Then  think  he  fees,  in  a  cold  backward  year, 

A  rofy  morn  begin  a  fudden  fpring. 

L  V. 

Her  joys  (too  vaft  to  be  contain'd  in  fpeech) 
Thus  fhe  a  little  fpake !  Why  ftoop  you  down, 

jVIy  plighted  lord,  to  lowly  Birtha's  reach, 
Since  Rhodalind  would  lift  you  to  a  crown  i 

LVl. 

Or  why  do  I,  when  I  this  plight  embrace. 
Boldly  afpire  to  take  what  yow  have  given  * 
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But  tfsat  your  virtue  has  with  angels  place, 
And  'tis  a  virtue  to  afpire  to  heav'n. 

LVH. 

And  as  tow'rds  heav'n  all  travel  on  their  knees ; 

So  I  tow'rds  you,  though  love  afpire,  will  m')Vj  : 
And  were  you  crown'd,  what   could  you   better 

pleafe 
,    Then  aw'd  obedlenc?  led  by  bolder  love  ? 

LVIII 

If  I  forgjet  the  depth  from  whence  I  rife, 

.    Far  fn^m  your  b»  Torn  banilli'd  be  my  heart; 

Or  claim  a  right  by  beauty  to  your  eyes ; 

Or  proudly  think,  my  chaftity  dtftit. 
;  Lix.  ■ 

But  thus  afcending  from  your  humble  maid 

To  be  your  jjlighted  brii^e,  and  then  your  wife, 
Will  be  a  debt  that  Ihali  be  hourly. pnid, 

Till  time  my  duty  cancel  with  my  life. 

And  fruitfully  if  heav'n  ere  make  me  bring 

Your  ima^e  to  the  world,  you  tlien  my  pride^ 
No  more  fhall  blame,  than  you  can  fax  the  fpring 

For  boafting  of  thofeilowers  fhe  cannot  hide. 
,  ,  .  LXI.     . 

Orgo,  I  fo  receive  as  1  am  taught 

By  duty  to  eftecm  what  ere  you  love; 
And  hope  the  joy  he  in  this  jewel  brought. 

Will  lucldcr  than  his.  former  triumphs  prove. 

.       LXIl.   ,     .         ■ 

For  though  bnt  twice  he  has  approach'd  my  fight, 
1   He  twice  made  hafte  to  drown  ine  in  my  tears  : 
But  now  I  am  above  his  planet's  fpite, 
And  as  for  fm  beg  pardon  for  my  fears. 

LSII!.    ,  ,  • 

"Thus  fpake  file  :  and  with  iix'd  continu'd  fight, 
':  The  Duke  did  all  her  bafhful  beauties  view; 
Then  they  with  kiffes^feal'd  their  facrcd  plight; 

Like  flowers  (lili  fv.-eeter  as  they  thicker  grew. 
-  .  Lriv. 

Yet  muft  thefe  pleafurcs  feel,  thoiigh  Innocent, 

The  fickiTcfs  of  esTcrues,  and  cannot  hft  ; 
For  pow'r  (love's  fhun'd  impediment)  hasifent 

To  tell  the  Duke,  his  monarch  is  in  hafte  : 

.       LSV.       .■  . 

And  calls  him  to  that  triumph  which  he  fears 
So  as  a  faint  forgiven  (whofe  breaft  docs  all 

Heav'n'sjoy-i contain)  v.iftly  lov'dpnmp  forbears, 
Left  tempted  nature  fhould  from  bleilings  fall. 

LXVI. 

He  often  takes  his  leave,  with  love's  delay; 

And  bids  her  hc;pe,  he  with  the  king  fhall  find, 
By  now  appearing  forward  to  obey, 

A  means  to  ferve  him  lefs  in  Rhodalind. 

LXVII. 

She  weeping  to  her  clofct-window  hies  ; 

Where  file  with  tears  does  Rhodahud,  furvey  ; 
As  dying  men,  who  ;jrieva  that  they  have  eyes, 

When  they  through  curtains  fpy  the  rifmg  day, 

LXVIIl. 

The  king  has  now  his  curious  fight  fuffic'd 

With  all  loft  arts,  in  their  revival  view'd; 
Which  when  rellor'd,  our  pride  thinks  new  de- 
vis'd : 
Fafhions  of  minds,  call'd  new  when   but  re- 

new'd ! 
Vol.  lY, 


The  hnfy  cotTr"  piTpares  to  move,  oTl  whom 
,'-  Their  fad  cft'i-nded  cjes  the  country  caft ; 
Who  never  fee  enough  where  monarchs  come; 
And  nothing  fo  uncivil  feems  as  hafle. 
trv. 
As  men  move'flo-w,  who  know  they  !ofe  their  way^ 
Even  fo  the  Duke  tow'rds  Rhodalind  diiesmove; 
Yet  he  does  duteous  fears,  and  wotider  psy. 

Which  are  the  firft.,  and  d:mgerous  flgas  of  lovCi 

.       '  .  XXXI. 

All  his  aHdrefies  m"'h  by  Goltho  w^^re 

And  Ulfinore  ■cbfcrv'd  ;  whi  dlRanr  fland"; 

Not  daring  to  approach  his  prefsnce  nesr; 

But  fliun  his  eyes  to  'fcape  from  his  comraand  i 

LXXII.    - 

Left  to  Verona  he  ftiould  borh  require ; 

For  by.  remaining  here,  both  hope  tc  light 
Their  Hymen's  torches  at  his  parti.ng  fire  ; 

And  not  defpstir  to  kindle  them  to-night, 

.       •      I-X-XIil.V 

The  king  his  gf>Iden  chariot  now  afcends; 

Which  near  fair  PJiodalind,  the  Duke,coTtrain{!; 
Though  to  excufe  that  grace  he  lowly  bends  ; 

But  honour  fo  refus'd,  more  honour  gains. 

LXXIV.  - 

And  now  their  charjpts  (ready  to  take  Wing) 
Are  even  by  weakeft  breath,  a  whifpcr  ftay'd; 

And  but  fuch  v/hifptras  a  pa'^e  does  bring 
To  Laura's  woman  from  a  houfehold  maid. 

-     :  LXXV. 

But  this  low  voice  did  raife  in  Laura's  ear 
An  echo,  which  from  all  redoubled  foon, 

Proclaiming  fiich  a  country  beauty  Iiere, 

As  makes  them  look,  like  ev'ning  to  her  noorjo 

LXXVI. 

And  Laura  (of  her  own  high  beauty  proud. 

Yet  not  to  others  ciucl)  foftly  prsys, 
She  may  appear  !  but  Gartha,  bold  and  loud. 

With  eyes  impatlctit  as  for  conqueft,  ftays» 
■  ..    Lxxvri. 
Thou  Aftragon,  now  owns  her,  and  excus'd* 

Her  prefence  as  a  maid  but  rudely  taught. 
Infirm  in  health,  and  not  to  grt?<nefs  u«'d  ; 

Yit  Gartha  ftill  calls  out,  to  have  her  brough* ! 
Lsxvin. 
But  r^.hodalind  (in  whofe  relenting  brer.ft 

CoinpaiTion's  Iclf  miglit  fit  at  fv;hool,  and  learn) 
Knew  balhful  maids  with  public  view  diftreft  ; 

And  in  their  glafs,  tliemfelvcswith  fear  difcern; 

,  ,,   ,.  -  LXXIX. 

She  ftopt  this  challenge  whkh  court-beauty  made 
-  To  country  fhape  ;  not  knowing  Nature's  hand 
Had  Birtha  dreis'd,  nor  that  herfelf  obey'd 

In  vain,  whom  c.niqu'ringBiitha  did  command, 

I-XXX. 

The  Duke  (whom  virtuous  kindnefs  f-)on  fubdues) 
Though  him  his  horide  from  Birtha  highly  pleafe. 

Yet  feems  to  think,  that  lucky  he,  who  fues 
To  wear  this  royal  niaid's,  will  walk  at  eafc. 

LXXXl. 

Of  theli;  a  brief  furvey  fad  Birtha  takes ; 

And  Orgo's  help  dired/tsher  eye  to  all; 
Shows  her  for  whom  grave  Tybalt  nightly  wakes  j 

Then  at  whole  feet  v^ife  Ilcrmegild  ducsfaii. 
5  H 
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IXXXIl. 

And  when  calm  Orna  with  the  Count  fhe  faw, 
Hope  (who,  though  weak,  a  willing  painter  is, 

And  bnfdy  does  ev'ry  pattern  draw) 
By  that  example  could  not  work  amifs. 

LXXXIII. 

Tor  foon  Ihe  fhap'd  her  lord  and  her  fo  kind, 

So  all  of  love  ;   till  fancy  wrought  no  more 
t\'^hen  (he  perceiv'd  him  fit  with  Pvhodalind; 

But  froward-painterlike  the  copy  tore. 
I.XXXXV. 
And  now  thi?y  move;  and  flie  thus  roh'd, believes 

(Since  with  fuch  hafte  they  bear  her  wealth 
away) 
That  they  at  bed,  are  but  judicious  thieves. 

And  know  the  noble  value  of  their  prey. 

LXXXV. 

nd  then  fhe  thus  complain'd  :  Why  royal  maid  I 
Injurious  greatnefs  !  Did  you  hither  come, 
Where  pow'r's  ftrongnetsof  wire  were  never  laid? 
But  childifh  love  took  cradle  as  at  home. 

LXXXVI. 

Where  can  we  fafe  our  harmlefs  bleffings  keep, 
Since  glorious  courts  out  folitude  invade? 

Bells  which  ring  out,  when  th'  unconcern'd  would 
lleep ; 
Falfe  lights  to  fcare  poor  birds  in  country  (bade! 

LXXXVIJ. 

Or  if  our  joys  their  own  difcov'ry  make,     [vours) 
Envy  (whofe  tongue  firfl   kills  whom  ihe  de- 
Calls  it  our  pride ;  envy,  the  pois'nous  fnake, 
Whofe  breath  blafts  maids,  as  innocent  as  flowers ! 

LXXXVIII. 

Forgive  me,  beauteous  greatnefs,  if  I  grow 
,  Diftemper'd  with  my  fears,  and  rudely  long 
To  be  fecure  ;  or  praife  your  beauty  fo 
As  to  believe, Ihat  it  may  do  me  wrong! 

LXXXIX. 

And  you  my  plighted  lord,  forgive  me  too. 
If  fince  your  worth  and  my  defedts  I  find, 

I  fear  what  you  in  juftice  ought  to  do ;  [kind. 

And  praife  your  judgment  when'  I  doubt  you 


Now  fudden  fear  o'er  ail  her  beauty  wrought 

The  pale  appearance  of  a  killing  froft  ; 
And  careful  Orgo,  when  fhe  ftarted,  thought 

She  had  her  pledge,  the  precious  emerald,  loft« 
xci. 
But  that  kind  heart,  as  conflant  as  her  own, 

She  did  not  mifs ;  'twas  from  a  fudden  fenle, 
Leaft  in  her  lover's  heart  fome  change  was  growny 

And  it  grew  pale  with  that  intelligence, 
xcii. 
Soon  from  her  bofom  fhe  this  emerald  took : 

If  now  (faid  fhe)  my  lord  my  heart  deceives, 
This  flone  will  by  dead  palenefs  make  me  loc4s 

Pale,  as  the  fnowy  £kin  of  lilly  leaves. 

XCIII. 

But  fuch  a  cheerful  green  the  gem  did  fling 
Where  fhe  oppos'd  the  rays,  as  if  fhe  had 

Been  dy'd  in  the  complexion  of  the  fpring. 
Or  v/ere  by  nymphs  of  Britain  valleys  clad. 

XGIV. 

Soon  fhe  with  earnefl  paffion  kifs'd  the  ftonc; 

Which  ne'er  till  then  had  fufter'd  an  edipfe  j 
But  then  the  rays  retir'd,  as  if  it  fhone 

In  vain,fo  near  the  rubies  of  her  lips.    . 
xcv. 
Yet  thence  remov'd,  with  public  glory  fhines! 

She  Orgo  bleft,  who  had  this  relic  brought: 
And  kept  it  like  thole  relics  lock'd  in  fhrines. 

By  which  the  lateft  miracles  were  wrought, 
xcvi. 
For  foon  refpedl  was  up  to  rev'rence  grown  ; 

Which  fear  to  fuperftition  would  fublime. 
But  that  her  father  took  fear's  ladder  down ; 

Lofe  fleps,  by  which  diftrefs  to  heav'n  would 
climb.  / 

xcvii. 
He  knew,  when  fear  fhapes  heav'nly  pow'r  fo  jufl. 

And  terrible  (parts  of  that  fhape  drawn  true) 
It  veils  heav'n's  beauty,  love;  which  when  we  truft^ 

Our  courage  hoxiours  him  to  whom  wc  fue ! 


C  A  N  T  0    Vo 

the  ArgumeiiU 

The  deep  defigns  of  Birtha  in  diflrefs ; 
Her  emerald's  virtue  Ihows  her  love's  fuccefs,* 
Wife  Aftragon  with  icalbn  cures  defpair; 
And  the  afHifted  chides  for  partial  pray'r. 
With  grief  the  fecret  rivds  take  their  leave  5 
And  but  dark  hope  for  hidden  love  receive. 


To  {how  the  morn  her  paflage  to  the  eaft. 
Now  Birtha's  dawnj  the  lover's  day,  appears  I 

So  foon  love  beats  reveilles  in  her  brwafi: ; 
And  Vike  the  dewy  morn  ihe  rofe  in  tears : 


So  much  fhe  did  her  jeaious  dreams  difliks. 

Her  maids  ttraight  kindle  by  her  light  their  eyes; 
Which  when  to  her's  compar'd,  poets  would  ftrike 

Stich  fparks  to  light;  their  lamps  eredaydoes  rif?;, 
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Sut  O  train  jealoufy  1  why  doft  thou  haftc 

To  find  thole  evils  which  too  fooa  are  brought  ? 

Love's  frantic  valour  I  which  fo  rafhly  feaft 

Seeks  dangers,  as  if  none  would  come  unfought. 

IV. 

As, often  faireft  morns  foon  cover'd  lie, 

So  (he  with  dark'nirig  thoughts  is  clouded  now; 

Looks  fo,  as  weakar  eyes  fmall  objects  fee, 

Or  ftudious  flateiraen  who  contrad  the  brow. 

V. 

Or  like  fome  thinking  Sybil  that  would  find 
The  fenfe  of  myftic  words  by  angels  given  1 

And  this  fair  politic  bred  in  her  mind, 
Reftlefs  as  leas,  a  deep  defign  on  heav'ii. 

VI. 

To  pray'r's  plain  temple  flie  does  hafte  unfeen  ; 
Which  though  not  grac'd  with  curious  coli  for 
ihovij', 
.  Was  nicely  kept ;  and  now  muft  be  as  clean 
As  tear*  make  thofe  who  thence  forgiven  go. 

VII. 

For  her  own  hands  (by  which  beft  painters  drew 
The  hands  of  innocence)  will  make  it  Ihine  ; 

Penance  which  newly  from  her  terrors  grew ; 
And  was,  al»s  !  pdrt  of  her  deep  defign, 

VIII. 

And  when  this  holy  houfewifery  was  paft, 

Her  vows  ilie  fends  to  Heav'n,  which  thither  fly 

Entire  ;  not  broken  by  unthinking  haile  ; 
Like  finner's  fparks  thai  in  afcending  die. 

IX. 

Thence  fhe  departs  ;  but  at  this  temple  gate 
A  needy  crowd  (call'd  by  her  fummons  there) 

With  fuch  alTurance  for  her  bounty  wait, 
As  if  ne'er  fitiling  Heav'n  their  debtor  were. 

To  thefe  (he  ftore  of  antic  treafure  gave 

For  fhe  no  money  knew)  medals  of  gold, 
Which  curious  gath'rers  did  in  travel  fave. 

And  at  high  worth  were  to  her  mother  fold, 
xr. 
Figures  of  fighting  chiefs,  born  to  o'ercome 

Thofe  who  without  their  leave  would  all  deflroy ; 
thiefs,  who  had  brought  renown  to  Athens^  Rome, 

To  Carthage,  Tyre,  and  to  lamented  Troy. 

XII. 

Such  v/as  her  wealth,  her  mother's  legacy; 

And  weil  (he  knew  it  was  of  fpecial  price; 
But  {he  has  begg'd  what  Heav'n  mufl  not  deny  ; 

So  would  not  make  a  common  lacrifice. 

XIII. 

Td  the  black  temple  ftie  her  fdrrow  bears  ; 

Where  fhe  outbegg'd  the  tardy  begging  thief ; 
Made  weeping  Magdaline  but  poor  in  tears, 
Yet  filent  as  their  piAures  was  hei:  grief, 
xlv. 
Her  purpos'd  penance  fae  did  here  fulfil ;     [llev'd 
Thofe  pidtures  drefs'd,  and  the  fpcnt  limp  re- 
With  fragrant  oils,  dropp'd  from  her  filver  ftill; 
And  now  for  thofe  that  there  fat  mournino:, 
gnev  d. 

XV. 
'Xhofe  "penitents,  who  knew  her  innocence, 
Wonder  whit  parent's  fm  fhe  did  bemoan; 
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And  venture  (though  they  go  unpardon'd  thence) 
More  fighs  for  her  redrefs  than  for  her  own. 

XVI. 

Now  jealoufy  no  more  benights  her  face, 

Her  courage  beauteous  grows,  and  grief  decays; 

And  with  fuch  joy  as  fhipwreck'd  men  embrace 
The  fhore,  fhe  haftens  to  the  houfe  of  praife. 

XVII. 

And  there  the  gem  fhe  from  her  bofom  took 

(With  v/hich  till  now  fhe  trembled  to  advife), 
So  far  from  pale,  that  Gondibert  would  look 

Pale  if  ihe  faw  how  it  out-fhin'd  hfir  eyes. 
xviii. 
Thefe  rays  fhe  to  a  miracle  prefers ; 

And  hi  lire  that  'uch  beauty  fo  defies. 
Had  poets  feen  (love's  partial  jew-ellers,      [eyes)^ 

Who  count  nought  precious  but  their  miilrelV, 
xrx. 
They  would  with  grief  a  miracle  confefs  : 

She  enters  flraight  to  pay  her  gratitude; 
And  could  not  think  her  beauty  in  diftrefs, 

Whilil  to  her  love  her  lord  is  fi:ill  fubdu'd. 

XX. 

The  altar  fhe  with  imag'ry  array'd  ; 

Where  needles  boldly,  as  a  pencil  wi-ought, 
The  (lory  of  that  humble  Syrian  maid. 

Who  pitchers  bore,  yet  kings  to  Judah  brought*' 

XXI. 

And  there  fiie  of  that  precious  linen  fpreads, 
Which  in  the  coiifecrated  month  is  fpun 

By  Lombard  brides ;  for  whom  in  empty  beds 
Their  bridegrooms  figh  till  the  fucceeding  moon,' 

XXII. 

'Tis  in  thAt  moon  bleach'd  by  her  fuller  light ; 

And  walh'd  in  fuds  of  amber,  till  it  grow 
Clean  as  this  fpreader's  hands;  and  thofe  were  white 

As  rifing  lilies,  or  as  falling  fnow. 

XXII  I. 

The  voluntary  choir  of  birds  fhe  feeds, 

Which  oft  had  here  the  virgin-confort  fill'd ; 

She  diets  them  with  aromatic  feeds ;  [tili'cf. 

And  quench'd  their  thirft  with  rainbow-dew  difj 

XX IV. 

Lord  Aftragon,  whofe  tender  care  did  wait 
Her  progrels,  fince  her  morn  fo  cloudy  broke, 

Arrefls  her  pafTage  at  this  temple-gate. 
And  thus  he  with  a  father's  hcence  fpoke  : 

XXV. 

Why  art  thoii  now,  who  haft  fo  joyful  Hv'd, 

Ere  loVe  thou  knew'fl,  become  with  love  fo  fad  | , 
If  thoo  haft  h.ft  fair  virtue,  then  be  griev'd; 

Elfe  ihow  thou  know'fl  her  worth  by  being  glad, 
xxvl. 
Thy  love's  high  foaring  cannot  be  a  crime  ; 

Nor  can  we,  if  a  fpinfler  loves  a  king, 
Say  that  her  love  ambitioufiy  does  climb  : 

Love  feeks  no  honour,  but  does  honour  brinr» 
xxvir. 
Mounts  othets  value,  and  her  owri  lets  fall ! 

Kings  honour  is  but  little,  till  made  much 
By  fubjecbs  tongues !  elixir-love  turns  all 

To  pow'rful  gold,  where  it  does  only  touch, 
xxviii. 
Thou  lov'fl  a  prince  above  thine  own  degree : 

Degree  is  monarch's  art,  love,  nature's  law  j 

aHij  J 
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in  love's  free  ftate  all  pov/Vs  fo  levell'd  be, 
That  there  affcdtion  governs  more  than  awe. 

XXIX. 

But  thou  doft  love  where  Ilhodalind  does  love  ; 

And  thence  thy  griefs  of  jealouly  begin; 
A  caufe  which  does  thy  forrow  vainly  move; 

Since  'tifi  thy  noble  fare,  and  not  thy  fin. 

XXX. 

This  vain  and  voluntary  load  of  gri^f 

(For  fate  fent  love,  thy  Vi^ill  does fwrrow bear). 

Thou  to  the  temple  cairy'ft  for  relief; 
And  fo  to  heav'n  art  guided  by  thy  fear. 

XXXI. 

^Viid  fear  !  which  has  a  commr.  wealth  devis'd 
In   beav'n's   old   realm,   and  faints  in   fenates 
fram'd ;    , 

Suchys  by  which  were  beafts  well  civiliz'd, 
They  would  (ufpe61;  their  tamef  man  untani'd. 

XXXII. 

Wild  fear  1  which  has  the  Indian  worlliip  made  ; 

Where  each  unlettered  prieR  the  Godhead  draws 
in  fuch  a  form,  as  makes  himfelf  afraid  ; 

Bifguiling.  mercy's  fhape  in  teeth  and  clawrs. 

xxsni. 

This  falfe  guide,  fear,  which  does  thy  reafon  fway. 

And  turns  thy  valiant  virtue  to  defpair, 
Jias  brought  thee  here  tn  offer  and  to  pray  ; 

But  temples  were  i?nt  baik  for  cov,  ards  pray'r. 

XXXiV. 

For  when  by  fear  tiiy  noble  reafon's  led 

(Reafor,  not  filape,  gives  us  fo  great  degree 

Above  our  fubjedls,  beafts),  then  beafts  may  plead 
A  right  in -temple's  helps,  as  well  as  we. 

XXXV. 

And  here  vvith  abfent  reafon  tliou  doft  weep', 
To  beg  fuccefs  in  love ;  that  Rhodalind 

]^l3y  Infe  what  flie  as  much  does  beg  to  keep ; 
And  may  at  leaft  an  equal  audience  iind. 

XXXVI. 

Mark,  Birtha,  this  unrighteous  war  of  prayer  I 
Like  wrangling  ftatcs,  you  aflc  a  monarch's  aid 

When  you  are  weak,  that  you  may  better  dure 
Lay  claim  to  what  your  paflion  would  invade. 

XXXVll. 

Long  has  th'  ambitious  world  rudely  preferr'd 
Their  quarrels,  which  they  call  their  pray 'rs,  to 
heav'n  ; 
And  thought  that  heav'n  would  like  themfelves 
have  err'd. 
Depriving  fbme  of  what's  to  others  given. 

XXXVUl. 

Tlience  inodern  faith  becomes  fo  weak  and  blind, 
Thinks  heav'n  in  ruling  other  worlds  employ'd. 

And  is  not  mindful  of  our  abjeift  kind, 
Bccaufe  all  fuitsare  not  by  all  enjoy'd. 

XXXIX. 

How  firm  was  faith,  when  humbly  fuits  for  need, 
Not  choice,  were  made  ?  then  (free  froni  all  def- 
pair, 

As  mod'rate  birds,  who  fing  for  daily  feed). 
Like  birds,  our  longs  of  praife  included  prayer. 

XL. 

Thv  hopes  are  by  thy  rival's  virtue  aw'd  ; 

Thy  rival  Rhodalind;  vhofe  \irtue  Ihines 
On  hills,  when  brighteft  planets  are  abroad  ; 

Thine  privately,  like  Kii-ncrs  lani^s  ir.  m^nes. 


The  court  (where  fingle  patterns  are  difgrac'i'{ 
Where  glorious  vice  weak  eyes  admire  ; 

And  virtue's  plainnels  is  by  art  out-fac'd), 
She  makes  S  temple  by  her  veftai  fire. 

XLII. 

Though  there  vice  fweetly  drefs'd-  does  tempt  like' 
blifs 

Even  cautious  faints,  and  finglc  virtue  feem 
Fantaftic,  whce  brave  vice  in  falhion  is; 

Yet  (he  has  brought  plain  virtue  in  edeem. 

XLIU. 

Yours  Is  a  vlrttie  of  inferior  rate ; 

Here  in  the  dark  a  pattern,  where  'tis  barr'd 
From  all  yotir  fex  that  fhould  her  imitate,  [ward  : 

And  of  that  pomp  which  fhould  her  foes  re- 

XLIV. 

Retir'd,  as  weak  mcnaftics  fly  from  care  ; 

Or  devout  cowards  fteal  to  forts,  their  cells. 
From  pleafures,  which  the  world's  chief  dangers' 
are : 

Her's  pafles  yours,  as  valour  f€ar  excels. 

XLV. 

This  is  your  rival  in  your  fuit  to  heav'n  : 
But  heav'n  is  partial,  if  it  give  to  you 

What  to  her  bolder  virtue  fhould  be  given  ; 

Since  y oar's, pomps, virtue's  dangers,  never  kneyi(j 

XLVI. 

Your  fuIt  would  have  your  love  with  love  repay'd  g 

To  which  art's  conquefts,  when  ailfcience  flows,; 

Compar'd,  are  fludent's  dreams ;    and   triumph^ 

made  [(hows 

By    glorioas   courts    and   camps   but   painted 

XLvir. 

Even  art's  diiSators,  who  give  laws  to  fchools. 
Are  but  dead  heads;    Itatefmen,  who  empire 
move, 

But  pro.fp'rous  f^ies,  and  vidlors,  fighting  fools. 
When  they  their  trophies  rankvviththofe  of  lov«5F 

XLVIII. 

And  when  againftyouF  fears  I  thus  declaim 
(Yet  make  your  danger  more,  whilft  I  defcry 

Your  worth  to  hers),  then  wifely  fear  I  blame  ; 
For  fears  are  hurtfuH'fb  when  attempts  are  high ! 

XLIX. 

And  you  fhould  think  your  noble  dangers  lefs, 
When  moft  my  praife  does  her  renown  prefer  J  ^ 

For  that  takes  oft  your  hafty  hole's  excefs; 
A.nd  when  we  little  hope,  we  nothing  fear. 

L. 

Now  you  are  taught  your  ficknefs, learn  your  cure'; 

You  {hall  to  court,  and  there  ferve  RhodalindSi 
Try  if  her  virtue's  force  you  can  endure 

In  the  fame  fphere,' without  eclipfe  of  mind. 

LI. 

Your  lord  may  there  your  fouls  aompare;  for  we. 

Though  fLiuls,  like  ftars,  make  not  tlieir  great- 

nefs  known. 

May  find  which  greater  than'  the  other  be  ; 
The  flars  arc  nieafur'd  by  comparifon ! 

Lll. 

Your  plighted  lord  fhall  you  ere  long  prefer 
To  near  attendance  on  this  royal  maid  ; 

Quit  then  officious  fear  :  the  jealous  fear 
They  are  not  f?aiiwl,  VYh«A  W  ji^ath  f>if;M^ 
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T^'^Tie  -words  Jie  clos'd  with  kindnefe,  and  retirM ; 

In   which  her  quick-ey'd-hope  three  blellings 
fpy'd; 
With  joy  of  being  near  her  lord,  infpir'd, 

With  feeing  courts,  and  having  virtue  try'd  ! 

LIV. 

She  now  with  jealous  queflions  utter''d  faft. 

Fills  Orgo's  ear,  which  there  unraark'd  are  eone, 

As  throngs  through  guarded  gates,  when  all  Bvake 
hafte, 
Not  giving  warders  time  t'  examine  otie. 

LV. 

She  aflc'd  if  fame  had  render'd  Rhodalind 
With  favour,  or  in  truth's  impartial  Ihape  ? 

If  Orna  were  to  humble  virtue  kind, 

And  beauty  could  from  Gartha's  envy  'fcape  ? 

L  VI. 

If  1. aura  (whofe  fair  eyes  thofe  but  invites. 
Who  to  her  wit  afcribe  the  vidlory) 

Jn  cunquefl;  of  a  fpeechlefs  maid  delights ; 
And  e'er  to  this  prompt  Orgo  could  reply, 

L  VII. 

She  afk'd  in  what  confift  the  charms  of  court ; 

Whether  thofe  pkafures  fo  refiftlefs  were 
As  comrarin  country  travellers  report. 

And  fuch  as  innocence  had  caufe  to  fear  ? 

LVIII. 

What  kind  of  angel's  fhape  young  fav'rites  take  ? 

And  being  angels,  how  they  can  be  bad  i 
iOr  why  delight  fo  cruelly  to  make 

fair  country  maids  return  from  court  fo  fad  ? 

LIX. 

More  had  fhe  alk'd  (for  ftudy  warm'd  her  brow, 
Withthinklnghowher  love  might  profp'rous  be) 

But  that  young  LJlfinore  approach'd  her  now. 
And  Goltho,  warmer  with  deOgn  than  flie. 

LX. 

Though  Goltho's  hope,  in  Indian  feathers  clad. 
Was  light  and  gay,  as  if  he  meant  to  fly  ; 

If  et  he  no  farther  than  his  rival  had 

Advanc'd  in  promife  from  her  tongue  or  eye. 

LXI. 

yhen  diftant,  talk'd  as  if  he  plighted  were  ; 

For  hope  in  love,  like  cowards  in  the  war. 
Talks  bravely  till  the  enterprife  be  near; 

But  then  difcretion  dares  not  venture  far. 

LXII. 

He  never  durft  approach  her  watchful  eye 

With  ftudious  gazing,  nor  with  fighs  her  ear; 
But  ftill  feem'd  fi-olic,  like  a  ftatefman's  fry  ; 

As  if  his  thoughtful  bus'nefs  were  not  there. 
Lxm. 
Still  fuperftitivas  lovers  beauty  paint 

(Thinking  themfeives  but  devils),  fo  djvine. 
As  if  the  thing  belov'd  were  all  a  faint ; 

And  ev'ry  place  flu?  enter'd  were  aflirine. 

LXIV. 

^nd  though  laft  night  were  the  aufpicioiis  time 
'V^'^lien  they  refolv'd  to  quit  their  balhful  fears ; 
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Yet  foon,  as  to  the  fun  when  eaglets  climb. 

They  floop'd,  and  quench'd  their  daring  eyei 
in  tears. 

LXV. 

And  now  (for  hope,  that  formal  fentry,  ftands 
All  winds  and  fhow'rs,  though  where  but  vainly 
plac'd). 

They  to  Verona  beg  her  dear  commands; 

And  look  to  be  with  parting  kindnels  grac'd. 

LXVI. 

Both  daily  journies  meant,  'twist  this  and  court : 
For  taking  leave  is  twice  love's  fweet  repaicj 

In  being  fweet,  and  then  in  being  fliort ; 
Like  manna,  rsady  ftill,  but  cannot  laft. 

LXVII. 

Her  favours  not  in  lib'ral  lot-fcs  (he  gave, 

•But  in  a  kind  refpedlful  lowlinefs 
Them  honour  gives,  yet  did  hsr  honour  fave; 

Which  gently  thus  fhe  did  to  both  exprefs. 

LXVilf. 

High  heav'n  that  did  dire<a:  your  eyes  the  way 
To  choofe  fo  well,  when  you  your  fricndlhip 
made. 

Still  keep  you  join'd,  that  daring  enry  may 
Fear  fuch  united  virtue  to  invade  1 

LXIX. 

In  your  fafe  breafts  the  noble  Gondibert 
Does  truft  the  fecret  treafure  cf  his  love ; 

And  J,  grown  ccnfcious  of  my  low  defert, [prove. 
Would  not  you  fliowld  that  wealth  for  ine  im- 

LXX. 

I  am  a  flow'r  that  merit  not  the  fpting  I 

And  he  (the  world's  warm  i\in  !;  in  pafTing  by 

Should  think,  when  fuch  as  1  kave  flouriftiing, 
His  beams  to  cedars  hafee,  which  elfe  would  dis. 

LXXI. 

This  from  his  humble  maid  you  may  declare 
To  him,  on  whom  the  good  of  human  kind 

Depends;  and  as  his  great'ning  is  your  care, 
So  may  your  early  love  fucctffes  find  ! 

LXXII. 

So  may  that  beauteous  flie,  whom  cithers  heart 
For  virtue  and  delight  of  life  fliall  choole. 

Quit  in  your  fiege  the  long  defence  of  art, 
And  nature's  freedom  in  a  treaty  lofe, 

LXXIII. 

This  gave  cold  Ulfinore  in  love's  long  night 
Some  hope  of  day  ;  as  feanien  that  are  run 

Far  northward  find  long  winters  to  be  light, 
And  In  the  cynofure  adoie  the  fun. 

LXXiV. 

It  fhow'd  to  Goltho,  not  alone  like  day. 

But  like  a  wedding  noon;  who  now  grows  ftrong 

Enough  to  fpeak;  but  that  her  beauties  ftay 
His  eyes,  whofe  wonder  foon  arrefts  his  tongue, 

LXXV. 

Yet  fomething  he  at  parting  feem'd  to  fay. 
In  pretty  fiovv'rs  of  love's  wild  rhetoric  ; 

Which  mov'd  not  her,  though  orators  thus  fway 
AlTemblieS;  which  fince  wild,  v.ild  mufic  like, 
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CANTO    VL 

The  Argument. 

Here  Ulfin  reads  the  art  to  Ulfinore 
Of  wifely  getting,  and  increafing  power. 
The  rivals  to  Verona  hafte,  and  there 
Young  Goltho's  frailty  does  too  foon  appear^ 
Black  Dalga's  fatal  beauty  is  reveal'd  ; 
But  her  defcent  and  floryis  conceai'd^ 


Old  Ulfin  parting  now  with  UlSnore, 

His  lludy'd  thoughts,  and  of  a  grave  import, 

Thus  utter'd,  as  well  read  in  ancient  lore; 

When  prudence  kept  up  greatnefs  in  the  court. 

Heav'n  guide  thee,  fon,  through  honour's  flipp'ry 
way; 

The  hill,  which  wary  painfulpefs  muft  climb. 
And  often  reft,  to  take  a  full  furvey 

Of  every  path,  t^od  by  esperienc'd  time. 
III. 
Rife  glorious  with  thy  mailer's  hopeful  morn, 

His  favour  calls  thee  to  his  fecret  breafl ;    " 
Great  Gondibert!   to  fpacious  empire  born, 

Whofe  careful  head  will  in  thy  bofom  reft. 

IV. 

Be  good  1  and  then  in  pity  foon  be  great ! 

For  virtuous  men  fiiould  toil  to  compafs  pow'r, 
Left  when  the  bad  poiTefs  dominion's  feat. 

We  vainly  weep  for  thofe  whom  they  devour. 

V, 

Our  virtue  without  pow'r  but  harmlefs  is ! 

The  good,  who  lazily  are  good  at  home, 
And  fafely  reft  in  doing  not  amifs. 

Fly  from  the  bad,  for  fear  of  martyrdom ! 

VI. 

Be  in  thy  greatnefs  eafy,  and  thy  brow 

Still  clear,  and  comforting  as  breaking  light ; 

The  great,  with  bus'nefs  troubled,  weakly  bow  ; 
Pow'r  fliould  with  public  burdens  walk  upright ! 

VII. 

We  cheerfulnefs  as  innocence  commend  ! 

The  great  may  with  benign  and  civil  eyes 
The  people  wrong,  yet  not  the  wrong'd  offend; 
Who  feel  moft  wrong  from  thofe  who  them  de- 
fpife  1 

viri. 
Siiice  wrongs  muft  be,  complaints  muft  fhow  the 
gr'.ev'd  ; 
And  favourites  fliould  walk  flill  open  ear'd ; 
for  of  the  fuing  crowd  half  are  reliev'd 
With  the  innace  delight  of  being  heard. 


Thy  greatnefs  be  In  arms  !  who  elfe  are  greaf, 
Move  but  like  pageants  in  the  people's  view; 

And  in  foul  weather  make  a  fcorn'd  retreat; 
The  Greeks  their  painted  gods  in  armour  drew- 1 

X. 

Yield  not  in  ftorms  of  ftate  to  that  diflike 
Which  from  the  people  does  to  rulers  grov/; 

Pow'r  (fortune's  fail)  fhould  not  for  threat'ninga 
flrike  ; 
In  boats  beftorm'd  all  check  at  thofe  that  row. 

XI. 

Courts  little  arts  contemn  !  dark  holes  to  fave 
Retreatedpow'r,  when  fear  does  friendftiip  feign  j 

Poor  thieves  retire  to  woods  1  chiefs  great  and 
brave, 
Draw  out  their  forces  to  the  open  plain. 

XII. 

Be  by  thy  virtue  bold  !  when  that  fun  fhines, 
All  art's  falfe  lights  are  with  difgrace  put  outj 

Her  ftraighfnefs  fliows  itfelf  and  crookefl  lines ; 
And  her  plain  text  the  fceptics  dare  not  doubt. 

XIII. 

Revejige  (weak  women's  valour,  and  in  men. 
The  ruffian's  cowardice)  keep  from  thy  breaftjj 

The  faiftious  palace  is  that  ferpent's  den, 

Whom  cowards  there,    with  fecret  flaughtec' 
feaft. 

XIV, 

Revenge  is  but  a  braver  name  for  fear, 

' Tis  Indians  furious  fear,  when  they  are  fed 

With  valiant  foes;  whofe  hearts  their  teeth  mufi 
tear  * 

Before  they  boldly  dare  believe  them  dead. 

XV. 

When  thou  giv'ft  death,  thy  banners  be  difplay'dl 
And  move  not  till  an  open  foe  appears! 

Courts  lurking  war  fhows  jufVice  is  afraid  ; 

And  no  broad  fword,  but  a  dofepolnard  w?ars,<' 
xvi. 

To  kill  fliows  fear  dares  not  more  fears  endure  '. 
When  wrong'd,  deftroy  not  with  thy  foes  tb;g 
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T5ie  valiant  by  forgiving  mifchief,  cure  ; 

And  it  is  Heav'n's  great  conqueft  tq  reclaim. 

XVII. 

Be  by  thy  bounty  known  !  frr  fince  the  needs 
Of  life  fo  rudely  prefs  the  bold  and  wife  ; 

The  bounteous  heart  all  but  his  God  exceeds; 
Whom  bounty  bell  makes  known  to  mortal  eyes. 

XVIII. 

And  to  be  bountiful,  be  rich  ;  for  thofe 

Fam'd  talkers,  who  in  fchools  did  wealth  defplfe, 

Taught  dodtrine,  which  at  home  would  empire 
lofe, 
If  not  believM  firft  by  their  enemies. 

XIX. 

/ind  though  in  ruling  minifters  of  ftate, 
The  people  wretched  poverty  adore, 

(Which  foo's  call  innocence,  and  wife  men  hate 
As  floth)  yet  they  rebel  for  being  poor ; 

XX. 

And  to  be  rich,  be  diligent !  move  on 

Like  rleav'n's  f'reacmovers  that  enrich  theearth; 

Whofe  moments  floth  would  fliow  the  world  un- 
done. 
And  make  the  fpring  ftrait  bury  all  her  birth, 

XXI. 

Rich  are  the  diligent  !  who  can  command 

Time,  nature's  ftock  !  and  could  his  hour-glafs 
fall, 

Would,  as  for  feed  of  ftars,  ftoop  for  the  fand ; 
And  by  inceflant  labour  gather  ail. 

XXII. 

Be  kind  to  beauty !  that  unlucky  ftrine        [prey ; 

Where  all  love's  thieves  come  bowing  to  their 
And  honour  fteal ;  which  beauty  makes  divine  ; 

Be  thou  flill  kind,  but  never  to  betray ; 

/  XXIII. 

Heav'n  fludy  more  in  nature,  than  in  fchools  ; 

Let  nature's  image  never  by  thee  pafs 
Like  unmark'd  time  ;  but  thofe  unthinking  fools 

Defpife,  who  fpy  not  godhead  thrpugh  her  glafs. 

XXIV. 

Thefe  precepts,  Ulfinore,  with  duteous  care, 
.!n  his  heart's  clofet  lock'd,  his  faithful  brcall ! 

And  now  the  rival  friends  for  court  prepare  ; 
And  much  their  youth  is  by  their  hafte  cspreft. 

XXV. 

They  yet  ne'er faw  Verona  nor  the  court; 

And  expedlation  lengthens  much  their  way  ; 
Since  by  that  great  invlter  urg'd  report; 

And  thither  fly  on  courfers  of  relay. 
XXVI. 
Ere  to  his  weftern  mines  the  fun  rctir'd; 

They  his  great  mint  for  all  thofe  mines  behold, 
Verona,  which  in  tow'rs  to  Heav'n  afpir'd  ; 

Gilt  doubly,  for  the  fun  now  gilt  their  gold. 

XXVII. 

They  make  their  entry  through  the  weftern  gate, 
A  Gothic  arch  1  where,  on  an  elephant 

Eold  Clephes  as  the  fecond  founder  fate  ; 
Made  to  mock  life,  and  only  life  did  want, 

XXVIII. 

Still  ftxange,  and  divers  feem  their  objecSs  now; 

And  (till  increafe,  where'er  their  eyes  they  caft; 
^f  lazy  pag'ant  grcatnefs  moving  flow, 

.And  angry  bus'iiefs  rufliing  on  ii\  hall^. 


All  ftrange  to  them,  as  they  to  all  appear ; 

Yet  lefs  like  ftrangers  gaz'd  than  thofe  theyfe&j 
Who  this  glad  day  the  Duke's  fpedators  were  ; 

To  mark  how  with  his  fame  his  looks  agree. 

XXX. 

And  guefs  that  thefe  are  of  his  fighting  train, 
Reno wn'd  in  youth ,  who  by  their  wonder  ftay'd. 

And  by  their  own,  but  flowly  paffage  gain  ; 
But  nov/  much  more  their  progrefs  is  delay'd  S 

XXXI. 

For  a  black  beauty  did  her  pride  difplay 

Through  a  large  window,  and  in  jewels  fhonej 

As  if  to  pleafc  the  world,  weeping  for  day, 
Night  had  put  all  her  ftarry  jewels  on. 

XXXII. 

This  beauty  gaz'd  on  both,  and  Ulfinore 

Hung  down  his  head,  but  yet  did  lift  his  eyes  ; 

As  if  he  fain  would  fee  a  little  more  ; 

For  much,  though  bafliful,  flie  did  beauty  prize* 

XXXllI. 

Gojtho  did  like  a  blufiilefs  ftatue  flare  ; 

Boldly  her  pra<5li»'d  boldnefs  did  out-look; 
And  even  for  fear  fhe  would  miflruft  her  fnarej 

Was  ready  to  cry  out,  that  he  was  took  '. 

XXXIV. 

She,  with  a  wicked  woman's  profp'rous  art, 
A  feeming  modefly,  the  window  clos'd ; 

Wifely  delay'd  his  eyes,  fince  of  his  heart 
She  thought  fhe  had  fufficiently  difpos'd. 

XXXV. 

And  he  thus  flrait  complain'd,  ah,  Ulfinore  1 

How  vainly  glory  has  our  youth  mifled  .' 
The  wind  which  blows  us  from  the  happy  fhorc,' 

And  drives  us  from  the  living  to  the  dead, 
xxxvi. 
To  bloody  flaughters,  and  perhaps  of  thofe 

Who  might  beget  fuch  beauties  as  this  maid; 
The  fleepy  here  are  never  wak'd  with  foes ; 

Nor  are  of  ought  but  ladies  frewiis  afraid. 

XXXVIi. 

Ere  he  could  more  lament,  a  little  page, 

Clean,  and  perfum'd  (one  whom  this  dame  did 
breed 
To  guefs  at  ills,  too  manly  for  his  age) 
Steps  fwiftiy  to  him,  and  arrefls  his  fleed. 
XXXVIII. 
With  civil  whifper  cries,  My  lady.  Sir  !— — 

At  this,  Goltho  alights  as  i'wiftly  pofl 
As  poflers  mount;  by  ling'ring  loth  to  err, 
As  wind-bound   men,  whofe  floth  their  fipfl; 
wind  lofl. 

XXXIX. 

And  when  his  friend  advis'd  him  to  take  care; 

Ke  gravely,  as  a  man  new  potent  grown, 
Protefts  he  Ihall  in  all  his  fortunes  fhare ; 

And  to  the  houfe  invites  him  as  his  own. 

XL. 

And,  with  a  rival's  wifJom,  Ulfinore  [altray. 

Docs  hope,    fince   thus    blind   love    leads   bin* 

Where  a  falfe  faint  he  can  fo  foon  adore. 
That  to  Birtha  ne'er  will  find  the  way. 

XLI. 

They  enter,  and  afcend  ;  and  enter  then 

Whsrs  Dalga  with  black  eyes  does.finners  draw  * 
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And  wi;h  her  voice  holds  fafl;  repenting  men  ; 
To Arhole  warni  jet,  light  Gokho  is  but  ftrdw. 

XLII. 

Nicely  Es  briclegroom's,  was  her  chamber  draft. 
Her  bed,  a^  bride's  ;  and  richer  than  a  throne  ; 

And  fvvt  :ter  feem'd  than  the  Circania's  nefl, 
Though  biiilt  in  eaflern  groves  of  cinnamoii. 

XLllt.     ■ 

The  price  of  princes  pleaTures,  who  her  love 

(Thouoh  but  falfe  ware)  at  rates  fo  coftly  bought : 

The  wealth  of  many,  but  may  lioiirly  prove 
Spoils  to  fome  one  by  whona  herfelf  is  caught. 

XLIV. 

She,  fway'd  by  finful  beauty's  deftiny, 

Finds  her  tyrannic  pow'r  mufl  nov/  expire  ; 

Who  meant  to  kindle  Goltho  with  her  eye, 
But  to  her  breaft  has  brought  the  raging  fire. 

'     XLV. 

Yet  even  in  fimple  love  fhie  ufes  art ; 

Though  weepings  are  from  loofer  eyes  but  lake*, 
Yet  oldeft  lovefs  fcarce  would  doubt  her'heart; 

So  well  ihe  v/eeps,  and  thus  to  Goldio  fpeaks. 

—     .  XLVI.  ■    !  ■       ,  ■.  ■ 

I  might,  if  I  fhould  afk  your  pardon,  Sir, 
Sufped:  that  pity  which  the  noble  feel 

When  viomen  fail ;  but  fince  in  this  I  err 
I'o  all  my  [ex,  I  would  to  women  kneel. 

■    XLVIJ. 

Tet  happy  were  our  fex,  could  they  excufe 

All  breach  of  modefty,  as  I  can  mine  ; 
Since  'tis  from  pafiion  which  a  faint  itiight  ufe, 
'    And  not  appear  lefs  worthy  6f  a  fhrine. 
XLVllI.  ■      ;    - 

'^or  my  brave  brother  you  refemble  fo-  [fell ; 

■  Throughout  your   fhape  ;    who  late  in  combat 
As  you  in  that  an  inward  virtue  fhow,    .. 
By  which  to  irie  you  all  the  world  excel. 

•     XLIX. 

Ail  was  he,  w  hich  the  good  as  greatnefs  fee. 

Or  love  can  like  !  in  judgment  match'd  by  none; 

Unlcf-  it  fail'd  in  being  kind  to  me  ; 
A  crime  forbid  to  all  fmce  he  is  gone. 

■         '    L.  ^        '.  ■ 

For  though  I  fend  my  eyes  abroad,  in  hope 
;    Aiilonjvfi;  the  ftreams  of  men  ib'll  flowing  here. 
To  find  (which  is  my  paffion's  u'.mofl  fcope) 
bonie  one  that  does  his  noble  image  bear  ; 

'       ■        ■    .  ••    ,:•  LI. 

Yet  Hill  I  live  reclufe  j  unlefs  it  feeni 

A  liberty  too  rude,  that  I  in  jou 
J-Jis  likeDefs  at  fo  high  a, rate  efteem, 
;   As  to  believe  your  heart  is  kind  and  true. 

LI  I.     ••■ 

&he  cads  on  Ulfinore  a  fudden  look  ; 

Stares  like  a  mountebank,  who  had  forgot 
'His  viol,  and  the  turfed  poifon  took      . 
,    By  dire  midaks  before  hij  antidote. 

'LIII.    .. 

yrays  Gohhb  that  his  friend  may  flrait  forbear 
,    Her  prefence  ;  who  (flie  faJd)refe.Tili!cd  fo  ■• 
Her  nobis  brother's  cruel  murderer,    . 
As  {he  mufl  now  expire,  unlefs  he  go  ! 

LIV. 

Goltho,  flill  gravely  vain,  with  formal  face 
I,  :Bidi  L'iSjiMc  retiie.;  and  docs  pretend 


Almoll  to  know  her  parents,  and  the  plate, 
And  even  to  fwear  her  brother  was  his  friend. 

LV. 

But  wary  UlPnore  (whofe  beauteous  trutli 
Did  never  but  in  plaineit  drefs  behr.ld) 

Smiles,  and  rcmeihbers  tales,  to  forward  youth 
In  winter  nights  by  country  matrons  told, 

LVI. 

Of  witches,  towns,  where  feeming  beantie?  dweK, 
All  hair,  and  black  within,  maids  that  can  fly  !  ■ 

V/htvfe  palace-  at  niuht  &re  fmoky  hcil. 

And  in  their  beds  Jiheir  flanghter'd  lovers  lie. 

LVM. 

And  thoHgh,  the  fun  now  fetting,  he  no  lights 
Sav/  burning  blue,  nor  fleainof  fulphur  fmelt ; 

Nor  took  her  two  black  Meroen  maids  for  fp'rits  ; 
Yet  he  a  fecret  touch  of  honour  felt, 

LVIII. 

For  not  the  craft  of  rivalfhip  (though  more 
Than  flates  •wife  rivals  ftudy  interefl) 

Can  make  him  leave  his  friend,  till  he  reflore 
Some  cold  difcretion  to  his  burning  breaft. 

LIX. 

Though  to  his  fears  his  caufe  now  ferious  (hows; 

Yet  fmiles  he  at  his  folemn  moving  eye  ; 
For  luft  in  reading  beauty  folemii  grows 
.    As  old  phyficians  in  anatomy. 

LX. 

Goldio  (fold  he)  'tis  eafy  to  difcern 

.    That  you  are  grave,  and  think  you  fliou'ld  be 

fo; 
Since  you  have  bus'nefs  here  of  grave  concern  ; 
'   And  think  that  you  thishoufe  and  lady  know. 

1X1. 

You'll  ftay,  and  have  your  fleep  with  mufic  fed ; 

But  little  think  to  wake  with  mandrakes  groans; 
And  by  a  ghoft  be  to  a  garden  led 

At  midnight,  ftrew'd  with  fimple  lovers  bones. 

LXII. 

This,  Go'tho,  is  inchantment,  and  fo  ftrange. 
So  fubt'iy  falfe,  that  whilft  I  tell  it  you, 

I  fear  the  fpell  will  my  opinion  change, 

And  make  me  think  the  pleafant  vifion  trae^ 

'       '  LXTII. 

Hsr  dire  black  eyes  are  like  ths  ox's  eye. 

Which  in  the  Indian  Ocean  tempeft  brings  ; 
Let's  go  [  before  our  horfes  learn  to  fly, 

Ere  Ihe  fliow  cloven  (eet,  and  tljey  get  wings ! 
Lxiv, 
But  high  rebellious  love,  when  counfell'd  fooii 

As  fuUcn  as  rebuk'd  ambition  grows; 
And  Goltho  would  purfue  Ihhat  he  would  fhun, 

But  that  his  happier  fate  did'iuterpofe  ; 

LXV. 

For  at  the  garden  gate,  a  fum.mons  loud 
Enough,  to  fhow  authority  and  hafte, 

Brought  cares  to  Dalga'sbrow;  which  like  a  cloud 
Did  foon  her  Ihining  beauty  overcaft. 

LXVl. 

Like  thieve?  furpris'd,  whilfl:  they  divide  their 
pri::e, 
Her  maids  r.m  and  return  through  every  room ; 
Stiii  feeraintj  doubtful  where  their  iaiety  lies; 
All    fpesking  with    their  looks,    and  all  2''C 
dumbo 
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LXVU. 

She,  who  to  dangers  could  more  boldly  wake, 

With  words,  fwift  as  thofe  errands  which  her 
heart 
Sends  out  in  glances,  thus  to  Goltho  fpake  : 

My  mother,  Sir  1  alas !  you  muft  depart  1 
Lxvin. 
She  is  fevere  as  dying  confelTors, 

As  jealous  as  ur^able  hufbands  are, 
She  youth  in  men,  hke  age  in  maids  abhors; 

And  has  more  fpies  than  any  civil  war. 

LXIX. 

Yet  would  you  but  fubmit  to  be  conceal'd, 

1  have  a  clofet  fecret  as  my  bread, 
Which  is  to  men,  nor  day,  no  more  reveal'd, 

Than  a  clofe  fwallow  in  his  winter's  neft. 

LXX. 

To  this  good  Goltho  did  begin  to  yield  ; 

But  Ulfinore  (who  doubts  that  it  may  tend 
To  bafe  retreat,  unlefs  they  quit  the  field)^ 

Does  by  example  govern  sjid  defend. 

LXXl. 

And  now  his  eyes  even  ache  with  longingnefs, 
Ready  to  break  their  firings  to  get  abroad 

To  fee  this  matron,  by  whofe  fole  accefs 
Dalga  in  all  her  furious  hopes  is  aw'd. 

LXXIT. 

And  as  he  watcb'd  her  civil  Mercury, 

The  hopeful  page;  he  fawliim  entrance  give, 

Not  to  a  matron,  flill  prepar'd  to  die, 
But  to  a  youth  wholly  defign'd  to  live. 

JLXXIII. 

He  feem'd  the  heir  to  profp'rous  parents  toils ; 
"    Gay  as  young  kings,  that  woo  in  foreign  courts; 
Or  youthful  victors  in  their  Perfian  fpoils  ; 

He   feem'd  like  Ivve    and   mufic,    made    for 
fports. 


LTtXIV. 

But  wore  his  clothing  loofe,  and  loofely  caft. 
As  princes  high  with  feafting,  who  to  wine 

Are  feldom  us'd  :   ftiow'd  warm,  and  more  un^ 
brac'd 
Than  ravilhers  oppos'd  in  their  delign. 

LXXV. 

Thus  Ulfinore  obferv'd,  and  would  not  yet 

In  civil  pity,  undeceive  his  friend; 
Bat  watch'd  the  figns  of  his  departing  fit  ; 

Which  quickly  did  in  baihful  filence  end,  ' 

LXXVl. 

To  the  Duke's  palace  they  inquir'd  their  way; 

And  as  they  flowly  rode,  a  grave  excufe  ' 

Griev'd  Goltho  frames,  vowing  he  made  this  flay 

For  a  difcovery  of  important  ufc. 

LXXVII. 

If,  Sir,  faid  he,  we  heedlefsly  pafs  by  [come 

Great  towns,  like  biids  that  from  the  country 

But  to  be  fcar'd,  and  on  to  forefts  fly, 
L,et's  be  no  travell'd  fools,  but  rooft  at  home, 

LXXVIII. 

I  fee,  (reply'd  his  friend),  you  nothing  lac]c 
Of  what  is  painful,  curious,  and  difcreet 

In  travellers;  elfe  would  you  not  look  back 
So  often  to  oblerve  this  houfe  and  flieet : 

LXX  IX. 

Drawing  your  city  map  with  coafler's  care. 
Not  only  marking  where  fafe  channels  run, 

But  where  the  {helves,  and  rocks,  and  clangers  arc; 
To  teach  weak  ftrangers  what  they  ought  Co 
fliun. 

LXXX. 

But,  Goltho,  fly  from  lull's  experiiments, 

Whofe  heat  we  quench  much  fooner  thanaffuagea 

To  quench  the  furnace  lull,  ilop  all  the  vents  ; 
For,  give  it  any  air,  the  flames  will  rage. 


POSTSCRIPT  TO  THE  READER. 


I  AM  here  arrived  at  the  middle  of  the  third  Book, 
■W'hich  makes  an  equal  half  of  the  Poem ;  and  1 
Was  now  by  degrees  to  prefent  you  (as  I  promifed 
in  the  preface)  the  feveralkeys  of  the  main  build- 
ing ;  which  Ihould  convey  you  through  fuch  Ihort 
Walks  as  give  an  eafy  view  of  the  whole  frame. — 
But  it  is  high  time  to  flrike  fail,  and  cafl  anchor 
(though  I  have  run  but  half  my  courfe)  when  at 
the  helm  I  am  threatened  with  death ;  "who, 
though  he  can  vifit  usbut  once,  feems  troublefomc; 
and  even  in  the  innocent  may  beget  fuch  a  gravi- 
ty, as  diverts  the  mufic  of  verfe.  And  I  befeech 
thee  (if  thou  art  fo  civil  as  to  be  plcas'd  with  what 
is  written)  not  to  take  ill,  that  I  run  not  on  till 
my  laft  gafp.  For  though  I  intended  in  this  po- 
em to  ftrip  nature  naked,  and  ilutlir  her  again  in 
£he  j)eife<5t  fhape  of  virtue ;  yet  cvcii  in  fo  woithy 


a  defign  I  lb  all  alk  leave  to  defift,  when  I  am  In- 
terrupted by  fo  great  an  experiment  as  dying: 
and  it  is  an  experiment  to  the  mofl  experienced  ; 
for  no  man  (though  his  mortifications  may  be 
much  greater  than  mine)  can  fay,  He  has  already 
died. 

It  may  be  objeded  by  fome  (who  look  not  on 
verfe  with  the  eyes  of  the  ancients,  nor  with  the 
reverence  which  it  flill  preferves  among  other  na- 
tions) that  I  beget  a  poem  in  an  unfeafonable  time. 
But  be  not  thou,  reader,  (for  thine  own  fake,  as 
well  as  mine)  a  common  fpedlator,  that  can  never 
look  on  great  changes  but  with  tears  in  his  eyes: 
for  if  all  men  would  obferve,  that  conquell  is  the 
wheels  of  the  world,  on  which  it  has  ever  run,;' 
the  vidorious  would  not  think  they  have  done  fci 
new,  and  fuch  admirable  anions,  as  niuft  dravr 
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men  from  the  noble  and  beautiful  arts,  to  gaze 
wholly  upon  them  ;  neither  would  the  conquered 
continue  their  wonder  till  it  involve  them  in  for- 
•■row;  which  is  then  the  mind's  incurable  difeafe, 
when  the  oatient  grows  fo  fullen,  as  not  to  liften 
to  remedy  :  And  poefy  was  that  harp  of  David, 
which  removed  from  Saul  the  melancholy  fpirit, 
that  put  him  in  a  continual  remembrance  of  the 
revolution  of  empire. 

I  fliallnot  think  I  inftrudl  military  men,  by  fay- 
ing, that  with  poefy,  in  heroic  fongs,  the  wifer 
ancients  prepar'd  their  battles ;  nor  would  I  of- 
fend the  aufterity  of  fuch,  as  vex  themfelves  with 
the  manage  of  civil  affairs,  by  putting  them  in 
mind,  that  whilft  the  plays  of  children  are  punifli- 
ed,  the  plays  of  men,  are  but  excus'd  under  the 
title  of  bufinefs. 

But  I  will  gravely  tell  thee  (reader)  he  who 
writes  an  heroic  poem,  leaves  an  eftate  entailed ; 
and  he  gives  a  greater  gift  to  poflerity,  than  to 
the  preftnt  age;  for  a  public  benefit  is  bell  mea- 
fured  in  the  number  of  receivers ;  and  our  con- 
temporaries are  but  few,  when  reckon'd  with 
thofe  who  {hall  fucceed. 

Nor  could  I  fit  idle,  andfigh  with  fuch  asmourn 
to  hear  the  drum ;  for  if  this  age  be  not  quiet 
enough  to  be  taught  virtue  a  pleafant  way,  the 
next  may  be  at  leifure  :  nor  could  I  (like  men 
that  have  civilly  flept,  till  they  are  old  in  dark 
cities)  think  war  a  novelty  :  for  we  have  all 
Jieard  that  Alexander  walked  after  the  drum,  from 
Macedon  into  India;  and  I  tell  thee  (reader)  he 
carried  Homer  in  his  pocket ;  and  that  after  Au- 
guftus,  by  many  battles,  had  changed  the  govern- 
snent  of  the  world,  he  and  Mecccnas  often  feafted 
very  peaceably  with  Horace  :  and  that  the  lafl 
wife  Cardinal  (whilft  he  was  fending  armies, 
abroad,  and  preparing  againft  civil  invafion  (took 
Virgil  and  Taffo  afide  under  the  Louvre  gallery, 
and  at  a  great  expence  of  time  and  treafare,  fent  ' 


them  forth  in  new  ornaments.  And  perhaps,  if 
my  poem  were  not  fo  fevere  a  reprefcntation  of 
virtue,  (undrefling  truth  even  out  of  thofe  dif- 
guifes  which  have  been  mofb  in  fafhion  through- 
out the  world),  it  might  arrive  at  fair  entertam- 
ment,  though  it  make  now  for  a  harbour  in  a 
florm. 

If  thou  art  a  malicious  reader,  thou  wilt  re- 
member, my  preface  boldly  confeffed,  that  a  main  m 
motive  to  this  undertaking,  was  a  defire  of  fame  ;  ^ 
and  thou  maycft  likewife  fay,  I  may  very  poffibly 
not  live  to  enjoy  it.  Truly  1  have  fome  years  ago 
confidered,  that  fame,  like  time,  only  gets  a  reve- 
rence by  long  running;  and  that  like  a  river,  it  is 
narroweil  where  it  is  bred,  and  broadeft;  afar  off: 
but  this  concludes  it  not  unprofitable ;  for,  he 
whofe  writings  divert  meti  from  indifcretion  and 
vice,  becomes  famous  as  he  is  an  example  to  othe?3 
endeavours  :  and  exemplary  writers  are  wifer  than 
to  depend  on  the  gratuities  of  this  world ;  fince 
the  kind  looks  and  praifes  of  the  prefent  age,  for 
reclaiming  a  few,  are  not  mentionable  with  thofe 
folid  rewards  in  heaven,  for  a  long  and  continual 
converlion  of  pofterity. 

If  thou  (reader)  art  one  of  thofe,  who  has  beect 
warmed  with  poetic  fire,  I  reverence  thee  as  tnf 
judge,  and  whilft  others  tax  me  with  vanity,  as  if 
the  preface  argued  my  good  opinion  of  the  work, 
I  appeal  to  thy  confcience,  whether  it  be  more 
than  fuch  a  neceffary  affurance,  as  thou  hail  made 
to  thyfelf  in  like  undertakings  ?  For  when  I  ob- 
fervc  that  writers  have  many  enemies,  fuch  in- 
ward affurance  (methinks)  refembles  that  forward 
confidence  in  men  of  arms),  which  makes  them  to 
proceed  in  great  enterprife ;  fince  the  right  exa- 
mination of  abilities,  begins  with  inquiring  whe- 
ther we  doubt  ourfelves. 

Cowfts-CaHle  in  the  lile  of  Wight, 
OiXobct  iz,i6-/0, 

WiLi.  Davenant. 


RECOMMEND ATORT  POEMS. 


^0  my  tvorthy  Fr'ifnd  Mr.  William  Da-venant :   vpon 
his  Poem  of  Madagafcar ,  ivhich  he  -writ  to  the  mojl 
lllujir'ious  Prince  Rupert. 
J  AM  compell'd  by  your  commands  to  write 
I'  th'  frontifpiece  of  this,  and  fure  I  might 
With  quaint  conceits,  here  to  the  world  fet  forth 
The  merit  of  the  poem,  and  your  worth  ; 
Had  I  well  fancy'd  reafons  to  begin ; 
And  a  choice  mould,  to  cafl  good  verfes  in  : 
But  wanting  thefe,  what  power  (alas  I)  have  I 
To  write  of  any  thing  ?  will  men  rely 
On  my  opinion  ?  which  in  verfe,  or  profe, 
Hath  juft  that  credit,  which  we  give  to  thofe 
That  fagely  whifper,  fecrets  of  the  court ; 
Having  but  lees  for  effence,  from  report. 
And  that's  the  knowledge  which  belongs  to  me  ; 
For  by  what's  faid,  I  gucfs  at  poetry. 
As  when  I  hear  them  read  ftrong  lines,  I  cry 
They're  rare,  but  cannot  tell  you  rightly  why  : 
And  now  I  find  this  quality  was  it, 
That  made  fome  poet  cite  me  for  a  wit : 
Now,  God  forgive  him  for  that  huge  miftake  '. 
Jf  he  did  know  ;   but  with  what  pains  I  make 
A  verfe,  he'ld  pity  then  my  wretched  cafe ; 
For,  at  the  birth  of  each  I  twift  my  face. 
As  if  I  drew  a  tooth ;  1  blot,  and  write. 
Then  look  as  pale  as  fome  that  go  to  fight  ; 
With  the  whole  kennel  of  the  alphabet, 
I  hunt  fometimes  ah  hour,  one  rhyme  to  get : 
What  I  approv'd  of  once  I  flraight  deny, 
Like  an  unconftant  prince,  then  give  the  lie 
To  my  own  invention,  which  is  fo  poor. 
As  here  I'd  kifs  your  hands,  and  fay  no  more  1 
Had  I  not  feen  a  child  with  fciffors  cut, 
A  folded  paper  unto  which  was  put 
More  chance  U^an  Ikill,  yet  when  you  open  it, 
You'd  think  it  had  been  done  by  art  and  wit  : 
So  I,  perhaps,  may  light  upon  fome  flrain. 
Which  may  in  this  your  good  opinion  gain; 
And  howfoever,  if  it  be  a  plot. 
You  may  be  certain,  that  in  this  you've  got 
A  foil  10  fet  your  jewel  off,  which  comes 
From  Madagafcar,  fcenting  of  rich  gums  ; 
Before  the  which  my  lay  conceits  with  fmell, 
Like  an  abortive  chick,  deflroy'd  i'  th'  ftiell : 
Yet  fomething  I  muft  fay,  may  it  prove  fit; 
I'll  do  the  befl  i  can,  and  this  is  it. 
What  lofty  fancy  was  't  poffefs'd  your  brain. 
And  caus'd  you  foar  into  fo  high  a  flrain  I 
pid  all  the  Mufes  join,  to  make  this  piece 
Excel  what  wc  have  had,  from  Rome  or  Greece  ; 


Or  did  you  flrlve,  to  leave  it  as  a  friend 

To  fpeak  yourpraifes,  when  there  is  an  end 

Of  your  mortality  ?  if  you  did  fo 

Envy  will  then  fcarce  find  you  out  a  foe  ! 

But  !e{;  me  tell  you  (friend)  the  height'ning  cam^ 

From  the  reflection  of  Prince  Rupert's  name; 

Whofe  glorious  genius  call  into  yoar  foul, 

Divine  conceits,  fuel)  as  are  fit  t'  enrol 

In  great  Apollo's  court,  there  to  rernaia 

For  future  ages  to  tranfcribe  again  : 

For  fuch  3  poem,  in  fo  fweet  a  ftyle. 

As  yet  was  never  landed  on  this  ifle  : 

And  could  I  fpeak  your  pralfe.s  at  each  pore, 

'Twere  little  for  the  woik  ;  it  merits  more. 

EN'eiMioN  Porter,^ 

To  my  Friend  William  Davenanf.   \ 
I  CRawDED  'mongft  the  firft,  to  fee  the  flage 
(Infpk'd  by  thee)  ftrike  wonder  in  our  age. 
By  thy  bright  fancy  dazzled;  where  each  fcene 
Wrought  like  a  charm,  and  forc'd  the  audiencgi 

lean 
To  th'  paflion  of  thy  pen  :  thence  ladies  went 
(Whofe  abfence  lovers  ugh'd  for)  to  repent 
Their  unkind  fcorn  ;  and  countries  who  by  art 
Made  love  before,  with  a  converted  heart. 
To  wed  thofe  virgins  whom  they  wou'd  t'abufe  :' 
Both  rendered  Hymen's  pros'lites  by  thy  mufe. 

But  others  who  were  proof  'gainft  love,  did  fic 
To  Icafn  the  fubtle  dldlates  of  thy  wit; 
And  as  each  profited,  took  his  degree, 
Mailer,  or  bachelor  in  Comedy. 
Who  on  the  ftage,  though  fince  they  ventur'd  notj 
Yet  on  fome  lord,  or  lady,  had  their  plot 
Of  gain,  or  favour  :  ev'ry  nimble  jeft 
They  fpeak  of  thine,  b'ing  th'  entrance  to  a  feaftj 
Or  nearer  whifper  :   moft  thought  fit  to  be 
So  far  concluded  wits,  as  they  knew  thee. 

But  here  the  ftage  thy  limit  was,  kings  may 
Find  proud  ambition  humbled  at  the  fea, 
Which  bounds  dominion  :  but  the  nobler  flight 
Of  poefy,  hath  a  fupremer  right 
To  empire,  and  extends  her  large  command 
Where'er  th*  invading  fea  affauits  the  land. 

Ev'n  Madagafcar  (which  fo  oft  hath  been 
Like  a  proud  virgin  temped,  yet  ftill  fecn 
Th'  enemy  court  the  wind  for  flight)  doth  lie 
A  trophy  now  of  thy  wit's  victory  : 
Nor  yet  difdains  deflrucflion  to  her  flate, 
Encomjais'd  with  thy  laUrel  in  her  fate. 

William  Habinotok'- 
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'My  foul  this  winter  has  hecn  twice  about 

"To  Ihift  her  narrow  manfion,  and  looh  out ; 

To  air  her  yet  unpradtis'd  wings,  and  try 

Where  fouls  are  entertain'd  when  bodies  die  : 

For  this  intended  journey  was  to  clear 

Some  fubtle  human  doubts  that  vex  her  here  : 

And  for  no  other  caufe  ;  howe'er  the  court 

Believe  (whofe  cruel  wits  turn  all  to  fport) 

"Twas  not  to  better  my  philofophy 

That  I  would  mount,  and  travel  through  the  flcjr. 

As  if  I  went  on  nature's  embaffy; 

"Uliofe  legate  there,  religion  terras  a  fpy. 

But  thefe  fick  offers  to  depart,  they  call 

A  wearinefs  of  life,  each  I'prjng,  and  fall  : 

And  this  belief  (though  well  refolv'd  before) 

Made  me  fo  fuUen,  that  I'll  die  no  more 

Than  old  Chaldean  prophets  ki  their  fleep  ; 

Who  ftill  fome  relics  of  their  fouls,  would  keep, 

As  'gage  for  the  return  of  what  they  feat, 

Forvifionsto  the  Harry  firmament. 

Thus  in  a  dream,  I  did  adventure  out 

Jyift  fo  much  foul,  as  finners  giv'n  to  doubt 

Of  after  ufage,  dare  forego  a  while  : 

And  this  fwift  pilot  fteer'd  unto  an  ifle, 

Between  the  Southern  Tropic  and  the  Line  ; 

Which  (noble  Prince)  m^  prophecy  calls  thine  : 

There,  on  a  cryftal  rock  I  fat,  and  faw 

The  empire  of  the  winds,  new  kept  in  awe. 

By  things  fo  large  and  weighty  as  did  prefs 

Waves  to  bubbles,  or  what  unfweU'd  to  lefs  : 

The  feafor  flicker  haften'd  to  the  ftore  ; 

Sought  harbour  for  itfelf  not  what  it  bore  : 

So  well  thele  fhips  could  rule;  where  ev'ry  fail 

The  fubdu'd  winjis  court  with  fo  mild  a  gale. 

As  if  the  fpaciousnavy  lay  adrift, 

Sails  fwell'd  tomake  them  comely  more  than  fwift; 

And  then  I  fpy'd  (as  caufe  of  this  command) 

Thy  mighty  uncle's  trident  in  thy  hand, 

By  which  myllerious  figure  I  did  call 

Thee  chiefi  and  univerfal  Admiral  1 

For  well  our  Northern  Monarch  knows,  howe'er 

The  fea  is  dully  held,  the  proper  fphere 

Wherein  that  tiident  fways,  yet,  in  his  hand 

It  turns  flrait  to  a  fceptre  when  on  land  : 

And  foon  this  wife  affertion  prov'd  a  truth; 

For  when  thyfelf,  with  thy  advcnt'rous  youth 

Were  difembark'd;  ftrait  with  one  lib'ral  mind, 

That  long-loft,  fcatter'd-parcel  of  mankind, 

Who  from  the  firft  diforder'd  throng  did  ftray, 

Aud  then  fix  here,  now  yield  unto  thy  fvvay  : 


On  olive-trees,  their  quivers  empty  hung, 

Their  arrows wereunplum'd,  their  bows  unflrungt 

But  fome  from  far,  with  jealous  optics  trace 

Lines  of  thy  mother's  beauty  in  thy  face  : 

By  which,  fo  much  thou  feem'ft  the  God  of  Love, 

That  with  tumultuous  hafte  they  ftrait  remove, 

And  hide  their  magazine  of  archery; 

Left  what  was  their  defence  might  now  fupply 

Thy  godhead,  which  is  harmlefs  5'Ct,  but  know 

When  thou  flialt  head  a  fhaft,  and  draw  a  bow. 

Each  then  thou  conquer'^  muft  a  lover  be  ; 

The  worft  eftate  of  their  captivity. 

What  found  is  that !  whofe  concord  makes  a 
jar? 
Tis  noife  in  peace,  though  harmony  in  war  : 
The  drum,  whofe  doubtful  mufic  doth  delight 
The  willing  ear,  and  the  unwilling  fright. 
liad  wet  Orion  chofen  to  lament 
His  griefs  at  fea,  on  fuch  an  inftrument ; 
Perhaps  the  martial  mufic  might  incite 
The  fword-fifh,  thriftier,  and  the  whale  to  fi  jht. 
But  not  to  dance ;  the  dolphin  he  fhould  lack. 
Who  to  delight  his  -ear  did  load  his  back. 
And  now  as  thunder  calls  ere  ftorms  do  rife ; 
Yet  not  forewarns,  till  juft  they  may  furprife; 
Till  the  aiTembling  clouds  are  met,  to  pour 
Their  long  provided  fury  in  one  fliow'r ; 
Even  {o  this  little  thunder  of  the  drum. 
Foretold  a  danger  juft  when  it  was  come  : 
when  ftrait  mine  eye,  might  ratify  mine  ear ; 
And  fee  that  true,  which  hfiard,  was  but  my  fear  s 
For  in  a  firm  well-order'd  body  ftood, 
Eredled  pikes,  like  a  young  leaflefs  wood  ; 
And  that  fliov/'d  dark,  they  were  fo  clofe  combin'<J; 
And  ev'ry  narrow  file  was  double  lln'd  ; 
But  with  fuch  nimble  minifters  of  fire, 
That  could  fo  quickly  charge,  fo  foon  retire^ 
That  (hot  fo  fait;  to  fay  it  iighten'd  were 
No  praife,  unto  a  gunner's  motion  there  ; 
Nor  yet  to  fay,  it  lightned  ev'ry  where  ; 
Their  number  thence,  not  fwiftnefs  would  appeatj 
Since  fo  inceffant  fwilt ;  that  in  mine  eye, 
Lightning  feem'd  flow,  and  might  be  taught  to  flyl 
'  I'is  lawful  then  to  fay,  thou  didft  appeal- 
To  wonder  much,  although  thou  couldft  not  fear : 
Thy  knowledge  (Prince)  were  younger  than  thy 

time, 
If  not  amaz'd ;  to  fee  in  fuch  a  clime. 
Where  fcience  is  fo  new,  men  fo  exaft, 
In  tadic  arts,  bo'th  to  defign  and  a^jj 
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Thefe  from  uRwielJy  fhips  (t!ie  day  before) 

The  weary  feas  difburdened  on  t'ne  (bore  : 

in  env^'  ot  thy  hopes  they  hither  r.a:-ne  ; 

And  envy  men  in  war  ambition  'junrjs  ; 

Ambition,  valour;  but  'tis  vak>ur's  fhanje 

When  envy  feeds  it  more  than  noble  fame  : 

Strait  1  difcern'd  by  what  their  enJipn  wears. 

They  are  of  thofe  ambitious  wanderers; 

Whofc  avaricious  thoughts  wculd  teich  them  run, 

As  long  continu'd  journies  as  the  fun  : 

And  make  the  '-'Ic  of  their  ilfength,  not  right, 

As  known,  and  imiverfal  as  his  light : 

For  they  believe  their  monarch  hath  fubdu'd  : 

Already  fuch  a  fpacious  latitude  : 

That  fure,  the  good  old  pknet's  bus'iiefs  is 

Of  la'.e,  only  to  viCt  what  is  liis  : 

And  thofe  fair  beams  which  he  did  think  his  own, 

Are  tribute  now,  and  he  his  fubject  grown  ; 

Yet  not  impair'd  in  title,  fince  they  call 

Hini  kindly  his  Surveyor-General. 

Now  give  me  wine  '.  and  let  my  fury  rife. 
That  what  my  rravell'd  foul's  immortal  eyes 
With  joy  and  wonder  faw,  I  ni?.y  rehearfe 
To  curious  ears,  in  high,  immortal  verfe  I 
Two  of  this  furious  fquadron  did  advance  ; 
Commanded  to  comprife  the  public  chance 
In  their  peculiar  fates  ;  their  fwords  they  drew  : 
And  two.whofs  large  renown  their  nation  knew, 
Two  of  thy  party  (Piince)  they  call'd  to  try 
By  equal  duel  fuch  a  vitftcTy, 
A'  gives  the  vidtor's  fide  a  full  command 
Of  what  poffefs'd  by  both,  is  neither's  land. 
And  this  to  fave  the  people's  comoion  blood ; 
By  whom,  although  no  caufe  is  undcrflood  ; 
Yet  princes  being  vex'd,  they  mull;  take  care 
To  do  not  what  they  ought,  but  what  they  dare  : 
Their  reafon  on  their  couiage  muft  rely. 
Though  they  alike  the  quarrel  juftjfy,   ^. 
And  in  their  prince's  kind  indilf'rent  eye 
Are  duteous  fools,  that  either  kill,  or  die, 

This  fafc  agreement  by  the  gen'ral  voice 
Was  ratify'd  with  vows,  then  ftraight  thy  choice 
For  the  encounter  (Prince)  with  greedy  eye 
I  did  enti-ely  view,  and  both  I  fpy 
March  to  the  lift,  v/hilll:  cither's  cheerful  look 
Foretold  glad  hopes  of  what  they  undertook. 
Their  looks;  where  forc'd  ftate  clouds,  ne'er  firive 

to  lour, 
As  if  fweet  feature,  bus'nefs  could  make  four  : 
Where  folemn  fadnefs  of  a  new  court  face, 
Ne'er  meant  to  fignify  their  pow'r  or  pbice. 
You  may  eftecm  them  lovers  by  their  hair ; 
The  colour  warns  no  lady  to  dsfpatr  ; 
And  nature  feem'd  to  prove  thfeif  ftature  fuch, 
As  took  not  fcantly  from  her,  nor  too  much  .• 
So  tall,  we  can't  mifname  their  llature  length, 
Kor  think 't  lefsnlade  for  comclinefsthan  flrerlgth. 
Their  hearts  are  more,  than  what  we  noble  call, 
And  llill  make  envy  Weary  of  her  gall. 
So  gentle  foft ;  their  valours  with  more  eafc 
Might  be  betray'd  to  fuffcr  than  difpleafe  : 
Cornpar'd  to  lovers,  levers  were  uiicione; 
Since  fiitl  the  befl  gain  by  comparifon. 
Of  thefe,  the  godlike  Sidney  was  a  type, 
Whole  fame  Hill  grows,  and  yei  is  ever  ripe  v 


Like  fruits  of  Paradife,  wbicb  nought  could  blaft 

But  ignorance  ;  for  a  defire  to  tafte. 

And  know,  produc'd  no  curfe  ;  but  neut'ral  will. 

When  knowledge  made  indifF'rent,  good,  and  ill. 

So  whilft  OUT  judgment  keeps  unmis'd,  and  pure. 

Our  Sidney's  full  grown  fame  wiU  ftill  enditre  : 

Sidney,  like  v/hom  thoie  champions  flnve  to  grace. 

The  iilent  remnant  of  poor  Orpheus  race. 

Firft  thofe,  whom  mighty  numbers  fhall  infpire; 

Then  thofe,  whofe  eafier  art  can  touch  his  lyre. 

And  they  prorefi  thofe  who  with  wealthier  fate 

Old  Z^uxis  lucky  pencil  imitate. 

And  thofe  who  teach  Lyfippns  imag'ry ; 

Forms,  that  if  once  alive,  would  never  die  ! 

Which  though  no  offices  of  life  they  tafte, 

Yet,  like  th'  elements  (life's  prefervers)  hQ.1 

An  art  that  travels  much,  deriv'd  to  us 

From  pregnant  Rome,  to  Rome  from  EphefusI 

But  whither  am  I  fled  ?  a  poet's  fong. 

When  love  diredis  his  praife,  is  ever  long. 

The  challenge  was  aloud,  whilft  ev'ry  where 
Men  ftrive  to  {how  their  hopes,  and  hide  their  fear, 
They  now  {food  oppofite  and  near :  a  while 
Their  eyes  encounter'd,  then  in  fcorn  they  fhailfc 
Such  did  difguife  the  fury  of  his  Heart, 
A  fafe  and  temp'rate  ezercife  of  art 
Seem'd  to  invite  thofe  thrufts  they  tnoft;  decline. 
Receive,  and  then  return  in  one  true  line. 
As  if,  all  Archimedes's  fcienee  were 
In  duel  both  exprefs'd,  and  better'd  there. 
Each  ftrove  the  others  judgment  to  fupprefs  : 
Stood  (tiff,  as  if  their  poftures  were  in  brafs. 
But  who  can  keep  his  cold  wife  temper  long. 
When  honour  warms  him,  and  his  blood  isyoucgs 
Thofe  fubtle  figures  they  in  judgment  chcfc 
As  guards  fecure,  in  rage  they  difcompofe  : 
Now  hazard  is  the  play,  courage  the  maifl, 
Which,  if  it  hits  at  firft,  afTures  the  gain  : 
But  honour  throws  at  ail,  and  in  this  ftrife, 
When  honour  plays,  how  poor  a  flake  is  life  ? 
Which  foon  (ahs!)  the  adverfe  fecond  found  : 
Made  wife,  by  the  example  of  a  wound  : 
But  gamefter's  wifdom  ever  comes  too  late, 
So  dear  'tis  bought,  of  that  falfe  merchant  fate  J 
For  our  bold  fecond  by  that  wound  ha4  won 
The  treafure   of  his  ftrength ;    whilft  quite  Hii<. 

done. 
He  flirunk  from  this  unlucky  fport :  but  now- 
More  angry  wrinkles  on  his  rival's  brow 
Appear'd,  than  hundred  lions  wear;  and  all 
His  ftrength  he  ventures  on  our  principal  ; 
Who  entertain'd  his  ftream  of  fury  fo, 
As  feas  meet  rivers  whom  they  force  to  flow  : 
It  is  repulfe  makes  rivers  fwell,  and  he 
Forc'd  back,  got  courage  from  our  vicSory  : 
Rivers  that  feas  do  teach  to  rage,  are  tofs'd, 
And  troubled  for  their  pride,  then  quickly  lofl; 
So  he  was  taught  that  anger,  which  he  fpent 
.  To  make  the  other's  wratb  more  prevalent, 
'  For  in  the  nest  aflault  he  felt  the  beft, 
Firft  part  of  man  (the  monarch  of  his  breafc),    ' 
To  ficken  in  its  warm  and  narrow  throne. 
His  rival's  hafty  ibul,  to  fhades  unknown 
Was  newly  fled,  but  his  made  greater  haftc. 
His  fear*  had  [o  much  Tenfe  of  fuffcrings  piil;  t 
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Such  danger  he  difcern'd  In  's  vigor's  eye, 

Whom  he  behev'd,  lb  ikill'd  in  viAory ; 

As  if  his  loul  fhould  near  his  hody  ftay, 

The  cruel  heavens,  would  teach  him  find  a  way 

To  kill  that  too,  by  which,  no  pride  (we  fee) 

Can  make  us  fo  profane  as  mifery  ? 

This  when  their  camp  behcid,  they  ftrait  abjure 

That  pity  in  their  vow  ;  which  to  fccure 

The  public  blood,  ventur'd  their  hopes,  and  fame 

On  two,  caufe  they  could  die,  were  cenfur'd  tame  ; 

And  to  exhort,  fuch  vex'd,  and  various  minds, 

Were  in  a  llorm,  to  reconcile  the  winds. 

With  whifper'd  precepts  of  philofophy  : 

Arms  and  religion  feldom  can  comply. 

Their  faith  they  break,  and  in  a  body  draw 

Their  loofer  ftrengtb,  to  give  the  viiftors  law. 

Charge  I  charge  '  the  battle  is  begun  !  and  now 
I  faw  thy  uncle's  anger  in  thy  brow  : 
Which  like  heaven's  fire,  doth  feldom  force  affume. 
Or  kindle  till  'tis  fit  it  fliould  confume  : 
Heaven's  flow,  unwilling  fire;  that  would  not  fall, 
Till  two  injurious  cities  feem'd  to  call 
With  their  loud  fins,  and  when  'twas  tifne  it  mufl 
Deftroy,  although  it  was  feverely  jufl 
To  thofe,  fo  much  perverted  in  their  will ; 
The  righteous  faw  the  fire,  yet  fear'd  no  ill. 
So  carelefs  fafe,  here  all  the  natives  were. 
Who  flood,  as  if  too  innocent  to  fear, 
As  if  they  knew  thy  uncle  bred  thy  fate, 
And  his  juft  anger  thou  didft  imitate. 
But  thy  proud  foes,  who  thought  the  morn  did 

rife, 
Porno  chief  caufe,  but  to  falute  their  eyes; 
Are  now  inform'd  by  death,  it  may  grow  night 
With  them,  yet  others  ftill  enjoy  the  light : 
Porflrait  (methcught)  their  perifh'd  bodies  lay 
To  foil  the  ground  they  conquer'd  yefterday. 
O  1  why  is  valour  priz'd  at  fuch  a  rate  ? 
O  if  a  virtue,  why  fo  fool'd  by  fate  ? 
That -land,  atchiev'd  with  patient  toil,  and  might 
Of  emulous  encounter  in  the  fight, 
They  muft  not  only  yield  when  they  mufl:  die. 
But  dead,  it  for  the  vidor  frudlify. 
And  nov/  our  drums  fo  fill  each  adverfe  ear, 
Their  fellow's  groans,  want  room  to  enter  there  ; 
Like  ftiips  near  rocks,  when  ftorms  are  grown  fo 

high, 
They  cannot  warn  each  other  with  their  cry  : 
Ev'n  fo,  not  hearing  what  would  make  them  fly. 
All  flav'd  and  funk  for  fad  fociety  : 
Their  wounds  are  fuch,  the  neighb'ring  rivers  need 
Ko  fprings  to  make  them  flow,  but  what  they 

bleed: 
Where  fiflies  wonder  at  their  red-dy'd  flood, 
And  by  long  nourifhment  on  human  blood. 
May  grow  fo  near  akin  to  men,  that  he 
Who  feeds  on  them  hej.-eafter,  needs  muft  be 
Elleem'd  as  true  a  Cannibal  as  thofe 
Whofe  lufciotis  diet  is  their  conquer'd  foes. 

Sure  Adam,  when  himlelf  he  firft  did  fpy  _ 
So  Angular,  and  only  in  his  eye; 
"Vet  knew  all  to  that  Angle  felf  pertain'd, 
Which  the  fun  faw,  or  e!-.ments  fuftain'd ; 
Ide  not  belJev'd,  a  race  from  him  might  come 
So  nuro'fousj  that  to  niiike  new  ofl'spring  room, 


Is  now  the  befk  excufe  of  nature,  why 

Men,  long  in  growth,  fo  eafily  muft  die. 

Eden,  which  God  did  this  firft  prince  alloWj 

But  as  his  privy-garden  then,  is  now 

A  fpacious  country  found  ;  eife  we  fupply 

With  dreams,  not  truth,  long  loft  geography  : 

And  each  high  ifland  then  (though  ne'er  fo  wide)' 

Was  but  his  mount,  by  nature  fortify 'd  ; 

And  every  fea  wherein  thofe  iflands  float, 

Moft  aptly  then  he  might  have  oflU'd  his  moat< 

Parts,  anddiviCons  were  computed  fniall. 

When  rated  by  his  meafure  that  had  all : 

And  all  was  Adam's  when  the  world  was  new  ; 

Then  ftraight  that  all,  fucceeded  to  a  few  ; 

Whilft  men  were  in  their  fize,  not  number  ftrong; 

But  fince,  each  couple  is  become  a  throng  : 

Which  is  the  caufe  we  bufy  ev'ry  wind 

(That  ftudious  pilots  in  their  compafs  find)  [ccm.e 

For  lands  unknown  :  v/heie  thofe  who  firft  dc? 

Are  not  held  ftrangers,  but  arrive  at  home; 

Yet  he  that  next  fliall  make  his  viCt  there. 

Is  punifti'd  for  a  fpy  and  wanderer  : 

Not  that  man's  nature  is  averfe  from  peace  ; 

But  all  are  wifely  jealous  of  increafe; 

For  eaters  grow  fo  faft,  that  we  muft  drive 

Our  friends  away  to  keep  ourfelves  alive  : 

And  war  v/ould  be  lefs  needful,  if  to  die. 

Had  been  as  pleafant  as  to  m.ultiply. 

Forgive  me,  Prince  1  that  this  afpiring  flams 
(  Firft  kindled  as  a  light,  to  fhow  thy  fame) 
Confumes  fo  faft,  and  is  misfpent  fo  long. 
Ere  my  chief  vifion  i«  become  my  fong, 
Thyfelf  I  faw,  quite  tir'd  with  vidory ; 
As  weary  grown  to  kill,  as  they  to  die  : 
Whilft  fome  at  laft,  thy  mercy  dfd  enjoy, 
'Caufe  'twas- lefs  pains,  to  pardon  than  deftroy  5 
And  thy  compaflion  did  thy  army  pleafe. 
In  mere  belief,  it  gave  thy  valour  cafe. 

Here  in  a  calm  began  thy  regal  fway  ; 
Which  with  fuch  cheerful  hearts,  all  did  obey, 
As  if  no  law,  were  jufter  than  thy  word  : 
Thy  fceptre  ftill  were  fufe,  without  a  fword. 
And  here  chronologers  pronounce  thy  ftyle; 
The  firft  true  monarch  of  the  Golden  Ifle  : 
An  ifle,  fo  feated  for  predominance, 
Where  naval  ftrength  its  power  can  fo  advance, 
That  it  may  tribute  take,  of  what  the  eaft 
Shall  ever  fend  in  traffic  to  the  weft. 

He  that  from  curfed  Mahomet  derives 
His  finful  blood  :  the  Sophi  too,  that  ftrive.=! 
To  prove,  h*  keeps  that  very  chair  in's  throne, 
The  Macedonian  youth  laft  fat  upon  : 
And  he,  whofe  wilder  pride,  makes  him  abhor 
All  but  the  fun,  for  his  progenitor  ; 
Whofe  mother  fure,  was  ravifh'd  in  a  dream. 
By  fome  o'er  hot,  lafcivious  noon-day  beam  ; 
From  whence,  he  calls  .himfelf,  the  Wealth  of 

Sight, 
The  Morn's  Executor,  the  Heir  of  Light : 
And  he,  that  thinks  his  rule  extends  fo  far. 
He  hopes,  the  former  three  his  vaffals  are : 
Compar'd  to  him,  in  war  he  rates  th^m  lefs. 
Than  corporals;  than  conftablesin  peace  : 
And  1  opes  the  mighty  Prefbyter  ftands  baes 
In  rev'rence  of  his  name,  and  will  not  data 
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to  wear  (though  fick)  his  pwrple  turban  on 
Within  a  hundred  leagues  of  his  bright  throne. 

Thefe  mortal  gods,  for  traffic  flill  dilpcrfe 
Their  envy'd  wealth,  throughout  the  univerfe  ; 
Ifl  caracks,  built  fo  wide,  that  they  want  room 
In  narrow  feas;  or  in  a  junc,  whole  womb 
So  fwells,  as  could  our  wonder  be  fo  mad. 
To  think  that  boats,  or  fhips  their  fexes  had  ; 
Who  them  beheld,  would  fimply  fay,  fure  there 
Are  near  their  time, and  big  with  pinnaces; 
Yet  though  fo  large,  and  populous,  they  all 
Mull  tribute  pay,  unto  thy  admiral. 

Now  wealth  (the  caufe,  and  the  reward  of  war) 
Is  greedily  explor'd  ;  fome  bufy  are 
In  virgin  mines  ;  where  fhining  gold  they  fpy, 
That  darkeiis  the  celeftial  chemic's  eye  : 
1  wifh'dmy  foul  had  brought  my  body  here, 
Not  as  a  poet,  but  a  pioneer. 
Some  near  the  deepeft  (bore  are  fent  to  dive ; 
Whilft   with    their  long   retentive  breath    they 

ftrive 
To  root  up  coral  trees,  where  mermaids  lie, 
tSighing  beneath  thofe  precious  boughs,  and  die 
For  abfence  of  their  fcalv  lovers  loft 
In  midnight  florms,  about  the  Indian  coaft. 
Some  find  old  oyfters,  that  lay  gaping  there 
For  ev'ry  new,  frelh  flood,  a  hundred  year ; 
From  thefe  they  rifle  pearls,  whole  pond'rous  fize 
Sinks  weaker  divers,  when  they  flrive  to  rife  : 
So  big,  on  carckonets  were  never  feen, 
But  where  fome  well-trufs'd  giantefs  is  queea; 
For  though  they're  orient,  and  defign  to  deck, 
Their  weight  would  yoke  a  tender  ladies  neck. 
Some  climb,  and  fearch  the  rocks,  till  each  have 

found 
A  faphire,  ruby,  and  a  diamond  : 
That  which  the  fultan's  glill'ring  bride  doth  wear, 
To  thefe  would  but  a  glowworm's  eye  appear  : 
The  Tufcan  dukes  compar'd,  ftiows  fick,  and  dark; 
Thefe  living  flars,  and  his  a  dying  fpark. 

And  now  I  faw  (what  urg'd  my  wonder  more) 
Blatk  fuds  of  ambergreafe,  float  to  the  fliore  : 
Whilft  rude  dull  mariners,  who  hardly  can 
Diftinguilh  buff",  or  hides,  from  cordovan, 
(bince  gloves  they  never  wear;  this  ointment  ufe, 
Not  to  perfume,  but  fupple  their  parch'd  ftioes. 
NtJw  others  haften  to  the  woods,  and  there 
fiiifh  fruits  for  tafte  and  odour,  ev'ry  where 


Are  feen  ;  that  the  merabolan  by  fome   ■ 
(s  flighted  as  a  courfe  four  winter  plumb.' 
Then  new  temptation  make  them  all  in  love 
With  wand'ring,  till  invited  to  a  grove, 
They  ftraight  thofe  filken  little  weavers  fpy, 
That  work  fo  faft  on  leaves  of  mulberry  ; 
The  Perfian  worm  (whole  weary  fummer  toila 
.So  long  hath  been  the  ruffling  courtiers  fpoils) 
Compar'd  to  thefe,  lives  ever  lazily. 
And  for  neat  fpinning  is  a  bungling  fly  I 

Such  hopes  of  wealth  difcern'd,  'tis  hard  to  fa^ 
How  gladly  reafon  did  my  faith  obey  ; 
As  if  that  miracle  would  now  appear. 
Which  turns  a  poet  to  an  ufurer  : 
But  reafon  loon  will  without  faitii  confpire. 
To  make  that  eafy  which  we  much  defire  : 
Nor,  Prince,  will  I  defpair,  though  all  is  thinCj 
That  pioneers  now  dig  from  every  mine; 
Though  all,  for  which  on  flipp'ry  rocks  they  ftrivej 
Or  gather  when  in  feas  they  breathlefs  dive ; 
Though  poets  fucli  unlucky  prophets  are. 
As  ftill  foretell  more  bleflings  than  they  ftiare; 
Yet  when  thy  noble  choice  appear'd,  that  by 
Their  combat  firft  prepar'd  thy  vicSxjry  : 
Endimion,  and  Arigo  ;  who  delight 
In  numbers,  and  make  fttong  my  mufes  flight  I 
Thefe  when  I  faw,  my  hopes  could  not  abftain. 
To  think  it  likely  I  might  twirl  a  chain 
On  a  judicial  bench  ;  learn  te  demur. 
And  fleep  out  trials  in  a  gown  of  fur  : 
Then  reconcile  the  rich,  for  gold-fring'd  gloveSj 
The  poor  for  Godl'ake,  or  for  fugar-loaves  '. 
When  I  perceiv'd,  that  cares  on  wealth  rely, 
That  I  was  deftin'd  for  authority, 
And  early  gouts ;  my  foul  in  a  ftrange  fright     ' 
From  this  rich  ifle  began  her  hafty  flight ; 
And  to  my  half  dead  body  did  return, 
Which  new  infpir'd,  rofe  cheerful  as  the  morn. 

Heroic  Prince,  may  ftill  thy  ads,  and  name. 
Become  the  wonder  and  difcourfe  of  fame  ; 
May  ev'ry  laurel,  ev'ry  myrtle  bough, 
Be  ftrip'd  for  wreaths,  t'adorn,  and  load  thy  brow; 
Triumphant -wreaths,  w'nich  'caufe  theyneverfade, 
Wife  elder  times,  for  kisgs  and  poets  made  ; 
And  I  deferve  a  little  fprig  of  bay. 
To  wear  in  Greece  on  Homer's  holiday; 
Since  I  afl«me,  when  I  thy  battles  write, 
That  very  flame,  which  warm'd  thee  in  the  fightt 
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JElyJium.   To  the  Duchefs  of  Buclingbam. 
Madam, 
So  fletpj  tne  anchorite  on  his  cheap  bed, 
(  Whole  fleep  wants  only  length  to  prove  him  dead) 
As  I  laft  night,  whom  the  fwift  wings  of  thought, 
Convey'd  to  fee  what  our  bold  faith  had  taught ; 
iLlyfuim,  where  reftored  iorrr.s  ne'er  kide 
Where  growth   can  need  no  feeds,  nor  light  a 
ihade  J 


The  joys  which  in  our  flefli,  through  frail  expenca 
Of  ftrength,  through  age,  were  loit  t'  our  injur'd 

fenfe, 
We  there  do  meet  again ;  and  thnfe  we  tafte 
Antw,  which  thouf;h  Jevour'd,  yet  ever  laft  : 
The  fcatter'dtreafure  of  the  fpring,  blown  by 
Autumn's  rude  winds  from  our  dilcf.very  ; 
Lilies,  and  rofcs;  ali  that's  fair  and  fweet, 
'I'here  reconcil'd  to  their  uril  roots  we  meet  3 


THE    WORKS    OF    DAVENANT. 


^here,  only  tTiofe  triumphant  lovers  reign, 
Whofe  paffions  knew  on  earth  fo  little  ftain, 
Like  angels  they  ne'er  felt  what  fcxes  meant; 
Virtue  was  firft  their  nature,  then  intent : 
There,  toiling  vidlors  fafely  are  poffeft, 
With  fervent  youth,  eternity,  and  reft  j 
But  they  vrere  fuch,  who  when  they  got  the  field; 
To  teach,  the  conquer'd,  vidlory,  could  yield 
Themfelves  again  ;  as  if  true  glory  were 
To  bring  the  foe  to  courage,  not  to  fear. 
There  are  no  talking  Greeks,  who  their  blood  lofl;, 
iSIor  for  the  c^ufe,  but  for  a  theme  to  boaft  ; 
As  if  they  ftrcve  enough  for  fame,  that  fought 
To  have  their  battles  better  told,  than  fought. 
There  1  a  veftal's  fliaJow  firft  did  fpy. 
Who  when  alive  with  holy  houfevvifery, 
Trick'd  up  in  lawn,  and  flow'ry  wieaths  (each 

hand 
Clean  as  her  thoiights)  did  'fore  the  altar  ftand: 
So  bufy  ftill,  ftrev/ing  her  fpice,  and  then 
Removing  coals,  vexing  the  fire  again, 
-As  if  feme  queafy  goddefshad  profefs'd 
To  tafk:  no  fmoke  that  day,  but  what  fiie  drcfs'd: 
This  holy  coil  file  living  kept ;  but  far 
More  bufy  now,  with  more  delightful  care 
Than  when  fhe  watch'd  the  confccrated  iiame, 
Sh'  attends  the  {hade  of  gentle  Buckingham  ;  ^ 
Who  their  nnenvy'd  fins,  with  chaplets  crown'd  : 
And   with   wife  fcorn,   fmiles  on   the  prophet's 

wound ; 
He  call'd  it  fo,  for  though  it  touch'd  his  heart, 
His  nation  feels  the  rancour,  and  the  fmart. 
To  the  ^eeiif  entertain  d  at  night  by  the  CauiUefs  of 

Anghfey. 
Fair  as  unftaded  light ;  or  as  the  day 
in  its  firft  birth,  when  all  the  year  wa?  May  ; 
Sweet,  as  the  altar's  fnloke,  or  as  the  new 
Unfolded  bud,  fwell'd  by  the  early  dew ; 
Smooth,  as  the  face  of  waters  firft  appcat  'd-. 
Ere  tides  began  to  ftrive,  or  winds  were  heasr-d  : 
Kind  as  the  willing  faints,  and  calmer  far, 
Than  in  their  fleeps  forgiven  hermits  are : 
You  that  are  more,  than  our  difcreeter  fear 
Dares  praife,  with  fuch  full  art,  what  make  you 

here  ; 
Here,  where  the  fummer  is  fo  little  feen, 
That  leaves  (her  cheapeft  wealth)  fcairce  reach  at 

greert 
You  come,  as  if  the  filver  planet  were 
Mifled  a  while  from  her  much  injur'd  fphere, 
And  t'  eafe  the  travels  of  her  beams  to-night. 
In  this  fmall  lanthorn  would  contradt  her  light. 
In  Rememhrame  of  Mr.  William  Shaifpeare. 
I. 
Beware  (delighted  poets!)  when  you  firig 
To  welcome  nature  in  the  early  fpring  :    - 

Your  num'rous  feet  not  tread 
The  banks  cf  Avon  ;  for  each  flower 
(As  it  ne'er  knew  a  fun  or  fhower) 

Hangs  there,  the  penfive  head. 
II. 
Each  tree,  whofe  thick  and  fpreading  growth  hath 

made 
Rather  a  night  beneath  the  boughs,  then  fliade, 

(Unwilling  now  to  grow.) 


Looks  like  the  plume  a  captain  wear?, 
Whofe  rilled  falls  are  fteept  i'  th  tears 

Which  from  his  laft  rage  flow, 
in. 
The  piteous  river  wept  itfelf  away 
Long  fince  (alas!)  to  fuch  a  fwift  decay, 

That  reach  the  map,  and  look 
If  you  a  river  there, can  fpy  : 
And  for  a  river  your  mock'd  eye. 

Will  find  a  fliallow  brook. 

For  the  Lady  Olivia  Porter.    A  prefent  upon  a  New 

years  Day. 
Go !  hunt  the  whiter  ermine  I  and  prefent 
His  wealthy  fkin,  as  this  day's  tribute  fent. 
To  my  Endimion's  love ;  though  (he  be  far 
More  gently  fmooth,  more  foft  than  ermines  are! 
Go  1  climb  that  rock!   and  when  thou  there  halb 

.     found 
A  fiar,  contradled  in  a  diamond, 
Give  it  Endimion's  love,  whofe  glorious  eyes. 
Darken  the  ftarry  jevi'els  of  the  llvies .' 
Go  !  dive  into  the  fouthern  fea  !  and  when 
Th'aft  found  (to  trouble  the  nice  fight  of  men) 
A  fwelling  pearl ;  and  fach  whofe  fingle  worth,  . 
Boaft  all  the  wonders  v/hich  the  feas  bring  forth ; 
Give  it  Endimion's  love  I   whofe;  ev'ry  tear, 
Would  more  enrich  the  Ikilful  jeweller. 
How  I  command  ?  how  flowly  they  obey  ? 
The  churlifii  Tartar,  will  not  hunt  to-day  : 
Nor  will  that  lazy,  fallow  Indian  ftrive 
To  climb  the  ,rock,  nor  that  dull  Negro  dive. 
Thus  poets  like  to  kings  (by  truft  deceiv'd) 
Give  oftner  what  is  heard  of,  than  receiv'd. 

i       On  the  Death  of  the  Lady  Marquis  of  IVinchsJler, 
In  care,  left  fome  advent' rous  lover  may 
(T'  increafe  h's  love)  caft  his  own  ftock  away; 
[  (that  find,  th'  ufe  of  grief  is  to  grow:  wife) 
Forbid  all  traffic  now,  'Uvixt  hearts  and  eyes: 
Our  remnant  love,  let  us  difcrcetly  fave, 

'  Since  not  augment ;  for  love  lies  in  the  grave, 
t.eft  men ;  whofe  patience  is  their  fenfes  floth. 
That  only  live,  t'  exp^(51:  the  tedious  growth 
Of  what  the  follo\ving  fummer  flovyly  yields; 
Whofe  fair  Elyfium,  is  their  furrow'd  fields. 
Left  thefe,  fliould  fo  much  prize  mortality; 
They  ne'er  would  reach  the  wit,  or  faith  to.  die ; 
Know  fummer  comes  no  more  ;  to  the  dark  bed 
Our  fun  is  gone  ;  the  hopeful  fpriiig  is  dead. 
And  left  kind  poets  that  delight  to  raife 
(With  their  JTift  truths,  not  ecftafy  of  praife) 
Beauty  to  fame;  fiiould  raftily  overthrow 
The  credit  of  their  fongs ;  I  1st  them  know 
Their  theme  is  loft  ;  fo  h)ft,  that  I  have  griev'd. 
They  never  more  can  praife,  and  be  believ'd. 

To  Endimion  Porter,  upon  his  Recovery  from  a  long 
SL:hteJs. 
Jd^t  fo  the  fun  doth  rile,  as  if  laft  night 
He  caird  to  account  the  moon,  for  all  the  light 
She  ever  ow'd  ;  now  looks  fo  full  of  fcorn. 
And  pride ;    as  ftie  had  paid  him  all  this  morn  ! 
So  clear  a  day,  timely  foretels  ;   I  now 
Shall  'fcape  thofe  clouds,  that  hung  upon  my  broW, 
Whilft  I  thy  ficknefs  mourn'd ;  and  lefs  did  ilcep, 
Than  faithful  widows,  that  fmcerely  weeg. 
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A  tfue  prefage  !  My  hopes  no  fooner  tell 

What  they  defir'd,  but  ftraight  I  find  thee  well. 

Blcf^'d  be  the  ftars ;  whofe  pow'rful  influence 

bur  healths,  by  minerals,  and  herbs  difpenfe! 

And  that's  their  chiefeft  ufe  :  who  thinks  that  fate 

S»  many  ftars  did  purpofely  create. 

And  them  fo  large,  merely  for  ftiow,  and  light, 

Concludes,  it  took  lefs  care  of  day  than  night. 

Since  thou  art  fafe,  thofe  numbers  will  be  loft. 

Which  I  laid  up,  to  mourn  thee  as  a  ghoft  : 

Unldfs  I  fpend  them  on  fome  tragic  tale, 

Which  lovers  ftiall  believe,  and  then  bewail : 

Next  term,. prepare  thee  for  the  theatre  1 

And  until  then,  referve  thy  fkiiful  ear; 

For  1  will  fing  imagin'd  tragedy, 

'Tin  fates  repent  their  eflence  is  fp  high 

From  paflton  rais'd,  'caufe  they  can  ne'er  obtain 

To  taftc  the  griefs,  which  gentle  poets  feign. 

Uf»n  the  Nuptials  of  Charles  Lord  Herbert,  and  the 
^        .  Lady  M,  Fillers. 

Roses  'till  ripe,  and  ready  to  be  blown, 
Their  beauty  hide,  whilft  it  is  yet  their  own 5 
'  f  is  ours  biit  in  expedlance,  whilft  th'  aire  green ; 
And  baihfully  they  bliifh  when  firft  'tis  feen, 
As  if  to  fpread  their  beauty  were  a  crime ; 
A  fault  in  them,  not  in  all  ripening  time. 
So  ftands  (hidden  with  vails)  in  all  her  pride 
Of  early  flourifliing,  the  baihful  bride  1 
And  'till  the  prieft,  with  words  devoutly  faiid, 
Shall  ripen  her  a  wife,  that's  yet  a  maid. 
Her  vail  will  never  off;  fo  modeft  flill, 
And  fo  exprefs'd  by  nature,  not  by  fkill, 
That  fure  fhe  drefs'd  Her  looks  when  (he  did  rife. 
Not  in  her  glafs,  but  in  her  mother's  eyes. 
The  j^lly  bridegroom  ftands,  as  he  had  ta'en 
And  led  love  ftrongly  fetter'd  in  a  chain  : 
Forgetting  when  her  vails  are  laid  afide,' 
tlimfelf  is  but  a  captive  to  the.  bride. 
The  prieft  now  joins  their  hands,  and  he  doth  find 
JBy  myftery  divine,  in  both  one  mind, 
Mix'd  and  difpers'd ;  his  fpirits.ftrait  begin 
(As  they  were  rap'tj  to  vex,  and  talk  within  : 
His  temf)les  fweat,  whilft  he  ftood  fileni  by. 
Not  as  prepar'd  to  blefs,  but  prophecy  : 
What  needed  more  ?  fince  they  muft  needs  poffefs. 
All  he  foretold,,  though  he  fliould  never  blefs  : 
And  bleffing  unto  fuch  as  mo'.'t  reftores. 
Or  but  repeats  what  was  their  anceftors. 
, .  Epitaph  on  y.  Walker. 

Envy'd  and  lov'd,  herehes  the  prince  of  mirth! 
Who  laugh'd  at  the  grave  bus'nefs  of  the  earth, 
Look'd  on  ambitious  flatefmen  with  fuch  eyes, 
As  might  difcern  them  guilty,  could  not  wife. 
That  did  the  noife  of  war,  and  battles  hear, 
As  mev'd  to  fmiling  pity,  not  to  fear  : 
Thought  fighting  princes  at  their  dying  fad ; 
Belie v'd  bath  vidlors,  and  the  conquer 'd,  mad  : 
Might  have  been  rich,  as  oft  as  he  would  pleafe  ; 
But  ways  to  wealth,  are  not  the  ways  to  eafe. 
The  wit  and  courage  ef  his  talk,  now  refts, 
In  their  impatient  keeping  that  ftale  jefts  ; 
His  jefts,  who  e'er  (hall  father,  and  repeat 
-imall  mem'ry  needs,  but  let's  eftate  be  great ; 
Danger  fo  feafon'd  them,  each  hath  fait  left. 
Will  yet  undo  the  poor  for  »ne  fmall  theft ; 


The  rich,  that  will  own  them,  whate'-jr  they  pa/j 
Shall  (ind,  'tis  twice  a-weck  ftar  chamberday. 

Eletry  on  8, .  Hafolrick^Jla'in  in  his  youth,  in  a  duel. 
Now  in  the  blind  and  quiet  time  of  night. 
So  dark  as  if  the  funeral  of  light 
Were  celebrated  here  ;  whither  with  flow, 
Unwilling  feet,  fad  virgins  do  you  go  ? 
Where  have  yoii  left  your  reafon,  and  your  fear  ? 
What  mean  thofe  violets  that  downward- wear 
Their  heads,  as  griev'd,  Cnce  thus  employ'd  they 

grew? 
Lilies,  fearch'd  by  your  loofcs,  to  theJr  pale  hue  J 
Rofes,  tHat  loft  their  blufhes  on  the  bough, 
And  laurel  ftoPn  from  fume  dead  poet's  brow  : 
Thcfe,  and  your  loofer  hair,  (how  that  you  come 
Tofcatter  both,  on  that  relenting  tomb. 
But  ftay  !  by  this  moift  pavement  it  appears. 
Some  ladies  have  been  eatlier  here  with  tears 
Than  I,  or  you ;  and  we  Can  guefs  no  more, 
Thofe  that  fucceed,  by  thefe  that  dropp'd  before; 
Than  by  the  dew,fairn  in  a  cowflip's  womb, 
Heav'ns  treafury  of  (how'rs  that  are  to  come,  [fpy 
The  curtain's  drawn  ;  look  .there  and  you  Ihsll 
The  faded  god  of  your  idolatry! 
Cold  as  the  feet  of  rocks,  (ileni  in  (hade 
As  chaos  lay,  before  the  winds  were  made. 
Yet  this  was  once  the  flow'r,  on  whom  the  day 
So  fmil'd,  as  if  he  never  (hould  decay  : 
Soft  as  the  hands  of  love,  fmooth  as  her  Brow  ; 
So  young  in  (how,  as  if  he  ftill  (hould  grow  ; 
Yet  perfected  with  all  the  pride  of  ftrength. 
Equal  in  limbs,  and  fquare  unto  his  length,: 
And  though  the  jealous  world  hath  underftood. 
Fates  only  feal'd  the  firft  creation  good ; 
This  modern  work  (ftern  fates !)  rofe  up  to  prove 
Your  ancient  (Itill  rctain'd,  but  not  your  love  : 
Could  you  have  lov'd,  you  had  with  careful  fight 
Preferv'd,  what  you  did  frame  with  fuch  delightj 

Oj  let  me  fum  his  crirnes,  let  me  relate 
Them  ftri(Sly  as  his  judge,  not  advocate ;  , 
And  yet  the  greateft  number  you  (hall  find 
Were  errors  of  his  youth,  not  of  his  mind  : 
For  had  his  jealous  courage  been  fo  wife, 
As  to  believe  itfelf,  not  others  eyes  ; 
Had  he  not  thought  his  little  patience  tame 
In  fuff'ring  quiet  men,  t'  enjoy  a  fame  ; 
He  might  have  liv'd  to  fo  great  ufe,  that  \ 
Had  writ  his  3(3:?,  and  not  his  elegy. 
Go,  gentleft  of  your  fex  !  (hould  I  relate 
With  bolder  truth,  th'  unkindnefs  of  his  fate, 
(Too  ftri6b,  to  flc(h  and  blood)  1  might  infufe 
A  fchilin  in  your  religion,  and  my  mufe  : 
Yet  this  would  be  excus'd,  fince  all  we  gain 
By  grief,  is  but  the  licence  to  complain. 

To  the  ^ueen  upon  a  Neiv-years  day. 
You  of  the  guard  make  way  1  and  you  that  kee^ 
The  prefence  warm,  and  quiet  whillt  you  fleep, 
Permit  me  pafs  \  and  then  (if  any  whefe 
Employ'd)  you  angels  that  are  bufieft  here, 
And  arc  the  ftrc'ngeft  guard,  although  unfeen, 
Condudl  me  near  the  chamber  of  the  queen  1 
Where  with  futh  reverence  as  hermits  ufe 
At  richeft  (brines,  I  may  prefent  my  mufe : 
Awake  '.  falute,  and  fatisfy  thy  fight. 
Not  with  the  fainting  fun's,  but  thine  own  light  \ 
3  I 
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i.et  this  (lay  break  from  thine  own  filken  fphere, 
Thi^  day,  the  birtli,  and  infant  of  the  year  '. 
Kor  is  there  need  of  purple,  or  of  lawn 
To  veft  thee  in  ;  were  hut  thy  curtains  drawn, 
Men  might  feciirely  fay,  that  it  is  morn, 
Thy  garments  fcrve  to  hide,  not  to  adorn  1 
Now  {he  appears,  whiifl;  ev'ry  look,  and  fmile, 
Difpenfes  warmth,  and  heauty  through  our  ifle  : 
Whilft  from  their  weahhiefl;  cafkets,  princes  pay 
Her  gifts,  as  the  glad  tribute  of  this  day  ! 
This  day,  which  'ime  fhall  owe  to  her,  not  fate  ; 
Becaufe  her  early  eyes  did  it  create.  [brino' 

But    O !     poor   pnets  I     Where   are  you  ?      Why 
You  not  your  goddefs  now  an  offering  ? 
Who  makefi  your  numbers  fwift,  when  they  mov'd 
flow,  [flow, 

And  when  they  ebb'd,    her  influence  made   them 
Alas  !  I  know  your  wealth  :  the  laurel  brmgh, 
Wreath'd  into  circles,  to  adorn  the  brow. 
Is  all  you  have  :    but  go ;   thefe  flrew,  and  fpread, 
in  facrifice,  wherever  fhe  fliall  tread, 
And  e'er  this  day  grow  old,  know  you  fliall  fee 
Each  leaf  become  a  fprig,  each  fprig  a  tree. 

To  Endimion  Porter. 
"Would  thou  wert  dead!  fo  ilridly  dead  to  me. 
That,  nor  my  fight,  nor  my  vex'd  memory 
Could  reach  thee  more  :  fo  d:ad,hut  that  to  name 
Thou  wert,  might  give  the  faucy  lie  to  fame; 
That  the  bold  fons  of  honour,  and  the  mild 
Race  of  lovers  (both  thy  difciples  flil'd) 
Might  aflc  ;  who  could  the  firft  example  be 
To  all  their  good  ?  yet  none  fliould  me,  tion  thee  ; 
Knocking  at  my  breafl,  when  this  h*ur  is  come; 
1  hope,  I  once  fhall  find  my  heart  at  home. 
Say  thou  art  dead;   yet  vvhifper't but  to  me; 
For  fhould  thy  fo  well-fpent  mortality 
End  to  the  world,  and  that  fad  end  be  known, 
1  might  (perhaps)  ftill  live,  but  live  alone  : 
Tr.e  better  world  would  follow  thee,  and  all 
That  \  fliould  gain  by  that  large  funeral 
Would  be,  the  wanton  vanity  to  boaft, 
What  they  enjoy,  was  from  my  plenty  lofl-. 

To  the  Gountejs  of  CarVJle,  on  the  Death  of  the  Earl 
her  Hifhand. 
This  cyprefs  folded  here  ;  inftead  of  lav/n, 
Thefe  tapers -ivinking, and  thefe  curtains  drawn; 
What  may  they  mean  ;  unlefs  to  qualify 
And  check  the  luftre  of  your  eye,  you'll  try 
To  honour  darknefs,  and  adorn  the  night. 
So  ftriyc,  thus  with  your  lord,  to  buiy  light. 
Call  back  your  abfent  beauties  to  your  care; 
Though  clouded,  and  conctal'd,  we  know  you  are 
The  morning's  earliefl  beam,  life  of  the  day. 
The  even's  laft  comfort,  and  her  parting  ray  ! 

But  why  thefe  tears,  that  give  him  no  relief, 
For  whom  you  wafle  the  virtue  of  your  erief  ? 
yuLh,  as  might  be  prefcrib'd  the  earth,  to  drink 
For  cure  of  her  old  curfe  ;  tears  you  would  think 
Tqt)  rich  to  water  (if  ye  Kncvv  tneir  (irice) 
The  chiefeil  plant  deriv'd  from  Paradile. 
But  O  !  whtre  is  a  poet's  faith  ?  how  far        [are. 
We  arc  mifled  :   how  falfe   we  lords  of  numbers 
Our  love  is  pafiion,  our  rehgi<;n,  rage  ! 
Since,  to  iecure  that  migirty  hcritajje 


Entail'd  upon  the  bay,  fee  how  I  ftrive 
To  keep  the  glory  of  your  looks  alive; 
And  to  perluade  your  gloomy  forrows  thence, 
As  fubt'ly  knowing,  your  kind  influence 
Is  all  the  precious  flock,  left  us  t'  infpire^ 
And  feed  the  flame,  of  our  eternal  fire. 

But  I  recant :   'Tis  fit  you  mourn  a  while, 
And  wink,  until  you  darken  all  this  ifle  ;  'i 

Mote  fit,  the  bay  fliould  wither  too,  and  be 
Qj^ite  lofl:,  than  he  fliould  lofe  your  obfequy  : 
He  that  was  once  your  lord;   v/ho  ftrove  to  get 
That  title,  'caufe  nought  elfe  could  make  him  great' 
A  title,  by  which  his  name  he  did  prefer  ' 

To  have  a  day,  i'  th'  poets  calendar.  .  U 

His  youth  was  gentle,  and  difpos'd  to  win,         ; 
Had  fo  much  courtfliip  in't,  'twas  his  chief  fin  ;      ^ 
Yet  fure,  although  his  courtfliip  knew  the  way 
To  conquer  beauty,  it  did  ne'er  betray. 
When  wife  with  years,  thefe  foft  affairs  did  ceafe, 
He    whifper'd   war  abroad,  then   brought  home 

peace; 
He  was  fupreme  ambaffador,  and  went 
To  be  that  prince,  whom  liegers  but  prefent; 
And  foon  Vvith  eafy  ceremonies  got. 
What  they  did  lofe  with  care,  and  a  deep  plot : 
Cheerful  his  age,  not  tedious  or  fevere ; 
Like  thofe,  who  being  dull,  would  grave  appear  ; 
Whofe  guilt,  made  them  the  foul  of  mirth  defpife. 
And  being  fuUen,  hope  men  think  them  wife/ 

Yet  he  that  kept  his  virtues  from  decay, 
Had  that  about  him  needs  mufl;  wear  away  : 
The  daily  lefs'ning  of  our  hfe,  flitws  by 
A  little  dyipg,  how  outright  to  die  : 
Ohferve  the  morning,  noon,  and  evening  fun,  J 

Then  (madam)  y^ou  that  faw  his  hour  glafs  run,    .1 
In  wifer  faith,  will  not  be  more  oppreft 
To  fee  the  laft;  fand  fall,  than  all  the  reft. 

To  Thomas  Careiv. 
I. 
Upom  my  confcience  whenfoe'er  thou  dy'fl 

(Though  in  the  black,  the  mourning  time  of 
Lent)  [ly'ft) 

There  will  be  feen,  in  Kings-flreet  (where  thou 
More  triumphs,  than  in  days  of  Parliament. 
II. 
How  glad,  and  gaudy  then  will  lovers  be  ? 

For  ev'ry  lover  that  can  verfes  read, 
Hath  been  fo  injur'd  by  thy  mufe  and  thee. 
Ten  thoufand,  thouland  times,  he  wifli'd  thee 
dead. 

Ill  J 

Not  but  thy  verfes  are  as  fmooth  and  high, 

As  glory,  love,  or  wine,  from  wit  can  raife  ;  . 
But  now  the  devil  take  Aich  deftiny  !  [praifp. 

What  fhould  commendthem,  turns  to  their  dif- 

IV. 

Thy  vs'it's  chief  virtue  is  become,  its  vice  ; 

For  every  beauty  thou  haft  rais'd  fo  high. 
That  now  coarfe  faces  carry  fuch  a  price, 

As  muft  undo  a  lover  that  ftiould  buy. 

T. 

Scarce  any  of  the  fex,  admits  commerce  ; 

h  fiianies  me  much  to  urge  this  in  a  friend  ;    ' 
But  more  that  they  fliould  io  miftake  thy  verfc,  ^ 

Which  meant  to  couquer,whom  it  did  commend, 


POEMS. 


Tt  DoElor  Di'ppa,   Dean  of  Chr'ijl  Church,  and  tutor 
to  the  Prince.   An  acknoivledgment  for  his  colleSiion* , 
in  honour  of  Ben.  fonfon  s  memory. 
How  fhall  I  fleep  to  night,  that  am  to  pay, 
By  a  bold  vow,  a  mighty  debt  e'er  day? 
Which  all  the  poets  of  this  iiland  owe  : 
.T.ike  pains  neglected,  it  will  greater  grow. 
How  vainly  from  my  fingle  flock  of  wit, 
(As  fmall  as  is  my  art  to  hufband  it) 
I  have  adventur'd  what  they  durfi:  not  do, 
With  flrong  confed'rate  art,  and  nature  too  ; 
This  debt  hereditary  is,  and  more 
Than  can  be  paid  fotfuch  an  anceftor: 
Who  living,  all  the  niufcs  treafure  fpent, 
As  if  they  him,  their  heir,  notfteward  meant  ; 
Foreds  of  m^Ttle,  he  disforeftcd, 
That  near  to  Helicon  their  ihades  did  fpread; 
Ijike  modern  lords,  w'  are  fo  of  rent  bereft ; 
Poets,  and  they  have  nought  but  titles  left : 
He  wafted  all  in  wreaths,  for's  corqu'ring  wit ; 
Which  was  fo  ftrong,  as  nought  could  conquer  it. 
But  judgment's  force,    and  that  more  rul'd  the 

fenfe 
Of  what  he  writ,  than  fancy's  vail:  expence. 
Of  that  he  ftill  was  laviflily  profufe  ; 
For  join  the  remnant  wealth  of  ev'ry  mufc. 
And  'twill  not  pay  the  debt  we  owe  to  thee, 
For  honours  done  unto  his  memory  : 
Thus  then  ;  he  brought  th'  eftate  into  decay. 
With  which,  this  debt,  we  as  his  heirs  fliould  pay. 

As  fullen  heirs,  when  wafteful  fathers  die. 
Their  old  debts  leave,  for  their  pofterity 
To  clear  ;  and  the  remaining  acres  ftrive 
T'  enjoy,  to  keep  them  pleafant  whilft  alive  ; 
So  I  (a-.is!)  were  to  myfelf  unkuid. 
If  from  that  little  wit  he  left  behind, 
I  fimply  fhonld  fo  great  a  debt  defray  ; 
I'll  keep  it  to  maintain  me,  not  to  pay. 
Yet,  for  my  foul's  laft  quiet  when  1  die, 
I  will  commend  it  to  pofterity  : 
Although  'tis  fear'd  ('caufe  they  are  left  fo  poor) 
They'll   but   acknowledge  what  they  fliould  re- 

ftore  : 
However,  fince  I  now  may  earn  my  bays ; 
Without  the  taint  of  flattery  in  praife  ; 
Since  I've  the  luck,  to  make  my  j^raifes  true, 
I'll  let  them  know,  to  whom  this  debt  is  due ; 

Due  unto  you,  whofe  learning  can  dired: 
Why  faith  niuft  truft  what  reafon  would  fufpe(fl : 
Teach  faith  to  rule,  but  with  fuch  temp'rate  law. 
As  reafon  net  deftroys,  yet  keeps  't  in  awe  : 
Wife  you;  the  living  volume, which  contains 
All  that  induftrious  art  from  nature  gains ; 
The  ufeful,  open  book,  to  all  unty'd , 
That  knows  more,tl;an  half  knowcrs  feem  to  hide, 
And  with  an  eafy  cheerfulncfs  reveal, 
What  they,  through  want,  not  fuUennefs,  conceal. 
That  to  great  faithlefs  wirs.can  truth  difpenfe 
Till't  turn  their  witty  fcorn  to  reverence  : 
Make  them  confefs  their  greateft  error  fprings, 
From  curious  gazing  tn  theleaft  of  things; 
With  reading  Ijnaller  prints,  they  fpoil  their  fight, 
Darken  thc:T^elves,  then  rave  for  want  of  light : 


Show  tiiem,  how  full  they  are  of  fubtik  fin, 
When  faith's  great  cable  they  would  nicely  fpin 
To  reafon's  flender  threads;   (then  falfely  bold) 
When  t'ney  have  weak'ned  it,  cry, 'twill  not  hold  I. 

To  him,  that  fo  viitorious  ftill  doth  grow, 
In  knowledge,  and  t'enforce  others  to  know  ; 
Humble  in's  ftrength ;  not  cunning  to  beguile, 
Nor  ftrong  to  overcome,  but  reconcile  : 
To  art's  mild  conqueror,  that  is,  to  you. 
Our  fadly  mention'd  debt  is  juftly  due  : 
And  now  pofterity  is  taught  to  know. 
Why,  and  to  whom,  this  mighty  fum  they  owe, 
I  fafely  may  go  fleep  ;   for  they  will  pay 
It  at  all  times,  although  I  break  my  day. 
SONG. 
7hs  Countefs  of     'ngiefey  led  captive  by  the  rehels^  at 
the  disforejling  of  Pe-ufam. 
1. 
O  WHITHER  will  you  lead  the  fair. 

And  fpicy  daughter  of  the  morn  ? 
Thofe  manacles  of  her  foft  hair. 

Princes,  tliough  free,  would  fain  have  worn, 
ii. 
What  is  her  crime  ?  what  has  flie  done  ? 

Didfl]e,by  breaking  beauty  ftay, 
Or  from  his  courfe  miflead  the  fun  ; 

So  robb'd  your  harveft  of  a  day  ? 
III. 
Or  did  her  voice,  divinely  clear  I 

(Since  lately  in  your  foreft  bred) 
Make  all  the  trees  dance  after  her, 

Aud  fo  your  woods  disforcfted  ? 

IV. 

Run,  run  I  purfue  this  Gothic  rout, 
Who  rudely  love  in  bondage  keep  ; 

Sure  all  old  lovers  have  the  gout, 

The  young  are  overwatch'd  and  fleep. 

The  long  Facation  in  L,ondon  ;   in  verfe  hurleffu:,  tf 
mock  verfe. 
Nov/  Town-wit  fays  to  Witty  Friei'id, 
Traiifcribe  apace  all  thou  haft  penn'd  ; 
For  I,  in  journey  hold  it  fit. 
To  cry  thee  up  to  Country  Wir. 
Our  mules  are  come  !  diffolve  the  club  I 
The  word,  till  term,  is  rub,  O  rub  1 

Now  gamefter  poor,  in  cloak  of  ftanimel, 
Mounted  on  fteed,  as  flow  as  camel, 
Baton  of  crab  in  lucklefs  hand, 
(Which  ferves  for  bilboe  and  for  wand) 
Early  in  morn  does  fneak  from  town, 
Left  landlord's  wife  fliould  feize  on  crown  ; 
On  crown  which  he  in  pouch  does  keep, 
When  day  is  done,  to  pay  for  fleep  ; 
For  he  in  journey  nought  does  eat. 
Hoft  fpies  him  come,  cries,  Sir,  what  meai  ? 
Me  calls  for  room,  and  down  he  lie;  : 
Quoth  hoft,  no  fupper.  Sir  ?  he  cries, 
I  eat  no  fupper,  fling  on  nig  1 
I'm  fick,  d'ypu  hear,  yet  bring  a  jug ' 
Now  damfel  young  that  dwells  in  Cheap, 
For  very  joy  begins  to  Itap, 
Ker  elbow  fmall  flie  oft  does  rub  ; 
Tickled  with  hope  of  fyllabnb  ! 
For  mother  (who  does  gold  maintaia 
On  thumb,  and  key*  ia  filver  chain) 


THE  WORKS   OF  DAVENANT. 


In  fnow-white  clout-,  wrapt  nook  of  pie. 
Fat  capons  wing,  and  rabbits  thigh, 
And  faid  to  hackney  coachman,  go, 
Take  {hillings  fix ;  fay  ay,  nr  no. 
Whither  fays  he  ?  Quoth  flie,  thy  team 
Shall  drive  to  place  where  groweth  cream. 

But  hufband  gray  now  comes  fo  ftall, 
For  prentice  notch'd  he  firait  does  call  : 
Where's  dame  ?  quoth  he  ;  quoth  fon  of  fliop, 
She's  gone  her  cake  in  milk  to  fop  : 
Ho,  ho  !  to  Tflington  ;  enough  ; 
Fetch  Job  my  fon,  and  our  dog  Ruffe ; 
For  there  in  pond,  through  mire  and  muck, 
We'll  cry,  hey  duck,  there  Ruffe,  hey  duck  ! 

Now  TurnbuU  dame  by  ftarving  paunch, 
Bates  two  ftone  weight  in  either  haunch : 
On  bran  and  liver  ihe  muft  dine  ; 
And  fits  at  door  inftead  of  fign. 
She  foftly  fays  to  roaring  Swafh, 
Who  wears  long  whifkers,  go,  fetch  cafli ! 
There's  gown,  quoth  ihe,  fpeak  broker  fair. 
Till  term  brings  up  weak  country  heir  : 
Whom  Kirtle  red  will  much  amaze ; 
Whilft  clown  his  man  on  figns  does  gaze. 
In  liv'ry  fliort,  galloom  on  cape, 
With  cloak-bag  mounting  high  as  nape. 

Now  man  that  trufts,  with  weary  thighs. 
Seeks  garret  where  fniall  poet  lies  : 
He  comes  to  lane,  finds  garret  Ihut ; 
Then  not  with  knuckle,  but  with  foot 
He  rudely  thrufts,  would  enter  doors  ; 
Though  poet  fleeps  not,  yet  he  fnores : 
Cit  chafes  like  beaft  of  Libia  then ; 
Swears,  he'll  not  come  or  fend  again. 
From  little  lump  triangular 
Poor  poet's  fighs,  are  heard  afar. 
Quoth  he,  c!o  noble  numbers  choofe 
To  walk  on  feet ;  that  have  no  fhoes  ? 
Then  he  does  wifh  v/ith  fervent  breath, 
And  as  his  laft  rcqueft  e'er  death, 
Each  ode  a  bond,  each  madrigal 
A  leafe  from  haberdalhers  hall, 
Or  that  he  had  protected  been 
At  court,  in  lifl  of  chamberlain  ; 
For  wights  near  thrones  care  not  an  ace. 
For  Woodfireet  friend  that  wieldeth  mace. 
Courts  pay  no  fcores  but  when  they  lift. 
And  treafurer  ftill  has  cramp  in  fill ; 
Then  forth  he  fteals ;  to  Globe  does  run  ; 
And  fmiles,  and  vows  four  ads  are  done ; 
Finis  to  bring  he  does  proteft. 
Tells  ev'ry  play'r,  his  part  is  bcft ; 
And  all  to  get,  (as  poets  ufe) 
Some  coin  in  pouch  to  folace  mufe. 

Now  wight  that  ads  on  ftage  of  Bull, 
In  fcullers  bark  does  lie  at  Hull ; 
Which  he  for  pennies  two  does  rig, 
All  day  on  Thames  to  bob  for  grig  : 
Whilft  fencer  poor  does  by  him  ftand, 
In  old  dung-lighter,  hook  in  hand ; 
Between  knees  rod,  with  canvas  crib, 
To  girdle  tide,  clofe  under  rib  ; 
Where  worms  are  put,  which  muft  fmall  fifti 
Bttray  at  night  to  earthen  difh. 

Now  London's  chief,  on  faddle  nCw, 
Slides  into  fair  o£  Bartholomew ; 


He  twirls  his  chain,  and  lookethbrg, 
As  if  to  fright  the  head  of  pig, 
That  gaping  lies  on  greafy  ftall. 
Till  female  with  great  belly  call. 

Now  Alderman  in  field  does  ftand. 
With  foot  on  trig,  a  quoit  in  hand ; 
I'm  feven  quoth  he,  the  game  is  up  ! 
Nothing  I  pay,  and  yet  I  fup. 
To  Alderman,  quoth  neighbour  then, 
I  loft  but  mutton,  play  for  hen  : 
But  wealthy  blade  cries  out ;  at  rate 
Of  kings,  fliould'ft  play  ;   lets  go,  tis  late. 
Now  lean  attorney,  that  his  cheefe 
Ne'er  par'd,  nor  verfes  took  for  fees ; 
And  aged  prodor,  that  controuls 
The  feats  of  Punck  in  Court  of  Pauls; 
Do  each  with  folemn  oath  agree. 
To  meet  in  fields  of  Finlbury  ; 
With  loins  in  canvas  bow  cafe  tide  ; 
Where  arrows  ftick  with  meikle  pride ; 
With  hats  pinn'd  up,  and  bow  in  hand. 
All  day  m.oft  fiercely  there  they  ftand ; 
Like  ghofts  of  Adam,  Bell,  and  Clymme  : 
Sol  fetsfor  fear  they'll  Ihoot  at  him. 

Now  Spynie,  Ralph,  and  Gregory  fmall. 
And  ftiort  hair'd  Stephen,  whey-fac'd  Paul, 
( Whofe  times  are  out,'indenturcs  torn) 
Who  feven  long  years  did  never  fcorn. 
To  fetch  up  coals  for  maid  to  ufe. 
Wipe  miftreffes,  and  childrens  fiiocs) 
Do  jump  for  joy  they  are  made  free; 
Hire  meagre  fteeds,  to  ride  and  fee 
Their  parents  old,  who  dwell  as  near. 
As  place  call'd  Peak  in  Derby-fliire. 
There  they  alight,  old  crenes  are  mild  ; 
Each  weeps  on  cragg  of  pretty  child  : 
They  portions  give,  trades  up  to  fet. 
That  babes  may  live,  ferve  God  and  cheat* 

Near  houfe  of  law  by  Temple  Bar, 
Now  man  of  mace  cares  not  how  far 
In  flockings  blue  he  marcheth  on. 
With  velvet  cape  his  cloak  upon  ; 
In  girdle  fcrolls,  wheie  names  of  fome 
Are  written  down,  whom  touch  of  thumb 
On  ftioulder  left  muft  fafe  convoy, 
Annoying  wights  with  name  of  Roy. 
Poor  pris'ners  friend  that  fees  the  touch. 
Cries  out  aloud,  1  thought  as  much. 

Now  vaulter  good,  and  dancing  lafs 
On  rope,  and  man  that  cries,  hey  pafs. 
And  tumbler  young  that  needs  but  ftoop. 
Lay  head  to  heel  to  creep  through  hoop  ; 
And  mai\  in  chimney  hid  to  drefs. 
Puppet  that  ads  our  old  Queen  Befs; 
And  man  that  whilft  the  puppets  play. 
Through  nofe  expoundeth  what  they  fay; 
And  man  that  does  in  cheft  include 
Old  Sodom  and  Gomorrah  lewd; 
And  white  oat-eater,  that  does  dwell 
In  ftable  fmall,  at  fign  of  bell ; 
That  lift  up  hoof  to  fliow  the  pranks 
Taught  by  magician,  ftyled  banks; 
And  ape,  led  captive  ftill  in  chain, 
Till  he  renounce  the  Pope  and  Spain. 
All  thefe  on  hoof  now  trudge  from  towilj 
To  cheat  poor  turnip-eating  clown. 
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Now  man  of  war  with  vifage  red, 

Grows  choleric  and  fwears  for  bread. 

He  fcndeth  note  to  man  of  kin, 

But  man  leaves  word,  I'm  not  within. 

He  meets  in  ftreet  with  friend  call'd  Will; 

And  cries  old  rogue  ;  what,  living  ftill  ? 

Bot  ere  that  ftreet  they  quite  are  paft, 

He  foftly  alks,  what  money  haft  ? 

Quoth  friend,  a  crown  ;  he  cries,  dear  heart ! 

O  bale,  no  more  fweet,  lend  me  part  1 
But  flay,  my  frighted  pen  is  fled  ; 

Myielf  through  fear  crept  under  bed; 

For  juft  as  mufe  would  fcribble  more, 

Fierce  city  dun  did  rap  at  door. 
EPITAPH. 

When  you  perceive  thefe  ftones  are  wet, 

Think  not  you  fee  the  marble  fwet ; 

It  weeps  for  grief  the  day  of  doom, 

Invok'd  by  faints,  will  fhortly  come  ; 

Then  the  unwilling  marble  muft 

Surrender  all  this  faint's  fweet  duft. 

On  Mrs.  Katberine  Crofs,  buried  in  France. 
"Within  this  hallow'd  ground  this  feed  is  fown, 

Of  fuch  a  flow'r,  though  fall'n  ere  fully  blown. 

As  will  when  doom  (the  faint's  firft  ipring)  ap- 
pears, [wears. 

Be  fweet  as  thofe  which  heaven's  choice  bofom 

Sweeter  in  wither'd  death  than  frefh  flow'rs  are  ; 
And  through  death's  foul  and  frightful  vizard  fair; 
As  calm  in  life  as  others  in  death's  fhade  : 
So  filent,  that  her  tongue  feem'd  only  made 
For  precepts,  weigh'd  as  thofe  in  wifeft  books  : 
Yet  nought  that  filence  loft  us;  for  her  looks 
Perfuaded  more  than  others  by  their  fpeech  ; 
Yet  more  by  deeds  than  words  fhe  lov'd  to  teach. 
This  fair  flow'r's  feed  let  none  remove  till  doom  ; 
No,  though  to  makefome  great  dead  princefs'room. 
The  world's  triumphant  courts  prefer  high  birth ; 
But  faints  in  death's  low  palace,  under  earth, 
May  claim  chief  place  ;  ftie  was  a  llranger  here, 
And  born  wixhin  opinion's  giddy  fphere; 
A  land  where  many,  whilft  they  are  alive, 
Profanely  for  the  flyle  of  faintibip  ftrive 
From  others,  and  themfelves  as  faints  efteem  ; 
Yet  fainting  after  death,  profanenels  deem  ; 
Thence,  young,  fhe  from  the  finful  living  fled 
For  fafety  here  among  the  finlefs  dead. 
JMear  to  this  blefled  llranger's  lowly  tomb, 
Who  dares  for  neighbourhood  prefumc  to  come  ? 
Unlefs,  as  her  religioub  prclelyte, 
H«r  mother  challenge  a  juft  tenant's  right. 
SONG.— 216^  IViitter  Storms. 
I. 
Blow  !  blow  I  the  winds  are  fo  hoarfe  they  cannot 
blow  ;  [fnow ! 

Cold !  cold  !  our  tears  freeze  to  hail,  our  fpittle  to 
The  waves  are  all  up,  they  fwell  as  they  run  ! 
Let  them  rife  and  rife, 
As  high  as  the  Ikies, 

And  higher  to  wafli  the  face  of  the  fun. 
II. 
Port !  port  1  the  pilot  is  bhnd  1  port  at  the  helm  I 
Yare  1   yare  :   for  one  foot  of  fhore  take  a  whole 
realm  !  [her  ? 

Ake   or  v/e  fmk  1  does  no  man  know  to  wind 


Lefs  nolfe,  and  more  room  ! 
We  fail  in  a  drum  !  [te  tinder. 

Our  fails  are  but  wrags,  which  lightning  turns 
in. 
Aloof!  aloof  1  hey  how  !  thofe  carracs  and  fliips 
Fall  foul,  and  are  tumbled  and  driven  like  chips  • 
Our  boatfwain,  alas!  a  filly  weak  grille, 
For  fear  to  catch  cold, 
Lies  down  in  the  hold, 
We  all  hear  his  fighs,  but  few  hear  his  whiftle. 

Upon  the  Marriage  of  the  Lady  Jane  Cavendijb  ivitb 
Mr.  Clytney. 

Why  from  my  thoughts  fweet  refl;  fweeter  to 

me. 
Than  young  ambition's  profp'rous  travels  be, 
Or  love's  delicious  progreffes ; 
And  is  next  death  the  greateft  eafe? 
Why  from  fo  calm  a  heav'n, 
Dofl;  call  me  to  this  world,  all  windy  grown  ; 

Where  the  light  crowd,  like  lighteft  fand  is 

driven,  [blown  ? 

And  weighty  greatnefs,  even  by  them,  to  air  is 

Epitaph  on  the  Daughter  of  Mr.  Richard  Turpin. 
Stripp'd  from  her  lilks  and  lawns  here  lies 
The  joy  and  wonder  of  all  eyes 
Should  I  reveal,  in  what  a  fweeL 
And  juft  confent,  her  forms  did  meet, 
Thou  weuldft  believe  (the  .lory  heard) 
Nature  herfelf  lay  here  interr'd. 
And  all  fucceeding  vi'hite  and  red 
Will  feem  cumplexion  of  the  dead. 
And  ever  infuccefsful  prove, 
Whilft  lovers  know  not  where  to  love. 

SONG. 
I. 

The  lark  now  leaves  his  wat'ry  neft. 

And  climbing,  fhakes  his  dewy  wings  • 
He  takes  this  window  for  the  eaft  ; 

And  to  implore  your  light,  he  fings. 
Awake,  awake,  the  morn  will  never  rife. 
Till  fhe  can  drefs  her  beauty  at  your  eyes. 

II. 
The  merchant  bows  unto  the  feaman's  flar, 

The  ploughman  from  the  fun  his  feafon  takes  - 
But  ftill  the  lover  wonders  what  they  are, 

Who  look  for  day  before  his  miftrefs  wakes. 
Awake,  awake,  break  through  your  vails  of  lawn! 
Then  draw  your  curtains,  and  begin  the  dawn. 

SONG. 

ENDIMION    PORTER  AND   OLIVIA. 
Olivia. 
Before  we  ftiall  again  behold 
In  his  diurnal  race  the  world's  great  eye. 

We  may  as  filent  be  and  cold, 
As  are  the  fhades  where  buried  lovers  lie. 
Endimicn. 
Olivia,  'tis  no  fault  of  love 
To  loofe  ourfclves  in  death  ;  but,  O  !  I  fear 

When  life  and  knowledge  is  ahove 
Reftor'd  to  us,  I  ftiall  not  know  thee  there. 
Oli'via. 
Call  it  not  heaven  (my  love)  where  we 
Ouffclvcs  IhaU  fee,  and  yet  each  other  mifa  i 

3  1  »i 


THE   WORKS   OF   DAVENANT. 


S70 

So  much  of  heaven  T  find  in  thee 
As,  thou  unknown,  all  elfe  privation  is. 
Endlm'wn. 

Why  fhouIJ  we  doubr,  before  we  go 
To  find  the  hno\vled}i;e  which  fliall  ever  laft, 

That  we  may  there  each  other  know  ? 
Can  future  knowledge  qtiite  deftroy  the  pafl  ? 
Othuia. 

When  at  the  bowers  in  the  F.ly{ian  fliade 
I  firft  arrive,  I  (hall  examine  where 

They  dwell,  who  love  the  highell  virtue  made? 
For  I  am  lure  to  find  Endimion  there. 
Endimlon, 

From  this  vex'd  world  when  we  iTiall  both  retire, 
Where  all  her  lovers,  and  where  all  rejoice  ; 

I  need  not  feek  thee  in  the  heavenly  quire; 
For  I  fliall  know  Olivia  by  her  voice. 

S:nt  ivith  a  Loch  of  Hair. 
Lest  thou  for  length  and  beauty  of  thy  hair, 
(  Which  is  to  ev  ry  eye  and  heart  a  fnare) 
Should'H  by  the  ragje  of  love's  fcverer  fway, 
Be  doom'd  for  cafling  eyes  and  hearts  away, 
Wear  mine  a  while  ;  though  mine  I  know, 
Cannot  mifleau  with  foftnefs  or  with  fliow  :   , 
Yet  I  fo  love  thee,  as  I  fain  would  fhare. 
Love's  punilhment  on  thy  deftrudive  hair. 
SONG. 
7he  Philofopher  and  the  Lo'osr ;,   to  a  JVIlJirefs  ^yhig. 
Lover. 
Your  beauty  ripe,  and  cslm,  and  freih, 

As  eaflern  fummers  are, 
Mufl  now,  forfaking  time  and  Seni, 
Add  light  to  fomc  fmall  flar. 
Fhilofcphsr. 
Vrhilft  Ihe  yet  lives,  where  {la^rs  decay'd, 
I'heir  light  by  hers,  relief  might  find  : 
But  death  will  lead  her  to  a  fnade 

Where  love  is  cold,  and  beauty  blind. 
Lo'ver. 
Lovers  (whofe  priefts  all  poet^'  are) 

Think  ev'ry  miftrefs,  when  fhe  dies, 
Is  chang'd  at  leaft  into  a  ftar : 

And  who  dares  doubt  the  poet's  wife  ? 
FhUofopber. 
But  afk  not  bodies  doom'd  to  die, 

To  what  abode  they  go; 
Since  knowledge  is  but  forrow's  foy, 
It  is  not  fafc  to  know. 

SONG. 
1'he  Soldier  going  to  ibe  Field, 
1. 
Preserve  thy  figh=,  unthrifty  girl  1 

To  purify  the  air ; 
Thy  tears  to  thread  in  {lead  cf  pearly 
On  bracelers  of  thy  hair. 
II. 
The  trumpet  makes  the  echo  hoarfe, 

And  wakes  the  louder  drum  ; 
Evpcnci2  of  grit-f  gains  no  re.morfe. 
When  forro>.V  ihoulJ  be  dunib.. 
t::. 
For  I  nnift  go  where  lazy  peace, 

Will  hide  her  dtowl'y  head  ; 
And,  for  the  Iport  of  liings,  incrsafe 
Jhs  uu:iiber  of  thf  dtad. 


Bixi  firfl  I'll  chide  thy  cruel  theft : 

Can  I  in  war  delight, 
Who  being  of  my  heart  bereft. 

Can  have  no  heart  to  fight  ?  '     .^ 

v. 
Thou  know'd  the  facred  laws  of  old, 

Ordain'd  a  thief  fiiould  pay, 
To  quit  him  cf  his  theft,  fevenfold 

What  he  had  ftol'n  away.  ! 

VI. 

Thy  payment  (hall  but  double  be  ; 

O  then  with  fpeed  refign 
My  ov/n  feduced  heart  to  me, 

Accom.pany'd  with  thine. 

Epitaph  on  a  Young  V^irgin,      A.  K, 

Nature  a  form  intended  to  create, 

Which  might  fubdue  the  ruthlefs  eyes  of  fate: 

But  fate  (ready  to  think  v/arm  nature  cold, 

Itfeif  too  merciful,  and  time  too  old) 

Has  ftruck  the  world;  forthwith  this  beauty  dy'd. 

Time's  evening  hope,  and  nature'*  lateft  pride. 

THE  DE^^TH  OF  ASTRAGON. 

The  Pbilcjophfs  Difquijition  direSied  to  thu  Dying 
Chrijlian. 
1. 
Before  by  death  you  never  knowledge  gain, 

(For  to  increafe  your  knowledge  you  muifc  die) 
Tell  me  if  all  that  learning  be  not  vain. 
On  which  we  proudly  in  this  life  rely. 
IX. 
Is  not  the  learning  which  we  knowledge  call. 

Our  own  but  by  opinion  and  in  part  ? 
Not  made  entirely  certain,  nor  to  all ; 
And  is  not  knowledge  but  difpated  art  ? 
111. 
And  though  a  bad,  yet  'tis  a  forward  guide; 

Who,  vexing  at  the  (hortnefo  of  the  day. 
Doth,  to  o'eriake  fwift  time,  ftill  onv/ard  ride  ; 
Whilll  we  Hill  follow,  and  Hill  doubt  our  way. 

IV. 

A  guide,  who  ev'ry  flep  proceeds  with' doubt ; 

Who  guefiingly  iier  progrefs  doth  begin  ; 
And  brings  us  back  w^.ere  firft  (he  led  us  out 

To  meet  dark  midnight  at  our  refilels  inn. 

V. 

It  is  a  plummet  to  fo  fliort  a  line. 

As  founds  no  deeper  than  the  founder's  eyes. 
The  people's  meteor  v/hich  not  long  can  fhine, 

Nor  far  above  the  middle  region  rife. 

VI. 

This  fpy  from  frhoois  gets  ill  intelligence  ; 

Where  art  inip.)f)r.g  rules,  oft  gravely  errs, 
She  fleals  to  nature's  clofet,  and  from  thence 

Brings  nought  but  undecyphcr'd  charadlers, 
vn. 
She  doth,  like  India's  laft  difcpv'rers.  Load: 

Of  adding  to  old  maps,  though  (he  has  been 
But  failing  by  fome  clear  and  open  coaft. 

Where  all  is  woody,  wild,  and  dark  within. 

VIll. 

Falfe  learning  wanders  upward  more  and  more. 
Knowledge  (fur  fuch  thsrs  is  in  fome  deg'cs) 
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Still  vainly,  like  the  eagle,  loves  to  foar, 
Though  it  can  never  to  the  higheli  fee. 


For  errors  mift  doth  bound  the  fpirits  fight 

A&   clouds    (which   make    earth's  arched  roof 
feem  low, 

Reftrain  the  bodies  eyes  ;  and  flill,  when  light 
Grows  clearer  upward, Heaven  muft  higher  fiiow. 

X. 

And  as  good  men,  whofe  minds  towards  godhead 
rife,  [prefs ; 

Take  heaven's  height  higher  than  they  can  ex- 
So  from  that  height  they  lower  things  defpife, 

And  oft  contrad:  earth's  littlenefs  to  lefs. 

XI. 

Of  this  forbidden  fruit,  fince  we  but  gain, 
A  tafte,  by  wliich  we  only  hungry  grow  ; 

We  merely  toil  to  find  our  fludies  vain  ; 

And  trull:  to  fchools  for  what  they  cannot  know. 

XII. 

If  knowledge  be  the  coin  of  fouls,  'tis  fet 
Above  the  ftandard  of  each  common  reign  ; 

And,  like  a  medal  of  God's  cabinet, 

Isfeldom  fliown,  and  foon  pjt  up  again. 

XIII. 

For  though  in  one  bled  age  much  fway  it  bears, 
Yet  to  the  next  it  oft  becomes  unknown; 

Unlefs  like  long  hid  medals  it  appears 
In  counterfeits,  and  for  deceit  be  fhown. 

XIV. 

If  Heav'n  with  knowledge  did  fome  one  endue 
With  more  than  the  experience  of  the  dead ; 

To  teach  the  living  more  than  life  e'er  knew 
In  fchools,  where  all  fucceffion  may  be  bred. 

XV. 

Then  (as  in  courts,  mere  ftrangers  bafhfully 

At  firft  their  walk  towards  private  doors  begin  ; 

Bat  bolder  grow  v/hea  thofc  tiiey  open  fpy, 
And  being  enter'd,  beckon  others  in.) 

XVI. 

So  to  his  ftudious  ct\\  (which  would  appear 

Like  nature's  privy  lodging*)  my  addrefs 
I  firft  by  1  ealth  would  m«ke,  but  ent'ring  there 

1  fliould  grow  bold,  and  give  to  all  accefs. 
svii. 
Then  to  her  fecret  nurfery  would  proceed  ; 

And  thither  bring  the  world,  to  judge  how  (he 
Firft-caufes,  and  time's  mfancy  did  breed  ? 

For  knowledge,  fliould,  fince  good,  to  ail  be  free. 
XVIII 
If  knowledge  muft,  as  evil,  hidden  lie. 

Then  we,  its  obje6i,  Nature,  feem  to  blame  ; 
And  whilft  we  banifh  knowledge,  as  a  fpy, 

We  but  hide  nature  as  we  cover  fliame. 

XIX. 

For  if  our  object,  nature,  be  corred:. 

Bold  knowledge  then  a  free  fpedtator  is, 

And  not  a  fpy,  fmce  fpies  we  fcarce  fufpcdl 
Or  fear,  but  where  their  «?bje(5ls  are  amifs. 

XX. 

In  gathering  knowledge  from  the  facred  tree, 
I  would  not  fnatch  in  hade  the  frui:  b  low  ; 

But  rather  climb,  like  thofe  v/ho  curious  be, 

And^   boldly    taila    that    W3;t[h    does  higheft 
grow. 


For  knowledge  would  her  profpeil:  talce  in  height ; 

'  I'is  God's  lov'd  Eaglet,  bred  by  him  to  fly, 
Though  with  vveak  eyes,  ;H11  upward  at  the  light, 

And  may  foar  fliorr,  but  cannot  foar  too  high. 

XXII. 

Though  life,  fince  finite,  has  no  ill  cxcufe 
For  being  but  in  finite  objcdls  learn'd. 

Yet  fure  the  foul  was  made  for  little  ufc, 
Unlefs  it  be  in  infinites  concern'd. 

XXIII. 

Speak  then  fuch  things  of  Heaven  (fince  fludious 
minds    , 
Seem  travel'd  fouls,  and  yours  prepares  to  go) 
As  mine  may  wifli  the  journey  when  it  finds 
That   yours  doth  heaven,  her  native  country, 
kiiow. 

XXIV. 

Tell,  if  you  found  your  faith,  ere  you  it  fought.? 

Or  could  it  fpring  ere  reafon  vi'as  full  blown  I 
Or  could  it  learn,  till  by  your  reafon  taught, 

To  know  itfelf,  or  be  by  others  known  ? 

XXV. 

Where  men  have  feveral  faiths,  to  find  the  true 

We  only  can  the  aid  of  reafon  ufe  ; 
'Fis  reafon  iliows  us  wliich  we  fh  ijld  efche,\y 

When  by  comparifon  we  icarn  to  choofe. 

XXVI.. 

Bat  though  we  there  on  reafon  mud  rely 

Where  men  to  feveral  faiths  their  minds  difpofC} 
Yet,  after  reafon's  choice,  the  fchnols  are  fiiy 

To  let  it  judge  the  very  faith  it  chole. 
xxvii. 
liowe'er  'tis  cail'd  toconller  the  records 

Of  faith's  dark  charter,  wrapt  in  facred  writ ; 
A'ld  is  the  only  judge  even  of  thcfe  words 

By  which  faith  claims  that  reafon  ihould  fubmit. 

XXVIII. 

Since  holy  text  bids  faith  to  comprehend 

Such  myllcries  as  nature  may  lufpedl:. 
And  faith  mull  reafon,  as  her  guide,  attend, 

Left  file  miilake  what  fcripiure  duth  direci. 
xsix. 
Since  from  the  foul'^  far  country,  heaven,  God  fen? 

His  law  (an  embafiy  to  few  reveal'd) 
Which  did  thofe  good  conditions  reprefent 

Of  our  eternal  peace,  ere  it  was  feal'd. 

XXX. 

Since  to  remote  ambafTddors  are  given 

Interpreters,  when  t'.ey  with  ki'gs  confer; 
Since  t«i  that  law,  Gud's  embafi"y  from  heaven,    J 

Our  reafon  ferves  as  an  interpreter, 
XXXI. 
Since  juuly  clients  pay  that  judge  an  awe, 

Who  law's  loll  fenfe  interprets  and  rellores; 
(Yet  judges  are  no  more  above  the  law 

Than  truchmen  are  above  ambaffadors) 

XX.-iJI. 

Since  reafon,  as  a  judge,  the  trial  hath 

Of  diff'ring  faiths,  by  advcrfe  petis  pcrplcx'd ; 

Why  is  not  reafon  reck.m'd  above  faith, 

Th  ugh  not  iaiiove  her  law,  the  facred  text  ? 

XXX! II. 

If  reafon  have  fuch  worth,  why  ihou'd  flie  fiill 
Attend  below,  -vvhilft  faith  dotii  upward  climb  ? 
5  i  "ij 
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Yet  common  faith  feems  but  unftudy'd  will ; 

And  feafon'  calls  uhfiudy'd  will  a  crimS. 
xxxiv. 
Sl^ve  reafon,  even  at  home  in  prifon  lies ! 

And  by  religjion  is  fo  watch'd,  and  aw'd, 
That  though  the  prifon  windows,  both  her  eyes, 

Stand  open,  yet  fhe  fcarce  dates  lo6k  abroad. 

XXXV. 

Faith  thinks,  that  Reafon  is  her  adverfe  fpy; 

Yet  Reafon  is,  through  doubtful  ways,  her  guide; 
J3ut  like  a  fcout,  brought  in  from  th'  enemy, 

Muft,  ^hen  fhe  guides  her  bound,  and  guarcjed 
ride. 

XXXVI. 

Or  if  by  faith,' not  as  her  judge  difdain'd, 
JvTor,  as  her  guide,  fufpedled,  but  is  found 

In  every  fentence  juft  to  the  arreign'd. 

And  guides  her  right,  unguarded  and  unbound. 

-XXXVIIj 

Why  then  fhcjld  fuch  a  judge  he  ftlll  deny'd 
T'  examine  (fince  Faith's  claims  flill  public  are) 

Her  fecret  pleas  ?  or,  why  Ihould  fuch  a  guide 
Be  binder'd,  where  Faith  goes,  to  go  as  far  ? 

XX-XVIII. 

And  yet  as  one,  bred  humbly,  who  would  fliow 

His  monarch's  palace  to  a  ftranger,  goes 
But  to  the  gates ;  as  if  to  let  him  know       [does ; 

Where  fo  much  greatnefs  dwells,  not  what  it 
xxxix. 
"ViThilft  flraight  the  ftranger  enters  undeny'd, 

As  one  whofe  breeding  has  much  bolder  been ; 
So  Reafon,  though  (he  were  at  firft  Faith's  guide 

To  heav'n,yet  waits  without,when  Faith  goes  in. 
XI..         ■  • 
But  though,  at  court,  bold  ftrangers  enter,  where 

The  way  is  to  their  bafliful  guide  forbid ; 
yet  he,  when  they  come  back,  is  apt  to  hear 

And  alk  them,  what  the  king  then  faid,and  did? 

XLI.  ' 

And  fo,  though  Reafon  (which  is  Faith's  firft  guide 
To  God)  is  ftopt  where  Faith  has  entrance  free. 

As  Nature's  ftranger ;  though  'tis  then  deny'd 
To  Reafon,  as  of  Nature's  family ; 

XL  II, 

Yet  ftrait,  when  from  her  vifion  and  her  trance 

Faith-does  return,  then  reafon  quits  that  awe, 
Enjoin'd  when  priefts  impos'd  our  ignorance  ; 

And  afks,  how  much  fhe  of  the  Godhead  faw  ? 
XLiii; 
But  s,s  a  prudent  monarch  feems  alone, 

Retir'd,  as  if  conceal'd  even  to  his  court ; 
To'fubjeifts  more  in  pow'r  than  perfon  known ; 

At  diftance  fought,  and  found  but  by  report. 

XLIV. 

So  (?pd  hath  vail'd  his  pow'r  with  myfteries 
Even  to  his  cpurt  in  heaven ;  and  faith  comes 
there, 
Not  prying  with  a  ftr^nger's  curious  eyes, 
But  like  a  plain  implicit  worfhipper, 
xtv. 
Yet  as  eourt-ftrangers,  getting  fome  accefs, 

Are  apt  to  tell  at  home,  more  than  they  faw ; 
Though  then  their  pencil  draws  court-greatncfs 
lefs,.  .  [draw  : 

Than  that  which  truth  at  nearer  view  cpuld 


So  Faith  (^ho  is  even  taught  an  ignpraace  i 
For  file  by  knowledge  quits  her  dignity) 

Does  leffen  Godhead,  which  fhe  would  advance^^ 
By  telling  more  of  God  than  ftie  can  fee.  "^ 

XLVII. 

Our  fouls  but  }ike  unhappy  ftrangers  come 

From  heav'n,  their  country,  to  this  world's  bad 
coaft  ;  [home  ; 

Tbey  land,  then  ftraight  are  backward  bound  for 
And  many  are  in  ftorms  of  paflion  loft  ! 

XLVIll.     ■ 

They  long  with  danger  fail  through  life's  vext  feas^ 

In  bodies,  as  in  vefTels  full  ofleajcs ; 
Walking  in  veins,  their  narrow  galleries. 

Shorter  ^han  walks  of  feamep  on  their  decks. 

XL  IX. 

Art's  card  is  by  their  pilot,  Faith,  refus'd  ; 

Her  courfe  by  guefs  ftie  ever  forward  bears ; 
Reafon  her  rudder  is,  but  never  us'd ; 

Becaufe  towards  heaven  fne  ne'er  with  reafoD 
|lcers. 

u 
For  as  a  pilot,  fure  of  fair  trade-winds, 

The  helm  in  all  the  voyage  never  hands, 
But  ties  it  up,  fo  Reafon's  helm  ftie  binds. 

And  boldly  clofsfor  heaven's  fafe  harbour  ftands. 

LI. 

In  reafon's  place,  tradition  doth  her  lead ; 

And  that  prefumptuous  antiquary  makes 
Strong  laws  of  weak  opinions  of  the  dead. 

And  what  was  common  coip,  for  medals  takest 

LII. 
Tradition  I  time's  fufpedled  regifter ! 

Too  oft  religion  at  her  trial  fails  1 
Inftead  of  knowledge,  teacheth  her  to  err ; 

And  wears  out  truth's  beft  ftories  into  tales,     ] 

LIII. 

O  why  hath  fuch  a  guide  faith's  progrefs  laid  ? 

Or  can  our  faith,  ill  guided,  guide  us  well  ? 
Or  had  ftie  not  tradition's  maps  furvey'd. 

How  could  ftie  ai|n  to  ftiow  us  heaven  and  hell  ? 

LIV. 

If  faith  with  reafon  never  doth  advife ; 

Nor  yet  tradition  leads  her,  fhe  is  then 
From  heav'n  infpir'd,  and  fecretly  grows  wife 

Above  the  fchools  we  know  not  how,  nor  when. 

LV. 

For  could  we   know  how  faith's  bold  truft  is 

wrought, 

What  are  thofe  vifions  we  in  fleep  dlfcern  ; 

And  when  by   heaven's  fhort  whifpers  we  are 

taught  [1-earn  ; 

More:   than   the  watchful  fchools  could  ever 

LVI. 

Then  foon  faith's  ignorance,  which  now  doth  feem 

A  ferious  wonder  to  philofophy. 
Would  fall  from  value  to  a  low  efteem, 

And  not  a  wonder  nor  a  virtue  be. 

LVII. 

But  though  we  cannot  guefs  the  manner  how 
Giace  firft  is  fecretly  in  fmall  feeds  fown  ; 

Yet  fruit,  though  feed  lies  hid,  in  view  doth  grow  j 
And  faith,  the  fruit  of  grace,  muft  need,  bq 
Jtnawn.  '  "         '    '  ■ .    .  . 
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Faith  lights  U9  through  the  dark  to  Deity ; 

Whilft,  without  fight,  we  witnefs  that  fhe  fhows 
More  God  than  in  his  works  our  eyes  can  fee ; 

Though  none  but  by  thofe  works  the  Godhead 
knows. 

LIX. 

If  you  have  faith,  then  you  we  muft  adore ; 

Since  faith  does  rather  feem  infpir'd  than  taught; 
And  men  infpir'd  have  of  the  Godhead  more 

Than  nature  ever  found,  or  reafon  foughj. 
tx. 
To  you  whom  infpiration  fanflifies, 

I  come  with  doubts,  the  minds  defciSl  of  light. 
As  to  apoPlesfome,  with  dark'ned  eyes, 

Came  to  receive  by  miracle  their  fight. 

LXI. 

And  when  I  thus  prefume,  you  are  with  more 
Than  nature's  public  wealth  by  faith  indu'd. 

Or  think  you  fliould  reveal  your  fecret  ftore ; 
You  cannot  judge  my  bold  opinion  rude. 

LXII. 

Even  faith  (not  proving  what  it  would  aflure) 

But  bold  opinion  feems  to  reafon's  view  ; 
And  fince  the  blind  brought  faith  to  help  their 
cure, 
I  bring  opinion,  reafon's  faith,  to  you. 
Lxiir. 
We,  for  their  knowledge,  men  infpir'd  adore  ; 
Not  for  thofe  truths  they  hide,  but  thofe  they 
fhow; 
And  vulgar  reafon  finds,  that  none  knows  more 
Than  that  which  he  can  make  another  know. 

LXIV. 

"Then  tell  me  firft,  if  nature  mufl  forbear 
To  afk,  why  (lill  flie  muft  remain  in  doubt  ? 

A  darknefs  which  does  much  like  hell  appear, 
Where  all  may  enter  in  but  none  get  out. 

LXV. 

Thus  we  at  once  are  bidden  and  forbid ; 

Charg'd  to  make  God  the  objeft  of  the  mind; 
■yhen  hinder'd  from  it,  fince  he  is  fo  hid. 
As  wc  but  feek  that  which  we  cannot  find, 
txvi. 
Our  glim'rlng  knowledge,  like  the  wand'ring  light 

In  fens,  doth  to  uncertainties  dire(5l 

TJje  weary  progrefs  of  our  ufelefs  fight; 

'  And  only  makes  us  able  to  fufpeA. 

LXVII. 

Or  if  inquiring  minds  arc  not  kept  in, 

But  by  fome  few,  whom  fchools  to  power  ad- 
vance, 

Who,  fince  themfelves  fee  fliort,  would  make  it  fin 
When  others  look  beyond  their  ignorance. 

LXVIII. 

If,  as  God's  ftudents,  we  have  leave  to  learn 
His  truths,  why  doth  his  text  oft  need  debate  ? 

Why,  as  through  mifts,  muft  we  his  laws  difcern  ? 
Since  laws  feem  fnares,  when  they  are  intricate. 

LXIX. 

They  who  believe  man's  reafon  is  too  fcant, 

And  that  it  doth  the  war  of  writers  caufe  ; 
Infer  that  God's  great  works  proportion  want, 
'    Who  taught  our  reafon,  and  did  write  thofe 


His  text,  the  foul's  record,  appears  to  fome 

(Though  thence  our  fouls  hold  their  inheritance) 

Obfcure  by  growing  old,  and  feems  to  come. 
Not  by  confignment  to  us,  but  by  chance. 

LXXI. 

Law  (which  is  reafon  made  authority) 
Allows  confignment  to  be  good  and  clear, 

Not  when,  like  this,  it  does  in  copies  lie. 
But  in  the  known  original  appear. 

LXXIl. 

Could  this  record  be  too  authentic  made  ? 

Or  why,  when  God  was  faftiion'd  to  our  eyes, 
And  very  forms  of  human  laws  obey'd, 

Did  he  not  fign  it  but  by  deputies  i 

LXXIII- 

Or  why,  when  he  was  man,  did  he  not  deign 
Wholly  to  write  this  text  with  his  own  hand  I 

Or  why  (as  if  all  written  rolls  were  vain) 
Did  he  ne'er  write  but  once,  and  but  in  fand  J 

LXXIV. 

Tell  me,  why  Heav'n  at  firft  did  fufFer  fin  ? 

Letting  feed  grow  which  it  had  never  fown : 
Why,  when  the  foul's  firft  fever  did  begin, 

Was  it  not  cur'd,  which  now  a  plague  is  grown  I 

LXXV. 

Why  did  not  Heav'n's  prevention  fin  reftrain  i 
Or  is  not  pow'r's  pcrmiffion  a  confent  ? 

Which  is  in  kings  as  much  as  to  ordain  ; 
And  ills  ordain'd  are  free  from  punilhment. 

LXXVI. 

And  fince  no  crime  could  be  ere  laws  were  fram'd; 

Laws  dearly  taught  us  how  to  know  offence  ; 
Had  laws  not  been,  we  never  had  been  blam'd  ; 

For  not  to  know  wc  fin,  is  innocence. 

LXXVII. 

Sin's  childhood  was  not  ftarv'd,  but  rather  more 

Than  finely  fed;  fo  fweet  were  pleafures made 
That  nourifh'd  it  :  for  fweet  is  luft  of  pow'r, 

And  fweeter,  beauty,  which  hath  power  fac«i 
tray'd. 

Lxxvm. 
Sin,  which  at  fulleft  growth  is  cbildlfh  ftilJ, 

Would  but  for  pleafure's  company  decay ; 
Asfickly  children  thrive  that  have  their  will; 

But  quickly  ianguifh  being  kept  from  play« 

LXXIX. 

Since  only  pleafure  breads  fin's  appetite, 
Which  ftill  by  pleafant  objefts  is  infus'd; 

Since  'tis  provok'd  to  what  it  doth  commit. 
And  ills  provok'd  may  plead  to  be  excus'd; 

LXXX. 

Why  (hould  our  fins,  which  not  a  moment  laft, 

(For,  to  eternity  compar'd,  extent 
Of  life  is,  e'er  we  name  it,  ftop'd  and  paft) 

Receive  a  doom  of  endlefs  punilhmeut  i 

LXXXl, 

If  fouls  to  hell's  vaft  prifon  never  come 

Committed  for  their  crimes,  but  deftin'd  be. 

Like  bondmen  born,  whofe  prifon  is  their  home 
And  long  ere  they  were  bound  could  not  be 
free; 

LXXXIt. 

Then  hard  is  deftiny's  dark  law  ;  whofe  test 
We  arc  forbid  to  read,  yet  muft  obey  i 
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And  reafon  with  her  ufclefs  eyes  is  vex'd, 

Which  flrive  to  guide  her  where  they  fee  no 
way. 

LXXXIII, 

Doth  it  our  reafon's  mutinies  appeafe, 

To  fay,  the  potter  may  his  own  ciay  mould 

To  ev'ry  ufe,  or  in  what  fhape  he  pleafe, 
At  firft  not  counfei'd,  nor  at  laft  controul'd  ? 

LXXXIV. 

Pow'r's  hand  can  neither  eafy  be  nor  flrift 

To  Hfelefs  clay,  which  eafe  nor  torment  knows; 

And  where  it  cannot  favour  nor  affli<Si:, 
It  neither  juftice  nor  injuftice  fhows. 

LXXXV. 

But  fouls  have  life,  and  life  eternal  too  ; 

Therefore  if  doom'd  before  they  can  oifend. 
It  feemsto  {how  what  heavenly  power  can  do. 

But  does  not  in  that  deed  that  pow'r  commend, 

LXXXVI. 

That  we  are  deflin'd  after  death  to  more 
Than  reafon  thinks  due  punifliment  for  fins 

Seems  poffible,  becaufe  in  life,  before 
We  know  to  fm,  our  punilhment  begins. 

I-XXXVII. 

"Whv  elfe  do  infants  with  inceffant  cries 
Complain  of  fecret  harm  as  foon  as  born  ? 

Or  why  are  they,  in  cities  def^iries. 

So  oft  by  war  from  ravilh'd  mothers  torn  : 

LXXXVIII. 

Doth  not  belief  of  being  deftin'd  draw 
Our  reafon  to  prefuniption  or  defpair  ? 

If  defliny  be  not,  like  human  law, 

To  be  repeal'd,  what  is  the  ufe  of  prayer  ? 

LXXXIX. 

Whv  even  to  all  was  prayer  enjoin'd  ?  Cnce  thofe 

Whom  God  (whofe  will  ne'er  alters)  did  e\e& 
Axe  fure  of  heaven  ;  and  when  we  pray,  it  fhows 

That  we  his  certainty  of  will  fufpe(5t. 
xc. 
Thofe  who  to  lafliing  darknefs  deflin'd  were, 

Though  foon  as  born  they  pray,  yet  pray  too 
late  : 
Avoidlefs  ills  we  to  no  purpofe  fear ; 

And  none,  when  fear  is  pait,  will  fupplicate. 

The  Chr'ijlian's  Re^ly  to  ils  Phihfopber, 

I. 
The  good  in  graves  as  heavenly  feed  are  fown; 
-Aad  at  the  faints  fiifl:  fpring,  the  general  doom, 
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Will  rife,  not  by  degrees,  but  fully-blown  ; 
j       When  all  the  angels  to  their  harvefl  come. 
II. 
Cannot  Almighty  Heaven   (fince  flowers  which 
pafs  [too, 

Thaw'd  through  a  flill,  and  there  melt  mingled 
Are  rais'd  diilincft  in  a  poor  chymift's  glafs) 
Do  more  in  graves  than  men  in  lymbecs  do  ? 
III. 
God  bred  the  arts  to  make  us  more  believe 
(By  feeking  nature's  cover'd  myfteries) 
His  darker  works,  that  faith  may  thence  conceive 
He  can  do  more  than  vt'hat  our  reafon  fees. 

IV. 

)  O  coward  faith  !   religion's  trembling  guide  1 
Whom  ev'n  the  dim-ey'darts  mufi;  lead  to  fee 
What  nature  only  from  our  floth  does  hide, 
Caufes  remote,  which  faith's  dark  dangers  be. 

V. 

Religion,  ere  impos'd,  fhould  firft  be  taught; 

Not  feem  to  dull  obedience  ready  laid, 
Then  fwallow'd  lirait  for  eafe,  but  long  be  fought ; 

And  be  by  reafon  counfell'd,  though  not  fway'd. 

VI. 

God  has  enough  to  human  kind  difclos'd  ; 

Ourflefhly  garments  he  a  while  receiv'd. 
And  walk'd  as  if  the  Godhead  were  depos'd, 

Yet  could  be  then  but  by  a  few  bcliev'd. 

VII. 

The  faithlefs  Jews  will  this  at  doom  confefs. 
Who  did  fufpetSt  him  for  his  low  difguife  : 

But,  if  he  could  have  made  his  virtue  lefs. 
He  had  been  more  familiar  to  their  eyes. 

VIIl. 

Frail  life  1  in  vrhich,  through  mifts  of  human 
breath,  [flow  ; 

We  grope  for  truth,  and  make  our  progrcfs 
Becaufe,  by  paffion  blinded,  till  by  death, 

Our  paffions  ending,  we  begin  to  know, 

IX. 

O  rev'rend  death  !  whofe  looks  can  foon  advife 
Even  fcornful   youth  ;  whillt  priefls  their  doc- 
trine v/afle. 

Yet  mocks  us  too ;  for  he  does  make  us  wife. 
When  by  his  coming  our  affairs  are  pafi. 

X. 

O  harmlefi  death  I  whom  flill  the  valiant  brave. 

The  wife  expecS,  the  forrowful  invite, 
And  all  the  good  embrace,  who  know  the  grave, 

A  fr-ort  dark  pafTage  to  eternal  light. 
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